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To the Reader. 


This Figure that thou here {eeft put, 
{t-was for gentle Shakefpear cut ; 
Wherein the Graver hada ftrife 
With Nature to outdo the Life. 
O, could he but have drawn his Wit 
As well in Brafs, as he has hit 
His Face ; the Print would then furpafs 
All that was ever writin Brafs. 
But fince he cannot, Reader, look 


Not on his Pi@ure, but his Book, 


B. F. 


. = — 


M’ William Shakelpear's 
COMEDIES. 
HISTORIES 


AND 


TRA ‘GE D Pe.s. 


Publithed according to the true Original Copies. 


Unto which isadded ; SEVEN 


e. Law yo 


Never before Printed in Folio: 


VIZ, 
Pericles Prince of Tyre. \ (Sir John Oldcaftle Lord Cobham. 
The London Prodigal. The Puritan Widow. 
The Hiftory of Zhomas Lord ()A Yorkshire Tragedy. 
Cromwel. J\ The Tragedy of Locrine. 


The Fourth Edition. 


LONDON, 


Printed for HL. Herringman, E. Brewfter,and R. Bentley, at the Anchorin the 
| New Exchange, the Crane in St. Pauls Church-Yard, and in 
| Ruffel-Strect Covent-Garden. 1 6 8 5. 
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To the moft Noble and Incomparable pair of Brethren, 


William Earlof Pembroke, &c. 
| Lord Chamberlain to oe Kings mot Excellent Majelty Ee 
: ey | | 


Philip E. of Montgomery, &c. 


Gentleman to his Majefties Bed-Chamber. Both Knights of the moft Noble 
| Order of the Garter, and our fingular good LOR DS, 


\ 


Right Honourable, 


TH ILST we ftudy to be thankful in our particular, for the many 
W Favours we have received from your L. L. we are faln upon the 
ill fortune, to mingle two the moft diverfe things that can be» 

fear, and rafhnefs, in the enterprife, and fear of the fuccefs: For, 
when we value the places your H-H:-fuftain; we cannot but-know-their-dignity 
greater, than to defcend to the reading of thefe trifles : and while we name them 
trifles, we have depriv’d our felves of the defence of our Dedication. But fince’ 
your L L. have been pleas'd to think thefe trifles fomething heretofore, and have! 
| profecuted both them, and their Author living, with fo much favour : we hope;! 
'( chat they out living him, and he not having the fate, common with fome, to, 
be Exccutor to his own writings ) you will ufe the fameindulgence toward them} 
| you have done unto their parent. There is a great difference, whether any Book 
\chufe his Patrons; or End them: This hathdone both: For, fo muchwere yout 
L. L. likings of the feveral parts, when they were Acted, as before they were pubs 
Jifhed, the Volume ask’d to be yours: We have but collected them, and dond 
anoffice-to-the dead,.to. procure his Orphans,.. Guardians ;. without ambition 
either of felfprofit, or fame: only to keep the memory of fo worthy a Friend} 
\ and Fellow alive, as was our Shakefpear, by humble offer of his Plays, to you 
\ moft Noble Patronage: Wherein as we have juftly obferved, no man to com: 
4 ncar your L. L. but with a kind of religious addrefs; it hath been the height o 
| our carc, Who are the Prefenters, to make the Prefent worthy of your H. H. by th: 
| Perfection : But there we mutt alfo crave our abilitiesto be confidered, my Lords 
We cannot go beyond our own powers : Countrey hands reach forth Milks 
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Cream, Fruits, or what they have: and many Nations (we have heard ) that had) 
not Gumsand Incenfe, obtained their requefts witha leavened Cake; it was nel 
fault to approach their gods, by what means they could : And the moft, though, 
meaneft of things, are made precious, when they are dedicated to Temples. In| 
that name therefore, we moft humbly confecrate to your H. H. thefe Remains of| 
your fervant Shakefpear ; that what delight is in them,may be ever your L; L. the re- 
putation his, and the faults ours, if any be committed by a pair fo careful to thew 
their gratitude both to the living, and thedead, as is 


: 


Your Lord{bips moft bounden, 


SO nee 


> eee natok JOHN HEMINGE 


HENRY CONDELL 


Great Variety 


| 
ee 
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READ 


ROM the moftable, to him that can but fpell. There you are numbred. VVe had rather ycu 
were weigh'd. Ejpecially, when the fate of all Books depends upon your capacities « and not of 
your heads alone, but of your Purfes. Well, it is now publick, and you will ftand for your privi- 
ledges, weknow: to read, and cenfure. Do fo, but buy at firft 3 that doth beft commend a 
Boook, the Stationer fays. Then how odd foever your brains be, or your wifdoms, make your 

filence the fame, and {pare not. Judg your fix- penny worth, your foillingsemorth, your five foillings-worth 

at a time, or higher, fo you rife to the just rates, and welcome. But, whatever you do, Buy. Cenjure will 

- | not drive a trade, nor make the Fack go. And tho you bea Magiftrate of Wit, and fit on the ftage at 

Black-Fryers, or the Cock-pit, to arraign Plays daily ; know, thefe Plays have had their tryal already, 

and ftood out all Appeals 5 and do now come forth quitted rather by a Decree of Coutt, than any pur- 
chas'd Letters of Comendation. 

1 It bad been a thing,we confi{s,worthy to have been wifbed,that theAuthor himfelf had lived to have fer forth, 
and overfeen his omnW ritings;But fence it hath been ordain'dotherwifesand he by death departed from that 

4 right,we pray you do not envy his Friends the office of their care and patasto-bave\coWleGed and publifhed then 
and fo to have publifh'd them, as where (before) you were abus’'d with divers {toln and {urreptitious Copies, 

maimed and defor med by the frauds and ftealths of injurioustmpottors, that expos’d them: even thofe, are now 

offered to your vicw cured, and perfed of their limbs; and all the reff, abfolute in their numbers. 4s he con: 
ceived them. Who, as he was a happy imitator of Nature, was a moft_gentle exprefier. of 7t. His mind 
ind hand went together : And what he thought, be uttered with that cafinefs, that we have Scarce received 
from him a blotin his Papers. But it is not our Province, who only gather his Works, and give them 
you to praife him. It is yours that read him. And there we hope, to your divers capacities, you will find 
enough, both to draw, and hold you : for his wit can no more lie hid, than it could be loft. Read him 
therefore , again and again: And if then you do not like him, furely you are in fome manifest danger, not 

tounderfiand bin. And fo weleave you to other of his Friends, who, if you need, can be your guides : 4 

you need thems mt, you can lead your felves, and others. And fach Readers we wifh him. 


J. Heminge: 
H. Condell. 
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To the Memory of the deceafed Author 
Mr. WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR. 


Hakefpear, at length thy pious Fellows’ give 
S ee eds ie Works: thy Works, by 
; which, out-live 
Thy Tomb, thy Name-muft: <when that fone 
is rent, 
ime diflolves thy Stratford Monument, 
Te a silre thall view thee ftill. This Book, 
When Brafs and Marble fade, fhall make.thee look 
Fre(h to all Ages: when Pofterity 
Shall loathe what's new, think all is prodigy 
Thatis not Shakefpear’s; ev'ry. Line, each Verfe 
Here fhall revive, redeem thee fromithy Herfe. 
| Nor Fire, nor cankting Age, as INefo faid, — 
OF his, thy wit+fraught Book fhall/ once invade. 
Nor {hall I eré believe,sor think-thee dead 
(Tho mift ) until our bankrout Stage be {ped 
impoffible ) with fome new ftrain Vout-do 
affions of fuliet, and her’ Rowico 5 | 
} ys till I hear a Scene more nobly take, 


| hah when thy half (word:parlying Yeomans {pake. 
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Till thee, ull anpof thy Velumes reft 
Shall with more fire, more feeling be expreft, 


Be fare, our Shzkefpear, thou canft never'die; 
| But crown’d with Lawrel, liveeternally. 


LT. Digges. 


Lupon the Effigies of my worthy Friend 
| the Author psMr. W. Shakefpear, and 
| his Works. 


| ()Pe@ator, this Lifes Shadow, iis to fee 
‘ The truer Image and a’ livelier he © : 
Turn Reader, * But; obferve his Comiek vain, 
iLaugh, and proceed ‘next to a Tragick ftrain, 
Then weep ; So when thou find'ittwo contraries, 
Two different paffions from thy rapt fout rife, 
Say, ( whoalone effe& fuch wonders could ) 
Rare Shake/pear to the life thou doft behold, 


To the Memory of Mr: W. Shake/pear. 


E wonder ( Shake/pear ) that thou went'ft 
fo foon, 

From the Worlds-Stage, to the Graves-Tyring- 
room. 

We thought thee dead, but this thy Printed worth 

Tells thy Spe&ators, that thou went’ftbut forth 

To enter with applaufe. An Adgors Art, 

Can dye, and live, to a a fecond Part. 

That’s but an Exit of Mortality ; 

This, a Re-entrance toa Plandite. 


To the Memory of my beloved, the Au- 
thor, Mr. William Shakefpear ; And 


What he hath left us. | 
O draw no envy ( Shakefpear ) on thy | 
Name, 


Am} thus ample tothy Book and Fame : 
VVhile I confefs thy writings to be fuch, 
As neither Maz nor Mufé can praife too much. 
‘Tis true, and all mens fuffrage. But thefe ways 
Were not the paths I meant unto thy praife:} 
For feelieft Ignorance on thefe may light, | 
Which, when it founds at beft,but eccho’s right; | 
Or blind Affedion, which doth ne’re advance 
The truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by chaxce; 
‘Or crafty malice, might pretend this praife, ~~ 
And think to ruin where it feem’d to raife.. 
Thefe are, as {ome infamous Bawd, or Whore; ™ 
Should praife a Matrom. What could hurt her 
more? 
But thou art proof againftthem, amd indeed 
Above th’ ill fortune of them, or the need. 
'{ therefore will begin. Soul of the Age 177 be 4 
The applaufe ! delight ! the wonder of ‘gurl 
Stage! : 
My Shakefpear rifes I will not lodg thee by 
Chaucer, or Spenfer, or bid Beaumont lie 
A little further, to make thee a room : 
Thou art a Monument without a Tomb, 
“And art alive ftill, while thy Book doth live, 
And we have wits to read, and praife to give. | 
‘That I not mix thee fo, my brain excufes ; . 
I mean with great, but difproportion’d.Mufes :} 
For if Ethought my judgment were of years, 
I fhould commit, thee furely with thy Peers, 
And tell how far thou didft our Lily out-fhine, 
Or fporting Kid, or Markw's mighty Line. 
And tho thou badft fmall Latine, and lef& Gree, 
From thence tohonour thee, I would not feck 
For names; but call forth thund’ring Ai/ch;/us, 
Euripides, and Sophocles to us, 
Pacuvins ,Accius, him of Cordova dead, 
To live again, to hear thy Ruskix tread, 
And fhake aStage’: Or, when thy Socks were on, 
Leave. thee alone for the comparifon | 
Of all, that infolent Greece, or haughty Rome 
Sent forth, or fincedid from their afhes come. 
Triumph, my Britaix, thou haft one co fhow.| 
To whom all Scenes of Exrope homage owe. 
He was not of an age, but for all tiwe ! 
And all the Muj/es, ftill were in their prime, 
When like Apoilo he came forth to warm 
Our ears, orlike a Mercury to charm! 
Nature her felf was proud of his defigns, 
And joy’d to wear the dreffing of his Lincs! 
Which were fo richly fpun, and wov'n fo fit, } 
As, fince , the will vouchfafe no other wit. 
The merry Greek, tart Ariffophanes, 
Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not pleafe ;| 
But antiquated, and deferted lie 
_ Asthey were not of Natures family. 
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Yet mutt I not give Nature all: Thy Art, 
My gentle Shake/pear mult enjoy a part. 
For tho the Poets matter Nature be, 
His Art doth givethe Fafbion. And, that he, 
Who calls to write aliving ize, mutt {weat, 
¢ Such as thine are ) and ftrike the fecond heat 
Upon the Mu/es Anvile: turn the fame, 
( And bimfelf with it) that he thinks to frames 
Or for the Lawrel, be may gain a {corn, 
For agood Poet's made, as well as born. 
And fuch wert thou. Look how the Fathers face 
Lives in his Iffue, even fo the race 
Of Shake/pear’s mind, and manners brightly fhines 
In his well turned, and true filed lines: 
In each of which, he feems to fhake a Lance, 
As brandifh’t at the eyes of Ignorance. ' 
Sweet Swan of Avon! what a fight it were 
To fee thee in our water yet appear, 
And makethofe flights upon the Banks of Thames, 
That fo did take Eliza, and our Famses ! 
But ftay, I fee thee in the Hemi/phere 
. Advane’d, and made a Conftellation there ! 
Shine forth, thon Star of Poets, and with rage, 
Or influence, chide, or chear the drooping Stage, 
Which, fince thy flight from hence, hath mourn’‘d 
like night, 
And defpairs day, but for thy Volames light. 


: BENFOHNSON. 


Mr. | Shakefpear , and his 


On worthy 
' Poems. 
; Mind reflecting ages paft, whofe clear 

\ And equal furface can make things appear 
Diant a Thoufand years, andreprefent 
Them in their lively colours juft extent. 
To outrun hafty Time, retrieve the Fates, 
Rowl back the Heavens, blow ope the Iron Gates 
Of Death and Lethe, where ( confufed ) lic 
Great heaps of ruinous Mortality. 
In that deep dusky dungeon to difcern 
A Royal Ghof from Churls 5 By art to learn 
The Phyfiognomy of fhades , and give ’ 
Them fudden birth, wondring how oft they live. 
What ftory coldly tells, what Poets fain 
At fecond hand and Piéure, without brain 
Senfelefs and foullefs rows. Togive a Stage 
( Ample aud true with life ) voice, action, age, 
As Plato’s year, and new Scene of the world, 
Them unto us, or us to them had hurl'd. 
Toraife our ancient Soveraigns from their Herfe, 
Make Kings his Subjetts, by exchanging ver/e ; 
Enlive their pale trunks, that the prefent age 
| Joys in their joy, and trembles at their rage : 
|Yet fo to temper paflion, that our ears 
\Take pleafureintheir pain; and eyes in tears 
Both weep and fmile, fearful at plotsfo fad, 
Then laugbing at our fears abus’d and glad 
| To be abus'd, affected with that truth 
Which we perceive is fal/e 5 pleas'd in that truth 
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At which we {tart and by elaborate ley ns 


‘Mould wus anew. _ Stoln from our felves 


Tortur'd and tickled 5 by a crab-like way 
Time paft made paftime, and in ugly fort 

Difgorging up his ravine for our fport 
While the P/ebeian Imp from lofty throne 
Creates and rulesia world, and works upon A 
Mankind by fecret engines ; Now to move 
A chilling pity, then a rigorous love: 
To ftrike up, and ftroalt down, both Foy and Fre, 
Tofteer th’ affections 5 and by heavenly fire 


This and much'more which cannot be expreft, 
But by himjelf, his tongue, and his own breaft, 
Was Shakefpear's freehold, which his cunning 

brain 

Improvd by favour of the xinefold train, 
The Buskin’d Mufe, the Comick Queen, the grand 
And louder tone of Clia3 nimble hand, 
And nimbdler foot of the melodious pair, 
The Silver voiced Lady; the moft fair 
Calliope, whofe {peaking filence daunts, 
And fhe whofe praife the heavenly body chaunts. 

Thefejointly woo'd hiv, envying one another 
( Obey’d by all as‘Spoufe, but lov’d as brother ) 
Andwrought a curious robe of fable grave, 
Frefh, green, and pleafant yellow, red molt brave, 
And conftant blew, rich purple, guiltiefs white, 
The lowly Ruffet, andthe Scarlet bright 5 
Branch’t and embroidered like the painted Spring 
Each leaf match’d with a Flower, and each {tring 
Of golden wire, each line of filk; thererun 
Italian works whofe thred the Sifters {pun 5 
And:there did fing, or (eem to fing, the choice 
Birds of a forreign note, and various voice. 
Here hangs a moffey Rocks there plays a fair 
But chiding Fountain purled : Not the air, 
Nor Clouds, nor.Thzxder, but were living drawn, 
Not out of common Tiffany or Lawz. 
But fine materials, which thé Mufes know, 
And only know the Countries where they grow. 

Now when they could no longer him enjoy 
In orortal garments pent 5 death may dejiroy 
They fay his body, but his Verfe fhall live 
And: more than Naturetakes, our hands fhall give. 
In a lefs Volume, but more firongly bound 
Shakefpear fhall breathe and fpeak, with Lawrel 

crommd 
Which never fades. Fed with Ambrofian meat, 
Iza well-lined Velture rich and neat 
So with this Robethey cloathe him, bid him 
wear it, 
For time fhall never flain, nor envy tear it. 
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The friendly Admirer of his 
Endowments, 
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PITA 


On the admirable Dramatick Poee, 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEA R. 


| Hat need my Shake/pear for his honour’d | For whilft to th’ fhame:of flow-endeavouring Art, 
\ bones, Thy -eafie numbers’ flow , and that each part , 
| The labour of an Age, in piled ftones, Hath from the leaves of thy unvalved Book, 
Or that his hallow’d Reliques fhould’ be hid | Thofe De/phick Lines with deep Impreffion took. 
| Under a Starry-pointing Pyramid ? Then thou our fancy of her felf bereaving, 
Dear Son of Memory, great Heir of Fame, Doft make us Marble with too much conceiving, 
What needt thou fach dull witnefsof thy Name? | And fo Sepuleher'd in tuch pomp doft lie, 
Thou in our wonder and aftonifhment That Kings for fuch a Iorb would with to die. | 


| Hatt builtthy felf a lafting Monument : 


Opon the Lines and Life of the Famous Sceuick Poet 


M* WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR. 


Hofe hands, which you fo clapt, go now and | Which crown'd him Poet firft, then Poets King. 
wring : If Tragedies might any Prologue have, 

You Britains brave ; for done are Shake/pear’s days 5 Aj} thofe he made, would {carce make one to this ; 

His days aredone, that made the dainty Plays, | yWhere Fase, now that hegone is to the Grave, 

Which made the Globe of Heav'n and Earthto| ¢ Deaths publick Tyring-houfe ) the Nuncins is, 

, wins: : ; : For though his Line of Life went {oon about, 
Dry'd is that Vein, dry’d is the Thefpiam Spring,} The Life yet of his Lines thal never out. 
Turn'd all to tears, and Phebus Clouds his Rays 5 
That Corp,, that Coffin now beftick thofe Bays, Hugh Holland. t 


The Works of WILLIAM SHAKES , ' 
Hiftories, and Tragedies ; Truly fet forth according to ie crorone en 


The Names of the principal Aéfors inall thefe Plays: 


[iam Shakefpear. 
Richard Burbage. 
obn Hemmings. 
Augustine Philips 
William Kempt: 
Thomas Poope. 
George Bryan. 
Hnry Condell. 
William Slye. 
Richard Cowly. 
ohn Lowine. 
Samuel Crofs. 
Alexander Cook. 
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A Catalogue of 


7 HE Tempeft. 
The two Gentlemen of Verona. 

The Merry Wives of Windfor. 
Meafure for Meafure- 
The Comedy of Errors. 
Much ado about Nothing. 
Loves Labours loft. 
Midfummernights Dream. 
The Merchant of Venice. 
As you like it. . 
The taming of a Shrew. 
Alls wellthat ends well. 
Twelf-night, or what you will. 
The Winters Tale. 


Histories. 
The life and death of King Fobn. 


Thelife and death of King Richard the 2. 


The life and death of King Henry the 4. 
The fecond part of King Henry the 4. 
The lifeof King Henry the 5- 


all the Comedies, Hiftories, and Ti ragedies contained in this Book 
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— 


Samuel Gilburn, 

Robert Armin, 

William Oftler. 

Nathan Field. 

Fobn Underwood. 

Nicholas Tooly. 

William Ecclestone. | 
Fofeph Taylor. 
Robert Benfield. 
Robert Gonge. 
Richard Robinfon. 
John Shanke. 
John Rice. 


(The firft part of King Henry th 
The fecond part of King aes the é 
The third part of King Henry the 6. 
The Tregedy of Richard the 3. 

The famous Hiftory of Hezry the 8. 


Tragedies. 


Troylus and Creffida. 

The Tragedy of Coréolanus. 
Titus Andronicus. 

Romeo and Fuliet. 

; of Athens. 

e Tragedy of Fulins Cefar. 
The Tragedy of Wale 
The Tragedy of Hazlet. 
The Tragedy of King Lear. 
The Moor of Venice. 

Anthony and Cleopatra. 
The Tragedy of Cyzabeline. 
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Atlus Prinius. Scena Prima. 
A tempeftuous noile of Thunder and Lightning heard: Enter) An. Weare meerly cheated of our lives by Drunkards, 
Ship-mafter and a Botefwain. This wide-chopt rafcal, would thou mightft lie drowning 
the wafhing of ten Tides. 
Mafter, Gonz. He’l be hang’d yet, 
PAY? Otefwain. : Though every drop of water {ware againft it, 
Sas Bote/. Here Mafter: What cheer?| And gapeat wid'’ftto gluthim. 4 confufed noife within. 
Maft. Good : Speak to th’ Mariners: Mercy on us. 
=* fall coo’, yarely, or wefunour felves| We fplit, we fplit: Farewell my wife and childrety 
pis a-ground, beltir, beftir. Exit.| Farewell brother: we fplit, we-fplit, we {plit. 
VA Anth..Ler’s all fink,with King. Hee ’ 
eo Enter Mariners. Seb. Let’s take leave of himy = 77 Exit. § He 
Gonz,, Now would I give a thonfand furlongs of Sea for}. 
Bote, Hey my hearts, cheerly my |an Acre of barren ground: Long heath, brown firs, any f Furze 
hearts: yare, yare: ‘Lake in:the top-fail : tend to th’ Ma-| thing; the wills above be done, but I would fain die adry} 
fter’s whiftle:Blow till chou burft thy wind, if room enough. | death. 
Enter Alonfo, Sebaftian, Anthonio, Ferdinando, 
Gonzalo, and others. Soe $ ot eee 


Alon. Good Botefwain have care: where's the Mafter 2 
Play the men. 

Bote/. 1 pray now keep below. 

Anth. Where is the Mafter, Bofon ? 

Bote/. Do you not hear.him? Youmar our labour : 
Keep your Cabins: you do alfift che ftorm. 

Gonz. Nay, good be patient. 

Botef’ When the Sea is: hence: wharcares thief Roa- 
rers for the Name of King? to Cabine = filence : trouble 
us not. 

Gonz. Good, yet remember whoni thou haftaboard. 

Bore/. None that I more love than my felf. You area 
Counfellor, if you can command thef Elements to fi 
lence, and work the peace of the prefént, we will not hard 
a Rope more, ufe your Authority: if yoa cannot, give 
thanks you have liv'd folong, and make your (elf ready 
in your Cabine for the mifchance of the hour 
Cheerly good hearts : out of our way I fay. 

Gon. | have great comfort from this fellow : 
he hath no drowning mark upon him; his 


a+ 
Ce 


Exir. 
methinks 
complexion’ is 


perfect Gallows: ftand fait good Fate to his hanging ; | 
make the Rope of his deftiny out Cable, for our own | 


doth little advantage: if he be not born to be hang‘d, our 
café is miferable, Exit. 
; Enter Botefwain. 

Bote/- Down with the top-Matt: yafe, lower, lower ; 
bring her to try with Mairscourfe. . A plague —-——— 

A cry within. Enter Sebaftian, Anthonio avd Gonzalo, 
upon this howling : they are louder than the weather, or 
our office: Yet again? What do you here? Shall we give 
ore and drown? Haveyou a mind to fink ? 

Seba/. A pox 0” yout throat; you bawlin: 
incharitable Dog. 

Bote{’ Work you then. 

Anh. Haiig'Cur, hang, you whorefon infolent Noie- 
maker; we are lef afraid tobe drown’d than thou arr. 

Genz Vle warrant him for drowning, 
were no ftronger than a Nut-fhell, and as leaky-as an un- 
ftanched wench. ; 

Bote/. Layhera hold, ahold fet hér two courfes off to 
Sea again, lay her off. 
Enter Mariners wet. 
to prayers, to prayers, all loft. 
mult our mouths be cold ? 


Ince at prayers, let’s affift thern, 


*, blafphentous, 


Mar. ‘All \ott, 
Bote/: Wh 
Gon. The 
for our cafe is as theirs 
Sebaf. Povout of patience. 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Profpero and Miranda. 


Mira. \€ by your Art (niydeateft father) you havé 
Put the wild waters inthis Rore, allay them: 
The sky it feems would pour down ftinking pitch, 
But that the Sea, mounting to the welkins ‘cheek, 
Dafhes the fire out. Oh !- | have faffered 
With thofe that I faw fuffer: A brave Veflet 
(Whohad, nodouht, fome noble creature in her) 
Dafh’d all to pieces: Oh! thecry did knock 
Againft my very heart: poor fouls, they perifh’d: 
Had I been any God of power, I would 
Have funk che Sea within the Earth, orere 


, if it fo hap. 


though the Ship | 


It fhould the good Shipfo have fwallow’d, and 
The fraughting Souls within her. 
| Prof. Be collected : 
No more amazement: 
| There’s no harm done. 
Mira. O wo, the day. 
Prof. No harm. 
T have done nothing but in care of thee 
(Of thee my dear one, thee my Daughter) whd 
| Atcignorant of what thou arc, nought knowing 
| Of whence lam; nor that l am more better 
| Than Prepero, Matter of a full poor Cell, 
| And thy no gféater Father. 
Mira. More tokndéw 
‘Did never meddle with my thoughts, 
Prof. ’Tis true 
|| fhould inform thee farther : Lend thy hand 
And pluck my Magick garment from me: So,_- 
Lyethere my Art: wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort, 
The direful fpectaclé of the'wrack, which touch’d 


Che very virtue of compaffionin thee, Ny << 
a XT Vision 


Tell your piteous hearé: 


i 
( have with fuch”compaffion in mine Art 
| So fafely ordéred, that there is no foul, — <—— 
| Nonot fo much perditionas an hair 
| Betide to any creature in the Veflel, 
Which thou heard’ft cry, which thou faw’ft fink ! 
Sit down, for thou muft now know farther: 
Mira. You have often 
Begun to tell me whati am, ‘but ftopr, 
And left me to the bootlefs inquifition, 
Concluding, ftay -' not yet; 
Prof. ‘The hour’s now come, 
A 
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eee? 


Sn pean eg 
The very minute bids thee ope thine ear, 
Obey, and be attentive, Canit thou remember 
A time before we came unto this Cell? 


1 do not think thou canit, for then thou was’t not 
Out three years old. 
Mira. Certainly, Sir, I can. es 
Prof By what? by any other houfe, or perfon? 
OF any thing the Image, tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 
Mira. *Tis far off 5 
And rather like adream than an aflurance 


That my remembrance warrants: ad | not 


Four or five women once that tended me? 
Prof Thou hadft, and more, Miranda: ; 
That this lives in thy mind? What feeft thou elfe 
In the dark backward and Abyfme of ‘I ime ? 
If thou remembreft ought ere thou cam ft here, 
How thou cam’ft here thou may ’ft- 
Mira. ButthatIdo not. 
Prof, Twelve year fince ( 
Thy Father was the Duke of Millain, and 
A Prince of Power. 
Mira. Sit, are not you my Father? 
Prof, Thy: Mother was a piece of Virtue, and 
She {aid thou waft my Daughter ; and thy Fathet 
Was Duke of A©dillain, and his only heir : 
And PrincefS ; no worfe iffued. 
Mira. O the Heavens, 
What foul play had we that we came from thence? 
Or blefled was’t we did ? 
Prof, Both, both my Girl: 
By foul play (asthou fayeft) were we heaved thence, 
But bleffedly holp hither. 
Mira, O my heart bleeds 
To thinko’ th’ teene that | have tarn’d you to, 
Which is from my remembrance : pleafe you, farther. 
Prof My Brother and thy Uncle, call’d: Axthonio : 
Ipray thee mark me, that a brother fhould 
Be fo perfidicus: he, whom next thy felf 
Of all the world Lloy’d, and to him put 
The manage of my ftate, as at that time. 
Through ail the fignories it was the firft, 
And Pro/perd the prime Duke, being fo reputed 
Indignity ; and forthe Liberal Arts, 
Without a parallel ; thofe being all my ftudy ; 
The Government | caft upon my brother, 
And to my ftate grew ftranger, being tranfported 
And rapt infecret ftudies, thy falfe Uncle 
(Doft thou attend) ? 
Mira. Sir, moft heedfully. 
Prof. Being once perfected how to grant fuits, 
How to deny them : whom t’ advarice, and whom 
To"trafh for over-topping ; new created 
The creatures that were mine,|fay,ot chang’d’em, 
Or elfe new form’d’em ; having hoth the key 
Of Officer and Office, fet all hearts o” th’ ftate 
To what tune pleas’d his Ear, that now he was 
The Ivy which had hid my princely Trunk, 
And fuck’t my verdure outor't: ‘Thou attend’ft not 7 
Mira. O good Sir, Ido, 
Prof: 1 pray theemark me: 
I thus neglecting worldly ends, alt dedigated 
To clofenefs, and the bettering of my mind 
With that which but by being retired 
Ore-priz’d all popular rate:in my falfe brother 
Awak?d an evil Nature, and my troft, 
Like a good parent, did beget of him 
A falfhood in its contrary, as great 
As my truft was, which had indeed no limic, 
A confidence fans bound. He being thus Lorded 
Not only with what my Revenue yielded, 
But what my power might elfe exact. Like one 
Who having into truth, by telling of it, 
Made fiich a finner of his Memory 


nn 


But how is it 


‘ Miranda). twelve year fince 


/To credit his own lie, he did believe 


He wasindeed the Duke, out o’ th’ Subftitution 
And executing th’ outward face of Royalty 
With all prerogative ; hence his Ambition growing : 
Doft thou hear? 

Mira. Your tale, Sir, would cure deafnefs. 


Prof, To haveno Screen between this part he plaid, 


And him he plaid it for, he needs willbe 
Abfolute Millain ; Me (poor man) my Library 
Was Dukedom large enough: Of temporal Royalties 
He thinks me now incapable. .Confederates 
(So dry he was for fway) with King of Naples 
To give him annual tribute, do him homage, 
Subject his Coronet to his Crown, and bend 
The Dukedom yet unbowed (alas poor Millain!) 
To much ignoble ftooping. 

Mira. Oh the heavens ? 


Prof. Mark his condition, and th’ event, then tefl me 


If this might bea brother. 

Mira. \ fhould fin 
To think but Nobly of my Grand-mother ; 
Good wombs have born bad fons. 

Pro. Now the condition: 
This King of Nap/es being an Enemy 
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother’s fuit, 
Which was, That he im lieu o’ th’ premifes, 
Ofhomage, and | know not how much tribute, 
Should prefently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the Dukedom, and confer fair Millain 
With all the honours, on my brother: Whereon 
A treacherous Army levied, one mid night 
Fated to th’ purpofe, did Authonio open 
The gates of Adillain,and i’th’ dead of darknefs 
The Minifters for th’ purpofe hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying felf 

Mir. Alack for pity: 
[ not remembring how I cry’d out then 
Will cry it o’re again: itis a hint 
That wrings mine eyes to’r, 

Pro. Hear a little further, 
And then ’le bring thee to the prefent bufinefs 
VVhich now’s upon’s, without the which this ftory 
V Vere moft impertinent. A 
| dir, VVherefore did they not 
| That hour deftroy us ? 

Pro. VVell demanded, wench : 


My-tale provokes that queftion: Dear, they durft not; 


So dear the love my people bore me: nor fet 
A mark fo bloody on the bufinefs , but 
VVith colours fairer painted their foul ends. 
Infew,, they hurried us aboard a Bark, 
Bore us fome Leagues to Sea, where they prepared 
A rotten carcafs of a But, not rigg’d, 
Nor tackle, nor fail, nor maft; the very Rats 
Inftin@ively have quit it: There they hoift us 
Yo cry toth’ Sea that roar’d to us; to figh 

| Toth? Winds, whofe pity fighing back again 

| Did us but loving wrong. 

Mir. Alack ! what trouble 
Was I then to you? 

| Pro. O! aCherubim 

| Thou wast that did preferve me: hou didft fimile, 
Infufed with a fortitude from heaven, ‘ 
When I have deck’t the Sea with drops full fale, 
Under my burthen groan’d, which rais’d in me 
An undergoing ftomach, to bear up 
Againit what fhould enfue. 

Mir. How came we afhore ? 
Pro. By providence divine; 

Some food we had, and fome frefh water,’ that 
A noble Neapolitan Gonzalo, ‘7 
Ont of his Charity ( who being them appointed! 
Mafter of this defign) did give us, with 
Rich garments, linnens, ftufis; and neceflaries 


Which 


. 


Tbe 


ic lenefe 
his gentieneis 


’dme 


er os ee c 
Which fince have fteeded much, fo of 


Knowing Ilov’d my B he furr 


bOO 
From mine own Library, 
| prize above my Dukedom. 
Mir. Would i mighe 
But ever fee that man. 
Pro. Now I arife, 
Sit ftill,and hear the laft of our Sea-forrow : 
Here in this Ifland we arriv’d, and here 
Have 1, thy School-mafter, made thee more profit 
Than other Princefs can, that have more time 
For vainer hours ; and Tutors, nor fo careful. 
Mir.. Heavens thank you for’t.And now I pray you Sir, 
For ftill ‘tis beating in my mind: your reafon 
For raifing this Sea-ftorm ¢ 
Pro. Know thus far forth, 
By accident moft ftrange, bountifil Fortune 
(Now my dear Lady) hath mine enemies 
Brought to this fhore: And by my prefcience. 
{ findmy Zenith doth depend upon 
A moft aufpitious ftdr, whofe influence 
If now] court not, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after droop: Here ceafe more queftions, 
Thou art inclird to fleep: tis a good dulnels, 
And give it way : 1 know thou canft nor chufe ; 
Come away, Servant, Come ; {am ready now, 
Approach my Ariel. Come. Enter Ariel. 
‘Ari. All hail, great Malter, grave Sir, hail 1 come 
To anfwer thy beft pleafure : be it to fly, 
To fwim, to dive into the fire: to ride 
Onthe curl’d clouds: to thy ftrong bidding, task 
Ariel, and all his Quality. 
Pro. Haft thou,Spiric. 
Perform’d to point, the Tempeft that 1 bad thee? 
Ar. To every Article. 
[ boarded the Kings fhip: now on the Beak, 
Now in the Wafte, the deck, inevery Cabin, 
i flam’d amazement, fometirmes Vid divide 
And burnin many places ; onthe top-matt, 
The Yards and Bore-fprit, would | flame diftindgly, 
Then meet, and joyn. Soves Lightning, the precurfers 
O’th dreadful Thunder-claps more momentary 
And fight out-running were mot ; the fire and cracks 
Of fulphurons roaring, the moft mighty Neptune 
Seem to befiege, and make his bold waves tremble, 
Yea, his dtad Trident fhake. 
Pro. My brave Spirit. 
Who was {o firm, fo conftant, thatt 
Would not infect his reafon ? 
Ar: Not a foul 
But felt a Feaver of the mad, and plaid 
Some tricks of defperation: all but Mariners 
Plung’d in the foaming bryne, and quit the. veffel ; 
Then alla fire with me the Kings fon Ferdinand 
With hair up flaring (then like reeds, not hair) 
Was the firit man that leapt > rid hell is empty, and 
All the Devils are here. 
Pro. Why that’s my fpirit: 
But was not this nigh fhore : 
Ar. Clofe by, my Matter. 
Pro. But are they ( Arie!) fafe ? 
Ar. Not a hair perifhed : 
On their fixftaining garments not a blemith, 
But frefher than before: and as thou badift me, 
In troops I have difpers’d them “bout the ifle ; 
The Kings fon have I landed by himfelf, 
Whom [left cooling of the Air with fighs, 
Inan odd Angle of the Ifle, and fitting, 
His arms in this fad knor. 
Pro. Of he Kings thip, 
The Mariners, {ay how thou haft difpos’d, 
And-all the reit o’th’ Fleet 2 
Ar. Safely in harbour, 
isthe Kings fhip, in the deep Nook, where once 
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his coy! 
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Pas fh. care ert oe 
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1 Thou call’dft me up at midnight to fetch dew 
From the flill-vext Bermzosthes, there fhee’s hi 
The Mariners all under hatches ftowed, 


th’ Fleet 
(Which I difpers’d)they all have met agai 
And are upon th@s Mediterranean Vlote. 
Bound fadly home for N. 
Suppofing that they faw the Kir 
And his great perfon perifh. 
Pro Ariel, thy charge 

Exaétly is perform’d ; buc there’s more work; 
What is the time o’ch’ day ¢ 


| 
Ar, Patt the mid feafon. 
t 
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Pro. At leaft two Glafles: the time ’twixt fix and now 
} Muft by us both be {pent moft precioufiv. 


} ar. Is there more toyl? Since thou doit give me pains, 
| Lec me rememberthee what thou hatt promis’d; 
| Which is not yet perform’d me. ‘i 
| Pro. How now ¢ moodie ? 
| Which is’t thou cantt demand ? 
| dr. My Liberty. 
Pro. Before the time be out ? nomore ; 
Ar. \prethee oa 
Remember Ihave done thee worthy fervice, 


Told thee no lyes, made the 
Withoutor grudg, or grt 
To bate me a full year. 

Pro. Do’ft thou forget 
From what a torment I did free thee ¢ Ar.N 

Pro. Thou do’ft: and thinkeft ir much to tread th 
| Ooze of the falt deep ; 
Torun upon the fharp wind of the Nort! 
To do me bufinefS in the veins o th’e: 
When it isbak’d with froft. 

Ar. \¢o not Sir. 

Pro. Thou lieft, malignant Thing : haft thou for 

The fowl Witch Sycecrax, who with Age and eavy 
| Was grown intoa Hoop 2 haft thou forgot her ¢ 
| Ar. NoSir. 
| Pio. Thou haft : where was fhe born ? {pe 


Ar. Sir; in Argier. 
| Pro. Oh, was fhe fo: I muft 
| Onceina month recount what thou haft biti, 
Which thou forgetft.This damn’d Witch Sycorax 
Kor mifchiefs manifold, and forceries terrible 


) miftakings, ferv’d 


thou didft promife 
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ake: tell me: 
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To enter human hearing, from 47; 

Thou know7ft was banifh’d : for or 

They would nottake her life : is not this true ? 
Pro. This blew-ey’d hag, was hither broug 

And here was left by th’ Saylors ; thou my flave, 

As thou report’ft thy {elf, was then her fervant, 

And, for thou waft a fpirit too delicate 

To act her earthy and abhor’d commands, 

Refufing her grand helts, fhe did confine thee; 

By help of her more potent minifters, 

Andin her moft unmittigable rage, 

Into a cloven Pyne; within which rift 

Imprifon’d, thou did’ft painfully remain 

A dozen years: within which fpace fhe did, 

And left thee there: where thou didft vent thy groans 


1€ thing fhe d 
be with | 
(child, } 


th 4+ Vv 
As falt as Mill wheels ftrike » then was this Ifland 
(Save for the Sgn thatfhe did littour here. 
A frekel’d whelp, hag-born) not honour’d with 
Ahuman fhape. 
Ar. Yes: Caliban her fon. 
Pro. Dull thing, | fay fo: he, that Caliban 
| VVhom now | keep in fervice, thou beft know’ft 
| VVhat torment did find thee in ; thy groans 
| Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the brefts 
Ofever-angry Bears, 1 was aterment 
To lay upon the damn’d, which Sycorax 
Could not again undo : it was mune are, 
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A2 VVhen ‘ 
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1 VVhen I arriv’d, and heard thee, that made gape 
The Pyne, and let thee out. 
Ar. | thank thee Mafter. 
Pro, If thou more murmut’ft, I will rend an Oak 
And peg theein his knotty entrails, till 
| Thon haft howl’d away twelve winters. 
Ar. Pardon, Mafter. % 
Iwill be corefpondent to command 
' and domy {priting gently. 
: Pro. Do fo: and after two dayes 
] will difcherge thee. 
Ar. That’s my noble Matter: 
VVhat fhalll do? fay what ¢ what fhall ldo? 
Pro. Gomake thy felf like toa Nymph o’th’ Sea. 
Be fubject to no fight but thine, and mine: invifible 
| To every eye-ball elf: gatake this fhape 
| And hither come in’t: go: hence 


Pro. Awake, dearheart awake, thou haft flept well, 
| Awake. 

Me. The ftrangenefs of your ftory, put 
Heavinefs in me. 

Pro. Shake it-off : Come on, 
VVe'll vifit Caliban, my flave, who never 
Yields us kind anfwer. 5 

(iy. ’Tisa villain Sir, Ido notlove to look on. 


— “ 
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Mir. 
| Pro. But as *tis 
| VVe cannot mifg him : he do’s make our fire, 
\ Fetch in our wood, and ferves Offices 
| That profit us: whathoa : flave: Caliban: 
i Thou Earth thou: fpeak. 


Cal. within. There’s wood enough within. 
ty Pro. Come forth I fay, there’s other bufinefS for thee: 
if Come thou Tortoys, when? Enter Ariel like a Water- 
Lil Fine apparition: my quaint Arie/, Nymph. 
. aa Heark in thine ear. 
vz | Ar. My Lord, it thal! be done. Exit. 
Pit Pro. Shou poifonous flave, got by the Devil himfelf 
eft Upon thy wicked Dam ; come forth. Enter Caliban. 
‘| _(al. As wicked dew, as ere my Mother brufh’d 
Fi VVith Ravens feather from unwholfome Fen, 


Drop on you both: A South-weft blow on ye, 
i And blifter you all o’re. 
Fal Pro. For this be fure, to night thou fhalt have cramps, 


L ae Side-ftitches, that fhall pen thy breath up, Urchins 
ie Shall for that yaft of night, that they may work 
i Allexercife on thee ; thou fhalt be pinch’d 


As thick as hony-comb, each pinch more ftinging 
Than Bees that made’em. 
Cal. | muft eat my dinner : 
This Ifland’s mine by Sycorax my Mother, 
VVhich thou tak’ft from me: when thou cam’ft firft 


VVater with berriesin’t: and teach me how 

To name the bigger Light,and how the leis, 

That burn by day and night: and then [loved thee, 
And fhewed thee all the qualities o’ the Ifle, 

The frefh Springs, Brine-pits ; barren place and fertil, 
Curs’d be | that Idid fo: AlJ the Charms 

Of Sycorax : Foads, Beetles, Bats light on you: 

For lam all the Subjects that you have, 

VVhich firft was mine own King : and here you fty-me 
Inthishard Rock, whiles youdo keep from me 

The refit of the Ifland. 

Pro. Thou moft lying flave, 

re VVhom ftripes may move,not kindnefs : 1 have us‘d thee 
e (Filch as thou art )with human care, and lod g'd 

4 ‘Inmine own Cell, till chou didft feek to violate 

The honour of my Child. 

hi Cal. Oh Ko, ob ho, would’t had been done: 

E i Thou didit preventme, lhad peopl'd elfe 

This Ifle with Calibans. 


f Mir. Abhorred Slave, 
a VVhich any print of goodnefs will not take, 
a4 ‘Being capable of all ill: I pitied thees 


Sn 


VVith diligence. Exeit. 


Thou ftroak’ft me,& made much of me: would’ft give me | 


a 
f 


? empef. 


{ Took pains to make the fpeak, raught thee éach hour 
| One thing or other: when thou didft not (Savage) 
| Know thine awn meaning ; but wouldit gabble, like 
| A thing moft bruitith, 1 endow’d thy purpofes 
| VVith words that made them known: Butthy vild race 
(Tho thou didit learn) had that int’t, which good natures 
Cou Id not abide to be with ; therefore wa’ft thou 
| Defervedly confin’d into this Rock, who hadft 
Deferv’d more than a prifon. 
| Cal. You taught me Language, and my profit on’t 
Is, 1 know how to curfe: the red-plague rid you 
For learning me your language. . 
Pro. Hag-feed hence c pre 
Fetch us in Fewel, and be quick, thou art beft 
To anfwer other bufinefS : fhrug’it thou (Malice) 
If thou neglect'it, or doft unwillingly 
What I command, Vle rack thee with old cramps 
Fill all thy bones with Aches, make thee rore, : 
The beafts fhall tremble at thy dyn, 
Cal. No,’ pray thee. i 
I muft obey, his Artis of fuch pow’r, 
It would control my Dam’s god Setebos, 
And make a vafiail of him. 
Pro. So flave, hence. 
Enter Ferdinand and Ariel invifible, playing  fincing 
Ariel’s Song. Come unto thefe yellow fands, ee 
and then take hands: 
Curt'fied when you have, and kift 
the wild waves whift : 
Foot it featly here and there, and [weet Sprights bear 
the burthen. Burthen difperfedly, 
Hark, bark, bough-wawgh : the watch-Dogs bark, 
bough waweh, 
Ar. Hark, hark, I heard the fram of ftrutting Chanticlere 
cry cock adidleedowe. : 
Fer. Where fhould this Mufick be? P’th air,or th’earth? 
It founds nomore: and fire it waits upon 
Some god ’oth’ Iland, fitting ona bank, 
VVeeping again the King my Fathers wrack. 
This Mufick crept by me upon the waters, 
Allaying both their fury, and my paffion 
With it’s fweet ayr: thence I have follow’d ic 
( Or it hath drawn me rather ) but ’tis gone. 
No, it begins again. 
Ariel’s Song. Full fadom five thy Father lies 
Of bis bones are Coral made - 
Thofe are pearls that were bis eves, 
Nothing of him that doth fade, 
But doth [uffer a Sea- change : 
Into fomething rich, and frrange : 
Sea- Nymphs hourly ring his knell. 
Burthen: din 
Hark now I hear them, ding-dong bell. 5 one 
Fer. The Ditty do’s remember my drown’d father 
This is no mortal bufinefs, nor no found ? 
That the earth ows : I hear it now above me. 
Pro. The fringed Curtains of thine eye advance. 
And fay what thou fee’ft yond. 3 
Mira. Whatis’t a fpirit ? 
Lord, how itlook’s about : Believe me fir 
it carries abrave form. But tis a {pirit. : 
Pro. No wench, it eats,and fleeps,and-hath fach fen{es 
As we have ; fitch. This Gallant which thou feeft 
Was inthe wrack : and but he’s fomething ftain’d 
With grief (that’s beanties canker) thou might’ft cafl him 
A goodly perfon : he hath loft his fellows 
And ftrayes about to find’em : 
Mir. J might call him 
A thing divine, for nothing natural 
Lever {aw fo Noble. 
Pro, aes on I fe 
As my foul prompts it: Spir; iri 
VVithin bath dai for — ng — 
Fer. Mott fare the goddef : 


\ 


On whom thefe ayres attend. Vouchfafe my pray’t 
May know, if you remain upon this Ifland, 
And that you will fome good inftruction give 
How I may bear me here: my prime requeft 
(Which 1 do Jaft pronounce) is(O you wonder, , 
If you be made, or no? Me 
Mir. No wonder fir, 
But certainly a Maid. 
Fer. My Language? Heavens: 
lam the beft of them that {peak this fpeect, 
Werte |but where’tis ipoken. 
Pro. How ? the beft ? 
What wert thouif the King of Naples heard thee? 
Fer. A fingle thing, as | am now, that wonders 
To hear Thee fpeak of Naples: he do’s hear me, 
And that he do’s, | weep: my felf am Naples, 
Who, with mine eyes (never fince at ebb) beheld 
The King ny Father wrack’t. 
Mir. Alack, for mercy. 
Fer. Yes faith, and all his Lords, 
And his brave fon, being twain. 
Pro. The Duke of Millain 
And his more braver daughter could controll thee, 
If nowtwere fictodo’t: Atthe firft fight 
they have chang’deyes: Delicate Arie/, 
Ple fet thee free fur this. Aword good Sir, 
| fear you have done your felf fome wrong: A word. 
Mir: Why {peaks my Father fo urgently ? This 
Is the third man that ere | faw: the firft 
That ere | figh’d for: pity move my Father 
To be enclin’d my way. 
Fer. O, if a Virgin, 
And your affection not gone 
The Queenof Naples. 
Pro. SoftSir, one word more. 
They are both in eithers pow’rs: But this fwift bufinefs 
| muft uneafie make, left roo light winning 
Make the prize light. One word more : I charge thee 
That thou attend me : Thou do’ft here ufurp 
The Name thouow’ft not, and haft put thy felf 
Upon this Ifland, as a {pye, to win it © 
From me, the Lord on’t. 
Fer. No, as} amaman. 


forth, ’le make you 


If the ill-fpirit have fo fair an houfe, 
Good things will ftrive to dwell with’t. 

Pro. Follow me. 

Prof: Speak not you for him; he’s a Traitor: come, 
’le manacle thy neck and feet together: , 
Sea-water {halt thou drink : thy food fhafl be 
he frefh-brook Mufles, wither d roots and husks 
Wherein the Acorn cradled. Follow. 

Fer. No, 

I will refit fuch entertainment, till 
Mine Enemy has more pow’r. 


Mira. O dear Father ; 

Make not too rafh atrial of him ; for 
He’s gentle, and not fearful. 

Prof. VVhat I fay, 
My foot my Tutor ? 
VVho makes a fhew, 
is pofleft with guilt: Come from thy ward, 

For! can here difarm thee with this ftick, 
And make thy weapon drop. 

Mir. Befeech you Father. 

Pro. Hence: hang not on my gatments. 
Mir. Sir, Wave pity, 

le be his furety. 

Pro. Silence: One word more . 
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee: VVhat, 
Anadvocate for an lmpoitor? Huth: 

Thou think’{t there is no more fuch fhapes as he, 
(Having fen but him and Caliban): Foolifh wench, 


Put thy Sword up, Traitor, 


T be T empeft. 


the Duke of A4@#ain'| Hark what thou elfe fhalt do me. 


Mir. There’snothing ill can dwell in fuch a Temple. 


He draws, andis charmed from moving. 


but dar’ft not ftrike: thy confcience 


» 


on ita cana ase 
Toth’ moft of men this is a Caliban, 
And they tohim are Angels. 
Mir. My affections 
Arethen moft humble : | Have no ambition 
To fee a goodlier man. 
Pro. Come on, obey: 
Thy Nervesaie in their infancy again, 
And have no vigour in them. 
Fer. So they are: 
My fpirits; asin adream, are afl bound up: 
My Father’s lofs, the weaknefs which | feel, 
The wrack of: afl my friends, nor this man’s thfeats, 
Towhom] am fubdu’d, are but light tome, 
Might | buethrough my prifon once a day 
Behold this Maid; all corners elfe o’th’ Earth 
Let liberty make ufeof: {pace enough 
| Have lin fuch a Prifon, 
Pro. It works : Come on. 
Thou haft done well, fine Ariel]: follow me. 


Mir. Beof comfort, 
My Father’s of a better Nature (Sir) 
Thanhe appears by fpeech: this is unwonted 
VVhich now came from him. 

Pro. Thou fhalt be.as free 
Ns mountain winds; butthen exactly dao 
Alkpoints of my command. 

Ar. To th’ fyllable. 


Pro. Come follow: fpeak not for him. Execunt. 


RP OAL PADD, 
——— 


Aftus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Alon{o, Sebapian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, Adrian, Fran- 
cifco, and others. 


Gonz. Befeech you Sir, be merry: you have caufe, 
(Sohave we all) of joy ; for our efcape 
is much-beyond our lofS ; our hint of wo 
Is common, every day, fomeSailors V Vife, 
The Mafters of fome Merchant, and the Merchant 
Have juft our Theam-of woe: But for the miracle, 
(| mean our prefervation) few in millions 
Can {peak like us: then wifely (good Sir) weigh 
Our forrow with our comfort. 
Alon{. Prethee peace. 
Seb. He receives comifort like cold porredge- 
Ant. The Vifitor will not give him o’re fo. 
Seb. Look, he’s winding up the VVatch of his VVie, 
By and by it will ftrike. 
Gon. Sir. 
Seb. On: tell 
Gen. VVhen every grief isentertain’d, 
That’s offer’d comes to the entertainer. 
Seb. A Dollor. 
| Gon. Dolour comes to him’ indeed, you have fpoken 
truer than you purpos’d. 
Seb. You have taken it wifelier than | meant you fhould. 
Gen. Therefore my Lord. ’ ; 
Ant. Fie, what a fpend-thriftis he of his tongue? 
Alon. \ prethee {pare 
Gon. VVell, 1 have done : Butyet 
| Seb. He will be talking. 
Anat. VVhichof he, or Adrian, 
Firft begins tocrow ? 
Seb. The old Cock, 
Ant. The Cockrell. 
Seb. Done:the wager? 
Ant. Alaughter, 
Seb. A match, 
‘Adr. Though this Ifland feentto be defert. 
A 3 


fora good WVager, 


Seb. 


6 | The I empeft. : 


Seb. Ha, ha, ha. 

Ant. So: you'r paid. 

Adr. Uninhabitable, and almoft inacceffible. 

Seb, Yet. ane 

Adr. Yet. 

Ant. He could not mifs’t. 

Adr. \t mutt needs be of fubtle, tender, and delicate 
temperance. 

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench. 

Seb. J, anda fubtle, ashe moft learnedly deliver'd. 

- Ady. The air breathes upon us here moft weetly. 

Seb. Asif it had Lungs, and rotten ones. 

Ant. Or, as twere perfumed by a Fen. 

Gon. Here is every thing advantageous to life. 

Ant. True, fave means to live. 

Seb. Of that there’s none, or little. 

Gen. How lufhand lufty the grafs looks ? 

How green ? 

Ant. The ground indeed is tawny. 

Seb. VVith an eye of green in’t. 

Ant. He miffes not much. 

Seb. No: he doth but miftake the truth totally. 

Gon, Butthe rarity of itis, whichis indeed almoft be- 
yond credit. ' 

Seb. As many voucht rarities are. 

Gon. That our Garments being (as they were) drencht 
in the Sea hold notwithftanding their frefhnefs and gloffes, 
being rather new dy’d than ftain’d with falc water. 

Ant. \f but one of his Pockets could fpeak, would it 
not fay he lies ? 

Seb. I, orvery falfely pocket up his report. 

Gon. Methinks our garments are now as frefhas when 
we put them on firft in Affrick, at the marriage of the 


. | King’s fair Daughter Claribel, to the King of Fans. 


Seb. "Twas a {weet marriage, and we profper well in 
our return. 

Adri. Tunis was never grac’d before with fuch a Para- 
gon to their Queen. 

Gon. Not fince VVidow Dido’s time. ; 

Ant. VVidow? a-pox o’ that : how came that VVi- 
dowin? VVidow Dido - 

Seb. VVhatif he had faid VVidower ¢4ineas too ? 
Good Lord, how you take it? 

Adri: WVidow Dido faid you? You make me ftudy of 
that: fhe was of Carthage, not of Tunis. 

Gon. This Tunis, fir, was Carthage. 

Adri. Carthage? Gon \atlure you Carthage. 

Ant. His word is more than the miraculous Harp. 

Seb. Hehath rais’d the wall, and houfes too. 

Ant. What impoflible matter will he make eafie next ? 

Seb. 1 think be will carry this ifland home in his pock- 
et, and give it his fon for an Apple. 

Ant. And fowing the kernels of it in the Sea, bring 
forth more Iflands. 

Gon. |. Ant. Why in good time. 

Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments feem 
now as frefh as when we were at Tunis at the marriage 
of your Daughter, who is now Queen. 

Ant. And the rareft that e’re came there. 

Seb. Bate (1 befeech you) Widow Dido.. 

‘Ant. OVVidow Dido? |, VVidow Dido. 

Gon. Ig not my Doublet, Sir, as frefh as the firft day I 
wore it ? lmeanin a fort, 

Ant. That fort was well fith’d for. 

Gon. VVhen | wore it at your Daughters Marriage. 

Alon. You eram: thefe words into mine ears, againft 
The ftomach of my fenfe : VVould | had never 
Married my daughier there : For coming thence 
My fonis loft, and (in my rate) fhe too, 


|VVho is fo far from Italy removed, 


| ne’re again fhall fee her: O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Millain, what ftrange fith 
Hath made his meal on thee ? 

Fran. Sir,he may live.” 


es 


I faw him beat the the furges under him, 
And ride upon their backs ; he trod the water 
VVhofe Enmity he flung afide; and brefted 
The farge moft fwoln that met him : his bold head 
*Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oared 
Himfelf with his good arms in lufty ftrokes 
To th’ fhore; that o’re his wave-worn bafis bowed 
As ftooping to relieve him : I not doubt 
He came alive to Land. 
Alon No, no, he’s gone. .* 
Seb. Sir, you may thank your felf for this great lofsy 
That would not blefs our Evrope with your Daughter, — 
But rather lofe her toan Affrican ; ; 
Where fhe, at leaft, is banifh’d from your Eye, 
VVho hath caufe to wet the grief on’t. 
Alon. Prethee peace. 
Seb. You were kneel’d to, and importun’'d otherwife 
By all of us: and the fair foul her (elf 
VVeigh’d between loathnefs and obedience, at 
VVhich end o'th’ beam fhould bow: we have loft your fon 
Ifear for ever: Millain and Naples have 
Mo VVidows in them of this bufinefs making, 
Than we bring mento comfort them: 
The fault’s your own. 
Alon. So is the deer’ft o th’ lofs. 
Gon. My Lord Sebaftian, 
The truth you {peak doth lack fome gentlenefs 
And time to fpeak it in: you rub the fore “ 
VVhen you fhould bring the Plaifter. 
Seb. Very well. Ant. And moft Chirurgéonly. 
Gon. \t is foul weather in us all, good Sir, 
When you are cloudy. 
Seb. Foul weather ? Ant. Very foul. 
Gon. Had I plantation of this Ifle, my Lord. 
Ant. He'd fow't with Nettle-feed. 
Seb. Or Docks, or Mallows. 
Gon. And were the King on’t, what would I do? 
Seb. Scape being drunk, for wantof Wine. 
Gun. Vth’ Commonwealth I would (by contraries) 
Execute all things: For nokind of Traffick 
Would | admit : no name of Magiftrate : 
Letters fhould not be known: Riches, poverty, 
And ufe of fervice, none : Contra¢t, Succeffion, 
Born, bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none: 
No ufe of Metal, Corn, or VVine, or Oyl: 
No occupation, all menidle, al] : 
And women too, but innocent and pure : 
No Soveraignty. 
Seb. Yet he would be King on’t. 
Ant. The latter end of his Commonwealth forgets the 
beginning. 
Gin. All things in common Nature fhould produce 
VVithout fweat or endeavour: Treafon, Felony 
Sword, Pike, Knife, Gun, orneed of any Engine 
Would I not have: but Nature fhould bring forth 
Of itsown kind, allfoyzon, all abundance 
To feed my innocent people. 
Seb. No marrying ’mong his Subjects ? 
Ant. None (man) allidle ; VVhores and Knaves. 
Gon. | would with fich perfection govern, Sir: 
T’ excell the Golden Age. ‘ 
Seb Save his Majefty, Ant. L : 
= es do you mark me, Sir? - ee. 
Alon. Prethee no more: thou doft talk nothin 
_Gon. 1 do well believe your Highnefs, and did As ta 
a aoa thefé Gentlemen, who are of fuch fen- 
ible and ni 
thine. mble Lungs, that they always ufe to laugh at 
Ant. "Twas you we laugh’d at. 
Gom VVho, in this kind of merry fooling am nothing 
to you: fo you may continue, and laugh arnothing ftil], 
Ant. VVhat a blow was there given? a 
Seb. And it had not fal’n flac. long. 
Gon. You are Gentlemen of abrave metal : you would 
lift 


init five weeks without changing. 
Enter Ariell playing folemn Mu/ick.’ 
Seb. VVe would fo, and then go a Bat-fowling. 
Ant. Nay, good my Lordbe not angry. 


heavy: 
a. Go fleep, and hear us. 


with themfelves) fhut up my thoughts, 
they: are inclin’d to do fo. 

Seb. Pleafe you Sir, 

Do not omit the heavy offer of it: 


Ant. VVetwo, my Lord, will guard your perfon, 
VVhile you take your reft, and watch your fafety. 

Alon. Thankyou: wondrous heavy. 

Seb. What a ftrange drowfinefs pofleffes them ? 

Ant. It is the quality o’ th’ Climate. 

Seb. Why, 

‘Doth it not then our Eye-lids fink? I find 
Not my felf difpos’d to fleep 
Ant. Nor |, my {pirits are nimble: 
They fell together all, as by confent 
They dropt, as bya Thunder-ftroke: what might, 
Worthy Sebafian? O, what might? no more 
And yet, methinks I fee it in thy face, 
What thou fhould’ft be : the occafion fpeaks thee, and 
My ftrong imagination fees a Crown 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Seb. What, art thou waking ? 

Ant. Do you not hear me fpeak ? 

Seb. 1do, and furely 
It is a fleepy Language, and thou f{peak’ft 
Out of thy fleep: What is it thou didft fay? 

This is a ftrange repofe, tobe afleep 
With Eyes wide open: ftanding, fpeaking, moving ; 
And yet fo faft afleep. 

Ant. Noble Sebaftian, 

Thou lev’it thy fortune fleep; die rather: wink’ft 
Whiles thou art waking. 

Seb. Thou doft fnore diftin@ly 5 
There’s meaning in thy fnores. 

Ant. 1 am more ferious thanmy cuftoin : you 
Mutt be fo too, if heed me: which to do, 
Trebbles thee o’re. 

Seb. Well: 1 am ftanding water. it 

nt. Vie teach you how to flow. e 

Seb. Do fo: to ebb, 

Hereditary floth inftruéts me. 

Ant: O! 

If you but knew how you the purpofe cherifh 
Whiles thus you mock it: how in ftripping it 
You more inveft it : ebbing men, indeed 
(Moft often) do fo near the bottom run 
By their own fear or floth. 

Seb. Prethee fay on, 

The fetting of thine Eye and cheek proclaim 
Amatter from thee ; and a birth, indeed, 
Which throws thee much to yield. 

Ant. Thus Sir : 
Although this Lord of weak remembrance ; this 
Who fhall be of as little memory 
When heis earth’d, hath here almoft perfwaded 
(For he’s a Spirit of perfwafion, only 
Profefles to perfwade) the King his fon’s alive ; 
>Tis as impoffible that he’s undrown’d, 

As he that fleeps here, fwims. 

Seb. Ihave no hope, 

That he's undrown’d. 

Ant.O, out of that no hope: 

What great hope have you? No hope that way} is, 
Another way fohigh anhope, thatevén 


Gon. No I warrant you, I will not adventure my dif 
cretion fo weakly: VVill youlaugh meafleep, for [ am 


_ VVhat, all fo foon afleep? I wifh mine Eyes |[The Mani’th’ Moon’s too flow 


itfeldom vifits forrow ; whemit doth, it is a Comforter. 


lift the Moon out of her fphere, if fhe would continue /Ambition cannot pierce a wink bey 


? 7 
ond, 


But doubt difcovery there. Will you grane with me, 
That Ferdinand is drown’d2 : 

Seb. He’s gone. 

Ant. Then tell me who’s the next heir of Naples ? 

Seb. Claribell. 

Ant. She that is Queen of Tums: fhe thatdwells 
Ten Leagues beyond man’s Life: fhe that from Naples 
Can have no note, ynlefs the Sun were poft : 
till new-born ¢ghinnes 
Be rough, and Razor-able : She that from whom 
We all were fea-{wallow'd, tho fome caft again, © 
And by that deftiny to perform ana¢t, 

Whereof, what’s palt inprologue ; what to coiné 
In yours, and my difcharge. 
Ses. What ftuff is this? How fay you ? 
’Tis true, my brother’s daughter's Queen of Tun#, 
So is the heir of Naples, *ewixt which Regions 
There is fome {pace. 
Ant. A{pace whofe ev’ry cubit . 
Seems to cry out, how fthall that Claribell 
Meafire us back by Naples ¢ keep in Tun, 
And let Sebaftian wake. Say, this weredeath 
‘That now hath feiz’d them, why they were no Worfe 
Than now they are: There be that can rule Naples 
As well as he that fleeps: Lords that can prate 
Asamply, and unneceilarily 
As this Gonzalo: | my felf could make 
A Cough of as deep chat : O, that you boré 
The mind that! do; what a fleep were this 
For your advancement? Do you underftand me? 
Seb. Methinks I do. 
+ ent. And how do’s your content 
Tender your own good fortune ? 
Seb. 1 remember — 
You did fupplant your brother Profera, 

e4nt. True: 

And look how well my Garments fit upon mé, 
Much feater than before : My brother’s fervants 
Were then my fellows, now they are my men. 
Seb. But for your Confcience. 
4nt. | Sir: wherelies that? If "twere a kybe 
*T would put me to my flipper: But | feel not 
This Deity inmy bofome: Twenty Confciences 
That ftand ‘twixt me and Millain,“andied be they, 
And meltere they moleft : Here ies you brother, 
No better than the Earth he lies upon; 
if he were that which now he’s like (that’s dead) 
Whom I with this obedient fteel (three inches of it 
Can lay to bed for ever: whiles you doing thus, 
To the perpetual wink for ay might put 
This ancient morfel; this Sir Prudence; who- 
shoud necupbraid bur cour(e ; for all the reft 
ey'l take fuggeftion, as a Car laps milk, 
They’l tell the clock, to any bufinefs that 
We fay befits the hour. 
Seb. Thy cafe, dear Friend, 
Shall be my prefident: Asthou gor’it AGiIain, 
"le come by Naples: Draw thy Sword, one ftroké 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou payeft, 
And I the King fhall love thee. 

ent. Draw together : 
And when | rear my hand, do you the like 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 

Seb. O, but one word. 

Enter Atiell with Mufick and Song. 

Ariel, My Matter through his Art forefees the danger 
That you (his friend) are in, and fends me forth 
(For elfe his project dies) to keepthem living. | 

Sings in Gonzalo’s Ear: 
While you here do Snohring lie, 
Open-ey'd C on|piracy 
His time doth take? 


* 


eG 


PENN eA aE Ee. 


Alo. Lead off this ground, and jet’s make further fearch 


T he T empeft. 


| hath lately fuffered by a Thunderbolt: Alas! the ftorm 
is come again: my beft way is tocreep under his Gaber- 
dine: there is no other fhelter héreabout: Mifety ac- 
quaintsa man with ftrange bedfellows : I will here fhrowd 
till che dregs of the ftorm be paft. 


If of Life you keep a care, 
Shake off flumber and bewares 
Awake, awake. 
Ant. Then let us both be fudden- 
Gon! Now, good-Angels preferve the King. : 
Alo. Why how now ho? awake, why are you drawn s 
Wherefore this ghaftly looking ? 
Gon. What’s the matter ? 
Soh. Whiles we ftood here fecuring your repole, 
(Even now)we hearda hollow burit of bellowing 
Like Bulls, or rather Lyons; did’t not wake you? 
It ftrook mine Ear moft terribly. 
Alo. | heard nothing. 
Ant. ©, ewas a dinto fright a Montfter’s Ear 
To make an Earthquake: fure it was the roar 
Of a whole herd of Lyons. 
Alo. Heard you this, Gonza 
Gon,Upon mine honour, fir, | heard ahumming, 
(And thata ftrange one tor which did awake me! 
i fhak’d you, fir, and cri’d: as mine eyes Open d, 
I {aw their weapons drawn: there was a noife, 
That’s verily : “tis beit we ftand upon our guard ; 
| lev’s draw our weapons. 


Enter Stephano finging. 


Ste. I fhall no more to [eay'to: fea, bere foall I dye 
This isa very feurvy tuné to fing at a man’s 
Funeral: well, bere’s my comfort. vin 
~| . Sings, The Mafter, the Swabber, the Boat-(wain and T; 
The Gunner, and his Mate, 
Lov’d Mall, Meg, and Marrian and Margery, 
But none of us card for Kate ; 
For fhe had a tongue with atang, 
Would cry to a Satlor go hang : 
| She low'd not the favour of Tar nor of Pitch, 
Yet a Taylor might feratch her where ere {he did itch. 
Then to fea boys, and let her go hang. 
That is afcurvy tune too : 
But here’s my conifort. 

(al. Do not torment me: oh! 

Ste. What’s the matter? 
Have we Devils here ? ‘ 
Do you put tricks upon’s with Salvages, and men’ of In! } 
de? ha? | have not-{cap’d drowning to be afraid now of . 
your four legs: for it hath been faid as proper a man as 
ever went on fourlegs, cannot make him give ground: | 
and it fhall be faid fo again, while Srepbana breathes at 
noftrils. 

Cal. The Spirit tormentsme: oh! 

Ste. This is fome monfter of the Ifle, with four legs ; 
who had got (asItake it) an Ague: where the Devil 
fhould he learn our language? | will give him fomte relief}, 
if it bebut forthat: if ] can recover him, and keep him}} 
tame, and get to Naples with him, he’sa Prefent for any 
Emperor that ever trod on Neats-Leather. 

Cal. Do nottorment me prethee: le bring: my wood 
home fafter. 

Ste. He’s in his fit now; and:do’s not talk after the wi- 
feft: he fhafl rafte of my Bottle: if he have never drunk 
Wine afore, it will go near to remove his Fit: if | can re- 
cover him, and keep him tame, | will nortake too much 
for him; he fhall pay for him that hath him, and that 
foundly. 

Cal. Thou doft me yet but little hurt; thou wilt a- 
non, | know itby thy trembling : Now Profper works up- 
on thee. ” : 

Ste.sCome on your ways: open your mouth ; here 
is that which will give language to you Cat;! open your 
mouth ; this will fhake your fhaking, | can tell you;and 
that foundly: you cannot-téell who’s your friend; open 
your chaps again 

Tri. 1 fhould know that voice: 

It fhould be,——— 
But heis drown’d ; and thefe are Devils; O ! defend me. 

Ste. Four legs, and two voices ; a moft delicate Mon- 
{ter : his forward voice riow is to fpeak-of his friend ; his 
backward voice is to utter foul {peeches, and to detract: 
if all the Wine in my Bottle will recover him, | will help 
his Ague.: Come: Amen, | will pour fome in thy other 
mouth. 

Tri. Stephano. 

Ste. Doth thy other mouth caf] me? Mercy ! merey? 
This isa Devil, and noMonfter: 1 will leave him; Phave 
no long fpoon. ‘ 

‘Tri. Stephano: if thou beeft Stephano, touch me, and 
fpeak tome ; for lam TZrincu/o; be not afraid, thy good } 


lo? 


Drinks.4 
Or that we quit this place: 


For my poor fon. 

Go. Heavens keep him from thefe Beatts : 
For he is fure ith’ Ifland. 

Alo. Lead away. 

Ar. Profpero, My Lord, fhafl know what I have done. 
So (King) go fafely on to feek thy fon. Exeunt. 
\ 


Se ena ee ee a 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Caliban, witha burthen of avood (a noife 
of Lhunder beard). 


Cal. Allthe infections that the Sun fucks up 

From Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Profper fall, and make him 
By inch-meal a difeafe: his Spirits hear me, 

And yet Ineeds muft curfe.. But they’l not pirfth, 

Fright me with Urchin fhews, pitch me ich’ mire, 
Nor Jead me like a-fire-brand, in the dark 

Out of my way, unlefs he bid ’eny , but 

For every triflle are they fet upon me, 
Somgtime like Apes, that moe and chatter at me, 
AAs bite me: then like Hedg-hogs, which - 

Lie tumbling in my bare-foot-way, and mount 

Their pricks at my foot-fall : fometime am I 

All wound with Addefs,who with cloven tongues 
Do_hifS.me into madaefs: Lo, now Lo, Enter. 
Here comes a Spirit of his, andto torment me, Zrinculo, 
For bringing wood in flowly : !'le fall flat, 

Perchance he will not mind me. 

Tri, Here's neither birth, nor fhrub to bear off any wea- 
ther at afl; and another frorm brewing ; | hear itfing 
rth’ wind : yond fame black cloud, yond huge one, looks 
like a foul bumbard that would fhed his liquor: if it 

| {hould thunder, as it did before, 1 know not where to 
hide my head : yorid fame cloud cannot chufe but fall by 
pailfulls. What have we here, a manor a fifh ? dead or 
alive 2 A fith ; he {mells like a ith: a very ancient and 
Gfh-like {mell: a Kind of, not of the newelt Poor fohn: a 
ftrange fifh:were Tin England now(as once | was),and had 
but this fith painted,nor an holy-day-fool there but would 
give apiece of (iver:there-would this moniter make aman; 
any ftrange bealt there makes a man : when they willnor | friend Trinculo. 
give a doit to relieve a lame Beggar, they willlay our ten} Ste. Jf thou beeft Trincu/o, come forth; Ple pull thee 
to fee a dead Indian: Leg’d likea man ; and his Fins like] by thelefler legs: if any be Trimculo’s legs, thefe are they 
Arms ; warmo’my troth: I do.now letloofé my opinion, } Thou art, very Trinculo indeed: howcam ft thou to be the 
hold it no longer; this is no fifh, but an Iflander, that] fiege of this Moon-calf? Canhe vent Trinculo’s | H 
Tri 


Sa 
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a a te et rrr 


a 7 be Teuipeft. ° 
$$ aan aceeeenmer venenatis aaa ne tri oa 
Tri. 1 took him to be kill’d with: a thunder-ftroke ; but | Nor {crape trenchering wah dif 
art thou not drown’d Srephano : Lhope nowthou art not Ban’ ban’, Cacalyban 
drown’d : isthe ftorm over-blown? | hid me under .the Has anew Mafter, get anew Man 


dead Moon-Calfs Gaberdine, for fear of the Storm :| Freedome, high-day, high-day freedeme, freed 


And art thou living Stephano? O Stephano, two Neapolitans day freedome. 
fcap’d ? Ste. O brave Montter, lead the way. Exeunt, | 
* j ‘ ‘ in 
*Prethee doe not turn me about, my ftomack is not Cy colae SOBRE : 
Ste. Pre ) rear : Atlus Tertius Scena Prima. 
conftant. : ‘ ; ce , . ‘ } 
Gal. Thefe be fine things, and if they be not fprights : Enter Ferdinand (bearing a Log.) i 
tha brave god, and bears Celeftial liquor: [willkneel} Fer There be (me fyotts are painful , and their labour | 
chim. # Delight in them fet off : Some kinds of -bafenefs 
Ste. glow did’ft thou fcape ? Are-nobly undergone ; and moft poor matters 
> . . . . ad rod . i. 
How cam’ft thou hither ? Point to rich ends : this my, mean Task : . 
; ottle he ho) =f it : Tecan’ r / i. 3 ' 
Swear by this Bortle how ton. can ft hither : : e(cap'd VVould be asheavy to me, as odious, but. 
upon a But of Sack, which the Saylors heaved o’reboard, | The Miftref$ which I ferve, quickens what’s dead, 
by this Bottle which 1 made of the Bark of a Tree, with | And makes my labours pleafures : O the is 
mine own hands, fince | was caft. afhore. cq | Pen times more gentle, than her Father’s crabbed ; 
Cal. Vie fwear upon that Bottle, to be thy true fubyect, | and he’s compos'd of harfhnefs, i muft remove 
for the liquor is not earthly. Pere Some thoufands of thefe Logs ; and pile them up, 
Ste. Here: {wear then how thou efcap’dft. nV | 


Upon a fore injunétion ; my fweet Miftrefs 


i “1 ges a * +7 a : . sp thaay gad 
Tri. Swom afhore (man) like a Duck ; I can {wim like | y Veeps when fhe fees me work, and fays, ftich bafenefs 


a Duck i’le be fworn. 


fw Had never like Executor: Iforget;.— = 
Ste. Here, kifle the Book. But thefe {weet thoughts, do even refrefh my labours 
Tho thou canft fwim like a Duck, thou art made likea | Mott bufe leaft,when | do it. Enter Wicca: 
Goofe. , i F Mir. Alas, now pray you, rolpero 
Tri. O Stephano, has’t any more of this? _ , ,» }Work not fo hard : | would the lightnit : 
Ste. The whole But (man) my Cellar is in arock by |purat up thofe Logs that .thouart enjoyned to. pile 
th’ Sea fide, where my wine is hid : ; Pray {et it down, and reft. you : when this burns 
How now Moon-Calf, how do r gt iy ea Twill weep for having wearied you: my Fathef 
Cal. Has e thou not dropt from heaven : lshard at ftudy, pray now. reft your felf, 
Ste: Ont oth Moon | doe affure thee. | was the Man | He’s fafe for thefe three hours. \ 
ith’ Moon when time was. i Fer. O moft dear Miftrefs, 
Cal. [have feen thee in her: and 1 do adore thee :|'The Sun will fer before I hail difcharge 
My Miftrefle thew’d me thee, and thy Dog,and thy Bufh. | What] muft ftrive to do, % 
Ste. Come fivear to that: kifle the Book, 1 will far-| agi. if youl fit down 
nifh it anon with the new contents : Swear. | ’le bear your Logs the while Pray give me that; 
Tri. By this good light, this isa very fhallow Monfter :! pje carry it to the pile. : 
lafeard hina a + fhallow Monfter: Fer. No precious Creature, 
The Man ith’ Moon : ; \l had rather crack my finews, break my. back, 
A mofit poor credulous Montter : | Than you fhould fuch difhonor undergo, 
Well drawn Montter, in good footh.. While fit lazy by. 


Cal. le fhew thegevery fertil inch o’th’ Ifle: andd 
will kifle thy foot : 1 prethee be my god. 

Tri. By this light, a moft perfidious, and drunken 
Monfter, when's god’s afleep he'll rob his Bottle. 

Cal, I’le kifle thy foot. le fwear my felf thy Subject. 

Ste. Come on then: down and {wear. 

Tri, | fhall laugh my felfto death at this puppy-head-| agin You look weatily. 
ed Moniter: a moft (Gurvie Monfter :Icould findinmy } Fey, No, noble Miftrefs,’cis frefh morning with me, 
heart to beat him, When you afe by at right : I dobefeech you 

Ste. Come, kiffe. "AE er Chiefly, that | mightfet itinmy prayers, 

Tri. But that the poor Monfter’sin drink : What is vour name? 
An abominable Moniter. Mir, Miranda, O my Father, 

Cal. Ve fhew thee the beft Springs: V’le pluck thee |) pave broke your heft to fay fo. 
Berries : [le fifh forthee ; and get thee wood enough.| fer) Admir’d Miranda 
A plague upon the Tyrant that I ferve ; -, 2 | Indeed the top of Admiration, worth 
Ple bear him no more Sticks, but follow thee; thou Won- | What's deareft to the world : full many a Lady 
drousman. | have ey’d with beft regard, and many a time 

Tri. A moft ridiculous Monfter, to make a wonder of | Typ harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 

i] z “1° o ~ . 

a poor drunkard. Bronght my tco. diligent.ear : for feveral virtues 

Cal. | prethee let me bring thee where Crabs grow ; | ave | lik’d feveral women, never any 

it ; 7 R } { ; r Ce 7 . . 2 . 
and I with my long nayls will dig thee pig-nuts , fhow | with { full foul, but fome defect in her 
thee a Jay’s neft, and inftruct thee how to fnare the nim- Did quarrel with the nobleft grace fhe ow’d, 
t ra ty tri Bhdkierc. anc | : : : 

ble Marmazet : Ple bring thee tocluftring Philbirts, and | ang put it tothe foyle. But you, O you, 
fometimes Ple get thee young Scamels from the Rock: So perfect, and fo peerlefs, are created 

74 . c 
Wilt thou go with me ? Of every Creatures beft. 

Cal. | prethee now lead the way. without any more Mir. 1 do not know 
talking. riculo, the King, and all our company elfe Oné of my fex; no womans Face remember, 
being ucowrin Mwill inherit here : Here , bear my | cave from my glafS, mine own: Nor have lfeen 
Bottle : Feilow Trinculo > we fl fil] him by and by a- Moré that] may call men, than you good friend, 


Mir. it would become me. . 
As wellasitdo’s you; And I fhould doit 
With much more eafe: for my good-will is to it, 
And yours it is againit. 

Pro. Poor worm, thou art infected, 
This vifitation fhews it, 


ea te a : And my dear Father: how features are abroad 
Farewell Mafter ewe oe | ami skillefs of; but my Morieity. ‘ 
5 : farewel, % ; pee 2 po 
Tri. Ahowling Monfter : a drunken’ Monfter, The evel ee 


Any companion in the world but you ; 
Nor can.imagination.form a fhape, | . 
\Befides your felf, to like of: but I prattle Sornething 


Cal. No more.dams lle make for filh, 
Nor fetch in firing, at re quiring, 


7 


nl 
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10 T be 1 
Something too Ww ildly, and1 
[therein do forget. 

Fer. 1am, in my con 
A Prince ( (Miranda) 1do 
a (1 would not fo) and would n 
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King 
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1ink 
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nore endure 


—_ 


fides 


te rhis woodden flavery , than tofuffer 
‘jh The flefh-flic blow my mouth hear my foul {peak. 
I, r he very inftant that I faw you , did , 


My heart fly ro your fervice, there refic 
To make me flave toit, and for your fake 
Am | this patient Log-man. 
. Mir. Do youlove me! 
Fer., O heaven ; O earth, bear witnefs to this foun 
And crown what | profels with kind event 


’ 


\[ If I {pes ak true: if hollowly, invert 
Vv Vhat beft is boaded me, to mifchief : I, 
| Beyond all limit of what elfe 1’t ft” world 
‘2 | Do — prize, honour you. 
fir. Yam.a fool 
Td o weep at what wate glad of. 
Pro. Fair encounte 


| ay ee 
Of two moft rare affedtions ! 1 Heavens rain grace 


On that which breeds between ’em. 
Fer. Wherefore weep you? 
Mir. At-mine unworthinefs that dare not offer 

What | defire to give, and muchlefs take 

Vhat I fhalldie to want: But this is trifling, 

And alithe more it feekt to hide it felf 

The bigger bulk it fhews- Hence bafhful cunning, 

And prompt me plain and holy innocence. 

amy po wife, if you will marry me; _ 

If not, Ple die your maid : to be your fellow 

You may deny me ; but [le be your fervant 

Whether you will or no. 

Fer. My Mittre(s ( deareft) 

And I thus humble ever. 

oO My ‘Husband then ¢ 
1, with a heart fo willing 


As * onde ere of freedom: here’s s my hand. 
ix. And mine, with my heart in’t ; and now farewel 


Mir. 
Till half anhour hence. 
Fer. A thoufand, thoufand. 
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Exeunt. 


I ee So glad of this as they I cannot be, 
tf Who are farpriz’d with afl ; but my rejoycing 
i ae nothing can be more: | ‘leto my book, 
ee For yet ere fupper-time muft | per rform ; 
bu Much bufinefs appertaining. Exit. 
ca Scena Secunda. 
ey Enter Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo. 
Me Ste. Tell not me, when shee But is out we will drink 
ic water, notadrop before ; therefore bear up, and boord 
*emsServant Monfter, drink to me. 

Trin. Servant Monfter? the folly of this Ifland, they 
fay there’s but five upon this ifle; we are three of them, 
if th other two be brain’d like us, the State totters. 

Ste. Drink fervant Monfter when | bid thee, thy eyes 


are almoft fet in thy heart. 

Trin. Where thould they be ferielf@ ? he were a brav 
Montter indeed if they were fet in his tail. 

Ste. My man-Monfter hath drown’d his tongue in 
Sack : for my part the Sea cannot drown me, 1 {wam ere 
1 could recover the fhore, five and thirty Leagues, off 
and on, by this light thou fhale be my Lieutenant Mon 
fter, or my Standard. 

Trin. Your Lieutenant if you lift, he’s no ftandard. 

Ste. Wee'l not run, Monfieur Montter. 

Trin. Nor goneither ; but you'l lye like dogs, and yet 
fay nothing neither. 


bate 
Ps Se 


er 


rode 


Tempelt. 


Ste. Moonece 
scod Moon-calf. 
Cal. How does thy honour ? Let me lick thy fhooe: 
ble not ferve him, he is not valiant. ; 
Trin. Thou licit 1 moit ignorant Monfter, | am in chit 


to juftle a Conftable: w ny thou debofh’d Fifh, thou, Was 
| chere ever man a Cowarc wa at hath drunk fo much Sack 
fas | today ? wi It thou tell me a monftrous lye,being but 


half a Fifhand balf a Monfter ? 
imeat: t1to'3 Abe he mocks me, wilt thou let him my.| 
| Lord ? 


Trin. Lord, quoth he ? that a Monfter fhoflld be fuck 
a — on 

Ca]. Loe, loe again: bite him to fea Ee 

Ste. Pith, keep a good tongue in your head : if 
you prove a mutineer, the next Tree: the poor Montfter’s 
my fubject, and he fhall not fuffer indignity. 

‘Cal. I thank my noble Lord. . Wilt thou be pleas’d 
once againto hearken to the fuit 1 made to thee ? 

Ste. Marry willl: kneel and repeat it, 
L.will ftand, and fo fhall Trinculo. 


ite 


Enter Ariell invifible. 


Cal. As | told thee before, lam fubje&tto a Tyrant, 
A Sorcerer that by his cunning hath cheated meé 
Of the Ifland. 

Ariell. Thou lyeft. 

Cal. Thou lyeft, thou jefting Monkey thou : 
I would my valiant mafter would deftroy thee ; 
I doe not lye. 

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in’s tale, 
By this hand, | will fupplaint fome of your teeth. 

Trin. \W hy, I faid nothing. 

Ste. Mumthen, and no more: proceed. 

Cal. \fay by Sorcery he got this 'fle, 
From Me, he gorit. If thy Grea rtnefs will 
Revenge it on him,( For | know thou dart) — 
But this thing dare Not. 

Ste. That’s moft certain. 

Cal. Thou fhalt be Lord of ‘it, and le ferve thee. 

Ste. How now fhall this be compatft ? 
Canft thou bring me to the party ¢ 

Cal. Yea, yea, my Lord,Ple yield him thee afleep, 
Where'thou maift knock a nail‘into his his head. 

Ariel. Thou lielt, thou neh ieee 

Cal. What a py’de Ninnie’s this ? Thou {curvy patch , 
Ido befeech thy GreatnefS give itn’ Bliswe 
and take his Bottle from him: When that’s gone, 
He fhall drink nought but brine, for lle not thew him 
Where the quick Frefhes are. 

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger : 
Interrupt the Monfter one word further, and by this 
hand, i’le turn my.mercy out o’ doors, and make a Stock- 
fith of thee. 

Trin. Why, what did1?1I did nothing : 
le go no further off. 

Ste. Didft thou not fay he lyed: 

Ariell.. Thou lyeits 

Ste. Dolfo? Vakeyou that, 
As you like this, give me the lye another time. 

Trin. 4 did not give thee the lye ; Out 0’ your wits and, 


% 


hearing too ? 
e| A poxo’ your Bottle, this can Sack and drinking do : 
A murrain on your Monfter, and the Divil | take your 


fingers. 
Cal. Ha, ha, lta. 


Ste. Now forward with your ‘Tale: prethee dtand 
further off. 
Calj. Beat him enough: after a little rime 
Vle beat him too. 
Stand farther: Come proceed. 
Cal. Why, as told thee, "tis a cuftom with en. 


c 
wie. 


Ath’ 


nae i 


er rc er RR 


P th’ afternoon to fleep 
Having firft feiz’d hi ks: Or with aL Log 
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a Stake, 
Or cuthis wezand wi th thy Knife. Remember 
Firft to poflefs his books ; for without them 
He’s but aSot, as 1am; nor hath not 
One Spiritto command : they all do hate him 
As rootedly as I. Burn but his books; 
He has brave Utenfils (for fo he calls them) 
Which when he has an houfe, he’! deck withal. 
And that moit deeply to confider, is 
The beauty of his Daughter: he himfelf 
Calls her anon-pareil: | never faw a woman 
But only Sycorax my Dam, and fhe ; 
But fhe as far furpaffeth Sycorax 
As great’{t do’s leaft. 
Ste. Isit fo bravea Lafs? 
Cal. i Lord; fhe will become thy bed I warrant, 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 
Ste. Moniter, I will kill this man: 


there 


iS BOOK 


and thy felf thall be Vice-Roys 
Doft thou like the Plot, Trimcule 
Trin. Excellent. 
Ste. Give me thy hand ; lam forry | beat thee: 
But while thou liv’ft keepa good tongue in thy head. 
Cal. Within this half hour will he be afleep ; 
VVilt chou dettroy him then ? 
Sre. | on mine honour. 
Arviell, This will! tell my Mafter. 
Gal. Thou mak’it me merry: Lam full of pleafure : 
Let us be jocond- Will you troul the Catch 
You taught me but whiléare ? 
Ste. At thy Requeft, Aca { will do Reafon; 
And Reafon: Come onTrinculo, let us fing. 
Sing 
Flout ’em and cout’em: ane d skowt em and flont "em, 
Thought w free. 
Gal. That’s not the tune 


Ariell p! lays the tune on a Tabor and P 


ip. 
Ste. What is this fame ? 


of No-body. 

Ste. If thou beeft aman, fhewthy felf in thy likenefs : 
If thou beefta devil: tak’t as chou lift 

Trin. O forgive me my fin. 

Ste; He that dies pays all debts: 
Mercy upon us. 

Cal. Art thou afeard ? 

Ste. No Moniter, not 1. 

Cal. Be notafeard, the Ifle is full of noifes, 
Sounds, and {weet airs, that give delight and hurt not: 
Sometimes a thoufand twangling inftruments 
Will hum about mine Ears : and fometimes voices, 
That if I then had wak’d after long fleep, 
Will make me fleep again 5 and thenin dreaming 
The Clouds me th ought would open, and fhew Riches 
Ready to drop upon me, that when ] wak’d 
Icri’d to dream again. 

Ste. This will ‘prove a brave Kingdom to me, 
Where | thall have my mufick for nothing. 

Cal. When Pro/pero is dettroyed. 

Ste. That that! be x and by : 
I remember the itors 

Trin. The found is going away : 
Let’s followit, and after do our work. 

sre. Lead Monfter ; 

7e’| follow =f would { could fee his” 
tay s it oh 

Trin. Wilt come? 
Ple follow S$? ephane. 


I defie thee: 


laborer. 


The Ti enipe neff, 


his Daughter and I |‘ 
will be King and Queen, fave our Graces; and Trinculo Do not for one Rep ut Ife forgo the purpofe 


Trin. This is the tune of our Catch plaid by the picture | ; 


RHE. | Each putter out of five for one, will bring us 


Scena TI ertia. 
Exter Alonfo, Sebaftian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, 
Adrian, Francifco, &e, 


Gon. By’r lakin, I can go no further, Sir, 
My old bones ake: here’s a maze trod indeed 


} 
Through forth-rights and Meanders : by your patience, 


ace 


I needs muft reit me 
elo. Old Lord, I cannot blame thee, 
Who am my felf attach’d with wearinefS 
To th’ dulling of my {pirits : fic down and reft: 
| ene here | will put off my hope, and keep it 


Ni o longer for my flatterers : 
M 


———— 
an 


he is drown’ ‘J 
Vhom thus we ftray to find and the fea aes 


Jur fruftrare fearch on Land: well :Jet him Bo. 
Ant. Lam right glad thathe s Patsricod 


TY ar you refolv’d t’ effect, 

seb. The next advantage will we take ironehly: 

Ant. Let it be to night; 

For now they are opprefi d with trav el, they 

Will not, nor cannot ufeé fuch vigilan 

As when they are freth. 

Solemn and ftrange Mujick : 
fible). Enter 

Banquet; 


[alutat 10S, 6 


Bo A ee eee 
and. Pre iper 


erie iad! } 
feweT ar firange shapes 
and dance about it Ww 


ith ger tle aétions of 
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| Seb. Ifay tonight: no more. 
eA]. Whatharmony isthis? my good friends, hark! 
Goni Marvellous fweer Mufick ! 
Alo, Give us kind keepers, he: 
Seb. A living Drollery: ni 


‘ 


vens: What ate thefe 
wi will believe 

That there are Unicorns: thet in Arcbia 

| There isone Tree, the Phoenix throne, one Phoenix 
At this hour reigning there. 


x 
») 


eA ut. I'le be elieve both : 
Anc 7 ae do’s elfe want credit. come to me, 
|! And lle be {worn ‘tis true: Travellers ne’re did lit; 
— nue sto s at home Condemn’em. 
he Gon. \f in Ne aple rs 
i thot ia 1) port this now, would they believe me ? 


if I fhould fay tfaw firch iflanders : 
(For certes thefe are people of the !fland) 
Who though they gre of monftrous fhape, yet note 
Their manners arémore g rentle kind than of 
Our humane generation you fhall find 
Many, nay, almoft any. 
Pro. He nett 1: ord, 
Thou hait faid well: fot fome of you there préfent, 
Are wore than Devils. 
Alo. Y cannot too much mufe, 
{Such fhapes, fiich gefture, and fiuch (Sind exprefling 
|Althoug! i they want the fe of tongue) a kind 
lOf excellent dumb difcourfe. 
Pro, Praife in departing. 
| Fra, They vanifhed tirangely. 
Seb, No matter, fince 
hey have left their Viands behind ; for we have ftomacks 
Ww ile pleafe you tafte of whatishere ? 
0. Not! ie 
i 2 Faith Sir, youneed not fear: when we were boys 
iW Es woud be lieve th hat there weré Mountaineers, 
}L lew-lapt, hike Sulls, whofe throats had hanging at ‘em 
Wallets of flefh? or that there were fich men 
MM hofe heads ftood in their breaits? which now we find 


: df 


| Good warrant of. 
Alo. \ will ftand to, and feed, 
Although my lait, no matter, fince I feel 
The 
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The beft is paft: brother, my Lord, the Duke, 
Stand to, and do as we. 

Thunder and Lightning, Enter Ariell (like a Harpy ») 
claps bis wings upon the Table; and with a gueint 
device the Banquet vanifhes. 

Ar. Youarethree men of fin, whom deftiny 
That hath to inftruments this lower world, 
And what isin’t: the never furfeited Sea, 
ath caus’d to belch you up ; and on this Ifland, 
Where man dothnot inhabit, you *mongft men 
Being moft unfit to live: I have made you mad ; 
And even with fuch like valour men hang and drown 
Their proper felves: You fools, and my fellows 
Are Miniltersof Fate ; the Elements 
Of whom your fwordsare temper’d, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemockt-at-Stabs 
Kill the {till clofing waters, as diminith se 
Onedowethar’s in my‘plumbs My fellow-minifters 
Are lfke-invulnerable: iF you could hurt, 
Your fwords are now too maflie for your ftrength, 
| And will not be up-lifted : but remember 
| For that’s my bufinefs to you) that you three 
(From AGllain did fupplant good Profpero ; 
| Expos’d unto the Sea (which hath requit ir) 
| Him and his innocent child : for which foul deed 
Che Powers delaying (not forgetting), have 
| Incens’d the Seas and Shores ; yea, all the Creatures 
| Againft your peace: Thee of thy Son, A/cx/o, 
| They have bereft; and do pronounce by me 
| Lingring perdition (worfe than any death 
i Can be at once) fhall ftep by ftep attend 
| You and your ways, whofe wraths to guardx you from, 
i Whichhere, in this moft defolate Ifle, elfe falls 
| Upon your heads, is nothing but hearts-forrow, 
| Andaclear lifeenftting. — 
| He vanifhes in Thunder: then (to foft Mufick). Enter 
the fhapes again, and dance (with mocks and 
mowes) and carrying out the Table. 
Pro, Bravely the figure of this‘Harpy haft thou 
| Perform’d (my Ariell), a grace it had devouring: 
} Of my inftruction haft thou nothing bated 
In what thou hadft to fay: fo with good life 
| And obfervation ftrange, my meaner Minifters 
Their feveral kinds have done ; my high charms work, 
i 


And thefe (mine Enemies) are all knit up 
In their diftractions: they now areinmy power ; 
And in thefe firs 1leave them, while 1 vifit 
Young Ferdinand (whom they fuppofe is drown'd) 
} And his, and mine lov’d darling. 
Gon. 1 th’ name of fomething, holySir, why ftand you 
inthis ftrangé ftaré? 
Alo. ©, it is monftrous: monftrous ! 
Methought the billows fpoke, and told me of it; 
The winds did fing it tome: and the Thunder 
(That deep and dreadful Organ-pipe) pronounc’d 
The name of Profper : it did bafe thy trefpa& ; 
| Therefore my Sogy’ th’ Ooze is bedded ; and 
Vle feek him deeper than ere plummer founded, 

And with him there lie mudded, 
Seb. But one fiend ata time, 
'le fight their Legions o’re. 

Ant. Vie be thy fecond. _ Exeunt. 
Gon. Allthree of them are defperate : their great guilt 
(Like poyfon given to work a great time after) 
Now ‘gins to bite the fpirits: 1 do befeech you 
| (That are of fuppler joynts) follow them {wiftly, 
And hinder them from what this Extafie 
May now provoke them to. 
Ad. Follow | pray you. 


Exit. 


Exeunt omnes. 
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Acius Quartus. Scena £rima. 
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! , * ? ‘ ‘ 
Enter Profpero, Ferdinand, aad Miranda. , 
| 


|__ Pro. If I have too aufterely punifh’d you, 
| 1 our compenfation makes amends ; for I 
Have given you here a third of mine own life, 
| Or that for which I live: who once again 
|] tender tothy hand: All thy vexations 
| Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Haft ftrangely ftood the reft : here afore heaven 
] ratifie this my rich gift: O. Ferdinand. 
Do not finile at me that! boaft her off; 
For thou fhalt find fhe will out-ftrip all praife, 
And make it halt behind her. : 
Fer. 1 do believe it 
Againft an Oracle. 
Pro, ‘Then, as my gueft, and thine own acquifition 
Worthily purchas’d, take my Daughter : 
if thou doft break her Virgin-knort before 
All fanimonious Ceremonies may 
With fall and holy right be miniftred, 
No {weet afperficns fhall the heavens let fall 
‘To make this Contract grow ; but barren hate, 
Sower-ey’d difdain, and difcord fhall beftrew 
The union of your bed with weeds fo loathly 
That you fhall hate it both: Therefore take heed, 
AsHymens Lamps fhafl light you. 
Fer. As thope ; 
For quiet days, fair iflue, and long life, 
With fuch love, as’tis now,the murkieft den, 
The moft opportune place, the ftrong’ft fuggeftion, 
Our worfer Gevivs can, fhall never melt 
Mine honour into luft, to take away 
The edg of that days celebration, 
VVhen I fhall think, or Phadaus fteeds are founderd, 
Or night kept chain’d below. 
Pro. Fairly {poke ; 
Sit then, and talk with her, fhe is thine own ; 
What Ariel ; my induftrious fervant Ariel. Enter Ariel. 
Ari, What would my. potent mafter ? here 1 am. 


Did worthily perform : and I muft ufeyou 
In fuch another trick : go bring the rabble 
(O’re whom I give thee power ) here, to this place : 
Incite them to quick motion, for I muft 
Beftow upon the eyes of this young couple 
Some vanity of mine Art: itis my promife, 
And they expect it for me. : 
Ari, Prefently ? 
Pro. 1: with a twink. 
Ari. Before you can fay come, and go, 
And breathetwice ; andcry, fo, fo; 
Each one tripping on his ‘Toe, 
Will be here with mop, and mowe. 
Doe you love me Mafter? no? 
Pro. Dearly, my delicate Arie]: do not approach 


- Till thou do’ft hear me call. 


Aril. Well: I conceive. 

Pro. Look thoube true: do not give dalliance 
Toomuch the rein : the ftrongeft oaths, are ftraw 
To th’fire ith’blood : be more abftemious, 

Or elfe good night your vow. 

Fer. | warrant you, Sir, 

The white cold virgin Snow, upon my heart 
Abates the ardoursof my Liver. 

Pro. VVell. 

Now come my <rie/, bring a Corolary, ios 


Notongue: alleyes: be filent. 
Ir, Ceres, moft bounteous Lady, the tich Leas 


Pro. ‘Thou, and thy meaner fellows, your laft fervice 


Exit. 


Rather than wanta fpirit, a ppear, and pertly.Soft Mujick. 


Enter Tris, 


Of 
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Of Wlieat, Rye, 3arley, Fetches, Oats, and Peate ; 1| odn You Nye scall’d Nayadesof the w iy tring brook: 
Thy Turphy Mountains, where live nibling Sheep, With your fedg’d crowns, and ever-harmlefs fo oks, ! 
And flat Medes thetch’d with Stover, them to keep: Leave vour ctifp channels, dnd: on this Preen lane 
Thy banks with pioned, and twilled brims , Anfwer your fammons,. 7m do’s command : | 
VVhich {pungy April, at thy heft betrims, Cometemperate Nymph;, and help to celebrate 
To make cold Nym phs chaft cr: was ; and thy broom | A Contract of true Love: beno t LOO late. 
VVhofe fhadow tl ie difmil iffed Batchelor loves, (groves Enter certain i 
Being lafs-lorn: thy pole- clipt vineyard : You Sun burn’d d Sicklemen, of Ay; uff weary, | 
And thySea-marge fteril, and re cky hard; Come hither from the Furrow, and be merry ; q 
VVhere thou thy felfdo ft air, the Ouee 1 o’th Skie, Make holy-day : your fds firaw hats put on; | 
VVhofe watry Arch. and meflenger, am I, And thefe freth Nymphs >rc ounter every oné | 
Bids thee leave thefe, a id with her fovesaign grace, ge In Country footing 
Here on this grafS plot, in this very place (dejcend:. | Enter cer rta xin Reapers (pros operl) sets ed): they Giyn w vith the 
'To come, and fport: here f eacocks fly amain: Nymphs in @ grac ef al Dance; towards th be en of mw heres | 
Approach, rich (eres, her to entertain. Enter Ceres, Profpero farts fied. dup ys and (peaks: “| 
Cer. Hail many coloured Meflenger, that ne’re (range hollow and confuled noije pb y heavily var 
Do'ft difobey the wife of ‘fupiter: Pro I was forgot that foil C onfpiracy ° 
VVho, with thy faffron wings, upon my flowers Of the beaft C 2, and his Confederatés, 
Diffufeft hony drops, refrefhing fhowers, Againft my life: the:minute of their plot 
And with each end of thy blew bow do'ft crow isalmoit come: Well done, avoid: no more 
My bosky acres, and my unfhrub’d down Fer.-'T his is ftrange: your Father's in fome pafliott 


Rich fcarph tomy protd earth: why hath thy Queen That works him ftrongly 

Sammon’d me hither, to t! sis fhort grafS’d Green : 2 Mir. wa er till this day ! 
Ir. A contract of true Love, to celebrate, Saw I him touch d with anger, fo di 

And fome donation freely to eftate Pro. You do look (my So 

On the blefS'd Lovers. As if you were difmaid: | 
Cer. Tell me heavenly Bow! Our Revels now are ended : 

If Veuus or her Son, as thou dot kriow, (As! foretold you) were all 

Do now attend the Queen ? fince they did plot : Are mel ted inro air, inte 

| 


The means, that dusk y Dis, my daughter got : And like the batélets Fabriek . 
Her, and her blind Boys fc indal'd com pany, The Cloud capt ! owets the gory eous Palace 
Ihave forf{worn. The folemn ‘Temples, the great és dobe it fell 
Ir. Of her fociety Yea, all which ic in! erit, fhall d fl ro 
Be not affraid : 1 met her deity And like this infibftantial Pageant faded 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos : and her So Leave not arack behind : we are fuch ftu 
Dove-drawn with her : here thong! it they to cee vee As dreams are made on: and our little li fe 
Some wanton charm, upon this manan d maid, Is rounded with a fleep: Sir, ]am vext ; 
VVhofe roma tts that no bed-right fhall be paid Bear with my weaknefS, my old brain is troubled : 
Till Hyzans Torch be lighted: but in vain Be not difturb’d with my infirmity : 
Mars’s hot gob n is return’d again ; If you be pleas’d, retire into my Cell, 
Her biog headed fon has br oke his Arrows, And there repofe . aturn or two I’le e walk 
Swears he will fhoot no more, but play with Sparrows, | To ftill my beating mind. 
iv eae right-out. Fer. Mir. W e with you peace. Exit. 


. Higheft Queen of State, Pro: Cone with a thought ¢ Tthank thee 4 riel] : COMme. | 
ae Fen comes, I know her by her gate. Bark Ariell, 
Fu. How do’s my bounteous fitter? go with me Ari. Thy thoughts I cleave to ; what's thy p! leafure? 
To ble this twain, that they may profperous be, Pro. Spirit, we muft prepare to meet with Ca ban. 
And honour’d Bec dene They fing. | Ari. J, my Commander, when | prefented Ceres 
Fi. Honour, riches, anrigae bleffings ithought to have told thee of it, but ifear’d, 
L ong inte send excre afing, Left I might anger thee. 
Hourly j joyes be till sh Oty Pro. Say again, where d: ve ft thou leave thefe Yarlots 
Juno fings her bleffings on you : Ar. | ltold vou Sir, they were red hot wich drinking; 
» Earths increafe, and foyzon plenty, So full of Valour, that they Sine e the air 
3arns and Garners never empty, For breathing in their faces: beat the ground 
Vines, wit ith al ae ing bunches growing, For kiffing of their ‘eet ; yet always bending 
Plants, wit dly ‘burthen bowing : Tow ards ‘their project : then I beat: my Tabor, 
Spring come to you at the farthefts At which, like unbacke Colts, they pricke @ir Eats, 
In the very end of Harveft : |: Advanc’d their Eye-lids, i ifted up their Nofes, 
Scarcity a7 nd wan fhall fhun you, As they {melt mufick, fo | charm’d their Ears, 
Ceres 5/e//: is on yon. } That Calt-like, they my lowing follow d through 
Fer. This is a mc note majeltick vifion, and 2 Tooth‘ bri ars fharp firzes, pricking gofs and thorns; 
Harmonious charmingly may I be bold \v Mich entred their fral thins; At laft | left chem 
Tothink thete fpirits ¢ ' I’ch? filthy mantled pool beyond your Cell, 
Pro. Spirits, which by mine Art There dancing up to th ’ chins, that the foul Lake 
[ have from all their confines call’d to enact io re = the 


My prefent fancies 
‘Fer. Let melive here ever ; 
So rare a wondred Father, and a wile, 


This was well done (my bird): 
Thy .y fipe invifible retain thou fill: 
The trumpery inmy houfé, go bring it hichét 
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Makes this place Paradife, For {tale to catch thefe thieves. 
Pro, Sweet now, filence : Ari ee 1 go, I go. Exit. * 
Fanoand Ceres whifper fertouily 5 Pro. A Devil, aborn-devil, on whofe Nature 
There’s fomething elfeto do: huth, and be mute, Niuke can never ftick: on whom my pains 
Or elfe our {pell is marr’d. Humanely taken, all, all loft, ae loft, 
Juno and Ceres whifper, anc d fend Tris on eaeel ment. And, as withage, his body uglier grows, ¢ 
B le) 
Se 
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Wey 4 The Tempeft. 


maps “ie , } aAlw: Art thi 
So his mind cankers: I will plague them all, _ Pro. Let them be hunted foundly : At this hour 
Even to roaring: Come, hang on them this line. Lies at my mercy all mine pemics 
Enter Aciell loaden with gliftering Apparel, &c. Enter Shortly fhall afl. my labours end, and thou 
Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo, allwet. Shalt have the air at freedom: fora litLe 


Cal.-Pray you tread foftly, that the blind Mole may not |Follow, and dome fervice. Exeun 
hear a foot fall: we now are near his Cell. (Fairy, 


Ste. Monfter, your Fairy, which you fay is a harmlefs ee Bry ke yok pagers 
Has done little better than plaid the ‘fack with us. 
Trin. Montter, I do fell all Horfe-pifs, at which 
My nofe is in great indignation. q 
Ste. Sois mine: Do you hear, Monfter ? If 1 fhould 
Take a difpleafure againft you: Look you. 
Trin. ‘Thou wert but a loft Monfter. 
Cal. Good my Lord, give me thy favour ftill: 
Re patient ; for the prize I’le bring thee to 
Shall hood-wink this mifchance : therefore fpeak foftly 5 


Atlus Quintus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Profpero (in his Magick Robes) and Ariel 


Pro. Now do’s my Project gather toa head: 
My Charms crack not: My Spirits obey, and time 
| All’s hufht as midnight yer. Goes upright with his carriage : how’s the day ? 
Trin. 1, butto lofe our Bottles in the Pool. Ar. On the fixthhour, at which time, my Lord, 
Ste. There is not only difgrace, and difhonour in that You faid our work fhould ceafe. 
(Montter ), but an infinite lof. d ro. Idid fay fo FS 
Trin. That’s more to me than my wetting : When firft I rais’d the Tempett: fay, my Spirit, 
Yet this is your harmlefs Fairy, Montfter. How fares the King and’s followers ? 
Ste. Iwill fetch off my Bottle, Ar. Confin’d together 
he [ be o’re Ears for my labour. In the fame fafhion as you gave in charge, 


a ee 
tn nara 


Cal. Prethee (my King) be quiet: Seeft thou here Juft as you left them, all prifoners fir, 
This is the mouth 0’ thé Cell: no noife, and enter : In the Line-grove which weather-fends your Cell: 


| Do that good mifchief which may make this !fland 


{ Thine own for ever, and I thy Caliban 
For aye thy foot-licker. 


They cannot budg till youreleafe: The King, 
His Brother, and yours, abide all three diftracted ; 
And the remainder mourning over them, 
| Ste. Give me thy hand; Brim-full of forrow and difmay : but chiefly 
lI do begin to have bloody thoughts, Him that you termd, Sir, the good old Lord Gonzalo. 
| Trix, O King Stephano! O Peer! Oworthy Stephano! His tears run down his beard like Winter drops 
L cobs ie aniaatuneNe G dhe ther, From Eaves of Reeds : your charm fo ftrongly works ’em 
Ca/. Let italone, thou fool, . it is but trafh. That if you now beheld them, your affections 
Tri. Oh, ho, Monfter: we know what belongs to a Frip- Would become tender. Aiieae 
pery, O King Stephano. Pro. Do’ft thou think fo, fpirit ? 
Ste, Put off that gown (Zrinculc) by thishand Pehave| 47. Mine would, fir, were I humane. 
that sown. Pro. And mine fhall. 
Tri. Thy grace fhall have ir, Haft thou (which art but air) a touch, a feeling 
Cal. The Dropfiedrown this fool: whatdo you mean, | Of their afflictions, and fhall not my felf, 
Todoat thus onfirch luggage? Let’s alone, One of their kind, that relifh all as fharply, 
and do the Murder firit : if he awake, Paflion as they, be kindlier mov’d than thou art ?- 
Froim toe to crown he’ fill our skins with pinches ; Tho with their high wrongs I am ftruck to th’ quick, 
Make usftrange ftuff. Yet, with my nobler Reafon, againft my Fury, 
Sre. Be you quiet ( Monfter) Miftris Line, is not this my Do i take part: the rarer action is i ; 
terkin? Nowis the Jerkin under the Line : Now Jerkin | In Vertue than in Vengeance : they being penitent, 
you are like to lofe your hair, and provea bald Jerkin. The fole drift of my purpofe doth extend 
Trin, Do, do; we fteal by line and level, and’t like your | Nota frown further: Go releafe them Ariell 
Grace. | My charms Ile break, their fenfes Vle reftore, 
Ste. I thank thee for that Jeft: here’s a garment for’t : And they fhall be themfelves. 
Wit fhall not go unrewarded while ] am King of this] Ar. Ple fetch them, Sir. Extt. 
Country; Steal by line and level, isan excellent pafsof| Pro. Ye Elves of Hills, Brooks, ftanding-Lakes & Groves, 
pate: there’s another garment for’t. } And ye thaton the Sands with printlefs foot 
Tri. Monfter, come put {ome Lime upon your fingers, Dochafe the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him 
and away with the reit. When he comes back: you demy-Puppets that 
Cal.1 will have none on’t : we fhall lofe our time, By Moon-fhine do the green fowre Ringlets make, 
And all be tufpn’d to Barnacles, or to Apes, Whereof the Ewe not bites : and you whofe paitime 
With foreheads villanous low. Is to make midnight Mufhromes, that reyoyce 
Ste Montfter, lay to your fingers: help to bear this away ,| Jo hear the folemn Curfew, by whofe aid 
where my hogfhead of Wine is, or ’le turn you out of my | (WeakMatters tho ye be )I have be-dimp’d?miausleg 
Kingdom: go to, carry this. ” | The noon-tide Sun, call’d forth the mutinous winds,” (< 
Tri. And this. And *twixt the green Sea and the azur’d Vaulr, j 
Ste. I, and this. Set roaring War: To the dread ratling Thunder a 
A noife of Hunters heard. Enter divers fpirits in {hape of \Havel given fire, and rifted Fowe’s ftout Oke 
Dogs, and Hounds hunting them about’; Profper With his own bolt : ‘The ftrong bafs’d promontory 
and Ariel fetting them on. Have made fhake, and by the {purs pluckt up 
Pro. Hey Mcuntain, hey. The Pine and Cedar: Gravesat my command 
Ari, Silver: there it goes, Silver. Have wak’d their fleepers, op’d, and let ’em forth 
Pro. Fury, Fury: there Tyrant, there: hark, hark : By my fo potent Art: But this rough Magick 
Go, charge my Goblins that they grind their joynts [here abjure: and when | have requir’d 
With dry Convulfions, fhorten up their finews Some heavenly Mufick (which even now Ido), 
Withaged Cramps, and more pinch-fpotted make them, | ‘To work mine end upon their {enfes, that 
Than Pard, or Cato’ Mountain. This airy charm is for, I’le break my ftali, 
’ Ari. Hark, they roar. Bury it certain fadoms in the Barth, 


And 
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And deeper than did ever Plummet found 

(le drown my Book 

Here enters Ariel before : ¢ 
flurey attended by Gonzaio. 
like manner attended by Adrian ane 
ter the circle which Pro{pero had m 
charm’: gvbich Profpero obferz 

A folemn Air, and the beft comf 

Toan unfetled fancy, cure thy brains 

(Now ulelefs) boilvithin thy skull: there ftand 5 

For you are {pell-ftopt: 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man, 

Mine eyes, even fociable'to the fhew of thine, 

Fall fellowly drops : “The charm diffolves apace; 

And as the morning fteals upon the night 

(Melting the darknefs), fo their rifing fenfes 

Begin to chafe the ignorant fumes that mantle 

Their clearer Reafon.' -O good Gonzale, 

My true preferver, and:a loyal Sir 

To him thou follow’tt , { will pay thy graces 

Home both in word and deed: Moit cruelly 

Didfi thou eA lonfo, ule me, and my daughter : 

Thy brother was a furcherer intheact: : 

Thou art pinch’d for’t now, Sebaftian, Flefh and blood, 

You, brother mine; that entertain’d Ambition, 

Expell’d Remorfeand Nature, whom with Sebaftian 

(Whofe inward pinches therefore are molt ftrong) 

Would here have kilPdyour King: Ido forgive thee, 

Unnatural though thou art: their underftanding 

Begins to (well, and the approaching tice 

Will thortly fill the reafonable fhore 

That now lies foul and muddy : not one of them 

That yet looks on me, oF would know me: Ariel/; 

Fetch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell ; 

I will difcafe me, and my {elf prefent, 

As | was fomietime Adillain : quickly {pirit ; 

Thou fhalt ere long be free 

Ariell ‘ings, and helps to attire hims 

Where the Bee fucks, there fuck I; 

In a Conflips bell I lie: 6 

There crowehpuben Owls decryp 

On the Bat’s*back I do fly 
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Merrily, perv Ly 

Under the Bliflom that bangs onthe Row. 
Pro. Why that’s my dainty Ars le: 1 fall mifs thee ; 
Butyetthou fhalt have freedom :, fo, f0, fo, 
To the King’s Ship, invifible as thou aft, 
There fhalt thou find the Mariners afleep 
Under the Hatches: the Mafter and the Boatfwain 
Being awake, enforce them to this place: 
And prefently Iprethee. 

air before me, and return 


Ari. 1 drink the 
Or ere your pulfe twice beat. Exit. 
Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder and amazement 
Inhabics here : fome heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fearful Countrey. 

Pro: Behold Sir King, 
The wronged Duke of Maillain, Profp 
For more aflurance that a living Prince 
Do’s now {peak to thee, embrace thy body, 
Andto thee, and thy Company, ibid 
A hearty welcome. 

Alo. Where thou be’ithe or no, 
Or fome inchanted trifle co abufe me 
(As late t have been), 1 not know : thy Pulfe 
Beats as Of flefh and blood: and fince | faw thee, 
Th’ afflition of my mind amends, with which 
L fear a madnefS held me: this muit crave 
(And if chis beat all) amoft ftrange itory : 
Thy Dukedom | refigny and do intreat 
Thou pardon me my Wrongs: 
Be living, and be here? 

Pro, Firft, noble friend; 


TO: 


But how fhould Propero 


Let me embrace thit 
Be meafur’d, or coni 
Gon. Whether thi 
Or be not, le not {we 
pro. You do yer taite 
Some fubtiltieso ti’ Je, tha 


2 


will notlet you 

Icome, my friends ail 
my, brace of Lords, weret fo minded, 
e(s frown upon yous 


Seb. Fhe Devil {peaks in him. 
Pro, No: 
| For you (moft wicked Sit) whom to cail brother 
| Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive 
| Thy rankeft faults: al] of them: and require 
| My Dukedom of thee, wlich perforce | know 
Thou muft reftoré a ‘ 
| _Alv. If thou beelt PrOMero, 
| Give us particulars of thy prefervation, 


I 


How thou haft met ushere, who three hours finc® 
\ 


Were wrackt upon this fhore? ‘where [ have lost e 
(How fharp the point of this remembrance is) 
Son Ferdinand. ie 


py lam & fy? Qj 
Pre. 1 am Wo tore, or. 


> 
— 
C. 


Alos Irreparable is the lofs 


Says, itis paft her cure. 


Pro. | rather think 
\ You have not foughe her ielp, of whofe fott grac 
lor the like lofs, Ihave her foveraigt aid, 


| 
| 
j 
nd Patiencé | 
} 


| and reft my felf content. 
| Alo. You the likelofs ¢ 
| Pro. As great tome, as late, and infi 
eh make the dear lof) have | mear 
Than you may call to comfort you ; 
Have loft ray daughter. 
| Alo. Adaughter ¢ } 
| Oh heavens ! that they were livi 
| 


i 
| 


The King and Queen there, that they were, L with 
My felf were mud 
| Where my Son lies: 

Pro, In this laft Tempeft. | perceive thefe Lords 


4 
ded in that Oo-zy bed 
when did you lofe y 
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Atthisencounter do fo much adn 


1 

| : 
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| That thev devour their Reafon, and fcarce think 

Their Eye do Offices of truth: their words 

| Are natural breath ; but howloever you have 

| Been juftled from your fenfes, Know for certain 

That lam Profpere, and that very Duke 
4 a ¥ Cc esa, z 

| hich was thrult forthof Millar, 

| 


zs 


who moft firang 
{pon this fhore (where you were wrackt) was landed 

Ito be the Lord on’t : no;pmore yec of this; 

| Por ’tisa Chronicle of day by day, 

Tot a Relation for 4 breakfaft,: nor 

| Beficting this Grft meeting: Welcome, Sir: 

| This Cell’s my Court ; here have | few attendants, 
And Subjects none abroad: pray you lookin: 

| My Dukedom ince you have given me again, 

| will requite you with as good a thing, 

| Ac leaft, bring fortha wonder, tocontent ye 

| As muchas me my Dukedom. 

Here Profpero difcovers Ferdinand 
| playing at Chefs. 
Mir. Sweet Lord, you play me falfe. 

Fer. No, my deareft Love, 
IT would not tor the world. 
Mir. Yes; fot afcore of Kingdoms you 
| And | would call it fair play. 
Alo. If this: prove 
| A vifiomof the land, one dear Son 
iShall Lrwice lofe. 
Seb. Amoft high Miracle. 
t 
' 
} 


and Miranda 


(gle, 
fhould wran- 


Fen Though the Seas threaten, they are merciful: - 
} pave curs’d them without caufe. 
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Alo. Now a} the bleffings 
Of a glad father compafs thee about : 
| Arife, and fay how thou cam’ft here. 

Mir. O wonder ! 
How many goodly creatures are there here ? 
How beauteous mankind is! O brave new world 
Vhat has furch people in’t. 

Pro. "Tis new to thee. 


Your eld’ft acquaintance cannot be three hours: 
Is fhe the goddefsthat hath fever’d us, 
And brought us together ? 

Fer. Sir, ftieis mortal ; 
| But by immortal providence fhe’s mine 3 
|! chofe her when I could nor ask my Father 
For his advice; nor thought I] had one : She 
| ls Daughter to this famons Duke of A4/a:n, 
Of whom fo often I have heard renown, 
But never faw before: of whom I have 
Receiv’d a fecond Life ; and fecond Father 
his Lady makes him ro me. 
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9.1 am hers : 


But O, how odly will it fund, that I 
Muft ask my cl 


Alo 


Id forgivenefs? 
here, Sir, ftop: 
st t burthen our remembrances with 
} An heavinefs that’s gone. 
| Gin. | have inly wept, 
Or thould have fpake ere this: look down you gods, 
And on this Couple drop a bleffed Crown : 
|For itis you that have chalk’d forth the Way 
| Which brought us hither, 

“Alo. \fay Amen, Gonzalo. 

Gon, Was Millain thruft from Millain that his Iffue 
Should become Kings of Naples? O rejoice 
Beyond a common joy, and fet it down 
With gold on lafting Pillars: In-one Voyage 
Did Claribell her Husband find at Tunis, 

And Ferdinand, her Brother, found a Wife, 
Where he himfelf was loft : Profpero his Dukedom 
Ina poor Ife: and all of us, our felves, 

When no man was his own. 

Alo. Give me your hands: 
Let grief and forrow {till embrace hisheart 
That doth not with you Joy. 

Gon. Be it fo, Amen é 

Enter Ariel; swith the Maher 
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Let us no 
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Va and Boatfwain 
amazed!y following. 
Olook Sir, look, here is more of us! 
| prophefi'd, if a Gallows were on Land 
This fellow cou!d nor drown: New blafphemy, 
That fwear’it grace oré-board, ‘not an Oath on fhore, 
Haft thou no mouth by Land ? 
What isthe news ? 
Boat. The beft newsis, that we have fafe found 
Our King and Company : the next, OurShip, 
Which but three glafles.fince we gave our fplit, 
Is tite, and yare, and bravely rig’d, as when 
We firit put out to Sea. 
Ar. Sir, all this fervice 
Have | déne fince | went. 
Pro. My trickfey {pirit. 
Alo. Thefe are not natural Events ; they ftrengthen 
From ftrange to ftranger: {ay, how came you hither ? 
Boat. Mf 1 didthink, Sir, | were wellawake, 
Vid ftrive totell you: we were dead of fleep, 
And (how we know not) allclapr under hatches, 
Where, but even now, with itrange and feveral noifes 
Of roaring, fhreeking, howling, gingling chains, 
And moe diverfity of founds, all horrible, 
We were awak’d:: ftraight way at liberty ; 
Where we, in all our trim, frefhly beheld 
Our royal, good, and gallant Ship: our Mafter 
Capring to eye her: ona trice, fopleafe you, 


The 1 empeft. 


Alo. What is this Maid with whom thou was’c at play? 


Even ina dream, were we divided from them, 
And were brought moping hither. 
Ar, Was’t well done ? : 
Pro. Bravely (my diligence) : thou fhalt be free. 
4r. This is as ftrange a Maze ase’re men trod, 
And there is in this bufinefs more than Nature 
Was ever conduét of: fome Oracle 
Mutt rectifie our knowledg. 
Pro. Sir, my Liege, ) 
Do not infect your mind with beating on é 
The ftrangenefg of this bufinefs, at picke feizure 
(Which fthall be fhortly fingle) Ile refolve you 
(Which to you fhail feem probable) of every 
Thefe happen’d accidents : till when, be cheerful, 
And think of each thing well: Come hither fpirit, 
Set Caliban and his companions free: 
Untie the Spell: How fares my gracious Sir ? 
There are yet mifling of your Company 
Some few odd Lads that you remember not. 
Enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and Trin- 
culo, i their fol’n Apparel. 
Ste. Every man fhift for all the reft, and Jet 
No mantake care for himfelf ; for all is 
But fortune: (oragio Bully-Monfter, Coragio. 
Tri. If thefe be true {pies which 1 wear in my head, 
Here’s a goodly fight. 2 
Cal. O Setebus, thefe be brave Spirits indeed : 
How fine my Mafteris ? 1 am afraid 
He will chaftife me. 
Seb. Ha, ha: é 
What things are thefe, my Lord Anthonio 2 
Will money buy ’em ? 
Ant. Very like: one of them ° 
isa plain Fifh, and no doubt marketable. 
Pro. Mark but thebadges of thefe men, my Lords, 
Then fay if they be true: This mifhapen knave, 
His Mother was a VVitch, and one fo {trong 
That could controul the Moon, make flows and ebbs, 
And deal in her command without her power : 
Thefe three have mbb’d me, and this demy-devil, 
(For he’s a baftard one) had plotted with them 
To take my life: two of theie Fellows you 
Muft knowssand own, this Thing of darknef$ 1 
Acknowledg mine. 
Cal. | thall be pincht to death. 
Alo. Is not this Stephano, my drunken Butler? 
Seb. He is drunk now. 
VVhere had he VVine ? 
Alon. And Trinculo is reeling-ripe: where fhould they 
Find this grand Liquor that hath gilded ’em ? 
How cam’ft thou in this pickle ? 
Tri. [have been in fuch a pickle fince I faw you laft, 
That I fear me will never out of my bones: , 
I fall not fear fly-blowing. 
Seb. VVhy, how now Stephano? 
Ste. O touchme not; 1am not Stephano, but a Cramp 
Pro. Yow'ld be Kingo” th’ Ife, Sirrah ? ) 
Ste. I fhould have been a fore one then. 
Alo, *Tisa ftrange thing as e’re I look’d on, 
Pro. He is as difproportion’d in his manners 
As in his fhape : Go Sirrah, to my Cell, 
Take with you’ your Companions: as you look 
To have my pardon, trim it handfomly. 
Cal. I, that I will: and Ple be wife hereafter 
And feek for grace: what a thrice double Af 
VVas Ito take this drunkard for a god ? 
And worthip this dull fool ? 
Pro. Go to, away. (it. 
Alo, Hence, and beftow your lu gage where you found 
Seb. Or ftole itrather. 
Pyro. Sir, I invite your Highnet{ 
To my poor Cell; where 


s and yourtrain, 
ell ; you fhall take your reft 
For this one night, which part of it Ple watte 
VVith fuch difcourfe as] not doubr fhall make ir 
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Go quick away : ‘The ftory of my: lite, To hear the ftory of your life ; which mutt 
And the particular accid gone by Take the Ear ftrangely. | 
Since | came to this Ifle: And inthe morn Pro, Vle deliver all , 
le bring you to your Ship ; and fo to I faples: And promifé you calm feas, aufpicious gales, 
Where | have hope to fee the Nuptials And fail fo expeditious, that fhall catch 
OF thefe our dear-belov'd, folemnized ; Your Royal fleet far off: My..4riell (Chick) 
And thence retire me to my Millain, where That is thy charge: then to the Elements 
Every third thought fhall be my grave. Be free, and fare thou well: pleafe you draw near. 
“Alo. long Exeunt omnes. 


EPILOGUE — |The Scene, an uninhabited Ifland.| 


fpoken by Profper. Names of the Aétors. 


TOw mow my Charms are all ore-thrown, Lonfo, King of Naples. 
N And what ftrength Ihav's mine own, Sebaftian, bas brother. 
Which ws moft faint : now "ts trne Profpero, rhe right Duke of Mitlain. 
I muff be here confin' d by you, Anthonio, bis brother, the ufurping Duke of Millatrfs 
Or ent to Naples: Ler me not Ferdinand, Son tothe King of Naples. 
Since I have my Dukedom got, Gonzalo, an honoft old Councellots 
And pardon d the deceiver, dwell Adrian and Francifco, Lords.” 
In this bare Iland by your [pel ; Caliban, a Salvage and deformed Slave; 
But releafe me from my bands | Trinculo, a Feffer. 
With rhe belp of your good hands: Stephano, 4 drunken Butlers 
Gentle breath of yours, my Sails Mafter of a Ship. 
Must fill, or elfe my project fails, \ Boat/wain. 
Which was to pleafe: Now I want Mariners. 
Spirits to enforce : Arts to enchant : Miranda, Daughter to Profperd 
And my ending defpairs : Ariel, aa airy Spirit. 2 
Unlefs I be relieu'd by prayer ; Jris. , 
Which pierces 0, that it affjaults Ceres. 
Mercy it felf, and frees all faults, : Juno. Spirits. 
As you from crimes would pardon'd be, Nymphs ‘ 
Let your indulgence fet me free. Exit. | Reapers. J 


T HE 


Two Gentlemen of Verona. 


Lofing his verdure even in the prime. 
| D 


Valentine, Protheus, and Speed. And all the fair effects of future hopes. 
But wherefore wafte Itime to counfel thee 
Valentine. That are a Votary tofond defire ? 


Once more adieu: my Father at the Road 
Eafe to perfwade, my loving Prathécs ;| Expects my coming, there to fee me fhipp’d. 
Home-keeping. youth have en Pro. Andthither will J bring thee, Valenrine. 
(homely wits;| Val. Sweet Prothews, no: Now let ustake our leave: 
<4 Weir’t not affection chains thy ten-|At AZ/Jain let me hear from thee by Letters 
(der days, |Of thy fuccefSin love ; and what News elfe 
‘Yo the {weet glances of thy ho- |Betideth here inabfence of thy Friend : 
(nour'd Love,| And I likewife will vific thee with mine. 
I rather Wouldintreat thy company,| Pro. All happinofs bechance to thee in Millain. 


To fee the wonders of the world a-| Val. Asmuch to you at home: and{fo farewel, Exit. } 
Than (living dully fluggardiz’d.at home) {broad,| Pro. Heafter Honour hunts, Fafter Love; 
Wear out thy youth withfhapelefs idlenefS, He leaves his friends to dignifie them more ; 
But fince thon lov’ft, love ftill, and thrive therein, |Elove my felf, my friends, and all for love : 
Even as I would when I to lové begin. © Thou Fulia, thou haft matamorphos’d me: 
Pro. Wiltthou be gone? Sweet Valentine adieu, Made me neglect my ftudies, lofe my time, 
Think on thy Protheas when thou (haply) feeft War with good counfel, fer the world at nought; 
Some rare Note-worthy Object in thy travel: Made wit with Mufing, weak ; heart fick with thought. 
With me partaker in thy happinefs ‘ Sp. Sir Protheus: fave you: faw you my Mafter ? 
When thou doft meet good hap; and in thy dange Pro. But now he parted hence to embark for Adj//zin. 
(If ever danger do enyiron thee) : Sp. ‘Twenty to one then heis thip’d already, 
Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers ; And Ihave plaid the fheep in lofing him. 
For I will be thy Bead’s-man, Valentine. Pro. Indeed a theep doth very often ftray, 
Val. And ona Leve-book pray for thy fuccefS. And if the fhepherd be a while away. 
Pro, Upon fome book | love ’le pray for thee, Sp. You conclude that my Mafter isa fhepherd then, 
}. | Val. That's on fome fhallow ftory of deep love, and Ia fheep ? 
i How young Leander croft the Hellefpo 


ont. Pro. I do. 

Pro. ‘Vhat’s a deep ftory of a deeper love; Sp. Why then my horns are his horns, whether I wake 
For he was more than over-fhooes in love. or fleep. 
| Val. *Tis true; for youare over-boots in love, | Pro. A filly anfwer, and fitting well a theep. 

‘And yet you never {wom the HellePonr. Sp» This proves me ftilla theep. 

Pro, Over the boots ?nay, give me not the boots, Pro, True;-and thy Maftera fhepherd, 

Val, No, 1will not ; for it boots thee not. Sp. Nay, thatl can deny by acircumftance, 

Pro, What ? Pro. it thall go hard but Vle proveit by another. 

Val. ‘Yo be injove where {core is bought with groans:| Sp. The fhepherd:feeks the fheep, and not the fheep 
Coy Tooks, wit! heart-fore fighs : one fading moments | the fhepherd ; buttfeek my Matter, and my Mafter-feeks 
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights; (mirth, | not me : therefore ]am no theep. 

If haply won, perhaps anhaplefs gain : Pro. The theep for Fodder follow the fhepherd, the 
a emp aed 
if loft, why then a grievous labour won! Shepherd for food follows not the fheep: thou for wages 
However, buta folly boughe with wie, followeft thy Mafter, thy Mafter for wages follows not 
Or elfe.a wit by folly vanquified. thee: therefore thou arta theep. 
Pro. So, by your circuntitance, you call me fool. Sp. Such another proof will make mecry Bad, 


Val. So, by your circumftance, 1 fear you’l prove. Fro. But doft thou hear? gaveftthou my Letter to Fy- 
Pro. “Tis Love you cavil at ; 1am not Love. lia 2 
Val. Loveis your Mafter ; tor he Mafiers you: Sp. 1 Sit: 1 (a loft. Mutton) gave your Letter to her (a 
And he that is fo yoked by a fool, lac’d-Mutton), and fhe (a lac’d-Mutton ) gave me (a loft-}] 
Methinks fhould not be Chrenicled for wife. Mutton) nothing for my labour. 
Pro. Yet Writers fay , asin the fweereft bud Pro. Here’s too {mall a Pafture for fixch {tore of Mut- 
The eating Canker dwells; {0 eating Love : tons. 
Inhabitsin the fineft wits of all. Sp. If the ground be over-charg’d, you were belt ftick 
Val. And Writers fay ; as the moft forward Bud her. 5 
Is eaten by the Canker ere it blow, Pro. Nay, in that you are aftray ; *twere beft pound 
Even fo by Love the young and tender wit you, 
Is turn’d to folly, blafting in the bud, Sp. Nay, Sir, lef thana pound faall ferve me for car- 


rying your Letrer. 
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Pro. You miftake : I meanthe Pound, 
Sp. Fromia pound toa pin? fo d 
° Tis threefold too little for c 
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Sp. You miftook, Sir, E {ai d the 
And you ask me if ‘the = 108s 
Pro. And that fet toget 
Sp. Now you have ta 
take it for your pains. 
Pro. No, no, you fhall hiave ic for bearing the Letter. 
Sp. Well, 1 perceive I muft be fain to bear with you. 
Pro. Why Sir, how do you bear with me? 
Sp: Marry fir, the Letter very orderly, 
Hating nothing but the word noddy for my pains. 
Pro. Befhrew me, but you have a quick wit. 
Sp. And yet it cannot overtake your fl ae eat 
Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief; 
The ? 
Sp. Open your purfe, that the money and the matter 
may be both delivered. “ 3 
Pro. Well Sit, here is for your Paltis : what faid fhe ? 
Sp. Truly Sit, I think you ‘IT hardly win her. 
Pro. Why > could’it thou perceive fo much from her 
Sp. Sir, | cou ud perceive notinng at all from her ; 
No, not fo muc 
And being {fo oe tome that brought your mind, 
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Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


' 
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Eater Julia and Lucetta. 

Ful. But fay: Lueetta’ (now are we alone ) 

would’ft thou thencounfel me to fait inlove ? 

Luc. 1 Madam, {o you ftumble not unheedfully. 

Ful. Of allthe fair RefUrt of Gentlemen, 

hat every day with par’le encounter me, 

Anthy opinion which is worthieft*love ? 

Luc. Pleate y eos repeat their names, Ple fhew my mind, 

According to my fhaliow fim; les ski Il. 

3 Fu. What think? ft thou of the fair 
Luc. Asof aK nigh ht well-fpoken, nea 

But'were I you, hénever fhould be mine 
Fu. What think’ft tliou of the rich perdi 
Lu. Well of -his wealth; but of himfelf fo, 
Fu. What think it thou of the gentle Prother: 
Lu. Lord, Lords t6 fée what folly reigns in us. 
Fu. How now ?-what means this ‘paflion athis’'Na 

Pardon, deat’ Madam, tis a patling fhame 


of 


asd 43 
or Eola 9720€F $ 


ind 


ita 


fine: 


fs 


Lu. 
That I (unwW orthy body as | on 
Should cenfure thusionlovely Gentlemen. 
Fu. Why not on Prorbems: as of all the 
Lu. Then thus: OF many good, J chi 
Fu. Your Reafon 
In. Thave mine buta womans Reafon : 
I think him fo, becaufe i think himee: 
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arrying a Letter to your Lover. 
Pro. But what faid fhe? 
Sp. I. 
Pro. Nod-I: why’, that’s anti 


what faid 


yas abr sees wr delivering your L eters 
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Fu. ane would’ft thor 
ine. | I, if you thor } | 
fu. W hy he, of aii tne H 
Lu. Yet he, of all the ref, It] ft 1é, | 
Fu His little fpeaking fhews his love bur {inall. 
| Lx Fire that’s clofert ke pt burns moit of ail. i 
| Fu mey, do not love that do nor fhew their love. 
Lu. Oh, they love leaft that let men Know thei: love: | 
| Fu. Tuonld T’knew his mind. | 
1er,| Lu. Perufeé this pee Madani. 
| Fu. Vo fulia: fay, from whom? | 
La. That the Contents will thet 
SS =e fay: who gave it thee 3 ? 
-| Lu. Sit Valentine’s Page ; ;_and fent ] ais from Protheus. | 
iH x; would have given it you, but I being inthe way; 
| Did in your name receive it: Pardon the fault I pray. 
Wy i. Now (by my modefty) a goodly Broker : 
| Dare you. prefiime to harbour wa iy 


nton lines ¢ 
To whifper and confpire againftmy Youth ? 
Now truft me, ‘tis an Office of great worth, 
And you an Offic er fit for the place, 
There : take the Papet': fee it be return’, 
feré fight. 

rt Love deferves moré Fee 
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Lu. That you may cumin ate 


Fu. And. yet I would ] ad ore-] dtl 
‘It were a fhameto call oe fuck again, 


if 


| fear fhe'l prove as hard to you in +her mind. And pray her toa fault for which I chid her. 
Give her no token but ftones ; for fh hard as fteel. |} What foolis fhe that knows I am a Maid, 
Pro. What faid the, masesionicg | And would not force the Lette iew? 
Sp. No, notfo much as take adit 7 pains : (me: Since Maids in Modefty, fa 
4 To teftifie your bounty, | thank you, yo ou have Teftern’d | Which they would have the - proft erer confirue, 
“in aq meg tetese sof; henceforth carty your Letter your | Fie, fie; how way-ward is Tasha olifh Love, 
felf: And fo, Sir, Vliecommend you to my Mafter. | That (like a tefty: babe) will fcratch the Nurfe; 
Pro. Go, 20, bes gone, tofave your Ship from wrack, | And Seca e afl hum bled, ifs the Rod? 
Which cannot perifh having thee aboard, | How churlifhly I chid Lucerta hence, 


| Whe en willingly I would tha ive had her here ? 
| How angerly I taught my brow to frown, 
When inwatd joy enforc "d my heartto {mile ? 
Jy penance.is, to call SBE back, . 
nd ask remiffion for my folly paft. 
Vhat — Lucettd. 
Lu. What would your Ladythip ? 
Fa. is’ near dinner-time ? 
| sy. Iwould it were, 
| Thacyou might kill your ffomach on yqur mea 
And not upon you ir M uid. 
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y didft thou ftoop then? 
4.10 wiles a paper up that I let fall. 
‘Fu. And is that paper nothing ? 


Lu. Nothi _ ¥ concerning me. 
fu. Then let it lie for thofe that it concerns, 
2{ Lu oie it will not lie where it concerns, 


} Unlefsic have a falfe Interpreter. 

Fu. Some Love of yours hath writ to you in Rimé. 
Lu. That I might fing it (Madam) to a tune : 
Give a Note; your Lady fhip can fer. 

Fu. Aski ttle by fuch toys as may be poffible : 


Bett fing it to the tune of Light ie Sa 


Spc UNI 
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i Lu. itis to ohe avy for fo light a tune. 

| - Su, Heavy? belikéit hath fome burthen then. 
+s Bas. 1: and melodious were it, would you fing i tt. 

| Fa, And why notyou ? 


\ the I cannot reach fo high, 
. Lets fee your Song: 


How now Minion ? : 
Lu. Keep tune there ftill, & you will fing it out: 

And yet methinks J do not like this tune. 

Fu. You donot? 

ve No (Madam), ’tis too fharp. 

a... YOu { Minion) art too fawcy. 


- ; 
Lu. Nay, 
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Lu. Nay. now you aretco flat, 
And mar the concord with too harfha defcant: 
nreth but a Mean to fill your Song. 
Fu Mean is drown’d with your unruly Bafe. 
Lu. Indeed I bid thee bafe for Prorheus, 
| Fu. This babble fhafl not henceforth trouble me : 
Here is a coile with proteftation: 
Go, get.you gore ; and let the Papers lie: 
You would be fingring them to anger me. Bes 
Lu. She nakes it ftrange, but fhe would be beft pleas ¢ 


To he fo angered with another Letter. Exit. 


Fu. Nay, would I were fo angred with the fame: 
Oh hareful hands, totear fuch loving words ; 
injurious Wafps, to feed on fuch fweet honey, 

And kill the Bees that yield it with your ftings: 
Vle kifS each feveral Paperfor amends: 
Look, heré is writ, kind ‘falia: unkind Fulia, 
Asinrevenge of thy ingratitude, _ 

I throw thy name againft the bruifing ftones, 
Trampling contemptuoufly on thy difdain. 

And here is writ, Love-wounded Protheus. 

Poor wounded name: my bofome, asabed, 
Shall lodg thee tif] thy wound be throughly heal’d : 
And thus! fearchit with a foveraign kifs. 
But twice or thrice was Protheus written down : 
Be calm (good wind), blow not a word away, 

| Till Thave foundeach letterinthe Letrer, 

Except mine own Name: ‘That fome whirl-wind bear 

Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging Rock, 

And throw itthence into the raging Sea. 

Lo, here in one line is his Name twice writ: 

Poor forlorn Pretheus, paffionate Protheus: 

To the (sveet Fulia: that T'le tear away : 

And yetI willnot, fith fo prettily 

He couples it to his complaining Names: 

Thus willl fold them one upon another: : 

Now kifs, embrace, contend, do what you will. = Exter. 

Lu. Madam: dinner is ready, and your father’ ftays. 
Fu. Well, letusgo. — ee 

Lu. What fhall thefe Paper’ lie, like'tell-tales here ? 
Fu. If you refpect them, beft to take them up. 

Lu. Nay, I was taken up for laying them down: 

Yet here they fhall nor lie for catching cold. 

Fu. 1fee you have a months mind to them. : 
Lu. 1 (Madam), you may fay what fights you fee: 

I fee things too, although you judg I wink,* 

Fu. Come, come, wilt pleafe you go ¢ 
* 


: 
E-xeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Antonio, Panthion, aad Protheus. 


Ant. "Tellme Panthion, what fad talk was that 
Wherewith my. brother held you in the Cloyfter? 
Pan. *Twas of his Nephew Protheus, your Son. 
Ant. VVhy, what of him ? 
Pan. He wondred that your Lordfhip 
VVould fuffer him to fpend-his Youth at home, 
‘VVhile other men of flender Reputation 
Put forth their Sons to feek Preferment’out: 
{Some to the VVars, totry their fortune there ; 
Some to difcover iflands far away ; 
Some to the ftudious Univerfities. 
For any, or forall rhefe Exercifes, 
He faid, that Prothens, your Son was meet ; 
And did requeft me to importune you 
To let him fpend his time no more at home ; 
VVhich would be great impeachment to his Age, 
In having known no travel inhis Youth. 
Ant. Nor need’ftthou much importune me to that 


1 90 T be two Gentlemen o} Verona, 
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[ have confider’d well his lofs of time ; 
And now he cannot bea perfect man, 
Not being tried, nor tutor’d in the world : 

Experience is by induftry atchieved, 

and perfected by the fwift courfé of time: 

Then tell me, whither were I beft to fend him ? 

Pan. [think your Lordfhipis not ignorant 

How his Companion, youthful Valentine, 

Attends the Emperor in his Royal Court. 

Ant. [know it well. (thither: 
Pan. ’Twere good, I think, your Lordfhip fent him 

There fhall he pra&tife Tilts and J urnaments; 

Hear fweet Difcourfe, converfe with Noblemen, 

And be ineye of every Exercife 

VVorthy his Youth and NoblenefS of Birth. ’ 
Ant. [like thy counfel : well haft thou advis’d: 

And that thou maift perceive how well I like it, 

The Execution of it thall make known; 

Even with the {peedieft expedition . 

I will difpatch him to the Emperor’s Court. 

Pan, ‘To morrow, may it pleafe you, Don Alphon{o 

VVith other Gentlemen of good Efteem, 

Are journeying to falute the Emperor, 

And to commend their fervice tohis will. 

Ant. Good Company : with them fhall Protheus go: 

And in good time, now will we break with him ? Enter 
Pro. Sweet love, {weet lines, fweet life ; ~ Pro. 

Here is her hand, the agent of her heart ; 

Here is her Oath for love, her honours pawn: 

O that our Fathers would applaud our Loves 

To feal our happinefs with their confents : 

Oh heavenly Falia! . 4 
Ant. How now? VVhat Letter are you reading there? } 
Pro. May’t pleafe your Lordthip, ’tis a word or pwo 
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VVhereon this month I have been hammering 
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Of Commendation fent from Valentine ; 
Deliver’d by a friend that came from him. 
Ant. Lend me the Letter: Let me fee what News. 
Pro. ‘There is no News (my Lord) but that he writes 
How happily helives, how well-beloy'd 
And daily graced by the Emperor; 
VVifhing me with him, partner of his Fortune. 
Ant. And how ftand you affected to his with ? 
Pro. As one relying on your Lordfhip’s will, 
And not depending on his friendly with. 
’ Ant. My willisfomething forted with his with: 
Mufé not that thus fuddenly proceed ; 
For what I will, I will; and there’s anend: 
I am refolv’d that thou fhalt {pend fome time 
| VVith Valentino in the Emperor’s Court: 
What maintenance he. from his friends receives, 
Like exhibition thou fhalt have from me: 
To morrow be in readine(s'to go: 
Excufeit not; for] am peremptory: 
}. Pro. My Lord, I cannot be fo foon provided ; 
Pleafe you deliberate.a day or two, 
e4nt. Look what thou waneftfhall be fent after thee : 
No more of ftay ; tomorrowthou muft go: 
Come on Panthions you thallbe imploy’d 
To haften on his expedition. 
Pro. Thus have J fhunn’d the fire for fear of burning, 
And drench’d me in the Sea, where | am drown’d: 
I fear’d to fhew my father Fulia’s Letter, 
Leait he fhould take exceptions to my Love, 
And with the vantageof mine own Excufe 
‘Hath he excepted moft againit my Love. 
‘Oh, how this {pring of love refembleth F 
| The uncertain glory of an April-day, 
Which now fhews all the beauty of the Sun, 
And by and by acloud takes all away. 
Pan, Sit Protheus, your father calls for you 3 
He isin hafte, therefore | pray you gor 
Pro. Why this it is: my heart aceords thereto, 
And yeta thoufand times iranfwers ne. Exeunt. Figg, 
; AG us 
egy 


> 


, 


Exter. 


ST aie 


Adlus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Valentine, Speed, Silvia. 


Speed, Sir, your Glove. 
Valen. Not mine : my Gloves:are on. 
Sp. VVhy then this Sy be yours; for this is but one. 
Ha? Let me fee give it me, It’s mine : 
Sweet Ornament that aad athing Divine, 
Ah Silvia, Silvia. 
Speed, Madam Silvia 
Val. How now Sirrah § 2 
Sp. She is not within hearing, Sir. 
Val. VVhy Sir, who bad you call he 
- Your VVorthip Sir, or elfe hitter 
J. VVell: you'l ftill be too forward. 
Sp. “and yet | was laft chidden for being too flow. 
Val. Go to Sir, tell me: do you know Madam Silvia ? 
Sp. She that your VV orfhip loves ? 
Val. VVby, how know you that! am in love 
Sp. Marry by thefe fpecial marks: firft , you have 


Madam. Silvia. 
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learn’d (like Sir Protheus) to wreath your ‘arms like 
Male-content : to relifh a Love-Song ‘like a Robin sv 
breaff: to walk alonelike one that hz ry the Peftilence : 
figh like a School-boy that had loft his 4. B.C. 
like a young VVench signa lofther Grandam : to faft 
like one that takes diet: to watch like one that fears rob- 
bing : saat puling Ii like a Beggar at Hollowma/s: You 
were wont when ea ughed to crow like a Cock : when 
you walked to wal lk like one of the Lions: when you fa- 
fted it was prefently after dinner: when you look’d fadly 
jt was for want of money: and now you are metamor- 
phos’d with a Miftrefs, that when I look onyou, | can hard- 
ly think you my Matter. 

+ Are all thefe things perceiv’d in me ? 

They are all perceiv’d without ye. 

a J. Without me? they cannot. 

Sp. Without you ? nay, that’s certain ; for without you 
were fo gee none elfe would: but you are fo without 
thefe follies, that thefe follies are within you, and fhine 
through you like the water in an Urinal : that notan Eye 
that fees you, but isa Phyfician toComment on your Ma- 
lady. 

Val. But tell me : doft thou know my Lady Silvia ? 

Sp. She that you gaze on fo as fhe fits at fupper ? 

Val. Haft thou obferv’d that? even fhe J mean. 

Sp. Why fir, 1 know ker not. 

Val. Dott thou know her by gazing on her, and ye 
know’ft her not ? 

Is fhe not hard-favour’d fir ? 

Val. Not fo fair (boy) as well favour’d. 

Sp. Sir, | know that well enough. 

ze What doft thou know ? 

That fhe is not fo fair as (of you) well favour'd. 
an | mean that her beauty is exquifite, 
But her favour infinice- 

Sp. That’s becaufe the one is painted, and the other 
“ of all count. 

Val. How painted ? and how out of count? 

Sp. Marry fir, fo painted to make her fair, that no man 
counts of her beauty. 

Val. How efteem’ft thou me? [account of her beauty. | | 
Sp. You never faw her fince fhe was deform/d. 
. How long hath fhe been deform’d ? 
5p. Ever fince you lov’d her. 
Val. \bave lov’dher ever fince I faw her, 
And fil | I fee her beautifal, 
Sy If you love her you Gannot fe her. 

Val. VVI DY ? 

Sp. Becaule | Love is blind: O'that you had mine Eyes, 
or your own Eyes had the Lights they were wont to 
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have, wh 
ter’d. 
Val. VVhat fhould I fee then? 
Sp. Your own prefent folly, and her paffling 
ty : for he, bales in Love, could not {ee to 


you cna ae at 


; for going Ut 


at 


Hofe ; and you, being in Lov e, cannot fee to put 
Hofe. 
Val. Belike (boy) th 1¢n you are in Love; for laft morning 


You could not fee to wipe my fhooes. 


True fir, | was.in love with mye ip thank you, 
you fwing’d me for my Love, which makes.me the bc slider 
to chide you for yours. 

Val. Inconclufion! ftand affected to. her 

Sp. I would you were fet, fo your Affection would 
ce p 

‘al. Laft night the enjoyn’d me 

to o write fome lines toone fhe ‘a ves. 

Sp. And have you? 

Val Ihave. 

Sp. Are rhey not lamely writ ? i 

Val. No (boy) but as well asi can do them : 
Peace, here fhe comes. 

Sp. Oh excellent Motion ! Oh exceeding Puppet ! 
Now will he i Iterpre tro h Tr, 

Val. Madam and | , a thoufand good morrows. 

Sp. Ob! give peebal een here’s a million of man- 
ners. 


= Sit Valentine, and fervant, to you two thou 
. He fhould give her Intereft; and fhe givesit him, 
As you injoyn'd me, Ihave writ your Letter 
Unto the fecret, namelefs friend of y 
Which I was much paws ling 
But my. duty to v euELA 

Sil. thank you (g 
Now truft me (Mac 
For being ignorant tot whom 
| writ at random very doubrfully. 

Sil. Perchance you think too much of. f 

Val. No(Madam) , foit fteed you, | will write 
(Pleafe you command) a thoufand times as much: 
And yet--———_— 

Sil, A pretty period : well 
And yet | will not name it : 
And yet take this again: 
Meaning henc 


al. 


tT 


= 


} “al. It Came hard ly off : 


) 


much 


pains ? 


: I guefs the fequel ; 
and yet J care.not: 
and yeti thank you: 
ceforth to trouble you no more. 


Sp. Ard yet you will: and yet, another yet. 
Val. What means your Lady thi ip § 
Do you not like it ¢ 
Sil. Yes, yes: the linesare very quaintly writ 5 
But (fince unwillingly) take them again : 
Nay, take them. 
ee Madam, mney. are fof you. 
i]. 1, 1: you writ them, Sir, at my. requeft ; 


a I ‘will none of them: they are for you ; 
I would aie em. w rit more m 1ovingly 

Val. Pleafe you, Ple write your Lady thip another, 

Sil. And when it’s writ, for my fake. read it over ; 
if wh) ¥ 7 {a. 

» If-it pleafe me (Madam RF what then ? 
Why if it pleafe you, take it for your lab 
And fo good morrow fervant. 

Sp. Oh Jeft unfeen,.inferutible, invifible, 
Asa Nofeona man’ s Face,ora Weathercock ona Steeple: 
My Matter fues to her: and fhe hath taught her Sucor, 

He being her Pupil, to become het Tutor: 
Oh excellent device! was there ever heard a better? 
‘That my Matter being Seribe, 
To i fhould write the Lett 
. How now fir 2 
Ww hee are you reafoning with your felf? . 
Sp. Nay, I was riming ; *tis you that have the Reafon. 
eis i ‘odo what ¢ 
To bea {pokes-man from Madam Silvia. 
a ‘To whom? 
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Sp. To your felf: why, fhe woes you by ¢ 
What figure ? 

», By a Letter, 1 fhould fay. 

‘al. Why, fhe hath not writ to me ? 


— 


Sp. What need fhe, 
When fhe hath made you write to your 


reeive the xe its 


Why, do you not pe 


Val. No, believe me. 
S5. No believing you indeed Sir : 
But did you perceive her Earneft ¢ 
Val. She gaveme none, except an angry word 
Sp. Why, fhe hath given youa Le 
Val. That’s the id. 


Sp And that Letter hath fhe deliver’d;and there’s ane 
Val. T would it were no worfe. 

Sp. Ple warrant you ’tis as well 
For often have you writtoher ; a 
Orelfe for want of idle time, c 
Or fearing elfe fome meflenger tha 


cover, ae 
Her felf hath taught her Love nimfelf to write unto her 
All this} {peakin Print ; for in Printl foundit. (Lover. 


Why mufe you fir ¢ tis dinner-time. 


have din‘d. 
>. 1. but hearken fir : though the Cameleon Love can 
feed on the air, 1 am one that am nourifh’d by my victu 
Is: and would fain have meat : Oh be not like your Mi- 
(trefS ; be moved, be moved. Exeunt. 


| 


Scena Secunda. 


Pe nin Sse SITTIN TSS 


Enter Protheus, Julia, Panthion. 
a4 3 


"vo. Have patience gentle Fu/ia. 

. Imuit where isno Remedy. 

o. When poffibly can, 1 will return. 

ful. IF you turn not, you will return the fooner : 
Keep this Remembrance for thy ‘fulia’s fake. 

Why then we’l make exchange ; 


i Pra. 
Here, take you this. 

Ful. And feal this bargain with a holy kifs. 

Pro. Here is my hand for my true conftancy : 
And when that‘hour ore-flips me in the days 
Wherein I figh not (Fulia) for thy fake, 

The next enfuiing hour fome foul mi{chance 
Torment me for my Loves forgetfulnefs : 
My father ftays my coming: anfwer not: 
The Tide is now ; nay, not thy tide of tears; 
That tide will ftay me longer than | fhould ; 
| Yulia farewel: what, gone without a word ? 
I, fo true love fhould do: it cannot {peak ; 
For truth hath better deeds than words to grace it. 
Pax. Sir Protheus, you are ftaid for. 
Fro. Go: come, ! come: 
Alas! this parting {trikes poor Lovers dumb: 


Exeunt. 


‘Scena Tertia. 


Enter Launce, Panthion. - 


Leunce, Nay,’twill be this hour ere I have done weep- 
ing: allthekind of thee Launces have this very fault: I 
have receiv’d my proportion, like the prodigious fon, and 
am going with Sir Prothens to the Imperial’s Court: I think 
Crab my Dog be the fowreft Natured Dog that lives: My 


BS PORDIERESS 3c — eemameeamaaeaee ony % 
(Mother weeping :. my Father wailing : my Sifter crying | 
our Maid howling : our Cat wringing her hands, and alll 
our houfe in a great perplexity, yet did not this cruel 


hearted Cur fhed one tea: a very pibble- 
| tone, and hasno more pity in him than a Dog: A Fea! 
| would have wept to have feen our Why, my 
Grandam, having no ] look you, wept her felf 
| blind at my parting: Nay, l’le fhow you 
| it: This fhooe is my Father : no, this 
| Father; no, no, this left 
cannot be {0 neithér: ve 


is ‘a ftone, 


parting - 
y 


@ eo 


and this my Fat 


fir, this ftaff is my Sifter: tor loo! you, fh Lite 
asa lilly, and as {mall asa wand: this hat is Naw, our 
Maid : | am the Dog : no, the Dog ishimfelf, and | am| 


the Dog: Oh, the Dog is me, and 1 am my felf: 1 fo, 
fo: Now comelto my Father; Father, your blefling : 
Now fhould not the fhooe {peak a word for weeping : 
Now fhould 1 kif$ my Father: well, he weeps on: ‘Now 
come Itemy Mother: Oh that fhe could fpeak now like a 
would-woman : Well, I kifs her: why ‘there ’tis: here’s 
my Mothers breath up and down: Now come I to my Si- 
fter: mark what moan fhe makes : Now the Dog all this 
while fheds not a tear, nor {peaks a word: but fee how] 
lay the dult with my tears. 

Panth. Launce, away, away : aboard, thy Mafter is 
fhip’d, arid thou art to poft after with Oars: what’s the 
matter? why weep’ft thou, man? away afs, you'l lofe the 
Tideif you tarry any longer. : 

Lain, It is no matter if the Tide were loft: for it is the 
unkindeft Tide that ever any man tyde. : 

Panth. What’s the unkindeft Tide? 

Laun. Why, he that’s tide here, Crab my Dog. 

Pan. Tutman: I mean, thou’lt lofe the flood, and.in 
lofing the flood, lofe thy Voyage, and in lofing thy Voy- 
age, lofe thy Maiter, and in lofing thy Mafter, lofe thy | 
Service, and in lofing thy Service, —W hy doft thou ftop} 
my mouth? 

Laun. For fear thou fhould’ft lofe thy tongue. 

Panth.. Where fhould | lofe my tongue ? 

Laun. In thy Tale. 

Panth. Inthy Tail. 

Laun. Lofe the Tide, and the Voyage, and the Mafter, 
| and the Service, and the Tide : why man. if the River were | 
|dry, Iam ableto fillit with my tears: if the Wind were 
| down, I could drive the Boat with my fighs. 

Panth. Come: come away man; I was fent to call 
thee. 

Lau. Sir, callme what thou dar’ft, 

Pan. VVilt thou go ? 


Eau. Well, I will go. 


a ee 
ee eee 
earner iter 


if 


Exeunt, 


Scena Quarta, 


Enter Valentine, Silvia, ‘Thurio, Speed, Duke, 
Protheus. : 


Sil. Servant. 

Val. Miftris. 

Sp. Matter, Sir Thurio frowns on you. 
Val. 1 boy, it’s for dove. 

Sp. Not of you. 

Val. Of my Miftrifs then. 

Sp. >T'were good you knockt him. 
Sil. Servant, you are fad. 

Val. Indeed, Madam, I feem fo. 
Tbu. Seem you that you are not 2 
Val. Hap'lyido. ~ 
Thu. So do Counterfeits, 

Val. So do you. ; 


) 


— 


oS . 


be 


Thu. What feem I that i am not? 

Val. Wile. 

Thu, What inftance of the contrary ? 

Val. Your folly. 

Thu. And how quote you my folly ¢ 

Val. [quote it in your Jerkin. 

Thu. My Jerkin is a doublet. 

Val, Well then, Ve double your folly. 

Thu. How ? 

Sil. What,. angry, Sir Thurio? do you change colour ? 
Val. Give him leave, Madam ; heis a kind of Camelion. 
Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your blood, than 

live in your air. 

Val. You have faid fir. 
Thu. Lfir, and done too for this time. 


Val. [know it well fir; you always end ere you begin. | 


Sil. A fine Volly of words, Gentlemen, and quickly 
fhot off. 

Val. *Tisindeed, Madam; we thank the giver. 

Sil, Who is that Servant ? 

Val. Your felf (fweet Lady) ; for you gave the fire: 
Sir Tourio borrows his wit from your Lady fhips looks, 
And fpends what he borrows kindly in your company. 

Thu. Sit, if you {pend word for word with me, 1 fhall 
make your wit bankrupt. 

Vai.1 know it well fir, you have an Exchequer of words, 
And I think no other treafure to give your followers : 
For it: appears by their bare Liveries, 
‘That they live by your bare words. 

S:/. Nomore, gentlemen, no more: 
Here contes my father. 

Duke, Now daughter Si/via, you are hard befet: 
Sir Valentine, your father is in good health: 
What fay you toa Letter from your friends 
Of much good News ? 

Val. My Lord, | will be thankful 
To any meflenger from thence. 

Duke, Know you Don e4ntonio, your Countryman ? 

Val. 1, my good Lord, I know the Gentleman 
To be of worth and worthy eftimation, 

And not without defert fo well reputed. 

Duke, Hath he nota Son? 

Val. imy good Lord, a Son that well deferves 
The honour and regard of fuch a Father. 

Duke, You know him well? 

Val. [knew him as my felf; for from our Infancy 
We have converft, and {pent our hours together : 

And tho my felf have been an idle Treuant, 

Omitting the fweet benefit of time 

To clothe mine Age with Angel-like perfection 5 

Yet hath Sir Prorbeus (for that’s his Name) 
Made ufé and fair advantage of his days: 
His Years but young, but his Experience old : 
His head unmellowed, -but his judgment ripe: 
And ina word (for far behind his worth 
Comes all the praifes that I now beftow), 
He is compleat in feature and in mind; 
With all good grace to grace a Gentleman. 

Duk. Befhrew me fir, but if he make this good, 
He is as worthy for ain k:mprefs Love, 

As meet to be an Emperor’s Counfellor : 
Well fir: this gentleman is come to me, 
With Commendation trom great Potencates ; 
And here he means to fpend his time a while ; 
I think *tis no weleome News to you. 

Val. Should | have wifh’d a thing, it had been he. 

Duk. Welcome him then according to his worth : 
Silvia, | {peak toyou, and you Sir Tauria ; 

For Valentine, I need not cite him to it: 
I will fend him hither toyou prefently. 

Val. Thisis the gentleman I told your Lady thip 
Had come along with me, but that his Miftrifs 
Did hold his Eyes lockt in her Chriftal looks. 

Sil. Belike that now fhe hath enfranchis’d them 
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Upon fome other pawn for fealty. 
Val. Nay fare, Ithink fhe holds them prifoners ftiff. 
Si]. Nay, then he fhould be blind, and being blind, 

How could he fee his way to feekout you? . ~ 

al. Why Lady, Love bath twenty pairof Eyes. 
Thus They fay that Love hath not an Eye at aff. 
Val. Tofee fuch Lovers, Thurio, as your felf: 

Upon a homely Object Love can wink. 

Si, Have. done, have done : here comes the gentlema 
Val. Welcome dear Protheus: Miftsifss I befeech you 

Confirm this welcome with fome fpecial favour. ~ 
Sil. Hig worth is warrant for his welcome hither; 

If this be he you oft have wifh’d to hear from, 

Val. Miltris,:it is: fweet Lady, entertain him 
To be my fetlow-fervant to your Ladyfhip. 
Sil. Too low a Miftris for fo high a fervant. 
Pro. Not fo, fweet Lady ; but too meana fervant 
To have a Look of fucha wWofthy Miftrifs. 
Val, Leave off difcourfe of difability : 
Sweet Lady entertain him for your fervane. 
Pro. My duty will | boaft of, nothing elfe. 
Sil. And duty never yet did-want his meed : 
Servant, you are welcome to a worthlefs Miitrifs, 
Pro. Vie die on him that fays fo but your felt. 
Si]. That you are welcome ¢ 
Pro. ‘That you are worthlefs (you. 
Thur. Madam, my Lord, your father, would fpeak with 
Sil. | wait upon his pleafure : Come Sir Tau io, 

Gowith me : Once more new fervant weicome : 

I’leleave you toconfer of home affairs ; 

When you have done, we lcok to heaf from you. 

Pro. We'l both attend upon your Ladyfhip. 
Val. Now tell me how do all from whence fou came ? 


Pro. Your friends are well, and have them much com- 
Val. And how do yours ? (mended: 
Pro. | left them all in’healeh. 


Val.How does yout Lady? and how thrives your Love? 
Pro. My tales of Love were wont to weary you ; 
I know you joy not ina Love-difcourfe 
Val. 1 Protheus, but that Life is alter’d now ; 
{ have done penance for contemning Love; 
Whofe high imperious thoughts have punifh’d me 
With bitter fafts, with pénitential groans, 
With nightly tears and daily heart-fore fighs: 
For in revenge of my contémpt of Love; 
Love hath chac’d fleep from my enthralled Eyes, 
And made them watchers of mine ownhearts forrow : 
O gentle Protheus, Love’s a mighty Lord, 
And hath fo humbled me as I confefs 
There is no wo to his correction ; 
Nor to his fervice, no fiich joy on earth : 
Now no difcourfe, except it be of Love: 
Now canI break my fait, dine, fup and fleep 
Upon the very naked Name of Love. 
Pro. Enough : I read your fortune in your Eye: 
Was this the Idol that you worlhip fo? 
Val. Even fhe: and is fhe not a heavenly faint ? 
Pro. No.: but fhe is an earthly Paragon: 
Val. Cail her divine. 
Pro. I will not flatter her. 
Val. O flatter me 3 for Love delights in praife. 
Pro. When! was fick, you gave me bitrer pills, 
And I muft minifter the fike to you. 
Val. Then {peak the truth by hef, if not divine, 
Yet let her be a principality, 
Soveraign to all the Creatures on the Earth. 
Pro. Except my Mifttifs. 
Val. Sweet: Exceptnotany, 
Except fhou wilt except againft my Love. 
P#o. Have I not Réafon to prefer mine own? 
Val. And Iwill help thee to prefer her too: 
She fhall be dignified with this high honour, 
To bear my Ladiés Train, left the bafe Earth 
Should ftom her Vefturé chance to fteal a kifs 3 
And 


ec 


Sp. Why then, how ftands the matrer with them ? 
Law. Marry thus ; when it ftands well withhir, it fands 
well with her. 
Sp. VVhatan AfSart thou ? I undetftand thee not 
Law. What.a block art thou, that thou canft not ? 
My ftaff underitands me. 
| 


And J as rich in having fiicha Jewel, 
As twenty Seas, if all theirfand were pearl, 
water Nectar, and the Rock pure gold: 


ae 
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And of fo great a favour growing proud, | did thy Mafter part with Madam Falia$ 
Difdain to root the Summer-fwelling flower, | Lau. Marry after they cloas’d in earneft, they parted 
And make rough Winter everlaftingly. very fairly in jeft. 

Pro. Why Valentine, what Bragadifin is this ? Sp. But hall fhe marry him? 

Val. Pardonme (Protheus); all fcanis nothing ; Lau. No. 
To her, whofe worth makes other worthies nothing : | Sp. How then? fhallhe marry ber? 
She is alone. Lau, No, neither. 

Pro. Then let her alone. Sp. VVhat, are they broken ? 

Val, Not for the World: why man, fheismineown, | Law. No : they are both as whole as a fith. 


Pe 


Becaufe thou feeft me doat upon my Love: 
My foolith Rival that her Father likes 


(Only for his pofleffions are fo huge), Sp. What thou fay’ft? _ 
Is gone With her along, and | mutt after ; Lau.1, and what! dotoo: Look thee, Ile but lean, and | 
For Love (thou know’ft) is full of jealoufie. my ftafi underftands me. 
Pro. But fhe loves you? (hour,. Sp. It ftands under thee indeed. 
Val. 1,and weare betrothed: nay, more,our marriage- | Lau.’ Why, ftand-under, and underftand isafl one. 
VVith all the cunning manner of our flight, Sp. But tell me true; will’t be a match ¢ 
Determin’d off: how I muft climb her VVindow ; Law. Ask my Dog : if he fay 1, itwill: if he fayno, it 
The Ladder made of Cords, and allthe means will: if he fhake his tail, and fay nothing, it will. 
Plotted and ’greed on for my happinefs : Sp. ‘The conclufion is then, that it will. 
Good Protheus go with me tomy Chamber, Lau. ‘Thou fhalt never get fuch a fecret from me, but 
In thefe affairs to aid me with thy counfel. by a parable. 
Pr. Go on before : 1 fhall enquire you forth: Sp. Tis well that I get itfo: But Launce; how fay'ft 
| muft untothe Road to difembarque thou, that my Mafter is become a notable Lover ? 
Some Neceffaries that [needs muft ufe, Lau. never knew him ctherwile. 
And then Ile prefently attend you. Sp. Than how 2 
Val. VVillyou make hafte? Lau. A notable Lubber ; as thou reporteft him to 
Pro, \will: be. 
Even as one heat another heat expels, Sp.Why, thou whorefon Afs, thou miftak’ft me. 
Or as one nail by ftrength drives out another ; Lau. Why Fool, I meant not thee; 1 meant not thy 
So the remembrance of my former Love Matter. 
Is by anew Object quite forgotten: Sp. [tell thee, my Mafter is become a hot Lover. 
Isit mine then, or Valentineans praife ? Lau. VVhy, I tell thee, [care not tho he burn himfelf in 
Her true perfection, or my falfe tranfgreffion, Love: If thou wilt go'with me to the Alehoufe, fo ; if not, 
That makes me reafonle({s, to reafon thus ? thou art an Hebvew, a ‘few, and not worth the Name of a 
She is fair; and fo is Fulia that | love Chriftian. 
(ThatI did love; for now my Love is thaw’d, Sp. VVhy ? 
VVhich like a waxen Image *gainita fire, Lau. Becaufe thou haft not fo much charity in thee 2s to 
Bears no impreffion of the thing it was) : go tothe Ale with a Chriftien: VVilt thou go? 
Methinks my zeal to Valentine is cold, ' Sp. At thy fervice. 
And that. I love him not as I was wont: Exeunt. | 


O! but I love his Lady too-too much ; 
And that’s the Reafon J love him fo little: 
How fhalli doat on her with.more advice, 
‘That thus wichont advice begin to love her ? 
Tis but her picture I have yet beheld, Sce 
And that hath dazel’d fomy Reafon’s Light; tig cea 
But when I look on her perfections, 
There is no Reafon but I fhall be blind: Enter Protheus fais. 
If | can check my erring Love, I will: 
If not, to.compafs her Ple ufe my skill. Pro. ‘To leave my Julia; fhall 1 be forfworn? 
Exit. | To love fair Silvia ; thall I be forfworn? 
To wrong my friend, I thall bemuch forfworn: 
And ev’n that Power which gaye me firft my Oath, 
Provokes me to this threefold Perjury : 
if Love bad me fwear, and Love bids me forfwear : 
ocend Quarta. O {weet fuggefting,Love, if thou haft finn’d, 
Teach me (thy tempted fibject) to excufe it: 
At firft 1 did adore a twinkling Star, 


ee 
I 
eee ees 


Enter Speed and Launce- But now I worfhipaceleftial Sun; 
; Unheedful Vows may heedfully be broken ; 
Speed, Launces, by mine honefty welcome to Padua. And he wants wit that wants refolved will, 


Laun. Forfwear not thy felf, fweet Youth ; for I am | To learn his wit’ exchange the bad for better: 
not welcome: Ireckon this always, that a man is never | Fie, fie, unreverend tongue, tocallherbad, _ 
tindone till he be hang’d, nor never welcome to.a place, | VVhofe foveraignty {0 oft thou haft prefer’d 
till fome certain fhot be paid, and the Hoftefs fay wel- | VVith cwenty thoufand foul-confirmine Oaths : 
come. ; I cannot leave to love, and yeti do: ‘ 

Speed, Come. on you mad-cap: Tle to the Ale-houfe | But there I leave to love where | thould love: 
with you prefently ; where, for one thot of five pence, | Fulia Ilofe, and Valentine Flofe: Ge 
thou fhalt have five thoufand welcomes: Butfirrah, how |If Ikeep them, I needs muft lofemy felé: 


a ee 
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If Llofe them, thus find I but their lofs, 


For Valentine, my lf; for fulia, Silvia: 
Ito my lf am dearerthana friend ; 

For Love is ftill moft precious init felf, 

And Silvia (witnefS heaven that made her fair) 
Shews ‘fulia but a fwarthy Erhicpe: 

[ will forget that Fu/ia is alive, 

Remembring that my love roher is dead: 

And Valentine le hold. an Enemy, 

Aiming at Silvia asa {weeter Friend : 

I cannot now prove conftant to my felf, 
VVithout fome treachery us’d to Valentine: 
This night he meaneth with a corded-laddet; 
To climb celeftial Si/via’s chamber window, 
My felf in cotincil his competitor: 

Now prefently Ile give her Father notice 

Of their difguifing and pretended flight , 
VVho (all inrag’d) will banifh Valentine : 

For Thurio he intends fhall wed his daughter ; 
But Valentine being gone, l’le-quickly crofs, 

By fome fly trick, blunt Thirio’s dull proceeding : 
Love lend me wings, to make my purpofe {wift, 
As thou haftlent me wit to plot his drift. 


tH 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Julia and Lucetta. 


Fu. Counfel, Lucetta ; gentle girl, aflift me, 
Andeven in kind Love I do conjure thee, 
VVho art the Table wherein all my thoughts 
Are vifibly Character'd and Engrav’d, 
To leffon me, and tell me fome good mean, 
How with my honour 1 may undertake 
A journey to my loving Prorheus. 

Luc. Alas, the way is wearifome and long. 

A true devoted Pilgrim is not weary 

To meafire Kingdoms with his feeble fteps, 
Much lef fhall fhe that hath Love’s wings to fly ; 
And when the flight is made to one fo dear, 
Of fuch divine perfection as Sir Protheus. 

Lu. Better forbear till Protheus make return. 


— 


Pity the Dearth that I have pined in, 
By longing for that food fo long atime : 
Did’ft thou but know the inchly touch of Love; 
Thou would’ft as foon go kindle fire with {now 
As feek to quench the fire of Love with words. 
Lu. I donot feek to quenchyour Love’s hot fire, 
But qualifie the fire's extream rage; 
Left it fhould burn above the bounds of Reafon. 


The Current that with gentle murmur glides 
(Thou know’ft) being ftop’d, impatiently doth rage; 
But when his fair courfe is not hindered, 
He makes {weet mufick with th’ enamel’d ftones, 
Giving a gentle kif to every fedg 
He overtaketh in his Pilgrimage : 
And fo by many winding nooks he ftrays, 
| VVith willing {port to the wild Ocean: 
Then let me go, and hinder not my courfe’: 
le be as patient as a gentle ftream, 
And make a paftime of each weary ftep, 
Till the laft ftep have brought me to my Love; 
And there l’le reft as after much turmoil 
Ableffed foul doth in Elizium: 
Lue. But in what habit will yon go along ? 
Fu. Not like a woman 5 for I would prevent 
The loofe encounters of lafcivious men ; 


Fu, The more thou danyv’ft itup, the more it burns: 
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Gentle Lucetta, fit me with fuch weeds 
As may befeem fome well-reputed Page. 
Ly. Why then your Ladifhip muft cut your hair 
& T . rol ee : ° 
Fu. No, girl: ‘T’le knit it up in filken ftrings, 
With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots : 
To be fantaftick, may become a Youth 
Of greater time than I fhall fhow to be, 
Lu.What fathion (Madam) fhall I make your breecl 
Fu. That fits as well, as.tefl me (good my Lord), 
What compa{s will you wear your Farthingale ? 
Why, even what fathion thou beft likes (Lacerta). 
Lu. You muft needs have them with a cod-piece( Ma- 
Fu.Out,out(Lucetta),that will beill-favour’d. . (dam). 
Lu. Around hefe (Madam) now’s not worth a pin, 
Unlefs you have a cod-piece to ftick pins on. 
Fu. Lucetta, as thou lov’ ft me, let me bave 
What thou think’ft meet, and is moft mannerly:, 
But tell me (Wench), how will the World-repute me 
For undertaking fo unftaid a journey ? 
I fear me it will make me fcandaliz’d. 
Lu. If you think fo, then ftay at home, and go not. 
‘Fu. Nay, that I will not. 
Lu. ‘Then never dream on Infamy, but go: 


txit, \If Protheus like your journey whenyou come, 


No matter who’s difpleas’d when you are gone: 
I fear me he will fcarce be pleas’d withall. 
Fu. That isthe leaft (Lucetta) of my fear: 
A thoufand Oaths, an Ocean of his tears, 
And Inftances as infinite of Love, 
Warrant me welcome to my Protheus. 
Lu. All thefe are fervants to deceitful men. 
Fu. Bafe men that ule them to fo bafe effect 2 
But truer ftars did govern. Protheus birth : 
His Words are Bonds, his Qaths are Oracles, 
His love fincere, his thoughts immaculate, 
His tears pure Meffengers fent from his heart, 
His heart as far from fraud as Heaven from Earth. 
Lu. Pray Heaven he prove fo when you come to him. 
Fu. Nowasthon lov’ftme, do him not that wrong 
To bear a hard opinion of his truth: 
| Only deferve my love by loving him, - 
And prefently go with me to my chamber, 
Totake a Note of what I ftandin need of, 
To furnifh me upon my longing journey : 
Allthat is mine [leave at thy difpofe, 
My Goods, my Lands, my Reputation, 
| Only in lieu thereof difpatch me hence : 


Fu. Oh, know'ft thou not, his looks are my foul’s food ? | Come, anfwer not ; but to it prefently : 


|| amimpatient of my tarriance. 


Exeunt. 


Actus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Duké, Thurio, Protheus, Valentine; 


Launce, Speed. 


Du. Sir Thurio, give usleave (I pray) a while 5 
We have fome fecrets to confer about: 
Now tell me, Prothexs, what’s your will with ier 2s 
Pro. My. gracious Lord, that which I wowld difcover 
The Law of Friendfhip bids me to conceal ; 
But when I call to mind your gracious favours 
| Done to me (undeferving as Jam), 
My duty pricks me on to utter that es, 
| Which elfe no ‘worldly good fhould draw from me ; 
Know (worthy Prince) Sir Valentine, my friend, 
This night intends to fteal away your daughter ? 
My felf is onemade privy to the Plot: 
| know you have determin’d to beftow her 
On Thurio, Whom your gentle daughter hates : 
eS 


| 
hes? 


And 
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“And fhonld fhe thus be ftol’n away from you, 

It would be much vexation to your age: 

Thus (for my duties fake) I rather chofe 

To crofs my friend in his intended drift, 

Than (by concealing it) heap on your head 

A pack of forrows, which would prefs you down 
(Being unprepared) to your tit nelefs grave. 

Du. Protheus, {thank thee for thine honei care 5 
Which to requite, command me while I live: 
Thislove of theirs my felf have often feen, 

Haply when they have judg’d me fait afleep, 

And oftentimes have purpos’d to forbid 

Sit Valentine her Company, and my Court: 

But fearing left my jealous aim mighterr, 

And fo (unworthily difgrace the man, 

A tafhnefs that I ever yet have fhunn’d) 

| gave him gentle looks, thereby to find 

That which thy elf haft now difclos’d to me: 
And thou maift perceive my fear of this, 
Knowing that tender youth is foon fuggefted, 

j Tnightly lodg her inan upper Tower, 

| The key whereof my felf have ever kept : 

And thence flie cannot be convey’d away. 

Pree Know (noble Lord) they have devis’d a mean 
How he her Chamber-Window will afcend, 
And with a Corded Ladder fetch her down : 
For which the youthful Lover now is gone, 
And this way comes he with it prefently: 
Where Gf it pleafe you) you may intercept him : 
But (good my Lord) do it fo cunningly, 
That my difcovery be not aimed at: 

For love of you, not hateunto my friend, 
Hath made me publifher of this pretence. 

Du. Upon miné honour, he fhall never know 
That I had any light from thee of this. 
Pro. Adieu,my Lord ; Sir Valentine is coming. 
Du. Sir Valentine, whether away fo faft? 
Va. Pleafe ityour Grace, there isa Meffenger 
That ftays tobear my Letters to my Friends, 
And I am going to deliverthem. 

Du. Be they of much import ? 

-Va. The tenure of them doth but fignifie 
My health, and happy beingatyourCourt. 
Du. Nay, then no matter : ftay withmea while; 
Tam to break with thee of fome affairs 

That touch me near ; wherein thou muft be fecret= 
*Tis not unknown to thee, that I have fought 

To match my friend, Sir Thurio, to my daughter. 
Va. \know it well (my Lord), and fure the Match 
VVere rich andhonourable: Befides, the gentleman 
Is full of Virtue, Bounty, VVorth, and Qualities, 
Befeeming fucha VVife as your fair daughter: 
Cannot your Grace win her to fancy him ? 

Du No, truft me, fhe is peevith, fatlen, froward, 
Proud, difobedient, ftubborn, lacking duty, 

‘Neither regarding that fhe is my child, 

Nor fearing me, asif I were her father : 

And may I fay to thee, this pride of hers 

(Upon advice) hath drawn my love from her; 

And where I thought the remnant of mine Age 
Should have been cherifh’d by her Child-like duty, 

I now am full refolv’d to take a VVife, 

And turn her out to who will take herin: 

| Thenlet her Beauty be her VVedding-Dowre ; 
|For me and my pofleflions fhe efteems not. 

Va. VVhat would your Grace have me to do inthis ? 
Du. There isa Lady in Verona here 

VVhom I affect: But fhe is nice and coy, 

And nonght efteemsmy aged Eloquence: 

Now therefore would! have thee to my Tutor 

(For long agone I have forgot to court: 

Befides, the fafhion of the time is chang’d), 
How, and which way | may beftow my felf, 

‘To be regarded in her Sun-bright Eye. 
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Va. VVin her with gifts, if the refpects not words 5 
Dumb Jewels often in their filent kind 


| More than quick words, do move a womans mind. 


Du. But fhe did fcorna prefent that I fent her. 


Va. A woman fometimes fcorns what beft contents her: 


Send her another: never give her o’re; 
For {Corn at firft makes after-love the more : 
If fhe do frown, *tisnotinhate of you, 
But rather to beget more love in you: 
If fhe do chide, ’tis not to have you gone: 
For why, the fools ere mad if left alone: 
Take no repulfe, whatever fhe doth fay ; 
For, get you gone, fhe doth not mean away : 
Flatter, and praife, commend, extoll their graces: 
Tho ne’re foblack, fay they have Angels faces : 
That man that hath a tongue, I fay, is noman, 
If with his tongue he cannot wina woman. 
Du. But the I mean, is promis’d by her Friends 
Unto a youthful gentleman of worth, 
And kept feverely from refort of men, 
That no man hath accefs by day to her. 
Va. VVhby then 1 would refort to her by night. 
Du. 1, but the doors be lockt, and keys kept fafe, 
That no man hath recourfe to her by night. 
Va. VVhat lets but one may enter at her VVindow ? 
Du. HerChamber is aloft far from the ground, 
And built fo fhelving, that one cannot climb it 
VVithout apparent hazzard of his life. 
Val. VVhy then a Ladder quaintly made of Cords, 
Tocaftup, witha pair of anchoring hooks, 
VVould ferve to {Cale another Hero’s Tower, 
So bold Leander would adventure it. 
Du. Now as thou arta gentleman of blood, 
Advife me where.I may have fuch a Ladder. 
Va. VVhen would you ufe it? pray fir, tell me that. 
Du. This very night ; for Love is like a Child 
That longs for every thing that le can come by. 
Va. By feven a Clock Ile get you fuch a Ladder. 
Du. But hark thee: I will go toher alone ; 
How fhall I beft convey the Ladder thither? 
Va. Jt will be light (my Lord) that you may bear it 
Under a Cloak that is of any length 
Du, A Cloak as long as thine will ferve the turn ? 
Va. 1, my good Lord. 
Du. Then let me fee thy Cloak; 
Ple get me one of fuch another length. 
Va. VVhy any Cloak will ferve the turn (my Lord) 
Du. How fhall | fafhion me to wear a Cloak ? 
I pray thee let me feel thy Gloak upon me : 
VVhat Letter is this fame? what’s here? to Silvia? 
And here an Engine fit for my proceeding 2 
Ple be fo bold to break the Seal for once: © 


My thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly, 

And flaves they are to me that {end them flying: 

Ob, could their Master come, and go as lightly, 
Him(elf would lodg where ( fenfele{s) they are lying : 
My Herald Thoughts in thy pure bofome reft them, 
While I (their King) that thither them importune, 

Do curfe the grace that with (uch grace hath bleft them, 
Becaufe my felf do want my fervants fortune : 

I curfe my felf, for they are fent by me, 

That they {hould harbour where their Lord would be. 


VVhat’s here? Silvia? this night will: Linfranchife thee: 
*Tis fo; and here’s the Ladder for the purpofe: 
VVhy Phaetan (for thou art Merop’s fon), 
VVilt thou afpireto guide the heavenly Cat? 
And with thy daring folly burn the VVorld 2 
VVilt thou reach ftars becawle they thine on thee? 
Go bafe Intruder, over-weening Slave, = 
Beftow thy fawning {miles on equal matés, 
And think my patience (more thanthy defert) 
Is priviledg for thy departure hence : 

Thank 
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Thank me for this, more than for all the favours 
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That to clofé Prifon he commanded her 

Which (all-too much) { have beitowed on thee: wie mahy bitter threats of biding there (| 
But if thou linger in my ‘Territories | Va. No more, unlefs the next word that thou fpeak'ft 
Longer than {wifteft expedition Have fome malignant power upon my life: { 
Will give thee time to leave our Royal Court, If fo, I pray thee breathe it in mine Ear, | 
By heaven, my wrath fhall far exceed the love As ending Antheme of rity endlefs dolour. 
Lever bore my Daughter, or tby felf: Pro. Céafe to lament for that thou canft not help, 
Be gone, I willnot hear thy vain Excufe, | And ftudy help for that which thou lament’it: | 
But as thou lov’ft chy life, make {peed from hence., Ex:t. { Timeis the Nurfe and Breeder of all good: 

Val. And why not deathrather than living torment? | Here if thou ftay, thou canit nor fee thy Love: 
To die, is to be banifh’d from my felf, Befides, thy ftaying will abridge thy life : | 
And Silvia is my felf: banifh’d from het Hope is a Lover’s ftaff, walk hence with thae, 
Is felf fromfelf: A deadly banifhment: , And manage it againit defpairing thoughts : | 
What light is light, if Si/via be not feen? Thy Letters may be here, tho thou art hence, | 
What joy is joy, if Si/via be not by? VVhich, being writ to me, fhall be deliver’d 
Unlefs it be to think that fhe is by,. Even in the milk-white bofome-of thy love: 
And feed upon thé fhadow of peffection : The time now ferves not to expoftulate, 
Except I be by Si/via in the night, | Come, D’le convey thee through the City-gate, ff 
There isno mufick inthe Nightingale : | and e’re | part with thee, confer at large 
UnleI look oh Silvia in the day, Of all thatmay concern thy Love-affairs : 1 
There is no day for me to look upon: As thou lov’ft Si/via (tho not for thy felf ) | 
She is my Effence, and I leave to be, Regard thy danger, and along with me. 
If I be not by her fair influence Va. pray thee Launce, andif thou feeft my boy, 1} 
Fofter’d, illumin’d, cherifh’d, kept alive: Bid him make hafte, and: meet me at the Norrh-gate. 
I fly not Death to fly his deadly doom ; Pro. Go firrah, find hirnout: Come Valentine. af 
Tarry I here, [but attend on death ; Va. Oh my dear Silvia, ‘haple{s Valentine. Exeunt: | 


But fly I hence, | fly away frorn Life. Enter Pro. and 


Launce, 1am but a fool, look you, ‘ ahd-yet 1 have the 
Pro. Run (boy), run, tun, andfeek him out. Launce. 


wit to think my Mafter isa kind of a knave: but that’safl 


Lau. Soa-hough, Soa-hough 
Pro. What feeit thou ? 

Lau. Him we go to find: 
There’s not an hair on’s head but ’tis a Valentine. 
Pro. Valentine? 

Va. No. 

Pro. Who then ? his Spirit? 

Va. Neither. 

Pro. What then? — 

Va. Nothing. : 

Lau. Can nothing fpeak ? Matter, fhalf I ftrike ? 
Pro. Whom wouldft thou ftrike ¢ 

Lau. Nothing. 

Pro. Villain, forbear. 

Lau. Why, Sir, I'le ftrike nothing: I pray you. 


Va. My Ears are ftopt, and cannot hear good news, 
Somuch of bad already hath poffeft them. 

Pro. Then in dumb filence will I bury mine ; 
For they are harfh, untuneable, and bad. 

Va. Is Silvia dead 2 

Pro. No, Valentine, 

Va. No Valentine ihdeéd for {acted Silvia : 
Hath fhe forfworn me? 

Pro. No, Valentiné. : 

Va..No Valentine, if Silvia have forfworn me : 
What is your news ? 

Pro. That thou ait banifh’d: oh that’s the news, 
From hence, from Silvia, and from me thy friend. 

Va. Oh, Ihave fed upon this wo already: 
And now exoefs of it will make me furfeit: 
Doth Silvia know that | am banifh’d ? 

Pro. I, 1: and fhe hath offered to the door 
(Which unreverft ftdnds in effectual force) 
A Sea of melting Peéafl, which fome call tears : 
Thofe at her Father’s chuflifh feet fhe tendred, 
With chem upon her knees, her humble felf, 


Asif but now they waxed pale for wo : 

But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 
Sad fighs, deep groans, nor filver-fhedding' tears 
Could penetrate her uncompaffionate fire : 

But Valentine, if he be ta‘ne, muftdie: 

Befides, her interceflion chafd himfo, 

When fhe for thy repeal was fuppliant, 


Pro, Sitrah, | fay, forbear : Friend Valentine, a word. 


Wringing her hands, whofe whiténefs fo became them, 


one, if’hé-be but one knave: He lives not now that knows 
me to bein love, yet {am in love ;:-but a Teem of horfe 


fhall not pluck that from me ; nor. who’tisI love: and yét 
’tis @;woman; but what woman, I will not tell my felf: 
and yet ’tis a Milkmaid: -yet’tis not a maid ; for fhe hath 
| had Goflips : yet tis a maid ; for fhe is: ker Mafter’s maid, | 
and ferves for wages : She hath more qualities thana V Va- 


ter-Spaniel, which is much in a bare Chriftian : Here is the 
Cate-log of her Conditions : Imprimis, fhe can fetchand 
carry: why, a horfecando no more: nay, a horfé cannot 


clean hands.*. - 


Matterfhip? 
La. VVith my Mafterfhip? why, it is at Sea. 


fetch, but only carry ; therefore is fhe better than a Jade. 
Irom, fhe can milk, look you, a {weet virtue in a maid with 
Enter Speed. 
Speed, How now Signior Launce? what news with your 


Sp. VVell, yout old vice ftill: miftake the word : what 


news thenin your paper? 
La. The black’it news that ever thou heard’ft. 
Sp. VVhy man, how black ? 
La. VVhy, as black as ink. 
Sp. Let me read, them. 
La. Fie on thee Jolthead, thou canft not read. 
Sp. Thou lieft : I can. 
La. lwill try thee : tell me this: who bégot thee ? 
Sp. Marry, the fon of my Grand-father. 
Sp. Oh illiterate loyterer, it was the fon of thy 


Lau. Sit, there is a Proclamation that you are vanifhed: | Gtand-mother : this proves that thou canft not read. 


Sp. Come fool, come: try me in thy paper. 
La. There: and S. Nicholas be thy {peed. 
Sp. Imprimis, fhe can milk. 

| La.1, that fhe can. 


La. And therefore comes the Proverb (Blefing of your 


| Sp. Item, fhe brews good Ale. 


| heart, you brew good Ale). 
Sp. Item, fhe can fowe. . 
La. That’s.as muchas to fay (Can fhe fo)? 
Sp. Item, fhe can knit. 


— 


La. VVhat need a mancare for a ftock with a wench, 


VVhen fhe-can knit him a ftock ? 
Sp. Item, She can wafh and {fcour. 


La. A fpecial vertue: for then fhe need not to be wafh’d 


and fcour’d. 
Sp. Item, the can pin. 


La. Then may | fet the world on wheels, when fhe can 


{pin for her living. 
C4 


Sp. 
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i TA. Since his Exil the 
' es: that } Forfworn my comp * 
i xave no} That Iam defp erate of trainin r 
i Da. This w eaks} impref{s of L« 
i | Trenched inice, which with an hours h 
one Diffolves to Water, and doth lofe his for 
-eath.} A little time wil melt her frozen thoughts, 
| tees Eo Se eats re ifatt :| And we rthlefs Valenti  fhall | Sot: 
LAL Naa ee How now, Sagde otheus. is \ rev-man 
sae 1 €Ac cording to our ee lamar 1) a ne ¢ 
P- ieee ak breath. : Pro, Gone, my good | 
ceppleeemammmampeae © SF Raa ge pe Du. My Daugt hter take eS 5 his going heavily. 
Sp. | 2 the doth talkin her {le rae BL aw, oe w Vite ay Ban ie lt bl pat it orief 
: B no miarter for that 5 fo fhe lecp notin net's" Ds S61 belicgk ‘Bit hiss tga set fio: 
{ Sp by? ,_ the is fl is a pth .o her Vices ! Protheus: ‘The good conceit] hold of thee 
Range casey ie Lesa papal artes (For thou haft thown fome fign of good defert), 
Po be How in Wakes ea aseaar Aaa Vertue, | Makes me the better to confer i thee. 
i pr Tee CLEAVE rane Piaes Sh Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your Grace 
Sp. Iter, fhe is proud et : 
Pe  gapcelip et me not live to look upon your Gr ace. 
“2 a Out 5 es 1 a se nnot be ta’ne from her. A ~ Du. Thou know’ft how wi illingly 1 would effec 
wie litera oo bs The match between fir Thurio an da my Daughter : 
‘eee Ace t wr that neither, becaufe I love crufts. £ro I do Lo genni : 
a * ah : foe 3 ‘Ea Andalfol do think thou art not ignorant 
| fa Well: theb eft is, fhe hath no teeth to bite. | How i. oppefes her againft my will 
L . Sp.l fhe \ will of fren praife herliquor. Pr, She did » my Lord, when Valentine was here. 
| -La, If her liquor be good, fhe fhall: if fhe willnot, Du I, eh id eters ly fhe perf everes fo: 
| | will; for good thing gs fhould be praifed. What might we do to make the girl er 
| Sp. ‘Item, fhe is too liberal. i 7 love of Valentine, and love ‘fir Therio’ 
La. Of her tongue fhe cannot ; for that’s writ down, fhe The beft way is to flander Valentine 
is flow of - of her purfe fhe hall not ; for that [] peep iiue: W ith ‘falthiotd, cowardife, and poor defcent : 
Now of another thing .fhe may, and that cannot | help a that women highly hold in hate. 
Well, ee . J, but fhe’l think that it is fpoken in hate. 
Sp. Item, the hath more hairs than wit, and more faults Pro. 1, if his enemy deliver it: 
chan hairs, and more wealth than faults. Therefore’ it muft with c circumftance be fpoken 
La. Stop there: Plehave her: fhe was mine, and not | By one whom fhe efteems as his friend. : 
mine ‘twice or thrice inthat Article: Rehearfe that once Du. i hen you muft undertake to flander him. 
more. 2 Pro. And thar (my Lord) I fhall be loath to do : 
e hath more hair than wit, lis an ill office fora Gentleman, 
ir than wit: it may be Ile prove it: ‘The Efpecially. againft his very friend. ; 
t; hides the fale; and therefore it ismore| Da. Where your good word cannot advantage him, 
4 the hair that covers the Wit, 1s more | Your flander never can endamage him ; 
bes 1 the wit: fo! rreater Hides the lefs : What's | © ‘Therefore the office is indifferent, 
big 3eing intreated to it by your friend. 
S iults than haits. : Pro. You have prevail’d (my Lord): if I can do it 
Ln nonftrous : Oh that that were out, By ought that I can {peak in his difpraife, 
sp And more wealth than faults. | She thal not long continue love to him : 
dia: Why thaeword makes the faults gracious : cee | But fay, this seed her love from Valent i 
Well: Ple have her: and if-itbe a match, as n ine is | It fol oi not that fhe will love fir Thurio. 
impotfi bid. _ ah Therefore as you unwind her love from him, 
Spe What then ? > Left it fhould ravel, and be good to n« 
La. Wi ry then will teil thee, that thy Mafter ftaies for | You muft provide to bottom it on me: 
chee atthe Norsh-gate Which mt aft be done! by pi raifit ngt me as much 
Sp. For me? As you in worth diipraife fir V ne. 
: T.a For thee? 1: who artthou?-he hath ftaid for a ber- | And beus, We dare crafty ou in this kind, 
| ter man than thee. ; seeks ken w (on (alentine’s Report) 
Sp. And muft:I-goto-him ? re already Love’s firm votary, 
Thou mut ran to him: for thou haft ftaid fo long, 1ot foon revolt and change your mind: . 
mn going will {carce ferve the turn. Z : is. War ant fhafl you haveaccefs, 
Sp. Why did’ft not tell me fooner? *pox on your Love- Where you with S#aia may confer at large: 
Letters. | For fhe islumpifh, heavy, Hee gig 
‘La, Now will he be fwing’d for reading my Letter: | and (fot your friend’s‘fake) will be glad of you; 
Af unmannerly fikte, that will thru him(elf into fecrets : | Where you may temper her, by your perfwa afion, 
lle after to rejoice in the boy >; correction. Exeunt. | Lo hate young Valentine, and love my friend. 
‘ Pro. As muchas I can do, I will effect 
f 7 - But you, fir T4urio, are no t fharp enoug! 
‘ ee a ee, eee ott lay, Limestotanple her defires 
By wailfal Sonnets, whofe compofed R Rimes 
Scena Secunda. Should be full frau ight with ferviceable Vows. 
Du. 1, muchis the foree of Heaven-bred Poefie- 
Pro, Say, that uponthe , of her Beauty « 
Enter Duke, Thurio, Protheus. You facri ifice’ ‘your tears, your fii your heart : 
Write rill your ink be dry, and wie your tears 
- Dw Sit Thurio, fear not, but t hat fhe will love you Moift it again, and frame fome feeling line 
; Now I alentineis banifh’d from her fight. That may difcover fuch imsegeity = 
"" ee 
f Bs, 
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7 be two Gent 


For Orpheus 
Whofe golden touch could { 
Make Tygers tame, and huge 
Forfake unfounded deeps, and dance on 
After your dire-lamenting Elegies, 
Vifit by night your Ladies Chamber: window 
With fome fweet confort: To their Inftruments 
Tune a deploring dump: the nights dead filence 
Will well hecome fuch fweet complaining grievance : 
This, or elfe nothing, will inherit her. 

Du. This Difcipline fhews thou haft been in Love. 

T». And thy advice this night Ple putin practife : 
Therefore fweet Protheus, my direction-giver, 
Let us into the City prefently 
To fort fore Gentlemen well skil'd in Mufick : 
L have a Sonnet that will ferve the turn 
To give the onfet to thy good advice. 

Dz. Aboutit Gentlemen. 

Pro. Wel wait upon your Grace till after fuppér, 
And afterwards determine our proceedings. 

Du, Evennow about it, | will pardon you. 
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Execunt. 
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Adus Cuartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Valentine, Speed, and certain Out-laows. 


1. Out-l. Fellows, ftand faft: I feea paffenger. 
>. Out. If there be ten, fhrinknot, but down with’em. 
3. Out. Stand fir, and throw us that you have about ye: 
If not, we’l make you fir, and rifle you. 
Sp. Sir, we are undone ; thefe are the Villains 
Thatall the Tiavellers do fear fo much. 
Val. My Friends. 
1.Out. That’s not fo, fir: we are your Enemies. 
2. Out’ Peace: we'l hear him. 
3.Our. | by my beard will we ; for he is a proper man. | 
Val. Then know that I have little to lofe : 
A manIam, crofs‘d with adverfity : 
{ My Riches are thefe poor habiliments ; 
Of which, if you, fhould here disfurnifh me, 
You take the fum!and fubftance that Ihave. 
2. Out. VVhither travel you ? 
Val. To Verona. 
1. Out. VVhence came yous 
Val. From Millain. 
3. Out. Have you long fojourn’d there ? 
Val. Some fixteen months, and longer might have ftaid, 
If crooked Fortune had not thwarted me. 
1 Out. VVbat, were you banifh’d thence ? 
Val. \ was. 
2. Out. For what Offence ¢ 
|, For hich now torments me to reheat{e : 
Lkil?’'d a man, whofe death I much repent; 
But yet | flew him manfully in fight, 
VVithout falfe vantage, or bafe treachery. 
1. Out. VVhy ne’ ent it, if it were done fo: 
But were you banifh’d for 0 fmall.a fault ¢ 
Val. was, and held me glad of fuch a doom. 
2 Out. Have you the tongues ? 
Val. My youthful rrave/ therein made me-happy, 
Or elfe oftef had been miferable. 
2. Out. BY the bare fcalp of Robin bood’s fat Friar, 
This fellow Werea King for our wild faction. 
1. Our. VV@THavehim: Sirs, a word. 
Sp. Matter, be one of them : 
I’s an honourable kind Of thievery. 
Val. Peace Villain. 
2.Ont. Teil us this : have yon any things to take to? 
Val. Nothing buc nry fortunes 
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3. Out. Know then, that fome of us are Gentl 
Suchas the fury of ungovern’d Youth 
Thruft from the company of awful me: 
My {elf was from /erona banifhed, 


Ls 


\ For practifing to fteal away a Lady, 


An Heir, and Neecealli’d unto the Duke. 

2. Out. Andi from Mantua, fora Gentleman, 
Who, in my mood, ] ftabb’d unto the heart. 

+. Out. And | for fiich like petty crimes as thefe : 
But tothe purpofe; for weciteour faults, 

That they may bold excus’d our lawlefs lives ; 
And partly feeing you are beautifi’d 

With goodly fhape ; and by your own report, 
A Linguift, anda man of fich perfection 

As we do in our quality much want. 

2. Out. Indeed becaufe you are abanifh’d man; 
There, above the reft, we parley to you: 

Are you content to be-our General ? 
To make a Vertue of Neceflity, 
And live as we do in the Wildernefs ? 

3. Out. What fai’ft thou ? wilt thou be of our confort : 
Say, I, and be the Captain of us all: 

We’'l do thee homage, and be ruld by thee, 
Love thee as our Commander and our King. 

1. Out. Butif thou {corn our courtefie, thou dieft. 

2.Out. Thou fhalt not live to brag what we have offer’d 

Val. 1 take your offer, and will live with you, 
Provided that you do no out-rages . 

On filly Women, or poor paflengers. 

3. Out. No, we detelt fuch vile bafe practis : 
Come, go withus, we’l bring thee to our Crews, 
And fhew thee allrhe rreafure we have got; 
Which with our felves, all reft at thy difpofe 
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Scena Secunda: 


Enter Protheus, ‘Thurio, Julia, Hoft, Muficia 
Silvia. 


Pro. Already have Tbeen falfe to Valentine, 
And now I muft be as unjuft to Thurso, 
Under the colour of commending him, 
| have accefs my own love to prefer : 
But Si/viais too fair, too true, too holy, 
To be corrtipted with my worthlefs gifts : 
When I proteft true loyalty to her, 
She twits me with my falfhood tomy friend : 
When to her beauty [ commend my Vows, 
She bids me think how! have been forfworn 
In breaking Faith with Falic, whom] lov'd: 
And notwithftanding afl her fudden quips, 
The leaft whereof would quell a Lover’s hope, 
Yet (Spaniel-like ) the more fhe fpurns my love, 
The more it grows, fawneth on her ftill: 
Bit here comes Téurio : now muft we to her Window, 
And give fome Evening Mufick to her Ear. : 
Thu. How now. Sir Protheus, are you.crept before us ¢ 
Pro. 1, gentle Tourio : for you know that Love 
VVill creep in fervice where it cannot go. 
Thu. 1, but Lhope, Sir, that you love not here. 
‘Pro. Sir, buri do; or elfe 1 would be hence. 
Thu. VVhon, Silvia ¢ 
Pro. 1, Silvia, for your fake. 
Thi. | thank you for your own: N 
Let’s turn, and to it luftily a while. 
Ho. Now thy young gueft ; meth 
I pray whatis it ¢ 
Fu. Marry (mine Host), becaufe I cannot be merry- 
Ho. Come, we’lhave you merry: Ple bring you where 
you fhall hear Mufick, and fee the Gentleman that you 
ask’d for. f 
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Sil. At nd fo fuppofe am | 
i Affure thy felf, my Love is burie 
a |. Pro . Sweet Lady, let me rake it fi 
Sil, Go to thy Ladies grav re, @ 
Ora at Bye ft, in hers fep ulchre t 
: He heard not thar. 
Pro. Madam: if your heart be fo cbdurate, 
Vouchfafe meyet your Picture for my love, 
The Picture thatis hanging in your Chamber : 
To that i Je fpeak. to that I'le figh and weep: 
For fince the fubftance of your perfect felf 
Is elfe devoted, lam but a fhadow; 
And to your fhadow will I make true Love. 
Ful. If ’twere a fubftance you would fure deceive it, 
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re you fadderthan you were before ? And ee it but a fhadow, as Jam. 
low do vou, man? the Mufickdikes you not. Sil. 1am very loath to be your Idol, Sir ; 
“%y. You miftake: the Mufician likes me not. But fince your falfehood fhail become you ‘well 
Ho. Why, my pretty Youth ? To worfhip fhadows, and adore falfe fhapes, 
ty He plays falfe (father) Send to mein the morning, and I’le fend it; 
Ho. How, our of tune on the ftrings 2 And fo good reft. 
‘4. Not fo: butyet Pro. As wretches have o’re night 
{So alte that he grieves my very heart-ftrings. That wait for Execution in the morn. Exeunt. 
| Ho. You have a quick Ear. Ful. Hoff, will you go ? 


“fy.1,1 would i were deaf: it makes me have a flow heart. Ho. By my Hallidom, I was faft afleep. 

Ho. Iperceive you delight notin Mufick. ‘ful. Pray you where lies Sir Protheus ¢ 

Fy. Not a whit, when it jars fos Ho. Marry, at my houte : 

Ho. Hark what fine change isin the Mufick, Truft me, I think ’tis almoft day. 

Fu. 1: that change is the fpight. Ful. Not fo: but it hath been the longeft night 

Ho. You w ol auld have them play always butone thing. | That e’re 1 watch’d, and the moft heavieit. Exeunt- 


I would always have one play bur one thing. 


Survives ; to whom (thy felf art witnefs) 

fal >? 
I am betroth’d ; and arc chou notatham d 
gE oerone him with thy importunacy ? 


j¢ 


| 


iBut ott t, dot h eo Sir Protheus that we talk on, 
Ke fren refort unto this Gentlewoman 2 rar Ea See | 
| Ho. 1 tell you what Launce, his man told me, 
| He lov’d her out of all nick. Scena Tertia. } 
Fu. Where is Launce¢ 
|. Ho. Gone to feek his Dog, which to morrow, by his} i 
we lafter’s command, he muft carry fora Prefent to his} Enter Eglamore, Silvia. i 
| Lac ly. ore 
‘yu. Peace: ftand afide : the Company parts. Eg. This is the hour that Madam Sé/via 
Es o. Sit Thurio, fear not: Lwill fo plead, Entreated me to call, and know her mind: 
Th hat yon fhall fay, my cunning drift excels. That’s fome great matter fhe’ld employ me in: 
_ Where meet we? Madam, Madam. 
} Dy At Saint Gr egorits- Weil. : Sil. Who. calls ? 
Su. Farewel. Eg. Your fervant and your friend ; 
Pro, Madam: Good Ev’n to your Lady fhlp. One that attends your Ladifhips command. 
ES . T thank you for you Mufick (Geeemnen): Sil. Sit Eglamore, a thoufand times good morrow. 
Whois that that fpake? Eg. As many 7 Cw thy Lady) to yourfelf; 
| Pro. One (Lady) i if you knew his pure hearts truth, | Accor ding to your Lady fhips impofe, 
ly ou would quick ly learn to know him by his voice, [am thus early come to know what fervice 
} Ssh Sir Protbens-2 It is your pleafure tocommand me in. 
| - Pro, Sir Prorbeas (gentle Lady) and your fervant. Sil. Oh Eglamore, thou art a Gentleman: 
Sil, What's your-will ? Think noel flatter (for I fwear I do nor): | 
Pro. That! may compa yours. Valiant, wife, remorfe-full, well accomplifh’d 
Si]. You have your wifh: my willis ever this Thon art notignorant wh: at dear good will : 
Phat | rete ntly you hie you home to bed: | bare unto the banifh’d Valentine ; : 
TY ou fabt il, pery urd, falfe, difloyal man, Nor how my father would er force me marr y i 
Thi ink it ul ou |. am fo fhallow, fo conce site, Vain Zéurio (whom my very foul abhorr A): 
Io be feduced | by thy flateery, Thy felf haft lov’d, and I have heard thee e fay, 
That haft deceiv’d'fo many ‘with thy Vows 2 No grief did come fonear thy heart, 
Return, return, and make thy Love amends: _ w vhen thy Lady, and thy true love di’de; 
Forme (by this pale Queen of Night | {wear) Upon whole Grave thou vow'dft pure chaftitys / 
lam fo ie from granting t thy Requeit, I would to Valentine 
Thatl defpife thee for th yw tongful {uit ; | To antes Where [ hear he m akes abode: Is 
And by and by intend to chide my felf, And, for the ways are dangerous to pales 


pea P| es af SRE 5a 
Even for thistime | {pend in talking to thee. Ido defire thy worthy company 
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jow now yout zan 
Vhere have you been thefe rw: 
La. Matry Sir, I carried Mitt 
me 
Pro. And what fays fhe tomy little 7 


Upon whofe Faith ; 
Urge not my F 
But think upon m 
And on the Juftice 
: To keep me from 
Which heaven and 
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La. Marry, fhe fays, your D Jog was a Cur, and tells ¥ 


I do defire thee even 50 om aheart currith thanks is good enough fag hast, 4 ent: ‘ 


la pref 


As full of forro sas as the Sea of fands, Pro. But fhe receiv’d my Dog ? 
To bear me c pal iV, ant | vO with me: La: No indeed fhe did not: 
If not, to hide what I have faid to thee, Here have l brought him back id. 
That I may venture to depart alone. Pro. What did ft thou offer her this from'meé ? 

Eg. Madam, I pity much your grievances; La. 1Sir: the other Squirri il was ftoPn from me 
Ww hich, fince | know they vertuoufly are plac’d, By the Hangm: rs be ry in the K ace; 
I give confent to goalong with you, And then lofier’d her mine ow n, Who is a Dog 
Wreaking as little what betideth-me, As big as ten of yours and therefore the gift the grea 
As much, | with all good befortune you : | Pro Go getthee * and ee Dog again, 
When will you go? | Or ne’re return againinto my fig 
- This Evening coming. |: .way, I fay: ftayeit thou to vex me here? 

Eg. Where fhall I pron? A he that ftill anend turns me to fhame. Exit 

Si/. At Frier Patrick’s Cell Sebaltia rie ve entertained thee, 
Where I intend holy Conf feflion. Partly that I have need of {ich a ¥ outh, 

Eg. Iwill not fail your Cie. T [hat can with fom me dif {cretiondo my bufinefs : 
Good morrow (gentle Lady ) For ’tis no trufting to yon ad foolifh Lowr; 

Sil, Good morrow kind Sir Eglamore Exeunt.| But chiefly for thy face and thy behav ‘our, 

[v1 hich (if my Augury de -ivemenot) 
iad Witne(S good brin ging up, fortune and truth? 
EEO BS eT > enn oe Therefore know thou, for this | entertain thee: 
Go prefently, and Ete tial Ring with tl 
Scena Quarta. Deliver it to Madam Silvia : 
She lov’d me well, eis er’dit 
aie. AYA Ful. It feems you lov’d not ier omar her Token : 
Enter Launce, Protheus, Julia, Silvia. | She is dead belike. 
Pro. Notfo: I thi S 
Lau. When a man’s fervant fhall play the Cur with 


| J il, Alas 

him (look you), it goes hard: one thatI brought up of} Pro, Why do’ft thou cry ala 

a Puppy: one thar I fav’d from drowning, when three} jul. I cannot choofe but pity h 
or four of his blind brothers and fifters went toit: I | a Pro. Wherefore fhould’ft thou pity her 


~v 


taught him(even,as one would fay,precifely ; thus would) ‘“Fu/. Becaufe methinks that the 2 "dy oua s well 
teach a Dog): I was fent to — him as a Prefent to As you do love your La idy S Silvia 

MiftrifS Si/via, from my Mafter; andl came no fooner She dreams on him that 

into the Dining-Chamber, but es fteps me to her Tren- } Bite = As her that cares not { 

cher, and fteals her Capon’s-leg: O, ’tis a foul thing, | s pity Love fhould Bei: contrary : 

when a Cur cannot keep him elf in all Spurpan nies: I} And thinking on it makes me cry alas. 

would have (as one fhould fay) one that takes upon ahi Pro. VVell: a her that Ring, and therewithal 
to be a Dog indeed , tobe, as it were, a Dog at afl; This Letter: that’sher Chamber: Tell my Lady, 


things. If I had not had more wit than he, take a faulr| I claim the promife fo yr her heavenly Picture: 
upon me that he did, I think verily he had been hang’d | Your meflage done, hye homeu nto my Chamber, 


y. 


fort: fure as I live he had fuffer’d for’t: you fhall judg :; VVhere thou fhalt find me fad and folirary. 
He thruftsme himfelf into the company of three or Gor Ful. How many women would dof flage 
gentleman-like-dogs, under the Dukestable: he had not} Alas poor Pro stheus, chou hait entert 


Bee 1 there (blefs the mark) a pifling while, but all the | ROX to be the She oy of thy Eilts 
Chamber {melt him: out with the Dog (fays one): what | Alas, poor fool, why dol! pity him 
Cur is that ({ays another) ? whip him out (fays the| That with his very heart defi pifeth me? 
third): hang him up (fays the Duke): I having been ac- | Becaute he loves her, he defpik eth me ; 
quainted _— the fmell before, knew it was Crab ; and | Becauiel love him, I muft pity t nm : 
goes me to the fellow that whips the dogs? Friend (quoth 1)’ This Ring I gave him when he parted from me, 
1), you mean to whip the Dog: I marry do I (quoth | To bind him to remember m y good will: 
he): You do him the more wrong (quoth 1); *twasTdid } And now | am (unhay ppy Meflenger) 
the thing you wot of : he makes me no more ado, but | To plead for that which 1 w ould not obtain ; 
_ | whips me out of the Chamber: vy many Matters} To carry that which I would have refus’d ; 

| would do this for his fervant? | be fi 


ay, Ule \ [ have | To praife his faith which I would have difprais'd : 
fat in the Stocks for Puddings he hath {tol’n ; otherwife | lam my Mafter’s true confirmed Love ; 
he had been executed : I have ftood on the Pillory for | But cannot be true Servant to my Matter, 
Geefe*he ‘hath kijl’d; ‘otherwife he bad -fuffer’d for’t: lWalefs I prove falfe traitor to my felf : 
Thou think’ft not of this now: Nay, I remember the | Yet willl wooe for him, but yet fo coldly, * Enter 
trick oe ferv’d me when [ took my leave é of Madam S/- | As (heaven it knows 1 would not have him fpeed. Si/zs2. 
vU did not P bid thee fti!l.mark me, and do as I do? Ks Jentlewoman, good day: | pray you be my mean 
when vata ft thou fee me heave up my leg, and make water 3 bring me where to fpeak with Madam Silvia. 
againit a Gentlewomans Parthingale? Did’it thou ever fee VVhat would you with her, if that [be fhe ? | 
me do fucha trick? “a if you be fhe, I [ do entreat your patience 
Pro. Sebajtian is thy Mames#like thee well, To hear me {peak the Meffage [am fenton. | 
And will imoloy th ec in fome fervice prefently. Sil. From whom 2 : 
Fu. In what you p! eae 5 Vle do; Sir, what I can, Ful Frommy Matter 3a ea Madam. | 
Pro. [hope thou wilt. Si. Oh: he ends you for a Picture gost | 
FJ, | 
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: The two Gentlemen of Verona. 


| Go, 2iv6 
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Madar ’ 


on me (Madam), I hav 
Jeliver’d you a paper that! 
his is the Letter to your Lady thip. 


his 


Chambe 


pleafe you | 


c 
fhould not: 
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- thee let me look on that again. 

y not be; good Madam, pardon me, 
g 


I know they are ftuft with Proteftations, 


| And futlof new-found Oaths, which he will break 
| \5 eafieas I do tear this paper. ne 
| zy. Madam: he fendsyour Lady fhip, this Ring. 
‘Sj. The more fhame for him that he fends it mej 
For I have heard him fay a thoufand times, 
Lis ‘fulia gave it him at his departure: 
Tho his fale finger hath prophan’d the Ring, 
Mine fhall not do his ‘fulia { much wrong: 
“Fu. She thanks you. 
| ‘cs, VVhat fai’ft thou ? 
| “fz. 1 thank you Madam, that you tender her : 
| 


| 
| 
| 
il. Th ame 
t will not look upon your Maftet’s lines : 


Poor Gentlewoman, my Mafter wrongs her much. 


s;. Do’ thou know her ? 

‘ty Almoft as well as I do know my felf: 

To think upon her woes, 1 do protelt, 

ThatI have wept an hundred feveral times. 
sj. Belike fhe thinks that Protbeus hath forfook her. 
“fy, think fhe doth: and that’s her caufe of forrow. 
S;. Is fhe not pafling fair ? 
“Fu, She hath been fairer (Madam) than fhe is, 

VVhen fhe did think my Mafter lov’d her well: 

She, in my jtidgment, was as fair as you: 

Burfince fhe did neglect her Looking-glafs. 

And threw her Sun-expelling Mafque away, 

The air hath ftarv’d the Rofes in her cheeks, 


Si, How tall was fhe? a 
Fu. About My ftature: for at Pentecof, 
| VVhen all our Pageantsof delight were plaid,’ 
| Our Youth got me to play the V Vomans pati, 
And L was trim’d in Madam Faha’s gown, 
VVhich ferved me as fit, by afl mens judgments, 
Asif the garment had been made for me: 
Therefore | know fhe is about my height : 
And atthat time I made her weep agood; 
For! did play a lamentable part: 
(Madam) "twas Ariadne pallioning 
For The/ews perjury, and unjutt flight ; 
VVhich I 6 lively acted with my tears, 
That my poor Miitris moved therewithal, 
VVept bitterly : and would I might be dead, 
If Linthought felt not her very forrow. 
Si. She is beholding to thee (gentle Youth): 
Alas (poor Lady) ! defolate and left ; 
{ weep my felf to think upon thy words: 
Here Youth: thereis a Purfe: I give thee this 
For thy fweet Miftris fake, becaufe thou lov’it her: 
Farewell. ; Exit. 
Fu. And fhe fhall thank you for’t, if e’re you know her: 


4 yvertuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful: 
[ hope my Mafter’s {uit will be but cold, 
Since fhe refpects my Miftris love fo much: 
Alas? how Love can trifle with itfelf: 

Here is her Picture: let me fee: 1 think 

ff Thad {uch a Tyre, this face of mine 

V Vere fullas lovely as is this of hers : 

And yet the Painter flatrer’d her a little, 
Unle( | flatter with my felf too much: 

Her hairis Aburne, mine is perfect Yellow : 


nance fae 


ql - nell 


ry 
e unadvis*d V 
' 


| Come fhadow, come; and take thi 


If that be all the difference inh 
Ile get me fuchacolour’d Periwig : 
er Eyesare grey as grafs, and fo are mine: 


1, but her Fore-head’s low, and mine’sas high: 


VVhat fhould it be that he refpects in her, 


2 


perufe this Letter: j But I can make refpective in my (elf, 
4 


[f this fond Love were not a blinded god ? 


| For tis thy Rival: O thou fenfelefs torn 
Thon fhalebe worfhip’d, kifs’d, 10% 

And were there fenfe in this Idolatry 

My fubftance fhould be ftatve in ci 

Ple ufe thee kindly for thy Milirisiake, 

That us’d me fo; or elfe by ‘/ove I vow, 

I fhould have {cratch’d our your unfeeing Eyes, 


Attus Quintus. Scena Prima. : 


Enter Eglamore, Silvia. 


Eg. The Sun begins to guild the eftern sky, 
And now it is about the very hour 
That Silvia, atFrier Parrick’s Cell fhould meet me : 
She will not fail; for Lovers break not hours, 
UnlefS it be to come before their time ; 
So much they fpur their expedition : 
See where fhe comes: Lady, a happy Evening. 

Sil, Amen, Amen: goon (good Eglamore) 
Outat the Poftern by the Abby-wall ; 
I fear 1am attended by fome Spies: 

Eg. Fear not: the Foreit is not three Leagues off; 
If we recover that, we are fure enough. Exeunt. 


ee 


Ee a aes 


- Scena Secunda, 


Enter Thurio, Protheus, Julia, Duke: 


Thu. Six Protheus: what fays Silvia to my fit? 
Pro. Oh fir, I find her milder than fhe was, 
And yet fhe takes exceptions at your perfon. 
Thy. VVhat, that my Leg is too long ? 
Pro. No: thatitis too litcle. 
Thu. Ple wear a Boot to make it fomewhat rounder, 
Pro. But Love will not be {purr d to whatit loaths. 
Thy. VVhat {ays fhe to my face? 
Pro, She fays it is a fair one. 
Thu. Nay, then the wanton lies: my face is black. 
Pro. But Pearlsare fair ; and theold faying 1s, 
Black men are Pear’s in beauteous Ladies Eyes. 
~~ Thy. Vis true, fuch Pearls as put out Ladies Eyes : 
For I had rather Wink than look on them. 
Thu. How likes fhe my difcourfe? 
Pro. Il, when they talk of VVar, 
But well when I difcourfe of Love and Peace: 
‘ful. But better indeed when you hold your peace- 
Thu. VVhat fays fhe to my Valour ? 
Pro. Oh fir, fhe makes no doubt of that. 
Ful. She needs not, when fhe knows it Cowardifé. 
Thu. VV hat fays fhe to my Birth ? 
Pro. That you ate well deriv’d. 
Ful. True: froma Gentleman toa Fool- 
Thu. Confiders fhe mye pofleffions? 
Pro. Oh, 1, and pities them. 
Thu. VVherefore ? 
‘Ful. That fuch an Af fhould owe them. 


Pro: 


Pro. That they are out Set) Le 
a 4. Here comes the Duke. . 
4. How now Sir Pr ies is2 how W Thurio ? 
W hich of you faw Sir Eel pore Of late ¢ 
Thu. Not I. 
Pyro. Not E 


Du. Saw you my Daughter ? 

Pro. Neither. 

Du. VVhby then 
She’ efied u: unto the pezant Valentine 5 
And Eglamore is in her company : 
*Tistrue for Frier Lawrence met them both 
As he, in penance, wandred through the E Foreft: 
Him he knew well; and gueft that it was fhe ; 
But being mask’d, he w as not {ure of it: 
Befides, the did sriteridl Confeflion 
At Patrick’s Cell this Even, and tl here fhe was not: 
Thefe likelihoods confirnrher flight from hence ; 
Therefore I pray youftand not to *difcourte, 
But mount you prefently, and meet with me 
Upon the rifing of the Mountain foot 
That leads toward Mantua, whi ther they are fled : 
gooey (fweet Gent! emen) and follow: 

Tou. VV hy this itis tobea peevith Girl, 

That flies her Fortune where it follows her: 
[le after, more to be reveng’d on Eglamore, 
Than for the love of reck-lefs Si/via 

Pro. And I will follow, more for Silvia’s love, 
TI han hate of Eglamore that goes with her. 
And I will follow, more to crofs that love, 


Fy 
Than hate for Si/via, thatis gone for love Exeunt\ 
Siete ere ALM a ne ead 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Silvia, Out-laws: 
. Out. Come, come be patient : 
V Ve muft bring you toour C aptain. 
Sil, Athoufand more mifchancesthanthis one 


Have learn’d me iow to brook this patiently. 


2. Out. Come, bring her away, 
1. Out. VVhere is the Gentleman that was with her 
. Out. Being sine footed, he hath out-run us: 


But Moyfes and Va Hi Follow whim 
Go thou thither tothe ///f end of the VVood, 
There is our Captain : we 1 follow him that’s fled ; 
The Thicket isbefet, he»cannot fcape. 

1. Ont: Come, I mutt bring you to our Captain’s 
Fear not; he bears an honourable mind, 
And will not ufea woman lawlefly. 

Sil. O Valentine t this L endure for thee. 


Exeust. 


Enter Valentine, Protheus, Silvia, Juli 


‘Thurio, Out-laws. 


/, How ufe doth breed a habit ina man! 
This fhad lowy Defart, unfrequented VVoods, 
I better brook than flourifhing peop! ed Towns: 
Here can | fit alone, unféen of a any, 
And to the Nightingale’s complaining Notes 
Tuné ntydiftrelies, and record my woes: 
Othon that doft inhabit inmy breaft, 
Leave not the Manfion fo long ‘Tenantelets, 


§. Cave: 


eS 
23 
a 
Left growin: the] , ! j 
And leave non C | 
is me with thy prefence, Sz 
Thou gentle Nymph, cheri f 
wv hollowing, and what ftir is t 
Thefe are my mates, that make “raw. | 
Have fome unhapp\ gerin cl hafe : . 
They love me w ell, } have much todo i 
Tokeep them from uncivi 
VVithdraw thee Valentine: whe comes here ¢ 
Pro. Madam, this ferv: rr you 
(Tho you refpect not ought ant doth), 
To! hazard life, and refcue you f i 
That would have forced your honour and t love 
| Vouchfafe me for my meed but « 0k 
1 ( ; ee oon than this I cannc ot begs 
| And lefs than this am fure yot i cannot give) 
’ How like a dream is thi | [fee and hear: 
if ove, lend me patience to forbear a while 
| Sil. OF iferable 1 nhappy thatIl am! 
Pro. Unhappy were you (Madam) e’re 1 came : 
But b ling | Efi » made you happy. 
: : fr 
| Si roach thou mak’ft me moft unhappy. 
j#. And me whe icheth to your pregfence. — } 
Sil. Had | been f a! u Lion 
[ would have been a bi t to t ; | 
Rather than have falfe re{cue / j 
| Oh heaven be judg how I love Va e, t 
| Whofelife’s as tender is my foul: 
| And full as much (for more there cannot be) j 
| 1 do detett f falfe perjiir "d Phoebe ; : 
_ Therefore be gone; folicite me no mor 
Pro. W hat dangerous iction, ftood it to death, I. 
| Would I not underg fot one 
Oh, ‘tis the curfe in Love 
| When sorney eareneisies wi »d. ; 
Sil. When Protheus cannot belov'd | 
Read over Fulia’s hate (thy firtt beft Lov ; 
For whofe dear fake thou did’ittken rend ste fi 
| Into a thoufand Oaths; and all thofe QO; iths” i 
| Defcended into Perjury to deceive me 
Thou haft no faith lefrnow, unlefs shots "dit two, 
And that’s far worfe than none: better have none { 


al £ 


an plure which is too much by one: 
jou counterte it to thy true friends 

Pro. In Love, 

W Ho ef EPA ts friend 


Th 
Th 


Neen ne nnn ne ena 


os |men but 
Ray the gentle ip wing words 

Can no way change you to ¢ i milder form, 
?le move you like a iis atarm send, 
And love you ’g ainft tl Nature of Love: iorce ye 

Sil. Obi heaven: 

Pro. Pieforce thee yeild to my defire. 

Val. Ruffian, let g yo that rude uncivil touch, 
Thou friend of an ill fathio : 


. Thou common friend; that’s without faith or love: 
|} ‘ot firch is a friend now: ‘Thotreacherous man, 
Thou haift besuil *d my hoy PEs, nought but.mine Eye 
fae have perfwaded me: now.1 dare not fay 
| have one friend alive; thou would’ft difprove me: 
|W ho. fhould be trufted now, when ones right hand 
ii Is perjured to the > 2? Protheus, 
{tam forry I muft never truft 
ll Bes world a ftrang 


ier 

he 
I. 
i 


bofom 
thee more, 
rf 
e wound is deepeft : Oh time, moft accurit ; 
sh foes, that a friend fhould be the wort ! 

- confounds me : 


or thy fak 


rf 
o 


eee see at nail 


eme, Yalenrime: 1earty forrow / 
F afficie’ nt Ranfome for Offence, 
ender’there: [do as truly fuffer 
; hes "re I did. commit. ; 


Val. Thénam | paid: 


And 


eee 


[be twoGentlemenof Verona, 


Les Val. Thurio, give back; or elle embrace thy death; 


34 


Ah} SPT we honett: 

wih And once again | do receive thee honeit : : : : 

Hl VVho by Repentance is not fatisfied, Come not within the meaftre of my wrath: 
Hn. Is nor cf Heaven nor Farth . for thefe are pleas a: Do not name Silvia thine : if once again, 


By Penitence th’ Eternal’s wrath’s appeas’d : \Verena fhall not hold thee: here the ftands, 
} And that my love may appear plain and free, ake but pofleffion of her with a touch: 

| afl that was mine in Si/~va, | give thee, I dare thee but to breathe upon my Love. 
%y, Ohme unhappy ! Thu. Sir Valentine, | care not for her, I: 
‘Pru, Look to the boy. |Thold him buta fool that will endanger 
Val. VVhy, boy? | His body for a Girl that loves him not : 

i 


VVhy wag, how now ? what's the matter ? look up: fpeak. |I claim her not ; and therefore fhe iszhine. 
“tu. O good Sir, my Mafter charg’d me to deliver aRing | | Duke, ‘The more degenerate and bafe art thou, 

to Madam Silvia, which (outof my neglect) was never | To make fuchymeans for her as thou haft done, 

(done. | And leave Her on fuch flight conditions : 

| Now, by the honour of my Anceftry, 

|| do applaud thy Spirit, Valenzine, 

And think thee worthy of an Emprefs love : 

Know then, There forget all former griefs, 

Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again, F 

Plead a new ftate in thy arrival’d merit, 

To which I thus fubfcribe : Sir Valentine, 

Thou arta Gentleman, and well deriv’d, 

Take thou thy Si/via, for thou haft deferv’d her. 
Val. | thank your grace, the gift hath made me happy :; 


Pro. VVhere is that Ring, boy ? 

Fu. Here’tis : this is it. 

Pro. How? let me fee: 
VVhy this is the Ring 1 gave to ‘Fulia. 

4u. Oh ery you mercy, fir, I have miftook : 
This is the Ring you fent to Silvia. 

Py. But how cam’it thou by this Ring ? at my depart 
Igave this unto ‘fulia. 

Fu. And Fuliaher felf did give it me. 

| And ‘fulia her {elf hath brought it hither. 
Pro. How, Fulia ? 


scadiieeetenedsaaemtimeaiaanmntcen mmmamnmmmnsmenenanannt dt aaa eee enna 


—— 


ua Behold her that gaveaim to all thy Oaths, ~ Inow befeech you (for your Daughter’s fake) 
And entertain’d ’em deeply in her heart : To grant one Boon that | fhallask of you. 
How oft haft thou with Perjury cleft the Root? Duke, | grant it for thine own, what e’re it be. 
Oh Prothews let this Habit make thee blufh: Val. Thefe banifh’d men that I have kept withal,- 
Be thou afhamy d'that I have took upon me Are menendu’d with worthy qualities : 
Such an immodeft Rayment, if fhame live Forgive them what they have committed here, 
Ina difeuife of love: And let them be recail’d from their Exile : 
Iris the lefler b'ot modefty _ finds, They are reform’d, civil, fullof good, 
Women to change their fhapes than men their minds. | And fir for great imployment (worthy Lord). 
Pro. Than men their minds? ’tistrue,oh heaven, were | Duke, thou haft prevail:d, I pardon them and thee: 
Man but conftant, he were perfect; that one error Difpofe of them as thou know’ft their deferts : 
Fills him with faults: makeshim run through all th’ fins : | Come, let us go, we will include all jars 
Inconftancy falls off e’re it begins: With triumphs, mirth, and afl folemnity. 
What isin Silwia’s face, but I may {py Val. And as we walk along, I dare be bold 
More frefh in Fulia’s with a conftant eye ? With our difcourfe to make your grace to {miles 
Val. Come, come: ahand from either : What think you of this Page (my Lord)? 
Let me be bleft to make this happy clofe : Duke, 1 think the boy hath grace in him, he blufhes. 
*T were pity two fuch friends fhould be long foes. Val. 1 warrant you (my Lord) more grace than boy. 
Pro. Bear witnefs (heaven), I have my wifh for ever. Duke, What mean you by that faying ? 
Ful. AndI mine. Val. Pleafe you, I’le tell you as we pafs along, 
Oui-l. A prize, a prize, a prize. That you will wonder what hath fortuned : 
Val. Forbear, forbear, I fay: itismy Lord the Duke: | Come Prorheus, ’tis your penance but to hear 
Your Grace is welcome to aman difgrac’d, The ftory of your Loves difCovered : 
Banithed Valentine. * | That done, ourday of Marriage fhall be yours, 
Duke, Sit Valentine ? One feaft, one houfe, one mutual happinefs. 
Thu, Yonder is Silvia: and Silvia’s mine. Exeunt. 


OR A 
a 


The Names of the Aétors. 


Duke, Father to Silvia. Out-laws with Valentine. 

Valentine, the titi Genco Speed, A cloavmifh Servant to Valentine. 
Protheus, Launce, rhe like to Protheus. 

Anthonio, Father to Protheus. : Panthion, Servant to Antonio. 

Thurio, a foolifh Rival to Valentine. Julia, beloved of Protheus. 

Eglamore, Agent for Silvia in ber efcape. Silvia, beloved of Valentine. 


Hoft, where Julia lodges. Lucetta, Waiting-2oman to Julia, 


a | 


i 


Atlus Primus. 


Enter Fuftice Shallow, Slender, Sir Hugh Evans, Adafer 
Page, Falftaffe, Bardolph, Nyin, Piftoll, Ann 
Page, Miffris Ford, Miftris Page, Simple. 


Shallow. 


ZZ make a Star-Chamber matter of it : 
“AE if he were twenty Sir fobs Falftaffes, 

> he fhall not abufe Robert Shallow Ef 
quire. 

Slen. In the County of Glocefter, 
Juftice of Peace, and Coram. 

Shal. 1(Coufin Slender), and Cuft- 
alorum. 

I, and Rato-lorum too ; and a Gentleman born (Ma- 
fter Parfon), who writes himfelf Armigero, in any Bill, 
VVarrant, Quittance, or Obligation, Armigero. 


hundred years. 

S/en. All his Succeffors (gone before him) have don’: 
and allhis Anceftors (that come after him) may: they 
may give the dozen white Luces in their Coat. 

Shal. It is an old Coat. 

Evans, The dozen white Lowfes do become an old Coat 
Well: it agrees well paflant: it isa familiar beaft to man, 
and fignifies Love. 

Shal. The Luce is the freth-fith, the falt-fith is an old 
Coat. 

Slen. I may quarter 

Shal. Youmay, by marrving. 

Evans, Itis marrying indeed, if he quarter it. 

Shal. Not a'whit 
s per-lady : if he has a ‘quarter of your 
Coat, there is but three skirts for your felf, in my fim- 
ple Conjectures: but that is all one: if Sir fobn Fal- 
fiaffe have committed Difparagements unto you, 1 am 
of the Church, and will be glad to do my Benevo- 
lence, to make Atonements and Compremifés between 
you. 

Shal. The Council fhall hear it : 

Evans, It is not meet the Council hear of a Riot: there 
is no fear of Got ina Riot: The Council (lock you) thall 


‘a @ 
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te 


nw» 
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Evans, Ye 


Q 


itis a HiOt. 


defire to hear the fear of Got, andnottohear a Kiot: take| 


you Viza-ments in that. 
Shal. Ha; 0 my life, if I were young again, the fword 
fhould end it. 


and there is alfo another device in my prain, which perad- 
yenture prings good difcretions with it: There is Ann Page, 
Which is daughter to Mafter Toons Page, whichis pretty 
Virginity. See 
Slew, Mittris 4 
like a Woman. 
Evans, It is that ferry perfonfor alfthe orld, as juft as 
; you will defire, and feven hundred pounds of monies, 


Page * fhehas brown hair; and {péaks 


Shal. I that 1 do, and have done any time thefe three | 
>, 


Itis petter that friends isthe fword, and end it:| 


cert es 
—— 


THE 
Vives of Wiaindlor. 


Scena Prima. 


| and gold, and filver, is her Grand-fire upon his deaths-bed 
(Got deliver to a joyful Refurrections) give, when fhe is 
able to overtake feventeen years old: It were a good mo- 
tion, if we leave our pribblesand prabbles, anddefire a 
marriage between Mafter Abraham, and Miltris Ann 
Page. 

Slen. Did her Grand-fire leave her feven hundred 


IR Hugh, perfwade me not: I will| pound? 


Evans, I, and her Father is make 

Slen. | know the young Gentle 
gifts. 

Evans, Seven hundred pounds, and poflibility is goot 
gifts. / 

Shal. Well: let us fee honeft Mr. Page : 
there? : 

Evan. Shalll te 
defpife one that is falfe, or as 1 defpife one that is not true: 
the Knight, Sir ‘fosmis there, andt befeech you be ruled 
| by your well willers: I will peat the door for Matter Page : 
What hod? Got blefs your houfe here. 

Mr Page, Who’s there ? 
| Evans, Here is got’s plefling, and your friend, and Ju- 
| ftice Shallow ; and here’s young Mafter Slender ; that per- 
| adventures fhall tell you another tale, if matters grow to 
| your likings. 
| Mr. Page, | am glad to fee your Worfhips well : I thank 
you for my Venifon, Mafter Shallow. 

Shal. Mafter Page, 1am glad to fee'you: much good 
do it your good heart: 1 wifh’d your Venifon better ; it 
was ill kill'd: how doth good Miftris Page? and I thank 
you always with my heart, la: with my heart. 

Mr. Page, Sir, [thank you. 

Shal. Sir, [thank you: by yea and nol do. 

M. Page, Lam gladto fee you, good Matter Slender. 

Slen. How do’s your fallow Greyhound, Sir? I heard 
fay, he was out-run on Cor/ale. 

"M.Pa. Itcould not be yudg’d, fir. 

Slen. You’! not confefs, you'l not confefs: 

Shal. That he will not, ’tis your fault, ’tis your fan 
’tis a Sood Dog. 

' MM. Page, A Cur, fir. 

Shal. Sir, he’s a good Dog, and a fair Dog: can there 
| be more faid ? Heis good and fair: Is Sir ‘fobn Falstaffe 
i here? 

M. Page, Sit, he is within 
| good office between you. 

| Ean. It is {poke as a Chriftians ought to fpeak. 

Shal. He hath wrong’d me (Mafter Page). 

M. Page, Sir, he doth in fome fort confefsit. : 
| Shal. if it be confefled, it is not redreffed: isnot that fo 
|(M Page)? he hath wrong’d me, indeed he hath, at a word 
he hath, bélievé me, Robert Shalliw, Efquire, faith, heis 
wrong’d. 

Mr. Pa. Here comes Sir Fohs. x 

Fal. Now, Mafter Shallow, youb complain of me to 
the King? 

Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, Kiff'd my Deer, 


and 


her a petter penny. 
woman ; has good 
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is Faléaffe 
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11 you alie? I dodefpifea liar as I do | 
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= ———$————$——— areata 
Ss dean vat" Ee | 14 Page, Wife, bid thefe Gentlemen welcome: come, 


it broke op 
| 
; 


| Ein. atin ieee 
ny Lodg. ti tee Bei o i 
Fal, But not kifs’d your Keeper’s daughter. we have a hot V enifon Pafty to dinner: Come gentlemen 
a) Ere a pin: this thall be anfwer’d. | [hope we fhafl drink down all unkindnefs. 
Dith, RL, @ . Ne =< / a ae ores } } . 9 Wat wa ti my bh 
Fal, 1 willanfwer it ftraight : Ihave done all this | Slea. 1 had rather than Forty thillings I had my book 
‘That is now anfwer’d | of Songs and Sonnets here: How now Simp/e, where have |. 
eee , you been ? I muft wait on my felf, muftl ? You have not 


or ie! en Mien sehe 
Sha!. The Council fhall know tnis. 1) 
: Fit were known incouncel:| the book of Riddles about you, have-you? 


Tee ee > Ketter for vou 
J]. "J were better for y« b ddl : a 
oul be faugh’d at ‘ Sim. Book of Riddles ! whys did you not lendit to Alice 
DC idan al. ;. hagtera Pp wor eo at eg BE Sige é . 
iJ Q Short-cake upon Albollowmas lait, a fortnightafore AZicha- 


Evam Paria verba (Sir Fobn) good worts. ‘ 
¥a]. Good worts ¢ good Cabbadg : slender, [ broke your | elmas ¢ 
£ ii, \s00U JILO+ BY odes 1D : as : 

}. what matter have you againtt me? Shal. Come Coz, come Coz ; weftay for you: a word 
| 
} 
| 


eee ». Marty Sir, 1 have matter in my head againft you, with you Coz: marry this, Coz: thereis, as twere, a ten- 
vour Cony-catching Rafcals, Bardolph, Nym|\ der, a kind of tender, made a far off by Sir Hugh here: 
4 Do you underftand me ? 

Slen. 1Siry you fhall find me reafonable : if it be {o, I 
fhalido that is Reafon. S 

Shal. Nay, but underftand me. 

Slen. So Ido Sir. 

Evan. Give ear toliis motions (M Slender): Iwill de- 
fcription the matter to you, if yoube ¢apacity, of it. 

Sten. Nay, I will do as my Coufin Shallow fays: I pray 
Gn > you pardon me; he’sa Juflice of Peace in his Countrey 5} 

van, Peacel pray you: Now letus underftand ; there | fimple tho I ftand here. 
is three Umpires in this matter, asLunderftand , that is,} vam. Butthatis not the queftion : the queftten is con- 
Page ( fidelicet, Matter Page), and there is my felf| cerning your marriage, tin 


sr. You Banbury Cheefe. 


Sien: 1, it is no matter. 
Pift. How now, Mephoftophilus ? 


J, itis no matter. 
, Slice, I fay, pauca, pauca: Slice, that’s my hu- 


"y 


mor: 


< Slen, Where's Simple, my mat? can you tell, Cou- 


Mafter J ¢ 
(fidelicer, my {elf}, and the three party is (laftly, and fi-| Shal. 1, there’s the poine Sir. | 
nally) ming Hoft of the Gater. : Evan. Marry isit: the very point of it, to M. e4nn 


M. Pa. Wethree to hear it, and end it between them. | Page. | 

Ewan. Ferty goot: | will makea prief of itin my. Note- Slen. Why, if it be fo, | will marry her upon any rea- | 

book, and we willafterwards orke upon the Caufe with ds | funable demands. 

great difcreetly as we Can. Eva. Butcan you affection the ’o-man ? let us com- 
Fal. Piftoh.- mand to know that of your mouth, or of yourlips: for 
Pip. He hears with. ears. : divers Philofophers hold, that the lips is parcel of the} 
Roan. The Tevil and his Tam ; what phrafe is this, |mouth: therefore precifely, can you marry your good will 

he hears with ear ? why, it is affectations. \tothe maid ? ; ; 

shal. Coufin Abraham Slender, can you love her ? 


Fal: Piftol: did you pick M. Slender’s purfe? 
Slen. 1, by thefe gloves didhe; orl would! might ne-| Slew Lhope fir: 1 will do as it fhall become one thar 


yer come in mine own great Chamber again elfe, of feven would do Reafon. 

. . . . «| . . 
groatsin Mill-fixpences, and two Edward Shovelboards,| Evan. Nay, got’s Lords and his Ladies, you muft fpeak 
rat coft me two fhilling and two pence a peice, of Yead poffitable, if you can carre-her your defires towards 
her. 


: by thefe gloves. 


Fal. Is this trv e, Piffol ? Shal. "That you mutt: 
| Byan. No: ivisfalfe, if it is a pick-purfe. Will you (upon good dowry) marry her? 
Pf. Ha, thou Mountain Forreigner: Sir Jobs, and} Siem. I willdoa greater thing than that upon your re- 


4 later | Mafler mine, I Combate challenge of this*Latine Bilboe : | queft (Coufin), in any Reafon. 


and {cum thou lieft. 

Slen. By thefe gloves, then “twas he. Maid ? 

Nym. Ye advis’d, fir, and paf$ good humours: | will fay Slen. Iwill marry her (fir) at your requeft: but if there 
marry trap with you, if you run the nut-hooks humour|be no great love in the beginning, yet heaven may de- } 
onme ; that is the very note of it. creafe it upon better acquaintance when we are married, 

Slen. By this hat, then he in the red facehad it: for tho| and have more occafion to know one another: 1 hope up 
Icannot remember what did when you made me drunk, | on familiarity will grow more content: but if you fays 


yet lam not altogether an Afs. marry her, I will marry her, that I am freely diffolved> 
Fal. What fay you, Scarlet and fobn ¢ and diflolutely. 
Bar. Why, fir (for my part) [fay, the Gentleman had ivan. Itis a ferry difcretion anfwer: fave the fall is in 
drunk himfelf out of his five fentences. th’ord diffolutely : the ort is (according to our meaning) 
Evan. It is bis five fenfes: fie, what the ignorance is refolutely : his meaning is good. 
Bar. And being fap, fir, was (as they fay ) cafheer’d :| Sh. I, I think my Coufin meant well. 
and fo conclufions paft the Car-eires. _ Sl. 1; orelfeI would I might be hang’ (la). 
Slen. I, you fpake in Latin then too: but ’tisnomatter:| g%. Herecomes fair Miftris 4xn: Would | were 


ble nere be drunk whil’ft I live again, but in honeft, civil, | Young for your fake, Miftris Ann. 
godly company for this trick: if {be drunk, Plebe drunk] 4m. The Dinner is on the Table; my Father defires 
with tho that have the fear of God, and not with drunk- | your Worfhip’s company. 
len knaves. Sh< Iwill wait on him (fair Miftris Azz). 
Evan. Sogot udg me, that is a virtuous mind. 1 Evan. Od’s plefled will: I will not be abfence at the 
Fal. You hear all thefe matters deni’d, Gentlemen » you | Grace. 
Near ic. An. Wilt pleafe your Worfhip to come in, Sir? 


=. | Me Page. Nay, daughter, carry.the Wine in; wel drink}, s/. No, 1 thank you forfdoth heartily ; lam very well. 
~ | within. : 4n. ‘The Dinner attends you, fir. ie parva 

Slen. Oh heaven ! this is Miftris Ann Page. _. Sl. Jam nota-hungry, I thank you forfooth Co firrals 

| 44 Page, Bow now Miftris Ford ¢ for all you are my man, go wait upon my Coufin Shallow: 

| Fal. Miftris Ford, by my truth you are very wellmet:}a Jultice of Peace fometime may be beholding to his 

t by your leave, good Mittris. friend for a man: I keep but three men anda boy yet, till 


__ OEE 


f 


my Mother be dead : but what though, yet! live a poor} 
Gentleman born. 

‘An. | may not go id without your Worfhip; they 
will not fic till you come. 

Ss]. Pfaith, Mle eat nothing: Ithank you as miich as} 
though I did. — 

An. Lpray you fi 

sj], I had rather w 
my fin th’other day, with playin er | 
with a Matter of Fence ( three veneys for a dith of ftew’d | 
Prunes ) and by my troth, | cannot abide the fmell of 
hotmeatfince. Why do your dogs bark fo? be there 
Bearsi’th’ Town? 

An. (think there are, Sir, [heard them talk’d of. 

Sle Llove the {port well, but 1 fhall-as foon quarrel at 
itas any manin England: you are afraid if you fee the 
Bear loofe, are you not ? 

An. 1 indeed Sir. 

Si. That’s meat 
Sacker[on loofe twenty times, im | 
Chain: but (1 warrant you) the women have fo cri'd and 
fhreekt at it, that irpaft: But women indeed cannot a- 
bide ’em, they afe very ill-favoured rough things. 

M. Pa Come gentle M. Slender, come: we ftay for you. | 

S/, Ple eat nothing, | thank you Sir. 

M. Pa. By Cock and Pye you fhall not chufe Sir: | 
come, come. 

SI. Nay, pray you lead the way. 

M. Pa. Come onsit. 

S/. MiftrefS Anne, your felf thall 

An. Not | Sir, pray you keep on 

SI. Truly I will not go firit : truly 
you that wrong. 

An. Tpray you Sit. 

Si. Ple ratt 
do your felf wrong indeed. la. 


E 


r walkin. 
alk here (1 thank you ) I bruis’d 
g at Sword and Dagger | 


} 
} 


4 


and drink to me now: I have feen 
and have taken him by the 


go firft. 


7 
fa 


Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Evans and Simple. 
Evan. Go your ways, and ask of DoGtor Caius houfe 
which is the way; and there dwells one Miltrefs Quickly, 
which isin the manner of his Nurfe ; or his dry-Nurfe, or 
his Cook; or his Laundry ; his Wa 

Sim.’ Well Sit. 

Evan, N-y, itis petter yet: 
itis a ‘oman that altogethers acqua 
Page ; and the Letter is to defire, and require her to {o- 
licite your Matters defires to MiftrefS Anne Page: | pray 
you be gone ; 
Pippins and Cheefe to come. 


S— 


Scena Jertia. 


Enter Falftaffe, Hoft, Bardolfe, Nym. Piftoll. Page. 


Fal. Mine Hoft of the Garter. 
H». \Vhat fays my Bully Rook ? fpeak Schollary, and 
wifely. 

Fal. Truly mine Hoft, I muft turn away fome of my 
followers. 4 
Hp. Difcard, ( Bully He 
trot, trot. 

Fal. I fit at ten pounds a week. 
HD. Thow’rcan Emperor (Ceafar, Keifar and Phae- 


reules )cafheer ; let them wag; 


be merry Wives of W indfor. 


la: I will not do | her behaviour (to be englifl’d right ) 


ser be unmannerly than troublefome ; you | wifi: out of honefty into Englif 


fher, and his Ringer. | greedy 


give her this letter ; for | Letter to her : 
intanee with Miftref§ |i, Guiana: all gold and bounty, 1 will be cheaters to | 


| will make an end of my dinner ; there’s | poth 
Exeunt. | thou this to Miltref3 Ford : 


a | Ariel b 


te ce a me AEE 
oe AC SEES 


zar} I willentertain Bardolf : 


faid lwell ( Bully Hor?) 


Fa. Do {0 ( good mine Heft. ) i 
Ho. 1 have. {pcke; let him. follow : let me fee thee | 
froth and live: lam atia word : follow < 
Fal, Bardolfe follow him, a Tapfter is a good trade: 
an old Cloak makes a new Jérkin; a wither’d Serving- 
man, a freth Tzp/ter, go, adieu. : ri 
Ba. Itis Alife that I have defired : IT will thrive. | 
Pif.O bale Hungarian wight:wilt thou the Spigot weld. | 


Ni.He Was gotten in drink:is not the humor conceited. 
__ Ba. 1am glad Jam fo acquit of this ‘J inderbox : his 
Thefts Were tooopen ; his fiching was like an unskilful 


e 
it 
1 


i 

Piff, Convey, the wife it call: Stea 
the pirafe. 

Fa. Well firs, 1am almoft out at heels. 

Pit. Why then lét Kibesenfue. 

Fal. There is no remedy =1 muft conicatch, I muft fhift. 

Pift. Young Ravens muft have food: 

Fal. Which of you know Ferd of this Town? 

Pift. Tken the wight, heis of: fubftance good. 

Fal. My honeft Lads, I will tell you what lam about. 


Wi 
Wi 


be Iviy i | 

Pit. “Two yards and more. 

Fal. No quips now. Pi/tol : (indeed Tam in the Wafte 
two yards about: but 1 am now about no w afte, | am 
about thrift : ). briefly, | do mean to make love to Fords 
Wife: Ifpie entertainment in her: fhe difcourtes: the 
carves : fhe gives the ‘leere of invitation: | can conftrue 
the a¢tionof her famthar ftile, and the hardeft voice of 


lam Sir ‘fobn 


/ 
f 


1S, 
Fal ftaffes- 
Pit. He hath ftudied her 


wil 
h 
Ni The Anchor is deep : will that humor pafs ? 
Fal. Now, the report goes, fhe has all the rule of her 
Husbands Purfe: he hatha legend of Angels. 

pif. Asmany devils entertain : and to her Boy fay 1 

Ni. The humor rifes:it is good : humor me the Angels. 

Fal. [have writ me here a Letter to her ; and here 

anothér to Péges wife, who even now gave me good eyes 
too, ex:mined my parts with moit judicious. illiads : 
(ometimes the beam of her view, guided my foot : fome- 
i cimes my portly belly. . 

Pift. ‘Then did the Sunon Dung-hifl fhine. 

Ni. I thank thee for that humor. 

Fal: O fhe did fo courfe o’re my exteriors with fuch 
intention, that the appetite of her eye did 
feem to fcorch me up like a burning-glafs : here’s another 
She bears the purfe too : She is a Region | 


1; and tranflated her 


an 
an 


\ 
} 


them both, and they fhall be Exchequers to me: chey | 
| thall be my Eaft and Weit'Indies, and | will trade to them | 
: Go, bear thom this Letter to Miftrefs Page; and 
we will thrive (Lads) we| 
will thrive. 
Pift. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy becomes 
y my fide wear Steel? then Lucifer take all. 
Ni. | will run no bafe humor : here take the humour- 
Letter, | will keep the haviour of reputation. 
Fal. Hold Sirrah, bear you thefe Letters rightly, 
Sail like my Pinnace to thefe golden fhores. 
Rogues, hence, avant, vanifh like hail-ftones 5 $0, 
Trudg ; plod away oth’ hoof, feek fhelter, pack : 
| Fal/Paffe will learn thehonour of the age, 
French thrift, you Rogues, my (elf, and skirted Page. 


Pift. Let Vultures gripe thy guts: for gourd, and 
Fullam holdgand high and low beguiles the rie and poor, 


Tefter Ple Have in Pouch when thou fhalt lack, 
Bafe Phrygian Turk. 


Ni. Ihave operations, 
Which be humours of revenge. 
Pi. Wilt thou revenge ? 


i cll 
Wi By Welkin and her Star: 
Pijt. With wit, of feel ? 
Ni. With both the humors, I: : 
twill difcuf the humor of this Love to Ford. 
Pit. And 1 to Pagefhall eke unfold 
How Falstaffe ( Varlet vile ) ag 
His Dove will prove : his gold willhold, 
And bis foft Couch defile. Pa i 
Ni. My bumor fhall not cool: I will incenfe Ford to 
deal with poyfon : I will poflefS him with yellownets, 
for the revolt of mine is dangerous : that is my true hu- 


mor. J 
Pt. Thou art the AZirs of Male-contents : I fecond 
SA 


thee: troop on. Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


k rs 
Enter Mistre[s Quickly, Simple, ‘Folm Rughy, Doctor 
Caius, Fenton. 


Ou. What, Fohn Rugby, [pray thee go to the cafement, 
and fee if you canfee my Mafter, Mafter Doctor Caizs 
| coming: if he do. (Vfaith ) and find any body in the 
houfe, here will be an old abufing of Gods patience, and 
the Kings Englifh. 

Ru. Vie go watch. 

Ou, Go, and we'll have a poffet for’ foon at night, 
(in faith ) atthe latter end of a fea-coal fire: An honeft, 


withal: and | warrant you, no tell-tale, nor no breed- 
bate : his worft fault is, that he is given to prayer ; he is 
fomething peevifh that way: but no body, but has his 
faule : but let that pafs. Perer Simple you fay your name 
is. 

Si. I, for fault of a better. 

Ou. And Mafter Slender’s your Matter? 

Si. Tforfooth. 

8u. Do’s he not wear a great round Beard, like a 
Glovers pairing-knife ? 

Si. Noforfooth : he hath but a little wee-face; witha 
little yellow Beard : a Cain-coloured Beard. 

Ou, A foftly-fprited man, is he not ? 

Si. 1 forfooth : but he is as tall a man of his hands, as 
any is between this and his head ; he hath fought witha 
Warrener. 

* 9u. How fay you: oh, fhould remember him: doe’s 
he not hold uphis head (as it were? Jand ftrutin his gate ? 
Si. Yes indeed doe’s he. 

Du. Well, heaven fend Anne Page no worfe fortune. 
Tell Mafter Parfon Evans, I will do what! can for your 
‘Matter : Anne is a good girl, and 1 with 
Ru. Out alas: here comes my Mafter. 

Qu. We fhallall be fhent : Run in here, good young 
man: go into thisClofet : he will not ftay long: what 
Fobn Rugby ? fobn : what Fobn | fay ? go Fchn, go en- 
quire for my Mafter, I doubt he be not well, that he comes 
not home: ( and down, down, adown’a, @e. ) 

Ca. Vat is you fing? I do not like des toys: pray 
you go and vetch in my Clofet, unboyteen verd; a Box, 
a greena Box: do intend vat I {peak? a green-a 
Box. 

Ou. J forfoothi’le fetch it you: 

Lam glad he went not in him(elf: if he had found the 
young man, he would have been horn mad. 

“Ca. Fe, fe, fe, fe, moi foi il fait for ehando, Ie man vo ia 
‘Ve. Court la grand affatres. 

Qu. Is it this Sir ? 

Ca. Ouy, mette le au mon pocket, de-peech.quickly : 

Vere is dat knave Rugby ? 

Qu. What fobn Rugby, Fobnt 


The inerry Wives of Windfor. 


Ru. Here Sit. 
Ca. You are Soh» Rugby, and you are Fack Ruaby : 


Come, take-a your Rapier, and come after my heel tothe 
) the Court. 


Ru. *Tisteady fir, here in the Porch. 

Ca. By my trot Itarry too long: od’s-me: gue ay je 
oublie: dere is fome Simples in my’ Clofet, dat I will not 
forthe varld I fhall leave behind. 

Qu, Ay-me,he’ll find the young man there, and be-mad, 

Ca. O Diable, Diable : vat is in my. Clofet ? 


| Villanie, La-roon: Ragby, my Rapier. 


2u. Good Mafter be content. 

(a. Wherefore fhould I be content-a ? 

Su. The young manis an honeft man. 

Ca. What hall de honeft man doin my Clofet: dere 
ig no honeft man dat fhallcome in my Clofec. 

©u. 1 befeech you be not fo flegmatick: hear the 
truth of it. Hecameof an errand to me from Parfon 
Hugh. 

Ca. Vell. 

Si, 1 forfooth, to defire her to— 

Qu. Peace, I pray you. ° 

Ca. Peace-a-your-tongue, fpeak-a your Tale, - 

Si. 'To defire this honeft Gentlewoman ( your Maid) 
to {peak a good word to Miftre($ Anne Page for my Ma- 
fter in the way of marriage. 

Qu. This isall indeed-la : but i’le ne’re put my finger 
in the fire and need not. 

Ca. Sit Hugh fend-a-you ? Rugby, ballow me fome Pa- 
per : tarry you a littell-a-while. 

Qui. 1 am glad he 1s fo quiet : if he had been through- 
ly moved,you fhould have heard him {0 loud,and fo me- 


willing, kind fellow, as ever fervant fhall come in houfé lancholly : but notwithftanding man, I’le do for yourma- 


fter what good Ican:and the very yea, and the no is, the 
French Doctor my Mafter, (I may call him my Mafter, 
look you, for I keep his houfe; and I wath, ring, brew, 
bake, fcour, drefs meat and drink,make the beds, and do 
all my felf. ) 

Sim. Tis a great charge tocome under one: bodies 
hand. 

Qui: Are youa-vis’d o’that ? you fhall findit a great 
charge: and to be up early, and down late: but notwith- 


| ftanding, (to tell you in your ear, [would have no words 


of it) my Mafter himfelf isin love with Miftrefs Anne 
Page : but notwithftanding that [know Anzes mind,that’s 
neither here nor there: 

Cai. You, Jack’Nape: givie’a this Letter to Sir Hugh, 
by gar itisafhallenge: Iwill cut his troat in de Parke, 


and J will teach a {curvy Jack-a-nape Prieft to meddie or } 


make : — you may be gone: it isnot good you tarry 
here: by gar! will cut all his two ftones: by gar, he 
fhall not have aefione to trow at his dog: 

Qui. Alas: he {peaks but for his friend. 

Cai. It is no matter’a ver dat: do not you tell-a-me 
dat Ifhall have Anne Page for my felf? by gar, vill, kill 
de Jack-Prieft: and J have appointed mine Hoft of de 
Garterto meafure our weapon: by gar Jwill my {elf 
have Aun Page: 

Qui. Six, the maid loves you, and all fhall be well: We 
muft give folks leave to prate: what the good-jer. 

Cai. Rugby, come to the Court with me: by gar, if J 
have not Anue Page, I thall turn your head out of my 
door: follow my heels, Rugby. 


Lui. You fhall have, dnne-fools head of your own,f 
No, J know Ayus mind for that: that never a woman in}, 


Windfor knows more of Anns mind than I do, nor can do 
more than J do with her, J thank Heaven. 

Fenton. Who’s within there, hoa ? 

Qui: Who’s there, Jtroa ? Come near the houfe I pray 
you. 

Fen. How now ( good woman ) how doft thou ? 

Qui. The better that it pleafes your good Worthip to 
ask. 

Fen. What news? how does pretty Miftrefs Azane ? 

. Qui. In 


eee 


nnn err nt A ANC LL LOC As 


D ui, fasrut +h Sir, and fh 


for bis Precifian, he admits bim x 


not young, no more am Nie 
merry, joaml: 


r bi is Counfellor : 


ympathy : 


Potot se 


> 


there’: 
ba, , bas then th eres more fomioil? 


Sack, c& {0 dol: wonld y ws def / re | potter (ys wiparby é Ler i 

thee ( Miltris Page) at the laf f if the Love of a Sould; tee 
fuffice,that I love thee ; 1 wi hice fay pity testis not a 5 al- 
dier- -like phrafe, but I fay, lowe me: sis 


By me, thine cwn true Ki: night y by da ‘a or nig bt: 
Or any ki nd of light, with all his migh 
For thee 10, fi ir bt. John ’ Palftaffe: 


} 
i 


What a Herod of | Fury isthis? O wicked, wicked world: 
One that is well nigh worn to pieces with age, 
To fhow himéelf a young Gallant? what unwayed 


Behaviour hath this Flemifh dr unkard pickt 


(T'th’ devils name) out of my con ave tion, that dares in 
this manner afiay me?VVhy,he h ot been thrice in my | 
Company : Ww hat fhould I fay to him? [ th 1 frugal of 
my mirth (heaven forgive me): VVhy, sill in 
the Parliament for the putting sie of men: how thal 
| 1 be reveng’d on him? for reveng’ "d - will be, as {ure as his 
guts are made of puddings. 

Mil. Ford. Miftris Page, truft me, 1 was going to your 
houfe. 


A Mil. Page. And truft me, I was coming toyou: you look 
very ill. 

Mi}. Nay, Ple ne’re believe that ; 
to the contrary. 

Mif, Page. Faith but you do, in my mind. 

Mil, Ford. VVell: I do then: yet I fay, [could fhew| 
youtothe contrary: O ! Miftris Page, give me fome coun- | 
fel. 


| 
rd. T have to fhew jt 


a 


UIE EES. ee 


tle, and one that is your friend, I-can tell youthat by tl >| g re 
way, I praife heaven for it 
Fen. Shall I do any goo sod think’ thou? fhall Inot lof my | ( Ut 
{uit? What 
Oui. Troth Sir, all ts in his hand sabove: but notwith % Mt LW to hiell 1 mo 
ftanding (Matter Fenton), V'le be {worn on a book fhe | mentyor fo 51 conldb d. 
loves you: Have not your Worfhip a Wart above your | Mi. Page Mv ‘hat, ir 4 t 
Eye? 5 will hack, and othon fhould’ft nor r the ar of thv 
Fen. Yes marry haveT: what of “that ? Gentry. 
Sui. Well, obs hangs a tale: goo« d faith, it is fuch Mi. Ford. Weburnd 
another Nan ; but (i deteft) an honeft maids ever broke | ceive how 1 might be Kn 
bread: we fr an hourstalk of that Wart: I fhall never of fat men as long as I " a << 
laugh butin that maids company : but (indeed) fhe is gi- | Mens liking 5 and yet ! aT: 
ventoo much to Allicholly and mufing, but for you——- | Mens modefty : and gav ich orderly and well-behaved 
Well—-— go to ——— IR a to all uncomeline{s, that | would have {worn 
Fen. Well: I fhall {ee her to day:-hold, there’s money for | h ifpofition wonld ive "gone to the trath of bis | 
thee : Let me have thy voice in my behalf: if thou feeft her |\ s: but they do no more adhere, and keep place.to- 
before me, commend me—— : | 2 than che Hundred tale ng to th ie Tune of Gree 
Qui. Willl? Lfaith that we will: And I will tell your |! What tempel Reis. threw th iis Wh ale (with 
W orthip more of the VVart, the next time we have confi- man rTunsof Oyl in his bet ly) a’ fhore at Windfor ¢ How 
dence, and of other V Vooers. fhali Ibe revenged on him 2 # think the bef way were 10 
Fen. VVell: farewell : Lam in great hafte now. bord withhope, till the wicked fire of Luft have 
uj. Farewell to your VVo il truly an honeft Gentle- jmelted him in his own grea fe : Did yon ever hear the 
man: but Anz loves him not: for | know Anns mind as well like qs 
as another does: out upon’t: what have I forgot ¢ My L Pag ter for Let t hename of P 
i Exit, |atid Ford differs: to thy great comfort in this myftery, of 
ill Seiniors 5 nere’s the twin-brother y Lecter; b 
let thine inherit firit.; f ine never fha 
ae ge Te rant he hath a thouf rit with 
{pace for.d liffere ‘nt names (fie more): and thefe are of the 
Adtus Secundus. Scena l Prima. Second Edition ; he will print them out of doubt; for be 
cares not what he pt its iniro the Prefs, when he would put 
jus two: | had rather be a Giantefs,. and lie under Adcunt 
Enter Miftris Page, Mi ftris_ gee "Matter Page, M after | Pelion : Well :1 ] will find youtwenty lafcivious Turtles 
Ford, Piftol, Nym, Quickly, Hoft, Shallow. one chafte man 
Mif, Ford. Why, this is the very fame: the very hand : 
Mif- Page. VVhat, have I fsap’d T.ove-Letters | in the| the very words: What doth he think of us ¢ ; 
holyday- time of my beauty, and am Inow afubject for| A4i/: Page. Nay, | know not: ee me almoft rea- 
them ? let me fee: dy to wrangle with mine own Honefty:: [le entertain 
my felf like one: that | am not acqut ge withal : for 
Ask meno Reafon why I lowe yar, fortho Love ufe Reafan pace unlefS he knew fome Strain in me, that I know 


not my felf, he would. never have boorded me in this 
ry. 
a AE A Boording, callityou? Ile befure to keep 


bins aus deck 
Mif-Page.SOo will I: if he come under my hatches,!’le ne- 
ver to Sea again: Let’s be rev 1g ’d on him; let’s appoint 


ima meeting : give him a fhow of comfort 1 ihis fuir; and 
faed him on witha fine baited delay, till he hath pawn’d 

his horfes3o mine Hoft of the Garter 
:Ford«Nay, Iwill confent to actany V iflany ag Bane 
him that may not fatly the charinefs of ourhonefty: Oh 
that my husband faw this Letter:it would give eternal food 

to his jealoufie. 

Mij. Page. VVhy, look wherehe comes : and my good 
he’s as far from jealoufie as ] am from gi- 


LA; f 
LVil 


man too: 


ving ley 


(For d. You are the happier woman. 
iv 
night: 


if 


ms 


Fohn affects thy Wite. 
” Fond. VVhy fir, tny Wife isnot 
Pift. He wooes both high a1 ad low, 
bothy roung and old, and one with another 

1 -mawfry ( Ford) perpend, 

. Love my Wife? 
Pip WVith liver burning hot : prevent 5 

\Or go thou like Sir 4cteon, with 
| Ring-wood at thy heels: O, odious Is 

Ford. VVhat name, Sir? 
D 2 


young. 
both rich and poor, 
(Ford) he loves 


the name. 


Pif 


ncaufe, and that ([hope) isan unmeafurable di- 


Gatiee Let’s confile together againtt this greafie 
Knight : Come hither. 

Ford. VVell: 1 hope it be not fo. 

Pip. Hopeisa curt: cal dogin fome affairs. ; 
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fe savyny PA imiecnk’ VV tndtar 
1 be merry VY tVes 0 VY indior. 


ee anne 


go with us tobeholdit > My merry Hot 
eafiiring of their Weapons ; and (I think) 


orf, Lfav: Farewell: 
i have open Eye; for thieves do foot Ly nig 
heed & ( Cucl irds do fing. | hath appointed them contrary places : for (believe me) 
heed e’re fummer comes, or Cuckoo-birds co ling. |! ome lrem ¢o1 trary places : for (believe me) 

j is no Jelter: riark, Twillcell you what our 

{ ~ ‘ } 


\ BAS 
2 ~ dha] } 
fport fhall be. 


_ Hof. Hatt chow no fait again{ my Knight, my guelt- 
Cavaleir ? 
Shal None;l proteft; but Pe give you a potrle of burn'd | 
Sack to give me recour{e to him, and tell him my name is 
the | Broom: only for a jeft. 


Hof. My hand (Bt 


>3 ° 


d me infome humours: I fhould have born 
7 
; 


he hath w 
the aumot £ A ; 
bite upor neceflity: he loves your Wife; ‘There 


One: 
a TUC LOR - 4 


| 
; 
i 
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p- ly): thou fhalt have egrefs and re-! 
oe dtaffe egrets (aid I well)? and thy name fhallbe Broom. It is al 

s your Wife: adieu :Ilove not the humour of bread merty Knight: will you go an-heirs ? 

Leer adien® Shal. Have with you, mine Hoft. 


- oye 9 ~ ne bet ae DF) He ies ‘ee oat é 
‘The humour of it (quoth’a) ? here’s a fellow Page, Ihave heard the French-man hath good skill in hig 
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ights Exolifh out of his Wits. Rapier. 
Ford, Uwill ek out Fa//affe. ; Shal. Tut, fir: I could have told you more: In thefe| 
Pave. I nevet heard fuch a drawling affecting Rogue. times you ftand on diftance: your Pafles, Stoccado’s, | 
Ford. If Ido find it: Well. and I know not what: ’tis the heart (Matter Page): tig 
Pave. T will not believe fuch a Cataian, tho the Prieft |here, tis here: I have feen the time, with my long- 
o’ th’ Town commended him for a true man. fword, 1 would have made you four tall fellows skip like 
Ford. ’Uwas a good fenfible fellow: Weil. Rats. 
Pare. Hownow Mer? - Hoft. Here boys, here: fhall we wag? 
Mi. Pace. VVhither go you (George)? hark you. Page; Have with you: Ihad rather hear them {cold than | 
Mf Ford. How now (fweet Frank), why art thou me- | fight. | 
che fly _ Ford. Tho Page be afecure fool, and ftand-o firmly on} 
Ford. {melanchofly ! lam not melancholly : his Wives frailty ; yet I cannot put off my opinion fo eafi- 
Get you home, go. = : ly : fhe wa’ in his company at Page’s howfe: and what held 
Mi Ford. Faith, thou haft fome crotchets in thy head. | made there, Iknow not, Well: | will look farther ineo'? ,| 
Now: willyou go, AdifPris Page? and [ havea difguifé to found Fa//afe : if | find her honeft; 


MifPage. Have with you: youl come to dinner, George?/l lofe not my labour : if fhe be orherwife, ’tis labour wel! 
Look who comes yonder : fhe fhall be our Meflenger to} beftowed. 
this paltry Knight. as Exeunt. 
Mil. Ford. Truftme, I thought onher : fhe’le fit it. 
Mi/. Page. You are come to fee my daughter Ann ? 


Mui. 1 forfooth: and I pray how do’s good Miftris pe te Zs Ripige< 2 
Ann? | 
Mif, Page. Goin with us and fee : we have an hours talk Scena Secunda. 


with you. 

Pare. How now, Mafter Ford. : 

Ford. You heard what this Knave told me, didyou not :] 2afer Falftaffe, Piftol, Robin, Quickly, Bardolffe, 
Page. Yes: and you heard what the other told me? Ford. .. 
Ford. Do you think there is truth in them ? 

Page. Hang’emflaves: Ido not think the Knight would| Fa/. I will net lend thee a penny. 
offer it: buechefe thataccuic himin hisintent towards our] P42. Why then the World’s mine Oyfter, which], with | 
Wives, are a Yoke of his difcarded men: very Rogues now | {word will open. 
they he out of fervice. Fal. Not a penny : I have been content (Sir) yoo fhould 
Ford. Were they his men? lay my countenance to pawn: I have grated upon my 


Page. Marry were they. | good friends for three Reprieves for you, and your Coach- 
Ford. | \ikeit never the better for that. fellow, Nim; or elfe you had look’d through the grate, 
Do’s he lie at the Garter ? like a Gemeny of Baboons : I am damn’d in hell for {wear- 
Page, Imarry do’she : if he fhould intend’ this Voyage | ing to Gentlemen, my friends, you were good rg 
toward my Wife, I would turn her loofeto him; and what | and tall fellows. And when Mittris Bricet lof the han- 
he gets more of her than fharp words, let it lie on my|dle of her Fan, I took’t upon mine honour thou hadf it 


head. not. 
Ferd: 1 donot mifdoubt my Wife: but Iwould be loath} Pz. Did’t thou not fhare? had’ thou not fifteen 
to turn them together : a man may be too confident: || pence? 
would have nothing lieon my head: I cannot be. thus fa-} Fa/. Reafon, you Rogue, Reafon: think ft thou Tle! 
tisfied. endanger my foul, erates? At a word: hang no more about | 
Page. Look where ‘my ranting-Hoft of the Garter;me;, I am noGibbee for yon: go, a fhort knife and 4 
comes: there is either liquor in his pate, or money in| throng, to your Mannor of Pickr-hatchs : go, you’l not 
his purfe, when he looks fo merrily: How now mine | beara Letterforme, you Rogue: you ftand upon your 
Hoft ? honour: Why (thou unconfinable bafene(s), it is as much 
Hot. How now Bully-Rooke: thou’rta Gentleman Ca- |as1cando to keepthe term of my honour preci@: I, ded 
valerio-Juftice, I fay. ; my felf fometimes, leaving the fear of heaven onthe left 
| Shal. I follow (mine Hoft), Tt follow: Good even, and{hand, and hiding mine honour, in my necefliiy, am fain 
twenty (good Mafter Page). Mafter Page, will you go with |to fhuifie, to hedg, and to lurch; and yet, you Rogue, 
tis ?-Wehave {port in hand. _ |willenfconfe your Rags, your Cat-a-Mountain-looks,your 
Host, ‘Tell him, Cavalerio-Juftice : tell him, Bully-|Red Lattice Phitges, and your bold-beating-Oaths, under | 
Rook. the fhelter of yottr honour: you wiflnot doit, you. 
, Shale Sir, there is a fray to be fought between Sir Hugh,| Pift. 1 do relent: What would thou more of man ? 
the Welch-Prieft, and Cains, the French-Doétor. Rob. Sir, here’s a Woman would {peak with you. 
Ford. Good mine Hoft o’ th’ Garter, a word with you. 


Fal. Let her approach. 
Hyft. What faft thou, my Bully-Rook ? Qui, Give your Worfhip good morrow. 
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Fal. Good morrow, good wife. her husband has a marvellous infection to the little Page | 
Qui. Not fo, and’t pleafe your Worfhip: and truly Mafter Pageis an hone!t man: never a Wife 4 
Fal Good maid then. Windfor leads a better life than fhe do’s: do what fhe will 
Dui. Vie be fworn, fay what fhe will, takeall, pay all, go to bed when fhe it, 
As my mother was the firft hour I was born. rife when the lift; all is as fhe will: and truly the deferves | 
Fal. Idobelieve the fwearer: what with me ? it; for if there be a kind woman inWind/or, the is one: you | 


Qui, Shall | vouchfafg your VVorthip a word or two ?} muftfend her your Page; no Remedy. 
Fal. Two thoufand (fair woman), and lle vouchfafe} — Fal. Why, I will. 
thee the hearing. Quis Nay, bur do fo then, and, look you, he may come | 
Oui. There is one Miftris Ford (Sir): I pray come a and go between you both: andin any cafe, have a nay- 
little nearer this ways: I my felf dwell with M. Doctor} word, that you may know one anothers mind, and the) 
Caius. : | bo} j ¢ 
Fal. Well, on: Miftris Ford, you fay. ithat children fhould know any wickednefS: old folks, | 
ui. our Worfhip fays very true :1 pray your Worfhip you know, have difcretion, as they fay, and know the 
come a little nearer this ways. | World. | 
Fal. I warrant thee no body hears: mine own people,! Fal. Fare thee well: commend me to therm both :there’s | 
mine own people. | my purfe ; lam yet thy debtor: Boy, go along with this 
Sui. Are they fo? Heaven blefs them, and make them j woman: this news diftracts me. | 
his {ervants. | Pift. ThistPunk is one of Cupid’s Carriers: ¥ 


A 


boy never need to underftand any thing ; for ’tisnot 


) 
Ye 


; 
Fal. Well: Mittris Ford ; what of her ? Clap on more fails, purtie; up with your fights: 
Qui. Why, Sir, fhe’s a good creature : lord, lord, your | Give fire: fhe is my prize ; or Ocean whelm them all. 

Worfhip’s a wanton: well: heaven forgive you, and all of| Fal. Saift thou fo ( old Fack )¢ Go thy ways : Pie | 

us, | pray-—— | make more of thy old body than I havedone : will they | 

al. Miltris Ford: come, Miftris Ford. yet look after thee? Wilt thon after the expence of {0 | 

‘wi, Marry, thisis the fhort and the long of it: you much money, be now a gainer? good body, I thank thee :| 
have brought her into tuch a Canaries, as tis wonderful :/Jet them fay, ’tis grofly done, fo it be fairly done, no mat- | 
the beft Courtier of’ them all Cwhen the Court lay at} ter. 

Wind{cr) could never have brought her to fuch a Cana- Bar. Sir Fohn, there’s one Matter Brocm below would | 

ry: yet there has been Knights, and Lords and Gentle- fain {peak with you, and be acquainted with you ; and hath } 

men,with their Coaches:I warrant you Coach after Coach, | fent your Worfhipa mornings draught of Sack. | 
| 
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letter after letter, gift after gift, {melling fo {weetly ; all] Fal. Broom is his name ? 
musk; and fo rufhling, | warrant you, in filk and eee Ba/ft- 1 Sir. 
and in fuch alligant terms, and infuch wine and fugar of| Fal. Call himin: noms are welcome to me, that | 
the belt, and the faireft, that would have won any womans o’reflows fuch liquor :ah, ah, Miftris 
heart: and I warrant you they could never get an Eye-| have I encompaiied you ¢ go to 
wink of her: Thad my felf twenty Angels given me this} Ford. BlefS you, fir. | 
morning; but Idefie all Angels (in any fuch fort gs they | Fal. And you, fir : would you fpeak with me ? | 
| 
| 


Fordand Miftris Page, 


fay) but inthe way of honefty: and warrant you, they | Ford. I make bold to prefs with fo little preparation up- 
could never get her fo much as fip on a Cup with the | on you. : 

Fal: You'r welcome: what’s your will? Give us leave, 
Drawer. 

Ford: Sir, lam a Gentleman that have fpent much; my 
name is Broom, 

Fal. Good Matter Broom, 1 defire more acquaintance 
of you. 


proudeft of themall; and yet there has been Earls ; nay 
(whichis more), Pentioners, but | warrant you ail is one 
with her. 

Fal. But what fays fheto me? be brief my good fhe- 
Mercury. 

Qui. Marry, the hath receiv’d your Letter; for the 
which fhe thanks youa thoufand times , and fhe gives you| Ford. Good Sir fobs, Lfue for yours: not to charge 
co notifie, that her husband will be abfence from his houfe| you ; for | muft let you underftand, [ think .my {elf in 
between ten and eleven. = plight for a\-Lender, than.you are: the which 


hath fomething emboldned me to: this unfeafon'd intrufi- 
on + for they fay, if money go before, all ways do lie o- 
pen. 
Fal. Money isia good Soldier (({i¢);-and will on: 
Ford. Troth, andl have a bag of money here trouble 


it 


mé; if you will helpto bear ir (Sw fohm), take all; or hail, 


Fal. Tenand eleven. 

Qui. 1, forfooth : and then you may come and fee the 
picture (fhe fays) that you wot of: Mafter Ford, her huf- 
band, will be from home: Alas! the {weet woman lea@s an 
ill life with him: he’s a very jealoufie-man; fhe leads a very 
frampold life with him (good heart). 

Fal. Ten and eleven: for eafingme of the carriage. 
Woman, commend me to her, | will not fail her. Fal. Sir, 1 know nothowimay deferve to be your Por- 

Sui. Why, you fay well: But Ihave anothermeflenger j ter. Pet. 
to your Worthip: Miftris Page has her hearty commen- Ford. 1 willtell you, Sir, if you will give me the hear- 
dations to you too: and let me tell youin your ear, fhe’s } ing. 
as fartuous a civil modeft Wife, andone (1 tellyou) that} Fal. Speak (good Mafter B7dim) wd fhall be glad to be 
Will not mifS you morning nor evening prayer, asany isin | your fervant. 

Wind{or, who e’re be the other: and fhe bad me tell your Ford. Sir, | hear-you are a Scholar (J will be brief with 
Worfhip, that her husband is eldom from home ; but fhe | you) and you have been afian feng known to me, tho I 
hopes there will come a time. never knew a woman fo doat | had-never fo good means as detire, to make my felf ace 


sens te tate ae 


uponaman; furely I think you have Charms, la: yes in| quainted with vou. .j fhall difeover athing to you. where- 
truth. lin Lmuft very muchlay open niine owa im pertection: but 
Fal. NotI, Taffure thee; fetting the attraction of my | (good Sir ohm’) asyou have one eye upon my follies, as 
good parts afide, lL have no other Charms. | on hear them unfolded, turn another, into the Regilter 
Qui. Blefling on your heart for’t. of your own, that limay pats witha Reproof the eafi- 
Fal. Butl pray thee tellmethis : has Ford’s Wife, and ér, fith youyour felf know how eafie it is to be fueh an 
Page’s \W ife acquaitted each other how they love me? Offender. eB 1 


Qui, That were a jeft indeed: they have not fo little} Fal. Very well, fir, proceedavee tig... oc : 
grace Ihope » chat were atrickindeed: But Miftris Page] F ord. There is a Gentlewoman in this Town, her hat 
would defire you to fend her your little Page, of all iovcs :} band’s name is Ford: 
D 3 Fal. 
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Fal. Well, fir. 


Ford. inave long lov’d her, and I proteft to you, beftow- 


ed much on her ; foliowed 
1 opportunities tome 


ngro{s’c 


cafion that could but nigg 
only bought many 
largely to many, 

Briefly,{ have purfu’ 
hath been on the wing of all « 
have merited, either in my min 
save received none, unlefs experience bea Jewel 
hafed at an infinite rate, and that hath 


am fire It 
that [have pure 


taught me to fay this : 


«© Love like a fhadow flies, when fubftance Love purfues 
 Purfuing that that flies, and flying what pur{ues. 


ie 
4 


Fal Have you receiv’d no promife of fatisfaCtion at her 


hands ? 
Ford. Never. 


Fal. Have you importun’d her to fuch a purpofe ? 


For. Never. 


Fal. OF what quality was your love then ? 

Ford. Like a fair houfe built on another man’s ground ; 
fo thar [ have loft my Edifice , by miftaking the place 
where I erected ir. 

Fal. To what purpofe have you unfolded this to me? 

Ford. When have told you that, I have told you all: 
that tho fhe appear honeft to me, yet in other 
places fhe enlargeth her mirth fofar, that there is fhrewd 
Conftruétion made of her. Now (Sir Fobn) hereis.the 
heart of my purpofe: Youarea Gentleman of excellent 
Breeding, admirable Difcourfe, of great admittance, Au- 
thentick in your Place and Perfon, generally allow’d for 
your many War-like, Court-like, and Learned Preparati- 


Some fay, 


ons. 
Fal. OSit! 


Ford. Believe it ; for you know it: there is money ; fpend 
it, pend it, fpend more: fpend all I have ; only giveme fo 
much of your time in exchange of ir, as to lay an amiable 
fiege to the honefty of this Ford’s Wife: ufe your Art of 
wooing ; winher to confent to you: if any manmay, you 
may as foon as any. 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemence of .your 
Affection, that I fhould win what you would en- 
joy? Methinks you preferibe to your felf very prepotte- 


roufly. 


Ford. O; underftand my-drift: fhe dwells fo fecurely on 
the Excellency of herhonour, thatthe folly of my foul 
dares not prefent it feif; as the is too bright to be look’d a- 
“}gainft. Now could I come to her with any detection in 
my hand’; my defires had infkance and argument to com- 
mend themfelves ; | could drive her then from the ward of 
her Purity, her Reputation, her Marriage-Vow, and a 
thoufand other her defences, which now are too-too 
ftrongly embattailed againft me: whatfay you to’t, Sir 


Fobn ¢ 


Fal: Matter Broom, Iwill firft make bold with your mo- 
ney ; next, give me your hand ; and laft, as lam a Gentle- 
man, you fhall, if you will, enjoy Ford’s Wife. 

Ford. O good fir! 

Fal. Vay, you fhall. 
Ford. Want no money ( Sir ‘fobn ): you fhall want 


none. 


| Fal. Want no Mistris Ford (Master Broom): you thall 
want none: ! fhall be with her (I may tell you) by herown 
even as youcame into me, her afliftant, or 
go-between, parted from me : I fay, | fhall be with her be- 
tween ten and eleven: for at that time the jealous-rafcal- 
ly-knave, her husband, will be forth: come you tome at 
night, you-fhall know I fpeed. 

Ford. Lam bleft in your acquaintance: Do you know 


appointment : 


Ford, Sir 2 
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i | wrong him, to call him poor. they. fay, the jealous 


to know what fhe would have given: 
dher as Love hath purfiied me, which 


ae LALLA 


J o i. 
wittofly-knave hath mafles of money ; for the which his 
Wife feems to me well-favour’d. I will ufe her as the key 


her with a doating obfervance:| youl 
of the Cuckold-Rogues Cofler; and there’s my Harveft- 


et her: fee’d every flight oc- 
eoardly give me fight of her: not home. 

: Ford. | would you knew Ford, fir, that you might avoid 
bim, if you faw him. 

Fal. Hang him, mechanical-falt-butter Rogue; 1 will 
ftare him out of his Wits: I willawe him with my Cud- 
gel: it fhafl hang like a Meteor o’re the Cuckold’s ‘horns: 
Mafter Broom, thou fhalt know. I will predominate over 
the Pezant, and chou fhalt lie with his Wife. Come tome 
foonat night : Ford’s a Knave, and | will aggravate his ftile: 
thou (Mafter Broow) fhalt know him for Knave and Cuc- 
kold : Come to me foon at night. Exit. 

Ford. What a damn’d Epicurean-Rafcal is this? my 
heart is ready to crack with impatience: Who fays this is 
improvident jealoufie ? my Wife hath fentto him, the hour 
is fixt, the match is made: would any man have thought 
this ? {ee the hell of having a falfe woman: my Bed thall be 
abus’d, my Coffers ranfack’d, my Reputation gnawn at, 
and‘I fhall not only receive this villainous wrong, butitand | 
under the adoption of abominable terms, and by him that 
does me this wrong:Terms,Names: Amaimon founds well: |) 
Lucifer well:Barbajon well:yet they are Devils. additions, the 
names of fiends: But Cuckold, V Vittol, Cuckold: the Devil 
himfelf hath not fuch a Name.Page is an AfS,a fecure Afs. 
he will truft his V Vife;he will not be jealous : 1 will rather 
truft a Fleming with my Butter, Parfon Hugh, the Welch- 
manWith my Cheefe, an Irifh-man with my Agua-vit é bot- 
tle, ora thief to walk my ambling gelding, than my VVife 
with her felf: ‘Then the plots, then fhe ruminates, then fhe 
devifes: and what they think in their hearts they may ef- 
fect, they will break their hearts but they will effect. Hea- 
ven be prais’d for my jealoufie : Eleven o? clock the hour: 

{ will prevent this, detectmy VVife, be reveng’d on Fal- 
Staffe, and langh at Page : I willaboutit ; better three hours 
too foorthan a minute too latg: fie, fie, fie : Cuckold, Cue: 
kold, Cuckold. a 


} 


prefents to give her, but have given 


occafions: but whatfoever | 
d, or in my means, meed | 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Caius, Rugby, Shallow, Sleader, 
Page, Hoft. 


Caius. fack Rugby. 

Rug. Rs sk 

Cai. Vat is de clock, Sack 2 

Rug. Tis paft the hour (Sir) that Sir Hugh promis’d to 
meet. 

Cai. By gar, he has fave his foul, dat he is no come: he 
has pray his Pible well, dat he isno come: by gar (fack 
Rugby ) he is dead already, if he be come. 

_ Rug. He is wife, fir: he knew your VVorthip would kill | 
him, if he came. | 


Cai. By gar, deherring is no dead fo as [ vill kill him: 

sale your Rapier (Jack ), I vill tell you how | vill Kili 
im. 

Rug. Alas, fir, Icannot fence. 

Cz. Villany, take your Rapier. 

Rug. Forbear : here’s company: 

Hoff. BlefSthee, bully-Doctor. 

Shal. Save you, Mr. Doctor Caizs, 

Page. Now, good Mr. Doctor. 

Slen. Give you good morrow, fir. 

Cai. Vat be all you, one, two, trees, four, come for ? 

Hof. To fee thee fight, to {ee theefoigne, to fee thee 
traverfe, to fee thee here, to fee thee there, to fee thee 

pafS thy Puncto, thy Stock, thy Reverfe, thy Diftance, 


Fal. Hang him (poor Cuckoldly knave)1 knowhim not:/thy Montane: Ishe dead, my Erhiopian? is he dead, my 


Fran- 


es. eal 
| 


he dead ? Figs 

Ca‘. By gar, heis de Coward-Fack-Prieft of de vorld : 
he is not fhow his face. 

Hoff. Thou art a Caffalion-king-Urinal: Hettor of Greece 
(my boy). 

Cai, | pray you bear witnefs, that me have ftay fix or 
feven, two tree hours for him, and he is no-come. 

Shal. He is the wifer man (Mr. Doctor): he is a curer of 
fouls, and you a curer of bodies: if you fhould fight, you 
go againtt the hair of your profeffions: is it not true, Ma- 
fter Page? 

Page. Matter Shallow, you have your felf beena great 
fighter, tho now aman of peace. 

Shal. Body-kins, Mr. Page, tho I now be old, and of 
peace, if I feea {word out, my finger itches to make one : 
tho we are Jultices, and Doctors, and’‘Church-men (Mr. 
Page), we have fome falt of cur Youth in us; we are the 
Sons of Women (Mr. Page). 

Page. ’ Tis true, Mr. Shallow. 

Shal. It willbe found fo (Mr. Page). Mr. Doctor Caizs, 
lam come to fetch you home: 1am fworn of the Peace : 
you have fhew’d your (elf a wife Phyfician, and fir Hugh 
hath fhown himfelf a wife and patient Church-man: you 
muft go with me, Mre Doctor. 

Hoff. Pardon, Guett-Juftice ;a Mounfieur Mock-water. 

Cai. Mock-water ? vat is dat ? 

Hift. Mock-water, in our Englifh Tongue, is Valour 
(Bully). 

Cai. By gar, then Ihave as much Mock-water as de Ex- 
glifh-man : {curvy-Jack-dog-Prieft: by gar, me vill cut his 
Ears. 

Ho/?. He will clapper-claw thee tightly (Bully). 

Cai. Clapper-de-claw ? vat is dat ¢ 

Hof. That is, he will make thee amends. 

Cai. By gar, medo look he fhail clapper-de-claw me ; 
for by gar, me vill have it. 

Hoff. And | will provoke him to’t, or let him wag. 

Caz. Me tanck you for dat. 

Ho/?. And moreover (Bully): but firft, Mr. Gzef, and 
Mr. Page, and eek Cavalerio Slender, goyou through the 
Town to Frogmore. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he? 

_ Hoff. Heis there: fee what humour he isin: and I will 
bring the Doctor about the Fields: Will it do well? 

Shal. We will do it. 

All. Adieu, good Mr. Doctor. 

Cai. By gar, me vill kill de Prieft ; for he {peak for a Jack- 
an Ape to Ann Page. 

Hoft. Let him die; fheath thy impatience : throw cold 
Water on thy Choller: go about the Fields with me 
through Frogmore; 1 will bring thee where Miftris Ann 
Page is, ata Farm-houfe a feaftigg ; and thou fhalt woo her: 
Cride-game, faid 1 well? 

Cai. By gar, me dank you vor dat: by garT love you: 
and I fhall procure ’a you de good Gueft: de Earl, de 
Knight, de Lords, de Gentlemen, my patients, 

Hof, For the which, I will be thy adverfary toward Ann 
Page: {aid I well? 

Cai. By gar, ’tis good : vell faid. 

Hoff. Let us wag then. 


Come at my heels ‘fack Rugby. Exeunt. 


Actus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Evans, Simple, Page, Shaflow, Slender, Hoft, Caius, 
Rugby.’ 


Evan. Ipray you now; good Matter Slesder’s ferving- 


be merry Wives. of W indfor. 


Francifeo? ha, Bully? VVhat {ays my Efeulapins? my Gal oman, and friend Simple by you: 
len? my heartof Elder? ha? Is he dead, bully-Stale ? Is} you look’d for Mafter Cais, chat calls him{elf Dodtor of Ph 


[in 


a ne ne eae 


name; which wav have 
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Sim. Marry fir, the Pitty-wary, the Park-sy 
way : old Wind/or way, and every way |} 
way. 
Evan.| moft fehemently defire you, you will 
that way. ; 

Sim. 1 will, fir. 

Evan. °Plef$my foul: how full of Cheflars lam, and 
trempling of mind: | thall be glad if he have deceived me: 
how melanchollies Jam? I will knog his Urinals about his 
Knaves:Coftard, when Ihave good opportunities for the 
orke: >Plefs my foul: To fhall p Ridievs to oho é falls, meele 
dious Birds fings Madrigalls : there will we make our Peds 0 
Rofes, and a thoufand fragrant pofies: To {hallow : Mercy on 
me, [havea great difpofitionto cry. Adelodiou ‘ 
Madrigal ’ 
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Whenas | fat in Pabilon; and athcufand va- 


gram Poftes. To {hallow, Ge. 


Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh. 

Ev. He’s welcome : To hallow Rivers, to whe/e falls. 
Heaven profper the right : What Weapons is he ? 

Sim. No Weapons, fir: there comes my Mafter, Mr. 
Shallow, and another Gentleman. from Frogmore, over the 
ftile, this way. ; 

Ev, Pray you give me my Gown, orelfe keepitin your 
arms. Enter All. 

Shal. How now, Mafter Parfon? Good morrow good 
Sir Hugh: keep a Gametter from the dice, and a good Stu 
dent from his book, and it is wonderful. mt 

Slen. Ah {weet Ann Page 

Page. Save you, good Sir Hugh. 

Ev. *Plefs you from his mercy-fake, all of you. 

Shals What? the Sword and the Word? ~ 
Do you ftudy them both, Mr. Par/in? 

Page. And youthful ftill, in your doublet and hofe, this 
raw-rumiatick day? 

Ew. There is Reafons and Caufes for it. 

Page. We are come to you, to doa good Office, Mr.Par- 


Ev. Fery weil: What isit ? 
Page. Yonder is a moft Reverend Gentleman, who (be- 
like) having received Wrong by fome perfon, is at moft 
odds with his own Gravity and Patience, that ever you 
faw. + 
Shal. {have lived fourfcore years, and upward : I never 
heard a manof his Place, Gravity and Learning, {o wide 
of hisown Refpect. 
Ev. What is he ? 
Page. | think you know him: Mr. Doétor Caius, the re- 
nowned French Phyfician 
Ev. Got’s Will, and his Paflion of my heart: I had as} 
lief you fhould tell me of a mefs of Porredg. 
Page. Why ¢ 
Ew. He has no more knowledg in Hibocrates and Galen, 
and he is a Knave befides; a cowardly Knave as you would 
defire to be acquainted withal. 
Page. | warrant you, he’s the mar fhould fight with 
him. 4 
Slen. O {weet Ann Page. Enter Caius. 
Shal. It appears fo by his Weapons : keep them afuinder: 
here comes Doctor Caius. 
Page. Nay, good Mr. Parfon, keep in your Weapon. - 
Shal. So do you, good Mr. Doétor. 
Hoff. Difarm them, and let them queftion : let them keep 
their Limbs whole, and hack our Englifh. 
Cai. 1 pray you let-a-me {peak a word with 
Wherefore vill you not meet-a me ? ; 
Ev. Pray you ufe your-Patience in good time. 
Cai. By gar, you are de Coward = de Fack Dog: Fohxz 
A ie, \--< . ‘ 
iby you let us not belaughing-ftocks to other mens 
humours: I defire you in friendthip, and will one way or 
other make youamends: L.will knog your your Urizal a- 
bout your knaves Cogs-comb. Cai. 


your Ear ; 
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at 


Cat. Diable Fack Rugby» 
for bim, tokill him? hav 


mine Hoft de‘farteer, have ln 
f e Inot at de place I did ap- 


tay 


pnts 
" pv. AsLama Chriftians-foul, n 
| place 


appointed ; Fle be yudgment by mine 
\G 


ow look you, this is the 


\ 
} 
| 
| 
| Hoft of the 


Garter. me 
Hof Peace, fay, Gallia and Gaul, French and We! 


oul Curer and Body-Curer. 
I dat is very good, excellant. 
Hb/t. Peace, [fay : hear mine Hoft of the Garter : 
Anvl politick ¢ am {fubrle? am la Machivel ? 
Shafl I lofe my Doétor ? No: he gives me the Potions and 
‘he Motions. Shall I lofe my Parfon? my Prieft? my Sir 
Hugh? No: he gives me the Proverbs and the No-verbs. 
Give me thy hand (Celeftial) fo : Boys of Art, I have decei- 
ved you both: Ihave directed you to wrong places: your 
hearts are mighty, your skins are whole, and let burn’d- 
Sack be the iffue: come, lay their {words to pawn: Follow 
me, Lad of peace, follow, follow, follow. 
Shal. Truftme, a mad Hoft: follow, Gentlemen, fol- 
low. ‘ 
Slen. O fweet Ann Page. 
Cai. Fa’ dol perceive dat? Have you make-a-de- 
us, ha; ha? : 
yon. This is well, he has made us his viowting-ftog : | 
defire you that we may be friends: and let us knog our 
prains together, to be revenge on this fame {call fcurvy- 
cogging-companion, the Hoft of the Garter. 
Cai. By gar, with all my heart: he promife to bring me 
where is .4vn Page ; by gars he deceive me too. 
Evan. Well, 1 will {mite his neddles: pray you. fol- 


low. 


fot of 


| 
| 
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Scena Secunda, 


Mitt. Page, Robin, Ford, Page, Shallow, Slender, 
Hoft, Evans, Caius. 


way (little Gallant) : you 


2. Page, Nay, keep your 
ut now youare a Leader : 


Mi ft. 
were “wont to be a Follower), b 
whether had you rather lea 
fter’s heels ? 

Rob. Thad rather 
than follow him like a dwarf. 

Mi Pa. Oyou are a flattering boy ; now! fee you'l bea 
Courtier. 

Ford. Well met, Miftris Page : whether go you? 

M. Pa. Truly Sir, to fee your Wife: is fhe at home ? 

Ford. I, and as idle as fhe may hang together for want of 
company : I thinkif your husbands were dead, you two 
would marry. 

M. Pa. Be {ure of that, two other husbands. 

Ford. Where had you this pretty Weather-cock ? 

M.Pa.T cannot tell what (the dickens) his name is my 
husband had him of: What do you call your Knight’s name, 
lirrah ? 

Rob. Sir Fobn Falftaffe- 

M. Pa. He he; I cannever hit onhis name; there is fuch 
a league between my good man and he: Is your Wife at 
home indeed ? 

Ford, Indeed fhe is 
“\ M. Pa. By yourleave, fir 3 
_ | Ford. Has Page any brains 2 Hath he any eyes? Hath 
he any thinking ° Sure they fleep , he hath no ufe of them: 
why, this boy will carry a Letter twenty mile, as eafie as a 
Cannon will {hoot point-blank twelve {cores: he pieces out 
his Wives inclination : he gives her folly 


x 


4 
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Tam fick till 1 fee her. 
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d mine eyes, or eyeyour Ma- | Fal/Paffe, an 


(forfooth) go before you like aman, |I’le make him dance. VVil 


motion and advan- 
tage ; andnow fhe’s going to my Wife, and Falftaffes boy 
\with her: Aman may hear this fhower fing in the wind ; 
and Fal/taffe’s boy with her : good plots; they are laid, 


ot | and our revolted Wives fhare damnation together. Well: 
{ will take him, then torture my Wife, pluck the borrow. 
ed Vail of modefty from the fo feeming Mift. Page, di- 
vulge Page himéelf for a fecure and wiltul e4éeo., and 
to thefe violent proceedings all my neighbours fhall cry 
aim. ‘The Clock gives me my Qu, and my aflurance bids 
ch, | me fearch ; 

prai 

Earth is firm, that Fa//faffc isthere: Iwill go. 


there I fhall find Fa/ffaffe: | fhall be rather 
fed for this than mocked for it is as pofitive as the 
Shal. Page, 7c. Well met, Mr. Ford. 

Ford. Truft me, a good knot : Ihave good cheer at home, 


and | pray you all go with me. 


Shal. Y mut excufe my felf, Mr. Ford. 
Slen. Andfomutt I, Sir; 


We have appointed todine with Miftris Av, 
And J would not break with her for more money 
Than [le {peak of. 


Shal. VVehave linger’d about a match between Ann 


Page and my Coufin Slender, and this day we fhall have 
our anfwer. 


Slen. [hope Ihave your good Will, father Page. 
Page. You have, Mr. Slezder, I ftand wholly for you, 


butmy VVife (Mafter Doctor) is for you alcogether. 


Cai. 1, be gar, and de Maid 1s love-a-me: my nurfh-a- 


Quickly tell me fo mufh. 


Hof. VVhat fay you to young M. Fentcn ¢ He capers, 


he dances, he has Eyes of Youth : he writes Verfes, he 
{peaks Holyday, he fmells April and A4ay, he will carry’t, 
he will earry’t, ‘tis in his buttons, he will carry’t, 


Page. Not by my confeatI promife you : Phe Gentleman 
is of no. having, he kept company-wich the wild Prince, 
and Poinz: he is of too high a Region, he knows too much: 
no, he fhall not knic a knorin his Fortunes, with the finger 
of my fubftance: if he take her, let him takeher fimply : the 
VVealth I have waits on my confent, and my confent goes 
not that way. 

. Ford Lbefeech you heartily, fome of you go home with 
me to dinner: befides your cheer you fhail have {pore; | will 
fhew you a. Monfter: Mr Doctor, you fhall go, fo fhall you 
Mr. Page, and you Sir Hugh. 

Shal. VVelh, fare you well: 
VVe fhall have the {reer wooing at Mr. Page’s. 

Cai. Go home ‘Féhn Rugby, 1 come anon. 

Hoft. Farewell my hearts: | will to my honeft Knight, 
d drink Canary with him. 
Ford. 1 think I fhall drink in Pipe-VVine firit with bim : 
lyou go, Gentles ? 
Al. Have with you to fee this Monfter. 


nnn 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter Miftris Ford, Miftris Page, Servants; Robin, 
Falftaffe, Ford, Page, Caius, Evans. 


pene SE LEI IT 


Mil, Ford. VVhat Fobn? What Redert ¢ 

Ma. Page, Quickly, quickly ? Is the Buck basket 

Mi; Ford. Vwarrant. . VVhat Robin | fay. 

Mif. Page. Come, come, come. : 

Mf. Ford. Here, fer it down 

Mif. Page. Give your men t 
brief. 
_ M. Ford. Marry, as\ told you before €Fchnand Revert), 
be ready here hard-by in the Brew-bou/e, and when | fud- 
denly call you, come forth; and (without any paufe or 
ftaggering )take this basket on your fhoniders: that done, 
trudg with itin all hafte, and carry it among the VVhitiiers], 
in Dutcher-Mead, and there empty it inthemuddy ditch, 
clofe by the Thames fide. ; 


he charge; we muft bef 


M. Page. You wil! doit? (direction. 
_ M. Ford. Lhe’ told them overand over ; they lack.no 
Be 


te a 


cy 


Be gone, and come when you are call’d. 

Mi. Page. Here comes little Robin. 

Mil Ford. How now, my Eyas-Musket, what news with 
you ? a 

Rob. My M. Sir “fobz, is come in at your back door (Mit 
Ford), and requefts your company. 

Mi: Page. You little Jack-a-lent, have you been true 
to us? 

Rob.1, le be fworn: my Mafter knows not of your be- 
ing here: and hath threatned to put me into everlafting 
Liberty, if I tell you of it: for he fwears he’l turn me a- 
way. 

Mi, Page. Thow’rta good bay : this fecrefie of thine 
fhall be a Yaylor to thee, and fhal! make thee a new doublet 
and hofe. VPle go hide me. 

Mi: Ford. Do fo: go tell thy Mafter Lam alone: Miftris 
Page, remember you your Qu. ss 

ei), Page. 1 warrant thee: if I do not act it, hifs 


c. +2 
ie >. pn tity. 
; eM F ards Go to then: we’l ufe this unwholefome hu- 


midity, this grofs watry Pumpion; we’lteach himto know 
Turtles from Jays. Exter Fal. 

Fal. Havel caught thee, my heavenly Jewel? Why, 
now let mie die; for [have liv’d longenough: ‘This is the 
period of my ambition; O this blefled hour. 

Mi: Ford. O {weet Sir “Fehn. 

Fal, Miftris Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate (Miftris 
Ford): now fhalll fin in my with ; T'would thy Husband 
were dead, V’le {peak it before the beft Lord, I would make 
thee my Lady. 

Mif: Ford. 1 your Lady, Sir ‘Fohn 2? Alas, I fhould bea 
pitiful Lady. 

Fal. Let the Court of France fhew me {uch another: I 
fee how thine Eye would emulate the Diamond: Thou 
haft the right arched-beauty of the brow, that becomes the 
Ship-Tire, the Tire-Valiant, or any Tire of Venetian ad- 
mittance. 

Mi. Ford. A plain Kerchiffe, Sir foba: 

My brows become nothing elfe, nor that well neither. 

| Fal. Thou arta tyrant to fay fo: thou would’ft make 
an abfolute Courtier, and the fitm fixure of thy foor 
would give an excellent motion to thy gate, in a femicir- 
cled Farthingale. I fee what thou wert, if Fortune thy 
foe were not, Nature thy friend: Come, thou canft not 
hide it. 

Mil" F ord. Believe me, there’s no fiich thing in me. 

Fal. What made mé love thee ? Let that perfwade thee. 
‘There’s fomething extraordinary in thee: Come, I cannot 
cog, and fay, thou art this and that, likea many of thefe 

| lifping Haw-thorn buds, that come like women in mens 
apparel, and fmelllike Buck/ers-berry in fimpling-time: 1 
cannot; but! love theé, none but thee ; and thon defer- 
velit it. 

Mi/: Ford. Do not betray me, Sir ; 1 fear you love Mrs. 
Page. 

Fal. Thou might’{t as well fay, love to walk by the 
Counter-Gate, which is as hateful to méas the reek of a 
Lime-kill. 

Mi. Ford. Well, heaven knows how | love you, and you 
fhall one day find ir, 

Fal. Keepin that mind : Ple deferve it. 

Mi. Ford. Nay, 1 muf tell you, foyou do ; or elfe } 

| could not be in that mind. VV thin. | 

Rob. Miftris Ford, Miftris Ford, here’s Miftris Page at the | 
door, fweating, and blowing, and looking wildly, and 
would needs {peak with yon prefently. 

Fal. She fhall not fee me ; I will enfconce me behind the 
Arras. 

M. Ford. Pray you do fo; fhe’s a very tatling woman. 
What’s the matter? how now 2 Enter Mif. Page. 

Mi; Page. O Miltris Ford, what have you done ? 
Yourgfham’d, y’are overthrown, y’are undone for ever. 

Mi. Ford. What’s the matter, 200d Miftris Page? , 

M€if. Page, O well-a-day, Mittris Ford, having an ho- 
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| You wrong your felf too much, ; 


- ~ A Aenean ee reeen 
Heft man to your husband, to give him fueh cau: fia’ 
pition 

Mif. Ford. What caule of 7? 


Mi) Pave. What caufe o 
How am I miftook in you? 

Mi. Ford. Why (alas)! what’s the matter ? 

Mi. Page. Your husband’s coming hither (wo 
with all the Officers in VVindior, to feareli fer a Gentle 
man that he fays is herenow inthe houf@s by your con 
fent, to take an ill advantage of his abfence® you are un- 
done. : 

Mi: Ford. *'Tis not fo, | hope. 

Mi. Page. Pray heaven it be not fo, that you have fitch 
aman here: but’tis moff certain your husband’s coming 
with half V’Vindfor at his heels, to arch for fuch a one, I 
come’before to tell you: If you know your felf clear, why, 
[am glad of it: butif you have a friend he re, convey; con+ 
vey him out. Be notathia#d, call all your fenfes to you, 
defend your Reputation, or bid farewell'to your good life 
for ever. ih 


tion? Out upon you: | 


| 
~ 
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Mi. Ford. What thai! I do? There is a Gentleman, my 
dear friend: and I fear not my own fhame fo much as his 
aay) ad rarherth- SSS : 7 
perus I had ratherthana thoufand pound he were out of 


the houfe. 

My. Page. For thame, never ftand (you had rather, and 
you had rather) ; your husband’s here at hand, bethink 
you of fome'conveyance:in the houfe you cannot hide him, 
Oh, how have you deceiv’d me? Look, here is a basker, if 
he be of any reafonable ftature, hemay ¢reep‘in here, and 
throw foul linnen upon him, as if it were going to bucking : 
Orit is whiting time, fend him by your two mien to Darch- 
et- Mead, : 

Mi. Ford. Be’s too big to go in t 
do ¢ ; 

Fal, Let me fee’t, let me e’t, O let mefee’r: 

Vlein, Vein: Follow your friends countéls Vle int. 

Mi. Page. What, Sir ‘fohn Falftaffe, are thefe your Let- 
ters, Knight ¢ 

Fal. love thee, help me away ; let mé creep imhere: Ple 
never 

Mi. Page. Help to cover your Mafter (boy): Call-your 
men (Miftris Ford): You diffembling Knight. 

Atif. Ford. VVhat, fobn, Robert, ‘fobn, gotakeu pthefe 
cloathes here, quickly: VVhete’s the Cowl-ftaff 2 Look 
how you drumble: Carry them to the Landref$in Darcb- 
et-Mead: quickly, come. 

Ford. “Pray you Come near: if I fufpect without caufe, 
VVhy then make {port at me, then let me be your jeft, 
Ideferve it. How now? VVhether bear you this? 

Ser. To the Landrefs, forfooth. 

Mi: Ford. VVhy, what have you to do whether they 
bearit? You were beft meddle with Buck-wathing. 

Ford. Buck? 1 would Icould wath my felf’ of the Buck: 
Buck, Buck, Buck, I Buck : I warrant you Buck, and of the 
feafon too, it fhall appear. 

Gentlemen, 1 have dream’d to night; Ple tell you 
my dream: here, here, heré be my Keys; afcend my 
Chambers, fearch, feek, find out: le warrant we’l un- 
kennel the Fox. Let me ftop this way firft: So, now un- 
cape. 

Page: Good Mafter Ford, be contented: 


here: What thall I 


ery Teer Ce Se 


Ford. Yrue (Matter Pge): Up Gentlemen: you fhall fee 
{port anon: follow me, Gentlemen. ; 
Evans. This is ferry fantaftical humours and jealou- 
fies. ‘ 

Cai, By gar, "tis nothe fafhion of France; it is not jea- 
lous in France ————. : Exeunt. 

Page. Nay, follow him (Gentlemen), fee the ifiue of his 
fearch. 

Mi. Page. Is there not a double excellency in this ? 

MM. Ford. | know not whieh pleafes me better, that my 
Husband is deceived, or Sir Fobn. 
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ve. V Vhata taking was he 

was in the basket ¢ 
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Mil. Ford. Lam half afraid: he will have need of wain 

Varer will do hinra be 
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Fen. VVhy, thou mult be thy fe 


te doth object 


t (eek to heal it only by his Wealth. 


ing: fo throwing him into tue Water 


L would all of | MY Riots paft, my wild Societies ; 
And tells me, ’tisa thing impoflible 


UW 


T .. BTW Means ie, hee 
Mi, Pazee Hang him, difhoneft Rafcal : 
train were.in the fame diftrefs- 


think my husband hath fome fpecial fufpition 


the fam 
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0 Ford. Shall we fend that foolifh Carrion, 
Duickly to him, and excufe his throwing into te W ater, 
a } 7 nt =T id J 
and give him another hope, to betray him to another pu 

H nithment ? Bias a 
Mil. Page. Well doit : let him be fent for to morrow by 

i[eP age. reoy 
Eight a clock, to have amends: Enter All. 
Ford. Icannot fusd-him: may be te Knave bragg’d of 
that he could not cotn pals. 
Ail, Page. Heard you that ? ; 
Mil Ford. Youwle me well, Maft. Ford: do you: 
Ford, 1,1, 1dofo. 

} A fi. Page: Heavenm™ 
Ford. Amen. : ; 
Mil: Page. You do your felf mighty wrong (Mr. 

Ford). : 
Ford. 1,1: Imuft,bear tt. 
Rev. lf there be any pody in the houfe, and in the cham- 


bers, and imthe cofiers, andin the preffes : heaven forgiv 


my fins: : 
Cai. By gar, norl too: there is no bodies. 
Page. Fie, fie, M. Ford, are you not afham 
Spirit, what Devil fuggefts this imagination met would not 
ha your Diftemper in this:-kind, forthe Wealth of /Vind{or- 
Gaftle._ ; 
me Tis my fault (M. Page): Ifuffer for it. -. 
Ev. You fafier for a pad-conicience : your Wife is as ho- 
nefta o’mans, as I will defires among five thoufand, and | cle. 
fivehindred too. . 
Cai. By gar, | fee ’tis an honeft. Womane 
| Ford. ‘VVell: I promis’d you a Dinner : come, come, | /Ferfhire. 
| walk in the Park: I pray you pardon me: 1 will hereafter 
make known to you why | have done this. Come Wife, 
come Mi. Pagel pray you pardon ime: Pray heartily par-| gr 
don me. 
Page. Let’s gain, Gentlemen; but (truft me) we’l mock} ture. 
him: I doinvite you to morrow morning to my houfe to} . Azz: 


Breakfaft: after we’l a birding together; I have a fine | felf. 

Hawk for the buth. Shall it be fo? 

Ford. Any thing. 

Evan. if there is one, I fhall make two inthe Compa-| dz. Now Maffer Slender. 

ny. Slen. Now good Miftris Aun. 

Cai. If there be one or two, | fhall makeeathe turd. An. VVhat is your Will? 

Ford. Pray you go, M. Page. 

Evan. | pray you now remembra 

lowfie Knave, mine Hoft. 

Cai. Dat is good by gar, with all my heart. Ann. 1 mean 

Evan, Alowfie Knave, to have his gibes, and his mocke- | me? 
Exeunt. 


That. now | aim at, 
‘An. Gentle M. Fenton, 


If opportunity and humbleft fuit 


My Kinfman fhall {peak for himfelf. 


turing. 
Shal. Be not difmaid. 


ake you better than your thoughts. 


you. 


°>¢>? What | Pray you a word with you. 
Shal. She’s coming : to her Coz. 
O boy, thou had’ft a Father. 


ee of a Squire. 


—— 


i eer 


your Father : here he comes. 


Scena Cuarta. 


{ fhould love thee, but as a property. 


Albeit I will confefs, shy Father’s Wealth 


lawhe ti! STAT 
louie till now E : 
Mil; Page it lay a plot to try that and we will yet 
Mi : bey J ag palsies beet TVas the firft motive thi mrad thee 4 
e more tricks With Falfaffe: his diffolure Difeafe vill | VVas the firft motive that ] woo’d thee Cuan): 
1Ve 1 f Tighs Vv ALL] > i : 
er 4 ae Nader f Yet wooing thee, found thee of more value 
{car ey this. Meaicine- Sis f ec of m al 
Carrion, Mif| Than ftamps in Gold, or fums infealed Bags: 


And °tig the very Riches of thy felf 


Yet feek my Father’s love, ftill eek it, fir : 


Cannot attain it, why then hark you hither. but] 
Shal. Break their talk, Miftris Quickly, ™ 


- Slen. No, the fhafl not difmay me: 
[care not for that, but I am affeard. 
Qui. Hark ye: M. Slender would fpeak a word with 


Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pound 


Shal. Marry, 1 thank you for it: 
good comfort : fhe calls you ( ‘Coz, : Pie leave you. 


ries. 

with you : your Father and my Uncle 
ifit be my luck, fo: if not, happy man be hisdo 
can tefl you how things go better than{ can: you ma 


Jam teo great of birth, 

\nd that my ftate being gall’ with my expence, 
i 
{ 
{ 


Befides thefe, other bars he lays befo; e me, 


Ai! itt : vase 4 a epee teas 
€ Falftaife’s being here! i never faw him fo grofs in his j¢a- An. May be he tells you true. 
Oe Fen. No, heaven fo {peed me in my. time to come, 


Slen. ’le make a fhaft.or a bolt on’t.: *d’slid ’tis but ven- 
t 


An. tcome to him. ‘This is my Father’s choice. 

e|O, what a World of vilde ill-favour'd faults 

Looks handfome in three hundred pounds a year? = 
Qui. And how do’s good Mafter Fenton ¢ 


| Slen. Thad a Father (M. Ann): my Uncle can tell you 
good jefts of him: Pray you, Uncle, tell M. Ans the jeft, 
how my Father ftole two Geefe out of a Pen, good Un- f 


Shal. Miftris Aun, my Coufin loves you. 
Slen, 1, that 1do, as wéllas I loveany Woman in Gloce= | 


Shal. He will maintain you like a Gentlewoman. 
Slen. I, that I will: come cut and long-tail, under the de 


s Join- 


Good Matter Shallow, let him wooe for him- 


| thank you for that : 


|» Slen, My Will ? Od’s-heart-lings, that’s a pretty jeft tn- 
nce to morrow on the | deed: I ne’re made my W ill yet (thank heaven): fam not 


fuch a fickly creature, I give heaven praife. 
(M. Slender), what would you with 


Sles. Truly for mine own part, I would little or nothing 


have made motions: 
le: they 
y ask 


Page. Now Mafter Stender : Love him daughter Aza. 


. ; : VVhy how now ? VVhat do’s Mafter Fenton here 2 
: : : You wrong me, Sir, thus ftill] to haunt my (ear { 
Enter Fenton, Ann Page, Shallow, Slender, Quickly, | { told one Sir, my daughter is dif ee ? 
J °° 0 A eee . 
Page, Mil} So= Fen. Nay, Mafter Page, be not impatient. 


hy Father’s love ; Page. She isno match for you. 
Fen. Sir, will you hear me ¢ 
Page. No, good Mafter Fenton. 


Fen: feel cannot get t 
‘Therefore no more turn me to him ({weet Nan). 
At.gA\as! how then? 


oe nee 


Mi, Page. Good Matter Fenten, comenotto my child. 


Come 


Ls 


ewe 


Be sien cc c oe <uF="=5-550 ESS REEENEEEEENEEEEn ‘cebser ste 
T be merry Wives of VV indfor. en 

Se ria a bl ch le 
Come Matter Shallow: Come Son Slender, in; Fal. Mifref; Didactics 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, Mafter Fenton. thrown into the I ly fale Ford ot 
Qui, Speak to Miftrefs Page. Qui. Alas the day (good-heait) tha ESR 
Fen. Good Miftrefs Page, for that [love your daughter | fhe do’s fo take on With her men; they miiook their e- 
In fach a righteous fafhion as ! do, retin. ) pops 8 
Perforce, againft all checks, rebukes, and manners, Fal, SodidT mine, to build upon a foolith Womatis 
I muft advance the colours of my love, Qui. Well,fhe laments fir for it,that ir would yer :¥, a 
Andnot retire. Let me have yout good will. heart to fee it: her husband goes this morning a Bir tins 


e4nne. Good Mother, do not marry me to yon fool. {the defires you once more to come toler, between eight 


band. you amends I warrant you. 
Qui. That’s my Mafter, Mafter Doctor. Fal. Well, will vifit her, tefl her fo ; and bid her think 
Anne. Alas [had rather be fet quick th earth, what a man is: Let her confider his frailcy, and then 
And bow!’d to death with Turnips. judg of my merit. 
Mi. Page. Come, trouble not your felf good Mafter Quai, I will tell her. 
Fenton, I will not be your friend, nur enemy : Fal. Do fo. Between nine and ten faift thou ? 
My daughter will, I queftion how fhe loves you, Oxi. Eight and nine Sir 
Andas| find her, foam | affected : Fal. Well, be gone : I will not mifs her. 
Till then, farewell Sir, fhe muft needs goin, Qui. Peace be withyou Sir. Fea 
Fal. marvel | hear notof Mafter Broom : he fent me 


Her Father will be angry. 


Fen. Farewell gentle Miftrets: farewell Naz. word to ftay within: [like his money well. 

Qui. Thisis my doing now - Nay {aid I, will you caft | Oh, here he comes. Enter Ford. 
away your childona Fool, and 4 Phyfician ? Ford. Blets you fir. 
Look on Mafter Fenn, this is my doing Fal. Now Matter Broom, you come to know what hath 


Fen. I thank thee : and I pray thee once to night, paft'between me and Fords wife. 
Give my fweet Nan this Ring : ther’s for thy pains. Enit. Ford. That indeed ( Sir Fvhx ) is my bufinefs. 
Qui. Now heaven (end thee good fortune, akindhbeart| Fai. Matter Broom | Will not lie to you, 
he hath: a woman would run through fire and water for | I was at her houfe the hous 
fach a kind heart. Butyet,{ would my maiter had Mittris} . Ford. And {ped you Sir? 
Anne, or | would Mafter Slender bad her: or (in footh) I Fal very \tl-favourdly, Mafter Broom. 
would Matter Fenton had her: 1 wifldo what Ican for) Ford How Sir, did fhe change her determination ? 
them all three, for fo I have promis’d and I’le be as good | Fal. No (M. Broom) but the peaking Cornuto her haf 
ut fpecioufly for Mafter Fenton, Well. I} band ( M. Broom )} dwelling in a continual larum of jea- 


fhe annointe , 
fhe appointed me. 


as my word, b 


muft of another errand to Sir Fobn Falfaffe from my two | loufie comes in the inftant of our encounter.afcer we had 
Mitrefles ;. whata beatt am I to flack it. Exit.| embrac’d,kis’d protefted &(as it were){poke the prologue 
| of our Comedy: and athis heels, a rabble of his compa- 


nions, thither provoked and inftigated by his. diftemper, 


and (forfooth) toféarch his houfe for his wives love, 

Ford. What? While you were there ¢ 

Fal. While I was there. 

Ford. And did he fearch for you & could not find you ? 

Fal. You fhall hear,As good luck would have it comes 
Enter Falftaffe, Bardolfe, Quickly, Fords in one Mittris Page, gives intelligence of Fords approach : 
and in her invention, and Ferds wives diftraction, they 
Fal. Bardolfe \ fay. conveyed me into a Buck-basket. 

Bar. Here Sir. Ford. A Buck basket? 

Fal. Go, fetch me a quart of Sack, put a toft in’t | Fal, Yea: a Buck-basket : ram’d me in with foul Shirts 
Havel liv’dto be carried in a Basket like a barrow of and $mocks, Socks, foul Scockings, greal Napkins, that 
butchers Offal; and to be thrownin the Thames? Well,|( Mafter Broom ) there was the rankeft compound of 
if | be ferved fuch another trick, | le have my brains | viflanous fmell that ever offended noftril. 


tane out and butter’d, and give: tliem to a dog-for a Ford. And how long lay you there? 


Meee ee Oe oe an oer Sahai TES TREAT DE siete aaa 


Scena Lertia. 


New-years gift. The rogues flighced me into the river | Fal Nay you fhall hear (Matter Broom’) what I 
| have fuffered, to bring this woman to evil, for. your 


with as little remorfe, as they Would have, drown’d a 
blind bicches Puppies, fifteen ith litter: and you mai] 
knéw bY my fize, that [have a kind of alacrity in fink: Knaves, his hinds were call’ 

ing: if the bottom were as deep as hell, | fhould down, | carry me inthe name of foul Cloaths to Dutchet-lane ; 
Thad been drown’d, but that the thore was fhelvy aud | they took me on their fhoulders , met the jealous Knave 
hallow: a death that | abhor: for the water fwells a their Matter in the door ; who ask’d them once or twice 
man; and what a thing fhould | have been when had | what they had in their Basket? I quak’d for fear, left 
been{well’d? 1 fhould have been a Mountain of Mum- the Lunatick Knave would have fearch’d ir : but Fate 
my. (ordaining he fhould be a Cuckold) held his hand: well, 
Bar. Here’s Miftref$ Quick/y Sir, to {peak with you. on went he for a fearch, and away went 1 for foul 
Fal. Come, let me pour in fome Sack to the Thames { Cloaths : But mark the fequell (Matter Broom ) | fufte- 


water :for my belly’s.as cold as if had fwallowed {now- | ted the pangs of three (everal deaths: firft, an intollera- 


balls for pills tocoolthe reins. Call her in ble fright, to be detected with a jealous rotten Bell-wea- 
Bar. Come in woman. Eater Quickly. ther: next tobe compafs’d like a good Bilbo in the cir- 
Qui. By yourleave: i cry your mercy ? cumference of a peck, hile to point, heel to head. And 
Give your worthip goed morrow. then to be ftopt in hke a ftrong diftiliation wath ftink- 
Fal. ‘Uake away thefe Ghallices : ing Cloaths, that fretted in their own greale: think of 
Go, brew mea pott!eof Sack finely. that, amanof my Kidney ; think of that, that am as fib- 
Bard. WithEgys Sir? ject to heat as Butter: a man of continual difiolution, 
Fal. Simple oi it {elf? Ple no Pullet-Sperm in my | and thaw® it was a miracie to feape fulfocation. And in 
brewage. How now ¢ the height of this Bath ( when I was more than half 


Qui. Marry Sir, | come to your worfhip from Mi. Ford itew’d in greafe ) like a Dutch-difh: tobe thrown into 
x the 


good: Being thus cranyd in the basket, a couple of Fords 


d forth by their Miftris, to 


Mi: Page. 1 mean it not, I feek you a better huf-| and nine: I mutt carry her word quickly, the'li make | 


| 


RAL, SEAT 2 Top ay ak 


viscid at ia ine 
I the Thames, and cool’d, glowing hot, in that (Mge like a 
| Horfhoe ; think of that : hifling hot, think of that (Ma- 
\fter Brecm. y : 
| Ford. In good fadnef Sir, | am forry, that for my fake 
you {uilered allthis. My fuit then is defperate : You'll 
undertake her no more ¢ rey 
Fal. Mafter Broom : 1 will be thrown into Erna, as | 
have been into Thames, ere! will leave her thus; her 
husband is this morning gone a birding: I have received 
f-orn her another ainbaflie of meeting: twixt eight and 
nine is the houf ( Matter Broom, ) 
Ford. *Yispait eight already Sir. r 
Fal Isit 2 1 will thenaddrefs me to my appointment. 
Come to me at your convenient leifure, and you fhall 
know how I {peed : and the conclufion fhall be crowned 
with your enjoying her: adieu, you fhall have her 
( Mafter Broom ) Matter Broom, you fhall cuckold 
Ford. Exit. 
Ford. Hum: ha? is this a vifion? is thisa dréam ? 
dol fleep? Mafter Ford awake, awake Mafter Ford 4 
there’s a hole made in your belt coat (Mafter Ford:) this 
tis to be married ; this ’tis to have Linnen, and Buck- 
baskets: Well, I will proclaim my felf what | am: 1 
willnow take the Leacher: heis at at my houte: he cannot 
(cape me: ’tis impoflible he fhould : he cannot creep into 
a half penny purfe, nor into a Pepper-box : But leit the 
Devil that guides him, fhould aid him, I will fearch im- 
poflible places : tho what lam, 1 cannot avoid; yet to 
be what | would not, fhall not make me tame: if I have 
horns, to make one mad, let the proverb go with me, I’le 
tbe horn-mad. 


ane 


Excunt. 


‘ 


ee ne Eee 


Atlus Cuartus. Scena Primd. 


Enter Miftre[s Page, Quickly, William, Evans. 


Mif, Page. Ishe at M, Ford: already think ft thou? 

Oui; Sureheis by this ; or will be prefently ; but tru- 
ly he is very couragious mad, about his throwing into 
the water. Miftrefs Ford defires you tocome fiddenly. 

Mif, Page. Vie be with her by and by: Tle but bring 
my young man here toSchool : look where his Matter 
comes, “usa playing-day I fee: how now Sir Hugh, no 
School to day @ : 

“va. No: Mafter Slender is let the boys leave to play- 

Qvi. *Blefling of his heart, 

Atif, Page. Sir Hugh, my Husband fays my Son pro- 


fits nothing in the world at his Book: I pray you ask/ ferance , T fee you are obfequious in your love. and J pros 


him fome queftions in his Accidence. 
Eva. Come hither William ,hold up your head;come. 
Mif. Paze. Come firrah; hold up your head ; anfwer 
your Matter, be not afraid. 
Evan. William, how many Numbers is in Nouns ¢ 
Will. ‘Two. 
Qui. Truly, I thought there had been one Number 
more, becanfe they fay, od’s Nowns. 


Evan. Peace,your tatlings. What is ( Fair ) William ?\ befides your feif? 


Will. Pulcher. 
| yi. Poulcats? there are fairer things than Poulcats, 
fure. 
Evan. Yonare a very fimplicity oman: I pray you 
peace. What is ( Lapis) William ? 
Will. A ftone. 
Evan. And whatis aStone (William ? ) 
Will. A Peeble. 
Ewan, No ; itis Lapis: 1 pray you remember in your 
prain. , « 
Will. Lapis. 


Evan, ‘Vhatis a good William: what is he( William )| civility, and patience to this his diftemper he is in now: 


that does lend Art cles. 


cepa nee en eo ee 
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Will. Articles are tor1owed of the Picicin; zick 
thus declined, Sing ulariter xe minaiivo hic, lac, hee, 

Evan. Niminatico hig, keg. hogy Prey, ¥Cu mark: 
Genitivo bujus: Well..what is your Accxfative cafe, 

Will. Accufative b.nc. : 

Evan. | pray you. have your remembrance (child) e- 
cufatiwo, Ling, bang, beg. 

Qui. Hang-hog is Latire for Pacon. J warrant you, 

Eva. Leave you prabbles (o’man) Whatis the Foca- 
tive cafe ( William?) 

Will. O, Vecativa, O. 

Evan. Remember William. Focative, \s caret. 

Qui. And that’s a good root. 

Evan. O'man, forbear. 

Mi: Page. Peace. 

Evan. What is your Genitive cole p 

Vill. Genitive cale ¢ 

Evan. 1. 

Will. Genitive horum, harum, horum. 

Qui. "Vengeance of Ginyes cafe ; fie on her: néver 
name her (child) if fhe be a whore. 

Eva. For fhame 0’man. 

Qui. You do ill to teach the child fuch words: he 
teaches him to hic, and to hac ; which theyll do faft ef 
nougb ef themfelves, and to call borum ; fie upon you, 

Evan. O’man, art thon Lunaties ? haft thou no un- 
derftandings for thy Cafes, and the numbers of the Gen- 
ders? {hou art as foolifh Chriftian creaturesas 1 would 
defires, 

Mi/. Page. Prethee hold thy peace. : 

Evan. Shew me now ( Willicm ) fome declenfions of 
your Pronouns. 

Will. Forfooth, [have forgot. 

Eva. lt isQui, que, quod ; it you forget your Quies, 
your Ques, and your Quods, you muft be preeches : Go 
your ways, and play, go. 

M, Pa. He is a better Scholar then Ithonght he was. 

Eva. He is a good {fprag memory : Fareweil. 17. Pg. } 

Mij: Page. Adieu good Sir Hugh. 
Get you home boy, Come we flay too long. 


lural ( Willian 2) 


7 


Exeunt 


———e 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Falfaffe, MifFord, Mil Page, Servants, Ford, 
ip PET a, ioe. 1 | ee 
age, Caius, evans, obatica 


Fal. Miftre(s Ford, your forrow hath eaten up my fut 


| fe requital toa hairs breadth, not only Miftrefs Ford, in 
| the fimple office of love, but in all the accouftrement, 
| complement, and ceremony of it; but are you fure” of 
| your husband now ? A 

Hi: Ford. He’sa birding (tweet fir fobn. ) 

Mi: Page. What hoa, goflip Ford : what hoa. 

Mif. Ford. Step into th’chamber, Sir ‘febn. Enter. 

Mi. Page. How now ( {weet heart ) who’s at home 


Mi. Ford. Why none but mine own people. 

Mi Page. Indeed? 

Mif. Ford. Nocertainly : fpeak louder. 

Mi; Page. Truly, lam fe glad you have no body here: 

Mil, Furd. Why? E 

Mi. Page. Why woman, your husband is in his Old, 

linesagain: he fo takes on yonder with my. husband, fo 
rails againft all marred mankind; fo curfes all Eves 
daughters, of what complexion foever; and fo buffets 
himfelf on the fore-head : crying peer-out, peer-out, 
, that any madnefs I ever yet beheld, feem’d but tamenefs, 


I am glad the fat Knight is nor here: 
Mil. Ford. 


es + 


Mi. Ford, Why 


do's he talk of him ? 

Mil. Page. Of none but him, and {wears he was car- 
ried out the lafttime he fearch’d for him, in a Basket : 
Protefts to my husband he is now here, and hath drawn 
him and the reft of their company from their fport, to 


the knight is not here ; 
7 ie 
Mi. Ford. How near is he,Miftris Page 


Mi, Ford.1 am undone, the Knight is here. : 

Mi. Page. Why then you are utterly fham’d, and he's 
but a dead man. 
him, away with him: Better fhame than murther. 

Mil Ford. Which way fhould he go? How fhould | 
beftow him ? Shall I put him into the basket again? 

Fal. No, P’le come no more i’th Basket : Enter. 
May I not go out ere he come? 

Mil, Paze. Alas: three of Mafter Fords brothers watch 
the door with Piftolls, that none fhall iffue out: otherwife 
you might flip away ere he came: But what make you 
here ? 

Fal. What fhall ldo? [le creep up into the chimney. 

‘ Mi. Ford. There they 
Birding-pieces: creep into the Kill-hole. 

Fal. Where is it? ; 

Mi, Ford. He. willfeek there on my word: Neither 
Prefs, Coffer, Cheft, Trunk, Well, Vault, but he hath 


houfe. 
Fal: Vle go out then. 


die Sir Fobn, unlefs you go out difguis’d. How might we 
difguife him ? 

Mi. Page. Alafs-the-day I know not, there is no wo 
mans Gown big enough for him: otherwife he might put 
ona Hat, a Mufiler, a Kirchiff, and fo efcape. 

Fal. Good hearts devife fomething: any extremity, 
rather than mifchief. _ 

Mif. Ford. My Maids Aunt, the fat woman of Brain- 

ord, has a Gown above. 

Mi: Page. On my word it will ferve him: fhe’s as 
big ashe is: and there’s her thrumb Hat, and her Muflier 
too: runup Sir ‘ohn. 

Mif. Ford. Go, go, fweet Sir Fohn: Miftris Page and 
I will look fome Jinnen for your head. 

Mi: Page. Quick, quick, we'll come drefs you ftraight: 
put on the Gown the while. Exit. 

Mi}. Ford. 1 would my husband would meet him in this 
fhape: he cannot abide the old woman of Brainford: he 
{wears fhe’s a Witch, forbad her my houfe, and hat! 
threatned to beat her. 

Mi Page. Heaven guide him to thy husbands cudgell : 
and the Devi! guide his cudgell afterwards. 

Mi; Ford. Butis my husband coming ? . , 

Mi, Page. Lin good fadne(s is he, and talks of the Baf- 
ket too, howfoever he hath had intelligence. 

Mi; Ford. We'll try that; for I’le appoint my men 
tocarry the basket again, to meet him atthe door wich 
it, as they didlaft time. ~ 

Mif' Page. Nay, but he’ll be here prefently: let’s go 
drefS himlike the Witch of Brainford. 

Mi. Ford. Vie firft direct my men, what they fhall 
do with the Basket: Go up, I’le bring linnen for him 
ftraight. 

Mi): Page. Hang him difhoneft Varlet, 

We cannot mifufe him enough : 

We'll leave a proof by that which we will do, 
Wives may be merry, and yet honeft too : 

We do not act, that often jeft and laugh, 

Tis old, but true, {till Swine eats all the draugh. 

Mil. Ford. Gofirs, take the Basker again on your 
oulders: your Matter is hard at door: if he bid you fet 


all 
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make another experiment of his fufpition: But I am glad | way thentounfool me again ? Set down the Basket villain: 
now he fhall fee his own foole-| fomebody call my wife: Youth ina Basket: Ob you Pan- 


Mi: Page. Hard by, at ftreets end,he will be here anon.| Wife I fay: Come, come forth: behold what honett 


‘hata woman are you? away with } loofe any longer, yout muft be pinnion’d. 


always ufe to difcharge their | firrali. 


an abftract for the remembrance of fich places, and goes cloathes ? Come, away 
to them by his Note: There is no hiding you in the 


AQ 
ae 


Enter Ser- 


it down, obey him: quickly, difpatch. 
1 Ser. Come, come, take it up. 
2 Ser. Pray heaven it be not full of the Knight again. 
1 Ser. 1 hope not, I had as lief bear fo much Lead. 
Ford. but ifit prove true (Matter Page) have you any 


i derly Rafeals, there’sa knot: a ofng, a pack, a coi pira- 
cy againft me: Now fhall the Devil be fham’d. Whar, 


clothes you fend for to bleaching 


Page. Why, this pafles Mf. Ford: you are not to go 


Evans. Why, thisis Litnaticks: this is 
| dog. 

Shal. Indeed M. Ford, thisis not well indeed. 
| Ford. So fay 1 too fir,come hither Miltris Ford, Miftris 
| Ford, the honeft woman, the modeft wife, the vertuous | 
\creature, that hath the jealous fool to hér husband: | 
jfufpect without caufe (Miftris) dol? 

Mi: Ford. Heaven be my witnefs you do, ifyou fufpect 
ime in any difhonefty. 

Ford, Well faid brazen-face, hold it out: Come forth 


mad as a mad 


Page. This pafles. . 
Mi. Ford. Are you not afham’d, let 
Ford. 1 {hall find you anon. 

Evans.’ Tis unreafonable; will you take up your wives 


the cloathes alone. 


Ford. Empty thé Basket I fay. 
Mif. Ford. Why man, why ¢ 


Ford. Mafter Page, aslam a man, thesé Was One con- 


pS etia pendent ieee 


Mi: Ford. If you go outin your own femblance, you | vey’d out of my honfe yefterday in the Lasker: why may | 


not he be there again? in my houfe 1am fare he is: my 
intelligence is true, my jealonfieis reafonabie, pluck me | 
out all the linnen. | 

Mi: Ford. If you finda man there, he fhall die a Fleas | 
death. 

Page. Here’s no man, 

Shal. By my fidelity this is not well Mr. Ford: This } 
wrongs you. 
ginations of your own heart: this is jealoufies. 


Evan. M. Ford. you mutt pray, and not follow the ima- 
Ford. Well, he’s not here I feek for. 


Page. No, nor no where elfe but in your brain. 

Ford. Help to fearch my houfe this one time: if] find 
not whatI feek, fhew nocolour of my extremity: Let 
me forever be your Table-fport: Lee them fay of me as 
jealous as Ford, that fearched a hollow Wall-nut for his 
Wives Lemman. Satisfie me once rore, once mofe fearch 
With mé. 


Mi: Ford. What hoa (Miftris Page) corhe you and | 
the o!d woman dowi: nity Husband will come into the 
Chamber. 

Ford. Old woman? what old woman’s that ? 


My. Ford. VVhy it ismy Maids Aunt of Brainford. 

Ford. A VVitch, a Quean, an old cozening Quean; 
Have I not forbid her my houfe? She comes of errands 
do’s fhe? VVeare fimple men, we do not know what’s 
brought to pafs under the profeflion of Fortune-telling. 
She works by Charfms, by Spells, by th’Figtre, and fuch 
dawbry as this is, beyond our Element: we know no- 
thing. Come down you VVitch, you Hag you, coma 
down I fay. 

Mi. Ford. Nay, good (weet husband, good Gentle- 
men, let him not ftrike the old woman. Ener Fal. 

Mif. Page. Come Mother Pra?, Come give me your 
hand. : 

Ford. Pie Prat her: Out of my door you VVitch, you 
Hag, you Baggage,you Poulcat,you Runnion,out, out:lJe 
conjure you, Pie Fortune-tell you. ; 

Exit Fal. 

Myf, Page. Are you not afham’d? 

[ chink you have kill d the poor woman, 


E Mif. Ford. 


a 
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~ Mi. Ford. Nay he willdo it, ’tis a gS eal i a tab in fabmiflion, as in offence, 
you. : But let our plot go forward : Let our Wives 
| Ford. Hengher Witch, oman ig a Witch | Yet once-again (to make us publick fporr) 
|. Evans. By yea, and NO», 4 think the chic Wom I {pie | Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, : 
findeed <I like not when a o man has a great peara; | Where we may take him, and difgrace him for-it. 
1 great peard under his Mufller. Bae vba fol Ford. Thereisno better way than that they {poke of. 
“Ford. Will you follow Gentlemen, I santas fe thus} Page. How? to fend him word they'll meet him inthe 
low : fee bur the iflue.of my pape: r pie tg | park at midnight? Fie, fie, he’ll never come 
| upon no tryal, never truft me when | pysn aoe | Evan. You fay *he hath been thrown into the River: 
Page. Let’s obey his humour alittle further : erie: and has been griévoufly peaten, as anald oman: ihe 
Come vemen. ‘ f pitifully s thinks there fhould be terrours in him,that he -fhould not 
A - Truft me he beat him moft pict 1t: he beat} come: Methinks his flefh is punifh’d, he fhall have no 
eUif, Ford..Nay by th’Mafs that he did not: he bee 


him mof unpitifully, me thought. 
him moft unpitifully, methoug ae 
Mil Pave. Vle have the cudgel hallow’d , and hung 
’re the Al it hath done meritorious fervice. 
ore the Aitar, it f r vice. 
Mif. Ford. What think you? May we with the warrant 
of Woman-hood, and the witnefs of a good confcience, 
im with any further revenge ? 
purfue him with any further revenge: 
Bil Page. The {pirit of wantonnefs is fare {Car’d out 
of him: if the Devilhave him not in fee-fimple, wich fine 
3 ? . . . , 
and recovery, be will never, I think, in the way of waite, 
gain. 


attempt us a 
Shall we tell our husbands how we have 


Mil. rd, 
ferved “ pit ‘ z 
Mil. Page: Yes, by all means: if it be but to fcrape the 
figures out of your husbands brain: if they can find in 
their hearts, the poor unvertuous fat Kni ght fhall be any 
further afflicted, we two will flillbe the minifters. 
Mf Ford. Vie warrant they’|have him publickly fham’d, 
and methinks there would be no period to the jeft,fhould 
he not be publickly fham’d. ae 
Mil, Page. Come to the Forge withit, then fhape it: 
[ would not have things cool. Ei dba: 


m? 


Jar, Sir, the German defires to have three of your 
horfes : the Duke himfelf will be to morrow at Court,and 
they are going to meet him. 

Hot, What Duke fhould that be comes fo fecretly 2 
[hear not of him in the Court: let'me fpeak with the 
Gentlemen, they {peak Eng/ifh. 

kar. Sit? Tle call them to you. 

Host. They fhall have my horfes, but ’'le make them 
pay : Ple fawce them, they havehad my houfes a week at 

| command : | have tutn’d away my other guefts,they muft 


|come off, Ple fawce them, come. Reba 
Scena Quarta. 
a . | 
* Enter Page, Ford, Miftris Page, Miftris Ford, 


ana Evans, 


Evans: *Tis one of the beft difcretions of a o’man as 
ever I did look upon. 

Page. And did he fend you bot! 
ftant ? 

Mi. Page Withina quarter of an hour. 

Ford. Pardon me (wife) henceforth do what thou wilt : 
T rather will fufpect che Sun with gold, 
‘Then thee with wantonnefs; Now doth thy honor ftand 
(In him that was of late an Heretick ) ; 
As firm of faith, 


O 


1 thefe Letters at an in- 


~ 


defires. 
Page. So think I too. 
M. Ford. Devife but how you'll ufe him when he comes. 
And let us two devife to bring ‘hiny thither. 
M. Page., There is an’ old tale goes, that’ Herne the 
Hunter (fometime a Keeper in Mind/er Forreft) 
Doth all the Winter time at ftill of midnight 
Walk round abour an Oak, with great rage’d horns, 
And. there he blafts the tree, and takes the Cattel, 
And makes rmilch-kine yield blood, and fhakes a chain 
ina moit hideous and dreadful manner. 
You have heard of fuch a {pirit, and well you know 
The {uperftitious idle-headed-E/d : 
Receiv'd, and did deliver to our age 
This tale of Herve the Hunter for a truth: 
Page. Why yet there want not many. that do fear 
In deep of night to walk by this Hernes Oak - 
But what of this ? 
Mif’ Ford. Marry this is our device, 
That Falfaffe at that Oak fhall meet with us. 
Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he’ come, 
And in this fhape when you have brought him thither, 
What fhall be done with him ? Whatis your plot ? 
M Page. That likewile have we thought upon,and thus: 
Nan Paoge({my datighter) and my little Son, 
And three or four more of their growth, we’l dref 
Like Urchins, @uphes. and Fairies, green and white, 
With rounds of waxen T'aperson their heads, 
And Rattles inthe'r hands ; upon a fudden, 
As Falflaffe, fhe, and.I, are newly met, 
Let them from forth a Saw- pit rnfh at once 
| With fome diffufed fong: Upon their fight 
We two, in great amazednef 


{S will flie : 

Then let them all encircle him about, 

And Fairy-like to. pinch the unclean Knight ; 
And ask him why that hour of Fairy Revel, 
In their fo facred paths, he dares to tread 
In fhape prophane. 

Ford. And tillhe tell the truth, 

Let the fuppofed Fairies pinch him found 
And burn him with their Tapers, 

M. Page. ‘The truth being known, 
We'll all prefent our {elves ; dif hora the fpirit, 
And mock him home to Wimdfer. 

Ford. The Children mutt 
Be practis'd well to'this, or they’fl ne’r do’t. 

Evan. 1 will teach the children their behaviours: and 
Twill belikea Jack-a-napes alfo, to burn the Knight with 
my ‘Taber, 

Ford. That will be excellent, 
l'le go buy them vizards. 

Mif. Page. My Nan fhall be the Queen of all the Fairies, 
finely attired in arobe of white. 

Page. Vhat filk would | go buy, and in that time 
Shall M. Slender fteal my Nan away, 
And marry her at‘Eaton: go, fend to Falfaffe firaight. 

Ford. Nay, Ile to him again in name of Broom, 

He'll tell me all his purpofe: fure he*l come. 

Mif. Page. Fear not you that » Go get us properties 
And tricking for your Fairies. 

Evans. Let us about it, 


3 


4 


} 
4 


pare 


nae ennai 


i 

It is admirable pleafures, and ferry honeit knaveries. 
Mi: Page. Go Mif. Ford, Rew aes 

Send quickly to Sir ‘fobn, to know his mind: 

le tothe Doétor, he hath my goodwill, 

And none but he to marry with Nan Page: 

That Slender (though well landed). is an Ideot: 

And he, my Husband belt of all affects: 

The Doctor is well money’d, and his friends 

Potent at Court: he, none but he fhall have her, ° 

Though twenty thoufand worthier come to tie 4 

Lxtt. 


a ee 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Hoft, Simple, Falftaffe, Bardolfe, Evaris, 
Cajus, Quickly. 


Hoff. What would’ft thou have ? (Boor) what ? (thick- 
skin) fpeak, breathe, difcuf : brief, fhort, quick, fhap. 

Sim. Marry fir, [come to {peak with Sir ‘fobs. Fal- 
ftaffe from M. Slender. 

Ho/?. There’s his Chamber, his Houfe, his Caftle, his 
Standing-bed and Truckle-bed: ’tis painted about with 
the ftory of the Prodigal, frefhand new: go, knock and 
call: he’ll {peak like an Anthropophaginian unto thee: 
Knock I fay. 

Sim. There’s anold woman, a fat woman gone up in- 
to his Chamber: I Je be fo bold as ftay, fir, till fhe come 
down : I come tofpeak with her indeed 

Hoff. Ha? a fat woman? The Knight may be robb’d: 


Ephefian calls. 
Fal. How now, mine Hoft ? 
Hoft. Here’s a Bohemian-Tartar ‘tarries the coring 


her defcend: my Chambers are honourable: Fie, priva- 
cy ? Fie. 


now with me, but fhe’s. gone. 
Brainford ? 


with her 2 


Fal. 1 {pake with the old wonvan about it. 
Sim. And what fays fhe, I pray Sir? 


it. 
Sim. 1 would I could have fpoken with the woman 


from him. 
Fal. What are they ? let us know. 
Hoff. 1, come: quick. 
Fal. 1 may not conceal them (fir) 
ft. Conceal them, or thou dit. 


her or no. 
Fal.’ Tis, tis his fortune, 
Sim. What Sir. 


fo, 4 
Sim. May Ibe bold to fay fo, fir ? 
Fal. I fir: like who more bold. 


be merry Vives of W indfor. 


|away3 like three German-Devils ; 


Tle call, Bully-Knight, Buily-Sir Fobn: fpeak from thy | make a grand preparation for a Dude de 
Lungs Military: Art thou there ? It isthine Hoff, thine | ror: 


down of thy fat woman: Let her defcend (Bully) let | am undone: flye, run; hu and cry (villane) 1 amundone, 


’ Fal. There was (mine Hoft) an old fat woman eyen | been cozened and beaten too: if it fhould come to the ear 
Sim, Pray you fir, was’t not the wife woman of| transformation hath been wafh’d and cudgel’d, 
Fel, | marry was it (Muffel-fhell) what would you )Fifhermens boots with me: f warrant they. would whip 


Sim. My Mafter (Sir) my Matter Slender fet to her, | Pear: I never profper’d, fince I forfwore my felfar ? 


her felf, I had other things to have {poken with her too, } {pecioufly one of them ; Miitris Fed, good heart) is beaten 


se 
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Sim. I thank your worfhip: I fhall make my mafier 


glad with thefe tidings, 


Hof. Thou art clarkly: thou are clarkly (Sir Fobx ) 


was theré a wife woman with thee 2 


Fal. J, that there was (mine Hof) one that hath 


taught me more wit, than ever | !earn’d before in my life: 


and { paid nothing for it neither, but was paid for my 
learning. 
Enter Rard:lph. 
Bar. Out alas (fir) cozenage: meer cozenagé. 
Hoft. Where be my horfes? {peak well of them, var- | 
letto. 


of 
| 


' 
Bar. Run away with the cozeners: for fo foon as 1} 
came beyond! Eaton, they threw me off fron behind | 
one of them ‘im a flow of myre; and fer fjurs, and | 
; 


; three Doctor Fau- 


Fuffes. 

Host. They are goné but fo meet the Duke (villain ) 

do not fay they be fled: Germanes are honeft men. 
Enter Buans, 

Where «is mine Hest? 

ost. What is the matter fir? 

Evan. Havea care of your entertainments: there is 4 
friend of mine come ro town, tells me there is three Co- 
zen-jermans that has Vd all the Hostsof Reading: OF 
Maidenhead , of Cole Brook, of horfes and money : 
you for good will (look you) you are wife, and 
gibes, and vlouting-ftocks: and ’tis not convenient yat 
fhould be cozened, Fare you well. 

Enter Cajus. 

Cai: Ver’is mine Hof? de ‘farteer? 

Host. Here (Mafter Doctor) in perplexity and doubrful 
delemma. 

Cai. I cannot tell vatis da 


COze 


— 

— 
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: but it is tell-a-me, d 


at you 
DY Ny 


famany: Dy 

der is no Duke dat the Court is know, to come 
tell you for good will: adreu, 

Exit. 

Hof. Huy and cry (villarie) go: affift me Knight, t 


Exit: 
Fal. 1 would all the world might be cozen’d; for I have 


of the Court, how I have been transformed ; and how my 
they 
would melt me out of my fat, drop by drop, and liquor 


a 


me with their fine wits, till | were as creit:-faliv asa di?’ 


ee ee mena 


tiHe- 


‘or 
long enough, 1 would re~| 


Enter Quickly: 
Qu, From the two parties forfooth. 
Fal: The Devil take one party, and his Dam the other: | 


Fal. Marry fhe fays, that the very fame man that |and fo they fhall be both beftow’d ; 1 have fufler’d more | 
beguil’d Matter Slender of his Chain, cozen’d him of] for their fakes, more than the villanous inconftancy of 


mans difpofition is able to bear. 
Qui. And*have not they fuffer’d? Yes, I warrant , 


black and blew,that you cannot (ee a white {pot about her | 
Fal. What tetV?{t thou-me of black and blew? | was 
beaten my {elf into all che colours of the Rain-bow : and 
I was like to be apprehended for the Witch. of Brainford, 
but that my admirable dexterity of wit,my counterfeiting 


Sim. Why fir, they were nothing but about Miftris| the action of an old Woman deliver’d me, the Knave 
Anne Page, to know if it were my Matters fortune to have | Conftable had fet me ith’ Stocks, ith’ common Stocks for 


a Witch. 
Qui, Sir, let me fpeak with you in your Chamber, you 
fhall hear how things go,arid(I warrant) to yourcontent : 


; a : : : i a6 = ee 
Fal. ‘Yo have her, or no: go; {ay the woman told me | here isa letter will fay fomewhat : (good hearts ) what a- 


do here is to bring you together? Sure one of you do’s 
not ferve heaven well, that yonare fo crofs'd. 
Fal. Come upinto my Chamber. 


Exeunt. 
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Scena Sextda. 


Enter Fenton, Hoft. 


Host. Matter Fenten, talk nottome, my mind is hea- 
vy : IL will give over all. 

Fen. Yet hear me fpeak : affift me in my purpole, 

And (as! am a Gentlemamt) Ile give thee 

A hundred pound in gold, more than your lofs: 
Joft. Twill hear you (Matter Fenton )and | will 

leaft) keep vour counfel. ; 

Fen. From time to time, I have acquainted you 
With the dear love bear to fair AnnePage, _ 
Who, mutually, hath anfwer’d my affection, 

(So far forth, as her felf might be her chufer) 
Even to my wifh; I have a letter from her 
Of fuich contents, as you will wonder at; 

The mirth whereof, fo larded with my matter, 
That neicher fingly can be manifefted 
Withoutthe thew ofboth: fat Sir Fobn Falftaffe 
Hatha great Scene; the image of the jeft 
Cle thew you here at large (hark good mine Hoét:) 
To night at Hernes Oak, yutt “twixt twelve and one, 
Muft my fweet Nan prefent the Fairie Queen: 
The purpofe why, is here? in which difguife 

While other jefts are fomething tank on foot, 

Her father hath commanded her to flip. 

Away with Slender, aad with him at Eaton 
[mmediately to marry : She hath confented : Now Sir, 
Her mother, (even {trong againft that match, 
And firm for Doctor Cais) hath appointed 
That he thall likewife fhufile her away, 

While other fports are tasking of their minds, 

And at the Deanry, where a Prieft attends 
{Straight marry her: to this her mothers plot 

She ({eemingly obedient) likewife hath 

Made promife to the Doctor: Now thus, ‘it refts, 
Her father means fhe fhall be al! in white; 

And inthat habit, when Slender fees his time 

To take lier by the hand, and bid her go, 

She fhalkgo with him: her Mother hath intended 
(The better to devote her to the Doctor ; 

For they mnuft all be mask’d and vizarded ) 
That quaint in green, fhe fhall be loofe enrob’d, 
With Ribands-pendant, flaring ’bout her head; 

And when the Doctor fpies his vantage ripe, 
To pinch her by the hand, and on that token, 
The maid hath given confent to go with him. 

Host. Which means fhe to deceive? Father, or Mo- 
ther ? 

Fen. Both (my good Hoft) to go along with me, 

And here it refis, that you'l procure the Vicar 
To ftay for me at Church, ’twixt twelve and one, 
And inthe lawful name of marrying, 

To give our hearts united ceremony. 

HoSt. Well, husband your device ; I’le to the Vicar, 
Bring you the Maid, you fhall not lack a Prieit. 

Fen. So thall | evermore be bound to thee; 
Befide, Ple make a prefent reeompence. 


(at the 


Exeunt. 


Actus Quintus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Falftaffe, Quickly, and Ford. 


Fal, Prethee no more pratling: go, ’le hold, this is the 


ders. 


poor-old-man’; But I came from her (Mafter Broom) like 
a poor-old-woman; that fame Knave (Ford her husband) 


third time: [hope good luck lies in odd numbers, Away; 
go, they fay there is Pivinity in odd numbers, either in 
nativity, chance, or death: away. 

Qui. Vle provide you a chain, andI’le do what T¢anto 
get you a paif of horns. 

Fal. Away! fay, time wears, hold up your head and 
mince. Hownow M. Broom? Mafter Broom, the matter 
will be known to night, or never. Be you in the Park 
about midnight, at Herpes-Oak, and you fhall fee won- 


Ford. Went you not to her yefterday (Sir) as you told 
me you had appointed ? 
Fal. | went to her (Mafter Broom) as you fee, likea 


hath the fineft mad Devil of jealoufie in him (Mafter 
Broom) that ever govern’d Frenzie. | will tell you, he beat 
me grievoufly, inthe fhape of a woman: (for in the fhape 
of a man (Mafter Broom) I fear not Goliah with a Wea- 
vers beam, (becaufe! know alfo, life is a Shuttle) I am 
in hafte, go along with me,l’le tell you all (Mafter Broom) 
fince I pluckt -Geefe, played trewant, and whipt top, I 
knew not what ’twas to be beaten, till lately. Follow me 
Ple tell you ftrange things of this Knave Ford, on whom | 
to night { will be revenged, and I will deliver his wife 
into your hand. Follow, ftrange things in hand (Mafter 
Broom) follow. Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Page, Shallow, Slender. 


Page. Come, come : we'll couch i’th Caftle-ditch , 
tifl we fee the light of our Fairies. Remember fon Slender, 
my daughter. 

Slen. { forfooth, Thave fpoke with her, and we have a 
nay-word how to know one another. 1 come to her in 
white, and cry Mum; fhe cryes Budget, and by that we 
know one another. 

Shal. That’s good too: but what needs either your 
Mum, or her-Budget? The white will decipher her well 
enough. It hath ftruck ten a’clock. 

Page. The night is dark, Light and Spirits will become 
it well: Heaven profper our {port. No man means evil 
but the Devil, and we fhall know him by his horns. Let’s 
away : follow me. Exeunt. 


Scena lertid. 


Enter Mitt. Page, Mift. Ford, Caius. 


Mi, Page. Mr. Doctor, my daughteris in green, when 
you fee your time, take her by the hand, away with her 
to the Deanry, and difpatch it quickly : go before into 
the Park: we two muft go together. 

Cai. 1 know vat I have to do, adieu. Exit. 

Mi. Page. Fare you well (fir) my husband will not re- 
joyce fo much at the abufe of Fal/faffe, as he will chafeat 
the Doctors marrying my daughter: But ’tis no matter ; 
better alittle chiding, than a great deal of heart-break. 

Mif, Ford. Where is Nan now? and het troop of Fai-|- 
ries ?and the Welch Devil Herne 2 ; 

Mif. Page: They are all couch’d ina pit hard by Hernes 
Oak, with obfcur’d Lights; which at the very inftant of} 
Falfaffes and our meeting, they will at once difplay to the 
night. Mi, 
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Mi. Ford. That cannot choofe but amaze him. eye Pift. Elves, lift your names: Silence you airy toys. 
Mi: Page. If he be not amaz’d he will be moek’d: If Cricket,,to Wond{or Chimneys fhalt thou leap : A 
he be amaz’d, he willbe mock'd. Where fires thou find ft unrak’d, and Hearths unfwept, 
Mif, Ford. We'll betray him, fire'y. biars There pinch the Maids as blueas Bilbery, 
Mi. Page. Againft fuch Lewditers, and their Lechery, | Our radiant Queen hates Sluts andSluttery. atk 
Thofe that betray them do no treachery. . Fal. They are sireelee, he that {peaks tothem fhall die. 
Mi. Fird. The hour draws on: to the Oak; to the Mle wink and couch : Noman their works mufteye. e 
Cieh: Exeunt.| Ew. Where’s Bede? Go you,and where you find a Maid 


That ere fhe fleep has thrice, her prayers {aid, 
Raife up the Organs of her fantafie, 
Sleep fhe as found as carelefs infancy, 
But thofe that fleep and think not on their fins, 
Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, fhou!ders, fides and fhins. 
Qui. About, about : 
as Search Windfor Caftle (Elves) within, and out. , 
Enter Evans and Fairies: | Strew good face a - every facred room, 
That it may ftand till the perpetual doom, 
Evans. Trib, trib, Fairies: Come,and remember your | In {tate as wholefom, asin ftate’tis fir, 
parts: be pold (1 pray you) follow me into the pit, and Worthy the Owner, and the Owner it: 
when] give the watch-’ords : do asI bid you: come,come, | The feveral Chairs of Order, look you {cowr, 
trib, trib. Exeunt. | With juyce of Balm ; and every precious flowr, 
Each fair Inftalment, Coat and fev ral Creft, 
| With loyal Blazon evermore be bleft. 
And nightly-medow-F airies, look you fing 
Like to the Garter-Compafs in a Ring, 
Scena Quinta. Thexpreflure that it bears: Green let it be, 
More fertile frefh then all the field to fee : 
And;-Hiny Scit Qui Mal-y-Panfe, write 
In Emrold-tuffs Flowers, purple, blue, and white, 
Like Saphire-pearl, and rich Embroiderie, 
Buckled below fair Knight-hoods bending knee ; 
Fairies ufe Flowers for their Characterie, 
Fal. The Winder Bell hath ftruck twelve: the Minute | Away, difperfe: But till ’tis onea clock, 
draws on: Now the hot-bloodied-god affift me: Remem- | Our dance of cuftom round about the Oak 
ber ‘fowe, thou waft a Bull for thy Europa, Love fet on | Of Herne the Hunter, let us not forget. 
thy horns. O powerful Love, that in fome refpects| . Ev.Pray you lock hand in hand,your felves in order fet: 
makes a Beafta Man: in fome other a Man, a Beaft. You | And twenty Glow-worms fhall our Lant-horns be 
were alfo (Jupiter) a Swan, for the love of Leda: O omni- | To guide out Meafure round about the tree. 
potent Love, how near the God drew to the complexion | But ftay, I fmell a manof middle earth. 
of a Goofe: a faulrdone firft in the form of a Beaft, (O0| Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welch Fairies 
| fove, a beaftly fault: and then another, fault, in the| Left he transform me toa piece of Cheefe. 
femblance of a Fowl, think on’t ( Fove) afoul-fault.|  PiZ. Vild worm,, thou waft ore-look’d even in thy 
When gods have hot backs, what fhall poor men do ? | birth. ; 
For me, I am here a Windfor Stag, and the fatteft (1}- .Qui. With tryal-fire touch me his finger end: 
think) ’ththe Forreft. Send me a cool rut-time (fove) | IFhe be chafte, the flame will back defcend 
or who can blame me to pifs my Tallow? Whocomes | And turn him to no pain: butif he ftare, 
here? my Doe ? Ic is the fleth of a corrupted heart. 
M. Ford. Sir Fohn? Art thou-there (my Deer?) . Pit. Atryal, come. 
My male-Deer ? : Evans. Come, will this wood take fire ? 
Fa]. My Doe with the black Scnt? Letthe skie rain Po-}  Fa/. Oh, oh, ob. 
tatoés: let it thunder, to the tune of Green fleeves, hail-| Qui. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in defire, 
kiffing Comfits, and faow Kringoes: Ler there come 2 | About him (Fairies) fing a {cornful Rime, 
tempeft of provocation, | will fhelter me here. Andas you trip, {till pinch him to. your time. 
M. Ford. Miftris Page iscame with me ({weet: heart.) 
Fal. Divide me like a Brib’d-Buck, each a Haunch: I The Song. 
will keep my fides to my felf, my: fhoulders for the fellow | Fie on finful phantafie: Fie on Lust and Luxurie: 
of this walk; and, my horns I bequeath your husbands | Lujf is but a bloody firey kindled with unchaft dejire. 
Am I a Woodman, ha? Speak I jlike Herze the Hunter ¢}- Fed in heart whofe flames afpire, 
Why, now is Cupid a child of Gonfcience, he makes refti,} . As thoughts do blow them higher and-bigher. 
tution. Aslam a-true {pirit, welcome. | Pinch him (Fairies) mutually: pinch bits for bis Villanies 
M. Page, Alas, what noise ? Pinch him, and burn bim, and turn him about, 
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Scena Quarta. 


Enter Falftaffe, Miftris Page, Mifris Ford, Evans, 
Anne Page, Fairies, Page, Ford, Quickly, 
Slender, Fenton, Caius, Piftoll. 


M. Ford. Heaven forgive cur fins. Till Candles, and Star-light; and Mocn-fhine be oute 

Fal. What fhould this be ? 

M. Ford. M. Page. Away, away, Page, Nay do not flye, I think I have watcht you 

Fal. T think the Divil willnot have me damn’d, now: Will none but Herne the Hunter ferve your 
Leait the Oy! that’sin me fhould fet hell on fire ; turn? 


He would never elf crof§ me thus. M. Page. I pray you come, hold up the jeff no higher. 


eS ; = . =| 
. a Now (good Sir ‘fobn) how like you Wind/or WINES: 
Enter Fairies. See you thefe husbands? Do not thefe fair Oaks 


Qui Fairies, black, gray, green, and white, Become the Forreft better then the Town? 


You Moon-{h ne Revellers, and fhades of night, Ford. Now Sir, who’s a Cuckold now? 
You Orphan heirs of fixed deftiny, Mr. Broom, Falftaff’s a Knave, a Cuckoldly Knave, 
Attend your office, and your quality. Here are his horns Mafter Broom: 


Crier Hob-goblii, make theFairy O yes. And Matter Broom, he hath enjoved nothing of Ford, 
E 3 But 
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bur his buck-basket, hisCudgel, and twenty pounds of 
money, which muft be paid to Mr. Broom, his horfes are 
arrefted for it, M. Broom. 

M. Ford. Sit Fobn, we have had ill luck: we could ne- 
ver meet: I will never take you for my Love again, but 
I will always count you my Deer. 

Fal. 1 do beginto perceive that lam made an Afs. 

Ford. 1, and an Ox to: both the prools are extant. 

Fal, And-thefe are not Fairies : 

Iwas three or four times in the thought they were not 
Fairies, and yet the guiltine(S of my mind, the fuddain 
furprize of my powers, ,drove the grofsnefs of the fop- 
pery into a receiv’d belief, in defpight of the teeth of all 
rime and reafon, thatthey were Fairies. See now how 
wit may bemedea Jack-a-Lent, when tis upon if] im- 
ployment. 

Evan. Sir Sobn Falftaffe, ferve Got, 
defires, and Fairies will not pinfe you. 

Ford, Well faid Fairy Hugh. 

Evan. And leave you yout jealouzies too, Ipray you- 

Ford. 1 will never miftruft my wifeagain, till thou art 
able to wooe her in good Englifh. 5 

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the Sun and dried it, 
that it wants matter to prevent fo grofs ore-reaching as 
this? Am [ridden withaWelch Goat too? Shall i have 
a Coxcombe of Frize? Tis time | were choak’d with a 
piece of toafted Cheefe. 

Evans, Seeie is not good to give putter ; your pelly is 
all putter. 


{ 
5 
{ 
i 
{ 


and leave your 


Fal. Seefe and Putter? Have I liv’d to ftand at the 


taunt of one that makes Frittersof Exglifh? ‘This is e- 
nough to bethe decay of Luft and late-walking through 
the Realm. 

Mil. Page. Why Sit Foln, do you think, though we- 


would have thruft vertue out of our hearts by the head |’ 


and fhoulders, and have given our felves without fcruple |, 
‘How chance you went not with Me Slnder ? 


to hell, that ever the Devil could have made you our de- 
light. 
orurd What, a Hodge-pudding ? A bag of Flax? 

Mif. Page. A puft man 2 

Page. Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable entrails ? 

Ford. And one thatis as flanderous as Satan? 

Page. And as poor as ‘Fob. 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife? 

Evan. And given to Fornications, and to ‘Taverns, an 

Sack, atid Wine, and Metheglin, and to drinkings, and 
(wearings, and ftaring ? Pribbles and prabbles ? 
' + Fal. Well, 1am your 'Theame: you have the ftart of 
me, I am’ dejected: I am not able to anfwer the Welch 
Flannel, Ignorance it felf is a Plummet ore me, ufe meas 
you will. 

Ford. Marry fir, wee'l bring you to Windfor to one 
Mr. Broome, that you have cozen’d of money, to whom 
you fhould have been a Pander: overand above that you 
have fuffer’d, I think, to repay that money will be a bi- 
ting affliction. 

Page. Yet be cheerful Knight, thou fhalt eat a Poflet 

+ to night at my houfe, where I will defire thee to laugh at 
my wife, that now laughs at thee: ‘Tell her Mr. Slender 
hath married her daughter. 

Mif. Page. Dottorsdoubt that ; 

If Anne Page be my-daughter, fhe is (by this) Dector 
‘Cains’s wife. ; ; 
Enter Slender: 
Slew. Whoa hoe, hoe, Father Page. 
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Page. Son? How now ? How now fon, 


Have you difparch’d ¢ 


Slen. Difpatch’d ? Pie make the beft in Glofterfhire know 


on’t : Would I were hang’d la, elfe. 


Page. Of what, fon ¢ wie 
Slen. came yonder at Eaton to matry Miftris Azne 


Page, and fhee’s a great lubberly Boy. Ifit had not been | 
ith’ Church, I would have fwing’d him, or he fhould have 

{wing’d me. IfI did not,think it had been Anne Page, | 
would I might never ftir, and ’tis a Poft-mafters Boy. 


Page. Upon my life then, you took the wrong. 
Slen. What need you tell me that? I think fo, when 


Itook a Boy for a Girl: If 1 had been married to him, } 
(for all he was in womans apparel) I would not have had 
him. 


Page. Why, this is your own folly, 


Did not [tell you how you fhould know my daughter 
By her garments ¢ ; 


Slen. | went to herin green, and cry’d Mum, and fhe 


cry d Budget, as Anne and [had appointed, and yet it was 
not Anne, but a Poft-mafters Boy. 


Mijt. Page. Good George be not angry, I knew of your 


purpofe : turn’d my daughter into white, and indeed fhe | 
is now with the Doctor at the Deanry, and there married. } 


Enter Cajus. 
Caj. Ver is Mifttis Page: by gar Iam cozoned, I ha 


married one Garfoon, a Boe; oon Pefant, by gar. A Boy, 
it is not Aw Page, by gar, lam cozoned. 


M. Pages Why? did you take her in white? 
Caj- 1 be gar, and tis aBoy : be gar, Ile raife afl Wind- 


or. E 
Ford. Thisis ftrange : Whohath got the right Anne? | 
Page: My heart mifgives me, here comes M. Fenton. 


How now M. Fenton 2 : 


An. Pardon good father, good my mother pardon. 
Page. Now Miftris: 


Mi. Page: Why went you not with Mr. Doctor, Maid ? 
Fen. Yow do amaze her: hear the truth of it, 

You would have married her moft fhamefully, 

Where there was no proportion held in love : 

The truth is, fhe and I (long fince contracted) 

Are now fo fure that nothing can diffolve us : 

Th’ offence isholy that fhe hath committed, 

And this deceit lofes the name of craft, 

Of difobedience, or unduteous jtitle, 

Since therein fhe doth evitate and fhun 

A thoufand irreligious curfed hours 

Which forced marriage would have brought upon her? 
Ford. Stand not amaz’d; here is no remedy : 

In Love, theheayens themfelyes do guide the ftate, 

Money buys Lands, and wives are fold by fate. 
Fal. lam glad, though you have tane a {pecial ftand 

to ftrike at me, that your Arrow hath glane’d. : 
Page. Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heaven give thee joy} 

what cannot be efchew’d, muft be embrae’d. 
Fal. When night-dogs run, all forts of Deer are chac’d. | 
Mi. Pa. Well, | will mufé no farther: M. Fenton, 

Heaven give you many,many merry days: 

Good husband, let us every one go home, 

And laugh this fport ore by a countrey fire, 

Sir Fohn and all. 
Ford. Letit be fo (Sir Fobn: ) 

To Matter Broom, you yet thall hold your word. 


For he, to night thall lye with Miftris Ford. Exeunt. 
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Enter Duke, Efcalus, Lords. 
Duke. 
Scalus. 


Efcat My Lord. (ties to unfold 


) “ig (difcourfe. 
9 y) Since arn put to know, that your 


My ftrength can give you: ‘Then no more remains. 
But that, to your fufficiency, as your worth is able, , 
And let them work : The nature of our people, 
Our Cities inftitutions, and the Terms 
For Common Juftice, y’are as. pregnant in 
As Art, and praétife hath enriched any 
That we remember: There is our Commiffion, 
From which, we would not have you warp ; call hither, 
I fay, bid come before us Angelo: 
What figure of us think you, he will bear. 
For you muft know, we nave with fpecial foul 
Elected him our abfence to fupply ; 
Lent him our terror, dreft him with our love; 
And given his Deputation all the Organs 
Of our own power: what think you of it? 
Ejc. Ifany in Vienna be of worth 
To undergo fuch ample grace and. honours 
itis Lord Angelo. 


Enter Angelo. 


Duke. Look where he comes. 
Ang. Always obedient to your Graces will, 
[come toknow your Graces pleafure. 
Duke. Angelo: 
There is a kind of Character in thy life, 
That to th’obferver, doth thy hiftory 
Fully unfold: Thy felf and thy belongings 
Are not thine own fo proper, as to waite 
Thy felf upon thy vertues; they on thee: 3 
Heaven doth with us, as we with Torches do, 
Not light them for themfelves: For if our vertules 
Did not go forth of us, ’twere all alike 
Asif wehad them not: Spirits are not finely touch’d, 
But to fine iflues: nor Nature never lends 
The fmalleft fcruple of her excellence, 
But like a thrifty goddefs, fhe determines 
Her felf the glory of a creditor, 
Both thanks.and ufe; but I do bend my fpeech 
‘Toone that can my part in him advertife; > 
Hold therefore Angelo: 
In our remove, be thou at fufl, our felf: 
Mortality and Mercy in Vienna 
Live inthy tongue and heart: Old E/calus 
Though firft in queition, is thy fecondary. 
Take thy Commiffion. 
Ang. Now good my Lord 
Let there be fome more teft madé of my mettle, 
Before fo noble and fo ‘great a figure 


| Be ftampt uponit. 
Duke. Of government, the proper-| That it prefers it felf, and leaves unqueftion’d 
Would feem in me taffect fpeech and | Matters ofneedful value : We fhall write to you 


A 4 (own Science | What doth befall you here. So fare you, well: 
WOE Exceeds (in that)the lifts of all advice To th’hopeful execution do! leave you, 


\ 
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Duk. No more evafion : 
We have with a leaven’d and prepared choice 
Proceeded to yous; therefore take your honouts : 
Our hafte from hence is of fo quick condition, 


As time, and our concernings fhall importune, 
How it goes with us, and do look to know 


Of your Commiffion. 

Ang. Yet give leave (my Lord,) 
That we may bring you fomething on the way. 

Duk. My hafte may not admitit, 

Nor need you (on mine honour) have todo 

With any fcruple: your {cope is as mine own, 

So toinforce, or qualifie the Laws, 
As to your foul feems good: Give me your hand; 
le privily away :1lovethe people, | 

But do not like to ftage me to their eyes: 

Though it do well, I do not relith well 

Their loud applaufe, and aves vehement : 

Nor do I think the man of fafe difCretion 

That do’s affect it. Once more fare you well. 

‘ Ang. The heavens give fafety to your purpofes. 
Efc. Lead forth and bring you back in happinef. 
Duke. I thank you, fare you well. 

Efe, I fhall defire you, Sir, to give me leave 
To have free {fpeech with you; and it concefns mé 
To look into the bottom of my place: 

A power have, but of what firength and nature; 

[ am not yet inftructed. 

Ang. Tis fo with me: Let us with-draw together, 
And we may {oon our fatisfaction have 
Touching that point. 

Ejc. Tle wait upon your honour. 


Exit. 


Exeunt: | 
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Scena Secunda, 


Enter Lucio; and two other Gentlemen: 


Luc. if the Duke, with the other Dukes, come mot to 
compofition with the King of Hungary, why then all the 
Dukes fafl upon the King. 


i Gent. Heaven grant usitspeace, but not the King of 
Hungaries. 
a Gent. Amen. 


Luc. Thou could’ftlike the Sanétimonions Pyrat; that j 
went to Sea with the ten Commandments, but {crap’d one 
out of the Table. 

2, Gent. Thou fhalt not fteal? 

Luc. 1, thatheraz’d. 

1. Gent. Why? *cwas a Commandment to command | 
the Captain and all the reft from their functions: they 
put forth to fteal: There's not a Souldier of us all, that Me | 

the 


the thank{giving before meat, do rellifh the petition well 
that prays for peace. Nenkin Sei 

» Gent. I never heard any Souldier diflike it. 

Luc. [believe thee; forT think thou néver was’t where 

| Grace was faid. 

2 Gent. No? adozentimes at leaft, 

1 Gent. What? in meeter? 

| Luc. In any proportion, or in any language. 
| 1 Gens. I think, or in any Religion. 

Lue. 1, why not? Grace, is Grace, defpight of all con- 
troverfie : as for example; Thou thy felf art a wicked) 
villain, defpight of all Grace. 

i Gent. Well: there went but a pair of fheers between 
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Clow. All houfes in the Suburbs of Vienna tnuft be 
pluck’d down. 

Baw. And what thall become of thofe in the Citie? 

Cliy. They thall ftand for feed: they had gone down 
too, but ehaca wife Burger put in for them. 

Baw. Bat fhall all our houfes of refore in the Suburbs 
ibe pull’d down ? 

Clown. To the ground Miftris. 

Baw. Why here’s a change indeed in the Comitiion-. 
wealth : what fhall become of me ? 

Clow. Comes fear not you: good Counfellors lack no! 
Clients: though you change your place, you need nor 
change your Trade: i’lebe your Tapfier fill ; courage, 


| 
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us. 

Luc. 1 grant: as there may between the Lifts and the 
Velvet. Thou art the Lift. 

1 Gent. And thou the Velvet; thou art good Velvelt ; 
thou’rt a three pil’d-piece I warrant thee: Ithad as lief 
be a Liftof an Enzlifh Kery, as be pil'd,asthou art pil'd, 
for a French Velvet. Do I fpeak feelingly now? 

Luc. I think thou doft : and indeed with moft painfal 
feeling of thy fpeech: I will, outof thine own confeffion, 
learn to begin thy health; but whilft I live, for. get to 
drink after, thee. 


2 Gent. Yes, that thou haft ; whether thou are tainted, 
or free. Enter Bawd. 

‘Luc. Behold, behold, where Madam A4itigation comes. 
| have pufchas’d as many difeafes under her Roof, 

As come to 

2, Gent. To what I pray ? 

Luc. Judge: 

2 Gent. ‘To three thoufand Dollours a year. 

1 Gent. I,and more. 

Luc. A French Crownmore. 

1 Gewt. Thou art always figuring difeafés in me; but 
thou art fullof error, Iam found. 

Luc. Nay, not (as one would fay) healthy: but fo 
found, as things that are hollow; thy bones are hollow ; 
Impiety has made a feaft of thee. 

1 Gent. How now, which of your hips has the moft 
profound Sciatica ¢ ” 

Bawd. Well, well: There’s one'yonder arrefted, and 
| 
| 


| carried to prifon, was worth five thoufand of y pu all. 
| 2Gent. Who’s that! prethee? 

Bawd. Marry fir, that’s Claudio, Signior Claudio. 

1 Gen'. Clandioto-prifon? "tis not fo. 

Bawd. Nay, buti know tis fo: I faw him arrefted, 
faw him-carried away: and which is more, within thef 
three days his head to te choprt off. 

Lue. But, after all this fooling, I would not haveit fo : 
Art thoufure of this? 

3awd. Lam too fure of it: anditis for getting Madam 
Julietta with child. 

Luc, Believe me this may be: he promifed to meet 
me two hours fince, and he’was ever precife in promife- 
keeping 

2 Gent. Befides you know, it draws fomething near to 
che {peech we had to fuch a purpofe. 

1 Gent. But moft of all agreeing with the Proclamation. 

Luc. Away, let’s go learn the truth of it. Exeunt. 

Bawd. Thus, what withthe war ; what with the {wear, 
what with the gaflows, and what with poverty, Iam cu- 

ftom:fhrunk. How now ¢ what’s the news with you ? 

; Enter clown. 

Clow. Yonder man is carried to prifon. 

: Bawd. Well: what has le done? 
E Cli», A woman. 
Baw. But what’s his offence ? ; 
Clow. Groping for Trowts ina peculiar River. 
Baw. What? is there a Maid with child by him? 
Clow. No + bur there’s a woman with Maid by. him: 
you have not heard of the Proclamation, have you ¢ 
Baw. What Proclamation, man? 
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1 Gent. Ithink [have done my felf wrong, fiavel not? | 


| Only for propagation of a Dowre 


there will be pity taken on you; you that have worn 
your eyes almoft out in the fervice, you will be confi- 
dered. 

Baw. What's to do here, Téomas Tupfter ? let’s with- 
draw, ; 

Clow. Here comes Signior Clandio, led by the Provoft 
to prifon: and thére’s Madam Juliet. Excunt. 


Scena tertia. 


Enter Provoft, Claudia, Fuliet, Offcers, Lucio, 
and two Gentlemea. 


Cla. Fellow, why doft thou fhow me thus to th’world ? 
Bear me to prifon, where 1am committed. 

Pro. 1 doit notin evil difpofition, 

But from Angelo by {pecial charge. 
Claw, Thuscan the demy-god (Authority) 
Make us pay down, for our offence, by weight 
The words of heaven; on whom it will, ic will 
On whom it will not (fo) yet ftill tis juft. 
Luc.Why how now Claudio ? whence comés this reftraint. 

Claw. From too-much liberty, (my Lucio) liberty, 

As furfeit is the father of much fatt, 

So every fcope by the imnicderate ule 
Turns to reftraint : our Natures do-purfire 
Like Rats that ravin down their proper Bane, 
A thirfty evil, and when we drink, we die. 

Luc. If Icould {peak fo wifely, under an arreft, I 
would fend for certain of my Creditors: and yet, to fay 
the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of freedome, 
as the mortality of imprifonment: what’s thy offence, 
Claudio? 

Cla. What (but to fpeak of) would oftend again. 

Luc. What is’t murder ? 

Cla. No. 

Luc. Letchery ? 

Cla. Callit fo. 

Pro. Away, fir, you muft go. 

Cla. One word, good friend : 

Lucio, a Word with you. 

Luc. A hundred: 

If they’Ido you any good: Is Letchery fo look’d after? 

Cla. Thus ftands it with me: upona true contract 
1 got poffeffion of ‘Fulietta’s bed, 

You know the Lady, fhe is faft my wife, 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward Order. This we came not to, 


Remaining in the Coffer of her friends, 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our Love 
Till Time had made them for us. But it chances 
The ftealth of our moft mutual entertainment 
With Character too grofs, is writ in Fuliet. 

Lie With Child, perhaps ? 

Cla. Unhappily, even fo. 
And the new Deputy, now for the Duke, 

Whether 
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Whether it be the fault and glimpfe of newness, Dead to infliction, tothemfelves are dead, 
Or whether that the body publick be And liberty plucks juftice by the no 5 
Ahorfe whereon the Governor doth ride, The Baby beats the Nurfe, and quire athwart 
Who newly inthe feat, that ic may know Goes alidecorum. — . : 
He can command , lets it ftrait feel the fpur Fri.. It refted in your Grace . 
Whether the tyranny be in his place, To unloofé this tied-up Juftice, when you pleas’d : 
Or in hiseminence that fills it up And itin you more dreadfit] would have feen’’d 
I ftagger in: But this new Governour Than in Lord Angelo. - 
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties Duke. do fear, too dreadful : 
Which have (like unfcowr’d Armor ) hung by th’wail Sith "twas my fault to give the people {cope, 
So long, that nineteen Zodiacks have goneround, *T would be my tyranny to ftrike and gall them, | 
And none of them been worn; and for a name For whatI bid them do: For we bid this be done 
Now puts the drowfie and neglected Act When evil deeds have their permiflive pafs, 
Frefhly on me: ’tis furely for a name. And not the punifhment: therefore indeed ( my father ) 


Lue. | warrant it is: andthy head ftands 0 tickle on | 1have on Angelo impos'd the office, } 
thy fhoulders, that a Milk-maid, if fhe be in love, may | Who may in th’ambuth of my name ftrike home; 
figh itoff : Send after the Duke, and appeal to him. And yet, my nature never in the fight 

Cla. I have done fo, but he’s not to be found. To do in flander: And to behold his fway 

prethee ( Lucio ) do me this kind fervice : I will, as ’twere.a brother of yout Order, 
This day, my fifter fhould the Cloylter enter, Vifit both Prince and people : Therefore I prethee 
And there receive her approbation. Supply me with the habit, and inftract me 
Acquaint her with the danger of my ftate, How I may formally in perfon bear 


_ 


Implore her inmy voice, that fhe make friends Like a true Frier: Moe reafons for this action 
To the ftrict Deputy: bid her felf affay him, At your more leifure, fhafl | render you; 
[have great hope inthat: for in heryouth , Only thisone: Lord Angelo is precife, 
There is a prone and fpeechlefs Dialed, Stands at aguard withenvy: {carce confeffes 
Such as move men ! befide fhe hath ptofperous Art That his blood flows : or that his appetite 
When fhe will play with reafon, and difcourfe, Is more to bread than ftone: hence {hall we fee 
And well fhe can perfwade. | If power change purpofe: what our Seemers be. Exeint. 
Luc. 1 pray fhe may; as well for the encouragement 
of the like, which elfe would ftand upon grievous impo- 
fition: as for the enjoying of thy life, whol would be for- 
ry fhould be thus foolifhly loft, ata game of ‘Tick-tack: 
Ple to her. ; Scena Cuinta. 
Cle. I thank you good friend Lucio. 
Luc. Within two hours. eholl. omd Beancil, * 
Cla. Come Officer, away. Ftiecarit. Enter Ifabell, and Francifca a Nun. 


Ifa. And have you Nuns no farther priviledges ? 
Nun. Are not thefe large enough? 
Ifa. Yes truly 5 I fpeak nor as defiring more, 
Scena Quarta. But rather wifh ng a more ftrict reftraine 
Upon the Sifterhood, the Votarifts of Saint Clare 
Lucio within 


Enter Duke, andFrier Thomas. Luc. Hoa? peace be in this place. 
: Ifa. Who’s that which calls ¢ 

Duke. No: holy Father, throw away that thought, Nan. Itisa mans voice, gentle I/abella, 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love Turn you thekey, and know his bufinefs of him ; 
Can pierce a compleat bofom: why, I defire thee You may, [may not: youre yet un{worn : 
To give me fecret harbour hath a purpofe When you have vow’d, you muft not fpeak with men, 
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends But in the prefénce of the Priorefe ; 
Of burning youth. Then if you fpeak, you muft not fhew your face ; 

Fri. May your Grace {peak of it. Or if you fhew your face, you muft not {peak : 

Duke. My holy fir, none better knows than you He calls again : I pray you anfwer him. . 
How I have ever loved the life removd Ifa. Peace and profperity : who is't that calls ? 
And held in idle price to haunt aflemblies Luc. Hail Virgin, Cif yoube) as thofe cheek-Rofes 
Where youth and coft, and witlefs bravery keeps. Proclaim you are no lefs: can you fofteed me, 
L have delivered to Lord Angelo As bring mé to the fight. of J/abella, 
CA man of ftridture and firm abftinence ) A novice of this place, and the fair Sifter 
My abfolute power, and placein Vienna, To her unhappy brother Claudio ? 
And he fuppofes me travail’d to Poland, Ifa. Why her unhappy brother ? Let me ask, 
(For fo I have ftrew’d it in the common ear ) The rather, for 1 now muft make you know 
And fo itis receiv’d : Now ( pious fir ) {am that J/abe//a, and his Sifter, 
You will demand of me, why | do this. Lye. Gentle and fair: your brotherkindly greets you ; 

Fri. Gladly, My Lord. Not to be weary with you ; he’s in prifon. 


Duke. We have ftriét Statutes, and moft biting Laws, | I/a. Wome, for what ? 

|( The needful bits and curbs for head-ftrong weeds)}) Luc. For that, which ifmy If might be his Judge, 

Which for this fourteen years, we have let flip, He fhould receive his punifhment in thanks $ 

Even like an ore-grown Lyonina Cave He hath got his friend with Child. 

That goes not out to prey : Now, as fond Fathers, Ifas Sits make me not your ftory. _- 

Having bound up the threatning twigs of Birch, . Luc. ’Tis true ; I would not, tho’tis my familiar fin, 

Only to ftick it in theit childrens fight; With Maids to féem the Lapwing, and to je‘t 

For error, not to ufe : in time the rod Tongue, far from heart :. play withall Virgins fo : 

More mock’d than fear’d: fo our Decrees, { hold you as a thing en-skied and fainted, i 
Ye 
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ui Feriouncement an immortal fpiric, 
And to be talk’d with in fincerity, 
xs with « Saint. 
a. Yeu do blafpheme the good in mocking me- 
: Tue. Donot believe it : fewnefS, and truth; “ts thus, 
Your brotherand his lover have imbrac’d , 
.é thole that feed grow full : as blofloming Time 
Chat from the feednefS, the bare fallow brings 
ro teeming foyfon: even fo her plenteous womb 
| Pypreffeth his full, Tilth and Husbandry. 
ao aS : - 5 ~ ls dae 
7. Someone with child by him? my Cofen fusset ? 
Luc. Isfhe your Cofen ? eas 
Ifa. Adoptedly, as {chool-maids change their names 
Ry vain, tho apt affection. 
" Luc. She it is. 
Ia. Let him marry her. 
Luc. This is the point. 
The Duke is very ftrangely gone from hence 5 
Bore many Gentlemen (my felf being one ) 
in hand. and hope of action: but wedo learns 
I Ry thofe that know the very Nerves of State, 
His giving-out, were of an infinite diftance 


~ 


i 
} Vil 
| trom his true meant defign : upon his place, i 
I¢ and with full line of his authority ) 
| GovernsLord Angelo; A man whofe blood 
licvery fnow-broth : one, who never feels 
he wanton ftings and motions of the fenfe; 
Put doth rebate, and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind : St udy, and faft. 
| He (to give fear to ufe, and liberty, 
Which have for long run-by the hideous Law, 
As Mice by Lyons ) hath pickt out an act, 
Under whole heavy fenfe, your brothers life 
Falls into forfeit: he arrefts him on it, 
And follows clofe the rigorof the Statute 
To make him anexample : all hope is gone, 
Unlef you have the grace by your fair prayer 
To foften Angelo: And that’s my pith of bufinefs 
> Twixt you, and your poor brother. 
Tia. Doth he fo, 
Seck his life? 
Luc. Has cenfured him already, 
And as I hear, the Provoft hath a warrant 
For’s Execution. 
Ifa Alas: what poor 
Abilitie’s in me, to do him good ? 
Luc. Aflay the power-you have- 
Ifa. My power ? alas, 1 doubt. 
Luc. Our doubts are traytors 
And makes us lofé the good we oft might win, 
By fearing to attempt: Go toLord Angelo, 
And let him learn to know, when Maidens fue 
Men give like gods: but when they weep and kneel, 
All their petitions, are as truly theirs 
As they themfelves would owe them. 
| Fa. tle fee what I can do. 
Luc. But {peedily. 
Ifa. Twill about it ftrait ; 
No longer ftayifig, but to give the Mother 
Notice of-my affair: 1 humbly thank you: 
Commiend me to my brother : foonat night 
le (end him certain word of my fuccefs. 
Luc. Itake my leave of you 


Ifa. Good fir, adieu. Exeunt. 


ne ee 
Aflus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Angelo, Elcalusy and fervants, Fujtice. 


~ Ang. Wemuft not make a fcar-crow of the Law, 


eee 


for Meafure. 


; Setting it upto fearthe Birds of prey, 

| And let it keep one thape, till cuftome make it 
Their Pearch, and not their terror. 

- Efe. I, but yet 

| Let us be keen, and rather cuta little, 

Than fall, and bruife to death: alas, this Gentlem 

| Whom I would fave, had a moft noble. father 7 

| Let butyour honour know ; 

{Whom I believe to be moft ftraitin vertue } 

| Thacin the working of your own affections 
Had time co-heard with Place, or place with w 

| Or that the refolute acting of our blood 

‘Could have attain’d th’efle@ of your own purpofe, 


ifhing, 


\ 


i Whether you had fometime in your life 
| Err’din this point, which now you cenfure him, 
And pull’d the Law upon you. 
Ang. ’ Vis one thing to be tempted ( Ecalus ) 
Another thing to fall : I not deny , 
[ape Jury pafling on the prifoners life 
May inthe fworn-twelve, havea thief, or two 


| Guiltier than him they try.; what’s open made to Juftice, 


That Juftice feizes ; What knows the Laws 

That thieves do pafs on thieves? *Tis very pregnant 

The Jewel that we find, we ft 2 s 
; ; oop and take’r 

Becaufe we fee it , but what we do not fee, : 

We tread upon, and never think of it, 

You may not fo extenuate his offence, 

For [have had fich faults ; but rather tell me 

When I, that cenfiire him, do {0 offend, 

Let mine own Judgment pattern out my death, 

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he muft die, 

Enter Provoff. 

Efe. Be it as your. wifdom will, 

Ang. Where is the Provo/t? 

Pro. Here if it like your Honour. 

Ang. See that Claxdia ‘ 

Be executed by nine to morrow morning, 
Bring him his Confeflor, let him be prepar‘d, 
For that’s the utmoft of his Pilgrimage. 

Efe. Well: h€aven forgive him; and forgive us all ; 
Some rife by fin, and [ome by veriue fall : : 
Some run from brakes of Ice, and anfwer none, 

And fome condemned for a fault alone. 
Enter Elbow, Froth, Clown, Officers. ; 

Elb. Come, bring themaway : if thee be good people 
in a Common-weale, that do nothing buc ufe theira 
bufés in common honfes, I know no law: bring them a_ 
way. 

Ang. How now fit, what’s your name? And what’s 
the matter? 

Elb. Tf it pleafe your honour, lam the poor Dukes 
Conftable, and my name is E/bow ; | do lean upon Juftice 
fir, and do bringin here before your good honour, two 
notorious Benefactors. 

Ang. Benefactors? Well: What Benefactors are they ? 
Are they not Malefactors ? : 

E/b. If it pleafe your Honour: 1 know not well what 
they are: But precife villans they are, that I am {ure of, 
and void of all prophantation, in the world, that good 
Chriftians ought to have. 

Ec. This comes off well: here’s a wife Officer. 

Ang. Go to: What quality are they of? Elbow jg 
your name 2 
Why do’ft thou not fpeak Elbow ? 

Clo. He cannot fir : he’s out at Elbow. 7 

Ang. What are you fir? . 

Elb. He fir, a Taptter fir: parcel Bawd: one that 
ferves a bad woman : whofe houfe fir was ( as they fay ) 
pluckt down in the Suburbs: and now fhe profefies a 
hot-houfe ; which, I think is a very ill houfe too. 

E/cs How know you that ? 

Elb. My wife Sir, whom I deteft before heaven and 
your honour. 

| Efe. How 


eee, 
¢ a cr RR 


* 


ee 


E(é. How? thy wife. 
Elb. 1 Sir ; whom] thank, heavenis wy honeft woman. 
Efca. Do’ft thou deteft her therefor 


Elb. Ifay fir, I will deteft my felf og as well as fhe 
that this houfe, if i¢-be not a Bawds hor fey itis pity of her 
life, for itisa naughty houfe. 

Efca. How do’ft thou know that, Conitable > 

El}. Marry fir, by my wile, who, if fhe had beena wo- 
man cardinally. given; might have been accufeduin forni- 
cation, adultery, and all uncleannefs there. 

mK: By the womans means : 

E/b. Vir, by Miftris Over-dons means : 
in his face, fo fhe def'd him. 
Clo. Sir, if ic pleafe your henour, thisis not fo, 

Elb. Prove-it before thele Varlets here, thou honoura- | 
ble man, prove it. 

Efe. Do you hear howhe mifplaces? 

Clo. Sir, fhe came in great with child; and: long 


but.as fhe iit | 


ging | 


we had buttwo inthe houfé, which at that very infant | 

time ftood, as it were in a fruit dith, (a dith.of fome three | 

pence ; your honours liaving feenfuch difhes) they are | 
not China-difhes, but very good difhes. 

Efe. Go too, go too: nomatter’ forthe dith fir. 

Clo. No indeed fir not of a pin: you are therein inthe | 
right : but,to the point : as | fay, this Miftris E/bow,being 
(as Ifay) with child. and being great bellied, and longing |) 
(as {aid ) for prewns : and having no'morein the dith | tt 
(as faid) Matter Froth here, this very man, having eaten 
thereft (asl faid ) and 
honeftly: for,,asyou , know 


| 


(as Ifay ) paying for them very | 
Master Froth, 


remembred ) that fuch a one, and fuch a one, were paft 


dyet, as I told you. 

Clo. Why very well then. 

Ejc.. Come, you are a tedious fool: to the purpofe ; 
what was done to €/bows wife, that. he hath caufe to com- 
plain of? Come me to what was done to her. 

Clo. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet. 

Efe. No fir; nor Imeanit not. 

Clo. Sir, but you fhall come toit, by your Honours 
leave: AndI befeech you, look into Mafter Froth here 
fir, aman of four-{core pound a year; whofe Father 
died atHallowmas:W as’t not at Hallowmas Mattérl roth ? 

Fro. Al\-hallond-Eve. 

Clo. Why. very well: I hope here be truths: 
ting (as fay )in.a lower Chair, Sir; 


a 
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thing about him: 
thing about-him, how.could ‘Matter £xczh do. the C 
bles wife any harm ¢ | 


x | time is yet to.come, thar the waseverreipected ¥ 
( faving your honours reverence’) for. ftew’d Prewns ; ; | woman;,or child. 


I.cduld. not |y 


cure of the thing you wot of, unlefs they kept very good ;thou wicked: Varlet now, Ww 
Fro. Allthis is true. ar hfe continue. 


he fir, fit- | rot, | would not haye.y 
’rwas in the bunch they will draw you Matter Freth,an 
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Clo, Nay, I befeech you mark it well; 
E’. Well, Ido fo. 

Clo. Doth your honour fee any harm in his face ? 
Eilc., Why no. 

Clo. lle be fappos’d upena book, :his face is 
good. then,.if- his, face 


the worft 
worit 


anita 
onita- 


vC .LHe 


would, know,that. of your ho- 
hour. 

i/é.-He’s inthe right, ¢ 
it? 

Elb.- Farkts and it like.you; the haute is. a. refpected 
houfe.; neéxt,-this isa refpected fellow ; and his Mittris is 


Conftable 


) what fay you mY 


a refpected woman. 


Clo; By: this hand fir, his.wife isa -moge refpected: per 
| fon than any of us.all 
El]. -Varlet, thou-tieft s\ thou lieft.wicked -Varlet.: i¢ | 


vith man, 


Elo. 


Sir, fhe was re {pected with bigybetor ehe married 
with her : 
Ejc. Which, is the, wifenheres; Sultice, or Inigvaty 2. Is 


} this truer 


Sa b,-O. thou -Gaiti et thou wicked 


pival : \relpected with hei vas married to here} 
bi ever Lwas,ref pected.with ber, or fhe,u vith me; let.aot | 
your W. orfhip think mech 1€ poor Dukes ¢ Hice! : -prowe,| 
his, thou wicked Hangibal, or lle have mine action. of 
battery on thee. 
Efe. 4 he took -you.a boxoth’ear, you might have 


our.action of flander too. 


give \ you three pence again. : Elb. Marry | thank your good Worthip for it: : we 
Fro. No indeed. is’t your Worfhips pleafure 1 fhall do with this wicked | 
Cho. Vv ery well: you being then(if you be remembred) | Cait : : 
cracking the {tones ‘of. the forefaid Prewns. ie Efe... Pruly. Officer, becaufe he, hath fome. offences in J 
Fro. | fol did indeed. him, that thou would’ft difcover, if thou couldit, let hint | 
Clo. W hy; very W ell : I telling you then (if you be lcontinne i in. his cougfes, till thou knowit what they are. 


Eb. Marry Lthank your. Worfhip for it: T hou, seeft 

hats come.upon, thee, ‘Thon 

Efc. Where-were you.born, friend? 

Froth. Here in Vienna, Six. , 

Efe. . Are >you of fourfcere Pounds a y ear 

zest b. Yes, and’t pleafe you fir. 

sa what trade are ye of, fir? 

c on A Yapifter,a poor te idows ‘Lap 
. Your Mifiris name ¢ 

oe Miftris Over-dux 

a Hath fhe had any more than one hus band ? 

Clo, Nine,fir: O-ver-don bythe lalt 

Efe. Nine? C een ither tome, Matter Froth ; Mafter 

you aceaat nted. with ‘Tapfte 

will, hang them: 


wh 
#2) 


d your 


of PGrane es, where indeed. you have adelight to fit, have |get you gone, and let me hear no more of you. 


you not ? 
Fro. 
for Wintere 
Clo. Why very well then: | hope here be rath 
Ang. This will laft outa night in Ru/fia, 
When nights are longett there: Ile take my 
And leave you tothe hearing of the .caufe, 
Hoping you’l find good caufe to.whip themall. . Exit. 
Efe. 1 think no lef$: good morrow to your Lordfhip 
| Now fir, comeon: What was done to Elbows wife, once 
more 2 3 
Clo. Once fir? there-was nothing done to! her once, 
E/b. 1 befeech you fir, ask him what this man did to} 
my wife. 
Clo. Ibefeech 7 honour, ask me. 
Ej. Weilfir, what did this Gentleman to her ? 
Clo. 


A ica Ve, 


2 
| - 
1 § 


Ww 
I beleech yo 


purpofe ; doth your honour mark histace ? 
Efe. \fir, very well. 


a oem 


fir, look im: this Gentlemans face , what do you think of the Trade Pompey ? 
good Mafter Frorh lo. na upon hishonour ; ’tis for a good | Trade ? 


Fro. Ithank your Worfhip : for mine own part, .I 1e- 


[ have fo, becaufe it is an open room, and. good | ver come into any room in a ‘Tapho ufe, but I am drawn 


as 
br: dela 2 


ur 


ery 
What $YO 


Mafter 
, M. ‘Vapfter : 


(ce Wi ell; no more of it ? 
ic ome you hither tome 
ges Tapiter i ? 


OF 


ame 
apey 
iat elfe? 
2, SIT. \ | 
Efe. Troth, and your Bum ts the preateft thing about 
you, fo.that in the beaftlicft fenfe, you. are Pompey.th e| 

great ; Pompey, you are partly a | awd, Pompey 5 howfoe- 
ver you colour it being a Tapfter,.are youmot? come,tell 
mé true, it fhall be the better for you. 

Clo, Tr uly fir, | am a poor fellow that would live. 

Efe. How ‘would you live Pompey, by being. a Ba 

isita lawful 


n 
a 
ee! 


awd? 


(lo. If the Law would allow it, fir. 
Efc. Buethe Law willnot allow it Pope; nee it fhall 
not be allowed in Vienna. to. Do’ <} 


SSS 
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Pro. Is it your Will C/audio fhall die to morrow? 


Clo. -o’s your Worfhip mean to geld and fplay all the 
Youth in the City ¢ 

E/c. No, Pompey. a 

= Traly Si in my poor opinion, they will to’t 
if yout Worfhip will take re for the Drabs and Knaves, 

‘ not to fear the Bawds. eS 
Sep che are pretty Orders beginning, Ican tell you: 

is but heading and hanging. 

Glos If you bea and hang all that offend that a 
for ten year together, you’l be glad to give out 4 
miffion for more heads: If this Law hold in Vienna = 
years Ile rentthe faireft houfe init after three —— : 
Bay : I! you live tofee this come to pals, fay, Pompey t0 
rou fo. ue 
rE le Thank you, good Pompey ; and in ee of y ou 
Prophefie, hark you: I advife you let me nof Bh you be- 
fore me again upon any complaint whatfoever: Pl Die 
for dwelling where you do : If 1 do, Pompey, I thal ge 
vou toyour Tent, and prove a fhrewd Cajar to you : In 
plain dealing, I fhall have you whipt: So for this time, 
ey, fare you well. 
eran shank your Worthip for your good counfel ; but 
i that] follow it as the flefhand fortune thafl better deter- 
mine. Whip me? no, no: letCarman whip his Jade, — 
The valiant heart’s not whipt out of his Trade. Exit. 

E/c. Come hither to me, Mafier Elbow : come hither, 
Mafter Conftable : how long have you been in this place of 
Conftable? 

Elb. Seven year and a half, fir. 

E/c. [thought by the readinefs in the Office, you had 
continued in it fome time: youlay, feven years toge- 
ther. 

E/b. And ahalf, fir. 

Ee. Alas! it hath been great pains to you : they do you 
wrong to putyou fo oft upon’t : Are there not men in your 
Ward fufficient to ferve it ? 

E/b. Faith fir, few of any Wit in fuch matters: as they 
are chofen, they are glad to choofe me for them : I doit for 
fome piece of money, and go through with all. 

Efe. Look you bring me in the Namesof fome fix or fe- 
ven, the moft fufficient of your Parifh. 

EJb. To your Worfhip’s houfe, fir ? F 

Efe. To my houfe : fare you well: what’s a clock, think 

ou ? : 

“Fuft. Eleven, fir. * Sioa 

Eje. 1 pray you go home to dinner with me. 

°fujt. 1 humbly thank you. ; 

E/c. It grieves me forthe death of Claudio: 

But there’s no Remedy. 

Fult. Lord Angelo is fevere. 

Ey. It is but needful : 

Mercy is notit felf, that oft looks fo: 
Pardonis ftill the Nurfe of fecond wo: 
But yet, poor Claudio, there is no Remedy. 
Come fir. 


+ 


Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Provoft, Servant. 


_ Ser. He’s hearing of a Caufe: he will come ftraight: 
Ve tell him of you. 
Pro. Pray you do: l’le know 
His pleafure : may be he will relent: alas! 
He hath but as offended in a dream : 
Af] Sects, all Ages fimack of this vice, and he 
Todie fort! 


Enter Angelo. 
Ang. Now, what's the matter, Provoft ? 


Ang. Did not I tell thee yea ¢ hadft thou not order ? 
Why dot thou ask again ? 
Pro. Left I might be too rafh: 
tinder your good correction, I have feen 
When after Execution, Judgment hath 
Repented o’re hisdoom. 
Anz. Go to: let that be mine: 
Do you your Office, or give up your Place, 
And you fhall well be fpar’d. 
Pro. [crave your Honour’s: pardon: 
What fhall be done, fir, with the groaning Fuliet 2 
She’s very near her hour. avez 
Ang. Difpofe of her 
To fome more fitter place, and that with fpeed. 
Ser. Hereis the fifter of the man condemn’d, 
Defires accefs to you. 
Ang. Hath hea fifter ? 
Pro. I, my good Lord, a very vertuous maid, 
And to be fhortly of aSifter-haod, 
If not already. 
Ang. Well: let her be admitted : 
See you the Fornicatrefs be remov’d : 
Let her have needful, but not lavifh means : 
There fhafl be order for’. 


Enter Lucio and Habella. 


Pro. Save your Honour. 

— Stay a little while: y’are welcome: What’s your 
Will? 

Ifab. 1am a woful Sutor to your Honour; 
’Pleafe but your Honour hear me. 

Ang. Well : what’s your fuit 2 

Ifab. There isa Vice that moftI do abhor, 
And moft defire fhould meet the blow af Juftice, 
For which! would not plead. but that 1 muft, 
For which I muft not plead, but that lam 
At war ’twixt will and will not. 

Ang. Well: the matter ? 

I/ab. I have a brother is condemn’d to die, 
I do befeech you let it be his fault, 
And not my brother. ; 

Pro. Heaven give thee moving graces. 

Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it: 
Why every fault’s condemn’d e’re it be done : 
Mine were the very Cipher of a Frnction 
To fine the faults, whofe fine ftands in Record, 
And let goby the actor. 

Ifab. Oh jut, but fevere Law : 
I had a brother then, heaven keep your honour. 

Luc. Giv't not o’re fo : to him again, intreat him, 
Kneel down before him, hang uponhis gown: 
Youare too cold: if you fhould need a pin, 
Yoy could not with more tame a tongue defire it : 
To him, I fay. 

Tab. Mutt he needs die 2 

Ang. Maiden, no Remedy. 

Ifab. Yes: 1 do think that you might pardonhim, 
And neither heaven, nor man grieve at the mercy. 

Ang. Iwill not do’t. 

Tfab. But can you if you would ? 

Ang. Look, what | will not, that I cannot do, 

Ifab. But might you do’t, and do the World no wrong, 
If fo your heart were touch’d with that remorfe, . 
As mine is tohim? 

Ang. He’s fentenc’d: "tis too late. 

Luc. You are too cold. 

Ifab. Too late ? why fo ? I that do {peak a word, 
May call it back again : Well, believe this, 
No ceremony that to great ones longs, 
Not the King’s Crown, nor the deputed Sword; 
The Marfhal’s Truncheon, nor.the Judges Robe, 
Become them with one half {o good a grace 
As mercy does: If he had been as you, and you as he, 


> 


You 


ee ER teeny 


Fe rer ee: enrhan a heer arene 8 a 
You would have flipt like him, but he, like you, 
Would not have been fo ftern. 

Ang. Pray you be gone. oy 

ab. Lwould to heaven I had your potency,- 
And you were I/abel: fhouldit then be thus? 
No : I would tell what twere to be a Judg, 
And what a Prifoner. : 

Luc. 1, touch him: there’s the vein. 

Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the Law, 
And you but wafte your words. 

Ifab. Alas! alas! 

Why, all the fouls that were, were forfeit once, 
Andhe that might the vantage beft have took, 
Found out the Remedy : How would you be, 
If he. which is the top of Judgment, fhould 
But judg you asyou are? Oh, think on that, 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new-made. 
Ang. Be you content ( fair Maid), 
Itis the Law, not 1, condemn your brother : 
Were he my kinfman, brother, of my fon, 
It fhould be thus with him: he muft die to morrow. 
I/ab. To morrow? Oh, that’s fudden : 
Spare him, fpare him : ee 
He’s not prepar’d for death : even for our kitchins _ 
We kill the fowl of feafon : fhall we ferve heaven 
With lef refpect than we do minifter 


VVho is it that hath di'd for this Offence? 
There’s many have committed it. 

Luc. 1: well faid. 

Ang. The Law hath not been dead, 
Thofe many had not dar’d to do that evil, 
If the firft, chat did th’ Edict infringe, 
Had anfwer’d for his deed Now’tis awake, 
Takes note of what is done, and like a Prophet, 
Looks ina glaf$ that fhews what future evils 
Either now, or by remifsnefS, new conceiv’d, 
And fo in progre{s to be hatch’d, and born, 
Arenow to have no fucceffive degrees, 
But here they live to end. 

Ifab. Yet thow fome pity. 

Ang. (thew it moft of all when I fhew Juftice: 
For then! pity rhofe donot know, 
VVhich a difinifs’d Offence would after gaul 
Anddohim right, that anfwering one foul wrongs 
Lives not to act another. Be fatistied : 
Your brother dies to morrow : be content. 

Ifa. So youmuft be the firft that gives this fentence, 
And he that fuffers : Oh, it is excellent 
Tohave aGiant’s ftrength , but it is tyrannous 
To ufeit like a Giant. 

Luc. That’s well faid. 

I/2. Could great men thunder 
As ‘Fove him(elf do's, Fove would ne're be quiets 
For every pelting petty Officer 
VVould ufe his heaven for thunder : 
Nothing but thunder : Merciful heaven, 
Thou rather with thy fharp and fulphurous bolt 
Split’ft the un-wedgable and gnarled Oke, 
Than the foft Mertil: O but man! proud man? 
Dreft ina little brief anthority, 
Moft ignorant of what he’s moft affur’d 
(His glaflie Effence), like an angry Ape, 
Plays fuch pharitaftique tricks before high heaven, 
As makes the Angels weep ; who with our {pleens 
VVould all themfelves laugh mortal. : 
Luc. Oh, to tim, tohim Wench: he will relent: 
He’s coming : I perceivet. 
Pro. Pray heavén fhe win him. 
If. VVe cannot weigh our brother with our felf: 
reat men may je{t with Saints: "tis Witin them, 
But inthe lef toul Prophanation. : 
Luc. Thow’rt right (Girl): mofeo* that. 


> 
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To our grofs (elves ? good, good my Lord, bethink you : 


tho it hath flept : 
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Ifab. That in the Captain’s but a chollerick word, 
VVhich inthe Soldier is flat blafphemy. 
Luc. Art advis’d o’ that ? more on, 
Ang. Why do you, put thefe fayings upon me? 
Ifa. Becaufe Authority, thdit err like others, 
Hath yet a kind of Medicine in it felf, 
That skins the Vice o’ th’ top: goto your bofom, 
Knock there, and ask your heart what it doth know 
That’slike my brother’s fault: if it confefs 
A natural guiltinefs, fuch as is his, 
Let it not fotind a thought upon your tongue 
| Againft my brother's life. : 
| _ Ang. She fpeaks, and ’tis firch fenfe, 
| That my fenfe breeds with it: fare you well. 
| J/a. Gentle my Lord, turn back. — 
Ang. 1 will bethihk me : Come again to morrow. 
Ifa. Hark, how Ple bribe you: good my Lord turr 
back. : 
| Ang. How ? bribe the 2 
J Ta. 1, with fuch gifts that heaven fhail thare with 
you. 
Luc. You had marr’d all elfe. 
Ifa« Not with fond Sickles of the tefted-gold, 
Or ftones, whofe rate are either fich or poor, 
As fancy values them : but with trne prayers, 
That fhall be up at heaven, and enter there 
E’re Sun rife: prayers trom preferved fouls, 
From fafting Maids, whofe minds are dedicate 
Tonothing temporal. 
Ang. Well: cometo me to morrow. 
Luc. Go to: tis well: away. 
Ifa. Heaven keep your honour fafe. 
Ang. Amen: 
For am that way goirg to temptation, i 
Where prayers crofs. 
Ifa. At what hour to morrow 
Shall Lattend your Lordfhip ? 
Ang. Atany time fore-iidon. 
Ifa. Save your honour 
Ang. From thee: even from thy Vertue. 
What’s this? What’s this? Is this herfaule, ormine? {jf 
The Tempter, of the Tempted, who fins moft ? ha? jf} 
Not fhe: nor doth fhe tempt: but itis I, 
That, lying by the Violet in the Sun, 


Exeunt. 


Do as the Carrion do’s, not as the flower, | 
Corrupt with vértuous feafon: Can it be, i 
That Modefty may more betray our fenfe, ; 


Than Womans lightne{s ? having wafte ground eriough, 
Shall we defire to raze the Sanctuary, 
And pitch our evils there? Oh fie, fie, fie : 
What doft thou 2? Or what art thou, Angelo¢ 
Doft thou defire her fouly, for thofe things 
That make her good? Oh let her brother live; 
Thieves for their Robbery have atithority, 
VVhen Judges fteal themfelves: What! do I love her, 
That 1 defire to hear her {peak again? 

And feaft upon her Eyes 2? VVhatisit I dream on? 
Oh cunning Enemy, that to catch a Saint, 

VVith Saints doft bait thou hook: moft dangerous 

Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 

To fin, in loving Vertue: never could the Strumpet, 
VVith all her double Vigor, Art, and Nature, 

Once ftir my temper: butthis vertuous Maid 
Subdues me quite: Even till now, 
VVhen men were fond, | fmil'd, and wondréd how. 


| 
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Scena tertid. 


Enter Duke, and Provoft. 


Hail to you, Provo: fol think you are. 
lam the Prowof : what’s your will, good Frier ? 
Duk. Bound by my Charity, and my bleft Order, 
Icome to vifit the afflicted fpirits 
Here in the Prifon: do me the common right 
Tolet mefee them: and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may minifter 
To them accordingly. ; 

Pro. | would domore than that, if more were needful. 

Enter Juliet. 

Look here comes one: a Gentlewoman of mine, 
VVho falling in the flaws of her own Youth, 
Hath blifter’d her Report: She is with child, 
And he that got it, fentenc’d: a young man 
More fit to do another fuch Offence, 
Than die for this, Pease 

Duk. VVhen mutt he die? 

Pro. Asi dothink, tomorrow. © 
Ihave provided for you:* ftay a while, 

And you fhafl be conducted. 

Duk. Repent you (fairone) of the fin you carry. 

Ful. 1do; and bear the fhame moft patiently. _ 

Du.I'le teach you how you hail araign your con{Ccience, 
And try your penitence, if it be found, 

Or hollowly put on. 

Ful. Vile gladly learn. 

Duk, Love you the man that wrong’d you ? 

‘ Ful. Yes, as llove the woman that wrong’d him, 

Duk. So then it feems your moft offenceful act © 
VVas mutually committed. 

Ful. Mutually. 

Dak. Then was your fin of heavier kind than his? 

Ful. Ido confefS it, and repent it (Father). 

Duk. “Tis meet fo (daughter), but left you do repent 
As that the fin hath brought you to this fhame, . ~ 
VVhich forrow is always toward our félves, not heaven, 
Showing we would not fpare heaven, as we love it, 
Butas we ftand in fear. : 

Ful. 1 do repent me, asit is an evil, 

And take the fhame with joy. — 

Duk. ‘There reft : 

Your partner (asl hear) muft die to morrow, 
And lam going with inftruction to him: 
Grace go with you, Benedicite. 


Exit. 


5 ; ial Ful. Mut die to morrow? Oh injurious lové, 
eae ik That refpits me alife, whofe very comfort 
7 i pa Is ftilla dying horror. 
BE aEH Pro. ’Tis pity of him. Exeunt. 
Es ea 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Angelo, ' 


An. VVhen I would pray, and think, I think, and pray 
To feveral fubjects: heaven hath my empty words, 
VWVbhilft my Invention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on J/abe/: heaven in my mouth, 
Asif 1 did but only chew his name, 
Andin my heart the ftrong and {welling evil 
Of my conception : the ftate whereon I ftudied 
Is like a good thing, being oftenread, 
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Grown feard, aud tedious: yea, my Gravity, LG 


Wherein (let no man hear me). I take pride, 
Could, with boot, change for an idle plume 
Which theair beats for vain: Oh place! oh form! 
How often doft thou with thy cafe, thy habit 
Wreich awe from foels, and tie the wifer fouls 
To thy falfe feeming ? Blood, thou art Blood, 

Let’s write good Angell on the Devils horn, 

’ T's not the devils Creft : how now? who’s there? 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. One Ifabel, a filter, defires accefS to you: 
Ang. Teach her the way : Oh heavens 
Why do’s my blood thus mufterto my heart, 
Making both it unable for it felf, 
And difpoffefling all my other parts 
Of neceflary fitnefs ¢ 
So play the foolifh throngs with one that fwounds, 
Come all tohelp him, and fo {top the air 
By whichhe fhould revive: and even fo 
The general fubjects to a well-witht King, 


U 


| Quit their own part, and in obfequious fondnefs 


Crowd to his prefence, where their uutaught love 
Mutt needs appear Offence ! how now fair Maid ¢ 


Eater Ufabelia, i 

Ifa. lam come to know your pleafure. (me, | 

Ang. That you might know it, would much better pleafe | 
Than to demand what ’tis: your brother cannot live, 

Ifa. Even fo: heaven keep your Honour. 

“ing. Yet may he livea while: and it may be 
As long as you or I: yet he mnft die. 

Ja. Under your Sentence 2 

Aug. Yea. 

I’a. VVhen, I befeech you ? that in his Reprieve 
(Longer or fhorter) he may be fo fitted, 

That his foul ficken not. 

Ang. Ha? fie, thefe filthy Vices : It were as good 
To pardon hitn, that hath from Nature ftol’n 
Aman already made, as to remit 
Their fawcy fweetnels, that do coin heavens Image 
In ftamps thatare forbid : *tisall as eafie, 

Falfely to take away a life true made, 
Asto put mettle in reftrained means, 
To make a falfé one. : 

fa.’ Tis fet down fo in heaven, but not inearth. 

Ang. Say you fo? thenJ fhall poze you quickly. 
Which ‘had you rather, that the moft yult Law 
Now took your brother’s life ; and to redeem him, 
Give up your body to fuch {weet uncleanneS 
As the that he hath ftain‘d? 

_ Ifa. Sir, believe this, 

Thad rather give my body than my foul. 

__ Ang. talk not of your foul: our compeltd fins 
Stand more for number than foraccom pt. 

Ifa. How fay you ? 

“ng. Nay, lle not warrant that : for I can {peak 

Againit the thing I fay: Anfwer to this, 
I (now the Voice of the Recorded Law) 
Pronounce a fentence on your brother’s life: 
Might there not be a charity in fin, 
To fave this brother’s life ? 

I/a. Pleafe you to do’, 

Ple take it asa peril to my foul: 
It is no fin atall, but charity. 

Ang. Pleas’d you to do’t at peril of 
Were equal poize of finand charity. 
Abe oe beg his life, if it be fin, 

eaven let me bear it ; you granting of my fui 
If that be fin, ’le rake in Morn Del Ps 
To have it added to the faults of mine, ~ 
And nothing of your anfwer, 

Ang. Nay, but hear me : 

Your fenfe purfies not mine: either you are ignorant, 
Or feem fo crafty ; and that’s not good. 


your foul, 
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Ifa. Let me be ignorant, andin nothing good, 
But gracioufly to know [amno better. 

Ang. Thus Wifdom withes to appear moft bright, 
When it doth tax it felf: As thefe black Mafques 
Proclaim anen-fhield beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could difplayed: But mark me, 

To be received plain, le fpeak more grofs : 
Your brother is to die. 
Ifa. So. 
Ang. And his Offence is fo, as it appears, . 


Accountant to the Law upon that pain. 
Ifa. True. 
= . . 7 
Ang: Admit no other way to fave his life 
(As Ifubfcribe not that, nor any other, 


Finding your felf defir’d of fuch a perfon, OS profih onc, 
Whofe credit with the Judg, or own great place, 
Could fetch your brother from the Mannacles 

Of the all-building Law : and that there were 

No earthly mean to fave him, but that either 

You mutt lay down the treafurres of your body, 

To this fuppofed, or elfe to let him futter, 

What would you do ? 

Ifa. As much for my poor brother as my felf: 
That is, were I undet the terms of Death, a 
Tl impreflion of keen Whips, [’ld wear as Rubies, 
And {trip my felf to death, as toa bed, 

That longing have been fick for, e’reT'ld yeild 
iMy body up to fhame. 
Ang. Then muft your brother die. 
Ifa. And ’twere the cheaper way : 
Better it were a brother di’d at once, 
Chan that a fifter by redeeming him, 
Should die for ever. 

Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the Sentence 
That you have flander’d fo ? 

I/a. Ignominy in Ranfom, and free Pardon, 

Are of two houfes: lawful Mercy 
Is nothing kin to foul Redemption. 

Ang: You feem?d of late to make the law a Tyrant, 
And rather prov’d the fliding of your brother 
Amerriment than a Vice. 

Ifa. Oh pardon me, my Lord: it oft falls ont 
To have what we would have: 

We {peak not what we mean: 
I fomething do excu(é the things hate 
For his advantage that | dearly love. * 
Ang. Weate all frail. 
I/a. Elfe let my brother die, 
[f not a feodary but only he 
Owe, and fucceed thy weaknef. 

Ang. Nay, Women are frail too. 

I/a. I, as the glafles where they viewthemfelves 5 
Which are as eafie broke as they make forms: 

Women ? help heaven; Men their creation mar 

In profit 

For we are {of 

And credulou 
Ang. I tk 
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And from this teftimony of your own Sex 

(Since | fuppofe we are made to be no ftronger 
Than faults may fhake ourframes), let me be bold 
I do arreft, your words : Be that you are; 

That is, aWoman: if yoube more, you’r none: 
If you be one (as vou are well expreit 


By all extefnal warrants ), fhew it now, 
By putting on the deftin’d Livery. 
Ia. | have notongué but one; gentle my Lord, 
Let me intreat you {peak the former language. 
Ang. Plainly conceive t love you. 
Ifa. My brother did love Fuliet? 
And youtell me, that he fhall die for’; 
Ang. He fhall not, [/2be/, if you give me love: 
Ifa. know your Vertue hath a licence in’e, 


But in the lof of queftion), that you, his fifter, ¢ tFichgxThat you thall ftiflein your own Report, 
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Which feemsa little fouler than it is, 


| 
To pluck on others. 
Ang. Believe me on mine Monour, 
My words expre{s my purpofe 
Ta. Ha ? Little honour to be much believ’d, 
And moft pernicious purpofe : Seeming, feeming. 
I will proclaim thee, Angelo ; look for’t: 
Sign me a prefent pardon for my brother, | 
Or with an out-ftretch’d throat Ile tell the World aloud | 
' Whatman thou art. 
| Ang. Who will believe thee, I/abe/ 2 | 
| My unfoil’d name, th’ aufterenefs of my lif, 
My vouch againft you, and my place?’ th’ Sraté! 
| Will fo your accufation over-weigh, 
| 
| 


| And (meflof calumny. I have begun, 
And now give my fenfuial race the rein: 
| Fit chy confent to my fharp appetite ; 


| Lay by all nicety, and prolixions blu thes 


| That banifh what they fu for: Redeem thy brother | 
| By yielding up thy body to my Wills | 
Or elfe he muit not only die rhe death, 

But thy unkindne(s fhall his death draw out | 
lo lingring firtlerance: Anfwer me to morrow, 
Or by the affection that now guides me mof, 

‘le prove a Tyrant tohim- As for you | 
Say what you can, my falfé o’re-weighs yourtrue, Exit. 
| Ifa. 'Vowhom fhould | complain? Did I tefl this, 
Who would believe me? O perilous mouths 
That bear in them one anid the felf-fame tongue, 
Either of condemnation or approof, 
Bidding the Law make curtfic to their Will, 


te 


Hooking both right and wrong to th’ apperite, 
To follow as it draws. ile to my brother 
Tho he hath fal n by prompture of the blood, 

Yet hath. bein him fuch a mind of Honour, 
That had fie twénty heads to tender down 

| Ontwenty bloody blocks, he’ld yeild them up, 

| Before his fitter fhould het body itoop 

| Vo fuch abhorr’d pollution. 

Then Ifgbel lige chafte, and brothér die ; 

** More than our brother is our Chattity- 
Vle tell him yet of Angel's Requeft, 

And fithis mind to death for his foul’s Reft. 


Exit 


Attus Tertius, Scena Prima 


Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provoft. 


Duk. So then you hope of pardon from Lord Angelo? 
Clau. The miferable-fhave no other Medicine 

| But only hope: P havé hopeto live, and am prepar’d to 

| die. ) 

| Duk. Be abfolute for death: either death or fife 

| Shall thereby be the fwéeter..Reafon thus with life ; 

| If I do lofe thee, I dolofe’a thing 

| That none but fools would keep: a breath thou arty 

iServile to all the skyie influencesy 

| That doft this habitation whete thon keep’ft 

| Hourly affiét: Meerly thou art Death’s fool ; 

| For him thou labour’ft by thy flight tofhun,, 

| And yetrunn’ft toward him ftill: Thou are not noble ; 

For all th’? accommodations that thou bear’ft, 

| Are nurft by bafenefs : Thou’rt no way valiant; 

'For thou doft fear the foft and tender fork 

|of a poor worm : thy beft of reftis fleep», 

| And that thon oft provok’ft, yet grofly fear ft : 

Thy death, which is nomore: Thou art not thy felf ; 

For thou exifts on many a thoufand grains es 
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ie out of duft: Happy thou art not; 
1 A lars a Webeie /p hears 4 
thou haft not, ftill thou firiv’fi to get, 
ou haft forgett’(t : Thou art not certain 5 


~ 


And what tic ae re j ae iy 
For thy complexion fhifts to dtrange eHects, _ 
er the Moon: if thou artrich. thourt poor ; 


\f 
| For likean AfS, whofe back with Ingots bows, 
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snd death 
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t, Sarpego, and-the Rheume 
y foone 


ecomes as aged, and doth beg the alms in 
Ae nalGed-Fld+ and when thou art old, and rich, 
OF paified-Eia: and Wi 1OU é . 


Thou haft neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty 
To make thy Riches pleafant : 


what’s yer inthis 
That bears the name of life? Yet in this life 
aths; yet death we feat, 
That makes thefe oddsall even, 
Clau. 1 humbly thank you. 
To fue to live, | find I feek to die, 
And feeking death, find life: Let it come on, 
Enter Ufabella. 


panye 


come. 
Duk. Dear fir, ere long Ile vifit you again. 
Cla. Mott holy fir, 1 thank you, = 
Ij. My bufinefs is a word or two with Claudio. 


fter. 
Duk. ProwosSt, a word with you. 
Pro. As many as you pleafe. 


hear them, 

Cla. Now fitter, what’s the comfort ¢ 
Ta. VY hy; 5 
As all comforts are: moft good, moft good indeed : 
Lord Anzelo having affairs to heaven, 

Intends you for his {wift Ambaflador ; 

Where you fhail be an everlafting Leiger: 
Therefore your beft appointment make with fj peed, 
‘To morrow you fet on. 

Cla. \s there noRemedy? 

Ifa. None but fach Remedy, asto fave a head 
To cleave a heart in twain. 

Cla. But is there any ¢ 

Iia. Yes, brother, youmaylive: 

There is a devillith merc y in the Judg;_ 
If you’l imploreit, that will free your life, 
But fetter you tilfdeath. 

Cla. Perpetual durance ! ; 

I/a. | jut, perpetual durance, a reftraint 
Through all the Worlds vaftidity you had 
To a determin’d fcope. 

Cl2. But in what nature? 

[/a: In fach a one, as you confenting to’t, : 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear, 
And leave you naked. ; 

Clau. Let me know the point... 

I/2. Oh, I do fear thee, Claadio; and T quake; 

Left thou a feavourous life fhould’ft entertain, « 
And fix or feven Winters more refpect _ 
Thao a perpetual honour. Dar’itthou die 2 
The {énfe of. death is moft in appreheniion, 
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And the poor Beetle that we tread upon, 
In corporal fufferance, finds a pang as great 
As whena Giant dies. ° 
Cla. Why give you me this fhame? 
Thirk youl Ganarefolutionfetch 
From flowry tendernefs? If 1 mui die, 
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Iub. What hoa? Peace liere ; Grace and good Com- 


Pro. Whorsthere 2 Comein: the wifh deferves a wel- 


Pro Andvery welcome : look Signior, here’s your fi- 


Duk. Bring them to {peak where I may be conceal’d, yet 
Exeunt. 
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encounter darknefs as a bride, 
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Did utter forth avoice. Yes, thou muft die: 
Thou art too noble to corferve a life 

[In bafe appliai 
\ 


ces. "This outward fainted Deputy, 
Whofe fetled vil and deliberate word 
Nips youth i?’ th” head, and follies doth emmew, 
As Falcon doth the fowl: is yeta devil: 
His filth within being caft, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. 

sla. ‘The Princely Angelo? 

Ifa. Oh ‘tis the cunning Livery of hell, 
The damned body to inyeft and cover 
In Princely. gardes: doft thon think, Claudié, 
If. | would yeild him my Virginity, 
Thou might’ft be freed. 

Cla. Oh heavens, it cannot be. 
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So to offend him ftill, ‘This night’s the time 

That I fhould do whatI abhor to name, 

Or elfe thou dieft to morrow. 
Cla. Thou fhalt not do’t. 
I/a. Oh, were it but my life, 

Ile throw it down for your deliverance 

As frankly asa pin. 
Cia. hanks dear J/abel. / 
Ifa. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to morrow, 
Cla Yes. Has he affections in him, 

That thus can make him bite the Law by th’ nofe, 


| Whenhe wouldforce it ? furc it is no fin: 


Or of the deadly feven it is the leaft. 

Ife. Which is the leaft ? 

Cla. If itit were damnable, he being fo wife; 
Why would he for the momentany trick 
Be perdurably fin’d? Oh I/adel. 

Ha. What fays my brother ? 

Cla. Death is a fearful thing. 

Ifa. And fhamed life a hateful. 

Clo. 1, but to die; and go we know not where: 
To lie in cold Obftruction, and to rot 
This fenfible warm motion, to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted fpirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to refide 
In thrilling Region of thick-ribbed Ice, 
To be imprifon’d in the viewlefs winds, 
And blown with reftlefs witerce round about 
The pendant World : orto be worfe than worft 
Of thofe, that lawlefs and incertain thought, 
[Imagine howling, ’tis too horrible. 
The wearieft, and moft loathed worldly life 
That age, ach, penury, and imprifonment 
Can lay on Nature, isa Paradife 
To what we fear of death. 

Ifa. Alas! alas ! 

Cla. Sweet fitter let me live: 
What fin you do to favea brother’s life, 
Nature difpenfes with the deed fo far, 
That it becomes a vertue, 

Ifa. Oh you beaft! 
Oh faithlefs coward ! oh difhoneft wretch ! 
Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice ¢ 
‘Is’t not a kind of inceft, to take life 
From thine own fifters fhame ? What fhould I think ¢ 
Heaven fhield : my mother plaid my father fair: , 
For fiich a warped flip of Wildernef 
Ne’re iffu'd from his blood. ‘Take my defiance 
Die, perifh : Might but my bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it fhould proceeds — 
Ple pay a thoufand prayers for thy death; 
No word to fave thee. 

Cla. Nay, hear me, I/abel. 

Ifa. Oh, fie, fie, fie, 
| Phy fin’s not accidental, but a trade 5 


Ifa. Yes, he would giv’t thee ; from this rank Offence 


my brother : there my father’s gave 
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Mercy to thee would prove it felf a Bawd: 
’Tis beft that thou dieft quickly. 

Cla. Oh hear me, Ifabella. 

Du. Vouchfafe a word, young fifter, but one w 

Ifa. What is your will ? 

Du. Might you difpenfe with your leifure, I would by 
and by have fome fpeech with you : the fatisfaction I would 
require, is likewife your own benefit. 

Ifa. Ihave no fuperfluous leifure ; my ftay muft be ftolen 
out of other affairs : but I will attend you a while. 

Du Son, Ihave over-heard what hath paft between you 
and your fifter. Angelo had never the purpofe to corrupt 
her ; “only he hath made an aflay of her ver ne, f° practife 
his judgment with the difpofition of Natures. 1 (having 
the rruth of honour inher) hath made him that gracious 
denial, which he is moft glad to receive: [am confeffor to 
Angelo, and I know this to be true; therefore prepare your 
felf to death: do not fatisfie your refolution with hopes 
that are fallible; to morrow you muft die: go to your 
knees, and make ready. 

Cla. Let meask my fitter pardon: I am fo out of love 
with life, that I will fire to be rid of it. Exit. 

Du. Hold you there : farewell: Provoff, a word with 
you. 

=a 0. What's your will (father) ? 

4. That now you are come, you will be gone : leave 
mea Pile with the Maid ; my mind promifes with my 
habit, no lofs fhall touch her by my company. 

Pro. In good time. Exit. 

Du. The hand that hath made you fair, hath Hale you 
good; the goodnefs that is cheap in beauty, makes beau- 
ty brief in “goodnef $; but grace being the foul of your 
complexion, fhall keep the body of it ever fair : the af- 
faule that Axge/o hath made to you, Fortune hath con- 
vey’d to my Underftanding ; and but that frailry hath Ex- 
amples for his falling, I fhould wonder at Angelo : how will 
you do to content this Subftitute, and to fave your bro- 
ther ¢ 

Iz. 1 am now going to refolve him : I had rather my 
brother die by the Law, than my fon fhould be unlaw- 
fully born, But (Oh) how much is the good Duke de- 
ceiv’din Angelo: if ever he return, and I can fpeak to 
him, I will open my lips in vain, or difcover his govern- 
ment. 

Du. That fhaflnot bemuch amif§: yet as the matter 
now ftands, he will avoid your accufation: he made trial 
jofyou only. Therefore faften your ear on my advifings, 
to the love I have in doing goods 4 Remedy prefentsit felf 
I domake my felf believe that you may moft uprighteouf- 
ly do a poor wronged Lady a merited benefit: redeem 
your brother from the angry Law ; dono ftain to your 
own gracious perfon, and much pleafe the abfent Duke, 
if peradventure he fhallever return to have hearing of this 
bufinefs. 

Ifa. Let me hear you fpeak, father : I have fpitit to do 
any thing that appears not foul in the truth of my {pi- 
rit. 

Du. Vertue is bold, and goodnefs never fearful: Have 
you not heard {peak of Adariana, the filter of Frederick, the 
great Soldier, who mifcarried at Sea ? 

Ifa. thave heard of theLady, and good words went 
with her name 2 

Du. She fhould this Angelo have married ; was affianced 


Duke f? freps it. 
word. 


of the act, and limit of the folemnity, her brother 
Freder as wrackt at Sea, having in that perithed Vefiel, 
the dowry of his fifter: but mark how | 1eavily this befel to 
the poor Gentlewoman; there fhe loft a Noble and Re- 
nowned brother, in his love toward her, ever moft kind 
and natural: with] him the portion and finew of her for tune, 
hermarriage-dowry: with both, her combinate- husband, 
this Well-feeming Angelo. . 

Ifa. Can this be {02 did Angelo {fo leave her 2 

Du. Left her in her tears, and dried not one of them with 
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to her by Oath, the nuptial appointed: between which time | 


Beco Srnforts(W j 
difcove ries of di 
her own Ses Naat which fhe y 
he, a marble to her eats, is wath 
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not. 

Ifa. What a merit were it f 
Maid ‘iti vi wo rd 2 , Rak ape in this life, that 
it will ler this man live? But how out of this can the ep: 


vail ? 


Du. Itis a Rupture that you may eafily heal: and the 
cure of it not only faves your brother, but keeps you from 
difhonour in doing jc. . © er. 

Ifa. Shew me bow (good f ather), 

Du. This fore-named Maid hath vet in bh er the conti- 
nuance of her firit affection :_his unjutt unkindnefs ( that 
jin all Reafon fhonld have quenched her Love .) hath 
i; like an impediment i inthe Current) made it more vio- 
| lent and unruly :. Soon to.ngelo, aniwer Ais requi- 

rin 1g With aj Slaufible e Obedience, agree with h's dem nds 
tothe point: only refer your felf to this advantage: 
firft, that your ftay with him may not beloeg: si, ‘the 
time may have all fhadow and filence in it: anc 1 the place 
anfwer to convenience : this] being granted in Sie and 
now follows. all: we fhall advife this : wronged Maid to 
fteed up your apps place : if the en- 


counter acki dW. 
him to her reco papence : 
ther faved, your 
advantaged, an 
willl frame, an 
well to carry +] 
nefit defe 
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nage of “it gives-:mecontent < 
truft it will grow to a moft pro f{perous perfe ction. 
Du. It lies muchin you holding up: hatie you fpe 
to Angelo; if for this night he intreat you a his bed give 
him promife of fatisfaction. I will prefently to St. Luke's; 
there at the moated Grange refides this deyect edd darian na: 
at that place call upon me,.and sifpaich with Angelo, that 
it may be quickly. 
Ifa. I thank you for this comforr;. fate you well, good fa- 
ther. : 
Ene ter Elbow, Chow: My Officers. 
E/. Nay; if there be no Remedy for it, 


a 
Exit. 


but that you 


will needs buy.and fell men and women like beafts, we 
fhall have al] the world drink brown and white baitard, 
Dz. Oh heavens! what ftuff is here ? 
Clo. *T was never merry world fince of two ufuties the 
merrieft was put down, and the worfér allow’d by o pees 


of Law ; a furr’d gown to keep him warm; and furr’d wict 
Fox and Lamb-skins too, to fignifie, that craft being richer 
thaninnocency, ftands for ee gris: 

Elbe. Come your way, Sir: *blefs you, good father 
Frier. 

Du. And you good brother father : 
¥ man mac de you, fir? 

Elo. Marry, fir, he hath offended thé Law ; and, fir, we 

ake him to be a thief too, fir : for we have found upon him 
fi, a firange Pick-lock, which we have fent to the Dept- 
ty. 

Du. Fie, firrah, a bawd, a wicked bawd: 
The evil that thou caufeft to be done, 
That is thy means co live. Do thou but rhink 
‘| What’tis tocram a maw, sok r cloath a back 
From fuch a filthy Vice : fay to thy felf, 
| From their abominable on  beaftly touches 
| I drink, I eat away my {elf, and live: 
Canft thou believe thy living is a life, 
| So ftinkingly depen ding ? Go mend, go men: 

Clo. Indeed it do’s ftink in fome fort, fir : 
But yet, fir, | would prove- 

Du. Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs for fin, 
Thou wilt prove his. Fake him to prifon, Officer: 

Bg 


what Offence hath 


as 


Gié 


Cor- 


np a Te esr i etheenenapatats semen PI CD 


PERE OIEE e 8 1ST DEE EE CE RE eee ee ane nT nea toe GREYS: Sh beatae 


j 
; 
t 
’ 
; 
H 


j 
} 
} 
5 
} 
t 


66 } Mealure for Meafure. 


Du. How fhould he be made then ? 


oe rn + ene 


Correétion and inftruction muft both work, , a Hl Mar} 
: : 4 a Sea-maid {paw 1 
Ere this rude beaft will profit. Luc. Some report, a o¢a maid {pawn’d him. Some, that 


E/b. He muft before the Deputy, fir; he Kas given him | he was begot benveen two Stock-fithes. Butit is certain, 
. e ; a eee’ | F ak ter his Irin bs rp p 
warning: the Deputy cannot abide a W hore-matter : if he | fa when ne che ¢ cee : Urine is congeal d ige ; that 
be a Whoremonger, and comes before him, he were as | ; ‘ible to be true ; and ne 1 te ative ; that’s in- 
good go a mile on his errand. | ag srs TO Pe asia 
Du. That we were all, as fome would feem to te, Du, You are pieatant, hr, and {peak apace. 
Free from all faults, as faults from feeming free. Luc. Why, WHat as uthlefs ie is this in him, for th 
Enter Lucio. Rebellion of a Cod-piece, to take aw7y the life of a man? 
Elb. His neck will come to your waite, aCord, fir: i Would the Duke that is abfent have done this ¢ -Ere he 
Clo I {py comfort} I cry bail: Here’sa Gentleman, and | would have hang’d a man for the getting a hundred Ba. | 
a friend of mine. ftards, he would have paid for the nurfing a thoufand. He 
Luc. How now, noble Pompey ? What, at the wheels of had fome feeling of the fport, he knew the fervice, and that 
inftructed him to mercy. 


Ce/ar 2 Art thou led in triumph ? What, isthere none of 
Pigmalicn’s Images newly made woman to be had now, | Du. I never heard the abfent Deke much detected for 


for putting the hand in the pocker,and extracting clutch’dé Women ; he was not inclimd that way. 

What Reply ? Ha? What fait thou to this Tune, Matter} Lve. Oh, fir, you are deceiv’d. 

and Method ? Is’t not drown’d ? th’ laft Rain ¢ Ha? What) Da. "Tis not poflible. - 

faift thou, ‘Trot ? Is the World as it was, Man? Which is) Lue. Who, not the Duke ? Yes, your beggar of fifty:and }; 

the way ? Is it fad, and few words ? Or how ? The trick of| his ufe was; to puta Ducket in her Clack-difh: the Duke 
nD had Crotchets in him. He would be drunk too, that ler me 

Du, Still thus, and thus: ftill worfe He inforth you. | 

Luc. How doth my dear Morfel? thy Miftris? Procures| Du. You dohim wrong furely. 
fhe ftill 2? Ha? ; Luc. Sir, 1 was an inward of his : a fhy fellow was the 

Clo. Troth, fir, fhe hath eaten up all her Beef, and fhe is} Duke ; and I believe 1 know the caufe of his withdraw- 
her felf in the tub. : ing. ‘ 

Luc. Why, *tis good: It is the right of it: it muftbefo.| Du. What (I prethee) might be thecaufe ? f 
Ever your frefh Whore, and your powder’d Bawd,anun-| Lue. No: pardon: *Tis a fecret mut be lockt with- 
fhunn’d confequence, it muft be fo. Art going to Prifon,}in the teeth and the lips: but this I can let you under- 
Pompey ? ftand, the greater file of the Subyect held the Duke to be } 

Clo. Yes, faith, fir. wife. 

Luc. Why, *tisnot amifs, Pompey : farewel: gofay,[fent}| Du. Wife ? Why no queftion but be was. 
thee thither: for debt, Pompey ? Or how ¢ ‘Luc. A very fuperficial, ignorant, unweighing fellow. 

Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. Da. Either this is envy in you, folly, or miftaking: The 

Luc. Well, then imprifon him: If imprifonment be| very ftream of his life, and the bufinefs he hath helmed 
the due of a bawd, why, ’tishisright. Bawd is he doubr- muft upon a warranted need, give him a better proclama. 
lefS, and.of antiquity too : Bawd born: Farewell, good | tion. Let him be but teftimonied in his own bringings forth, } 
Pompey : Commend me to the prifon, Pompey: you will| and he fhall appear to the envious, a Scholar, a Statef- 
turn good Husband now, Pompey; you will keep the | man, and a Soldier: therefore you fpeak unskilfully : or 
houfe. if yout knowledg be more, it is much darkened in your 

Clo. Vhope, fir, your good Worfhip will be my bail. malice. 

Luc. No indeed will] not, Pompey ; itis notthe wear; I} Lue. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 
will pray (Pompey) to encrea‘e your bondage, if youtakeit| Du. Love talks with better knowledg, and knowledg 
not patiently : Why, your mertle is te more: Adieu, tru- with dear love. 
fty Ponspey. : Luc. Come, fir, | know what I know. 

Blefs you, Frier. Du. I can hardly believe that, fince you know not what 
Da. And you. ; you fpeak. Butif ever the Duke return (as our prayers are 
Luc. Do’s Bridget paint ftill, Pompey? Ha? he may), let me defire you to make your anfwer before 
E/b. Come your ways, fir, come. him: if itbe honeft you have fpoke, you have courage to 
Clo, You will not bail me then, fir? maintainit : Jam bound to call upon you, and I pray you 
Luc. Then, Pompey, nor now : What news abroad, Frier? | your name? 

What news ? < Luc. Sir, my natne is Lucio, well known to the Duke. 
E/b. Come your ways, fir, come. Du, He fhall know you better, fir, if I may live to report 
Luc. Goto kennel (Pompey), g0: Exeunt: | you. 

What news, Frier, of the Duke ? Luc. I fear you not. 

Du. | know none: can you tell me of any ? Du.’ O, yon hope the Duke wifl return no more : 

Lue. Some fay, he is with the Emperor of Ruffa : other} or you imagine me too unhurtful an Oppofite : but he 


fome, heis in Rome - but where is he think you ¢ deed I can do you little harm: You’l forfwear this a- 
Du. 1 know not where: but wherefoever, I wifhhim | gain ¢ 
well. Luc. Vle be hang’d firft : Thou art deceived in me, Frier.} 


Luc. It was a mad fantaftical trick of him, to fteal from | But no more of this. Canft thou tell if C/audio die to mor- 
the State, andufurp the Beggary he was never born to :| row, or no? , 
Lord Angelo Dukes it well in his abfence: he putstran{-| Du, Why fhould he die, fir? 
greflion to’. Luc. Why? For filling a Bottle with a Tun-difh: 1 
Du. He do’s well in’t. would the Duke we talk of were return’d aggin ; this 
Luc. A little morelenity to Lechery would donoharm | ungenitur’d Agent will un-people the Prov "with 
inhim : fomething too crabbed that way, Freer. Continency. Sparrows muft not build in his houle-eves 
Du. Itis too general a Vice, and feverity muft cure it. |becaufe they are lecherous : The Duke yet would Rate 
Luc. Yes, in good footh, the Vice is of a great kindred ; | dark deeds darkly anfwered; he would never bring them 
it is well allied ; but it is impoflible to extirp it quite , |to light: would he were return’d, Marry, this Clau- 
Frier, tilleating and drinking be put down. They fay, |diois condemned for untruffing. Farewel good Frier, I 
| this Angelo was not made by Man and Woman, after |prethee pray forme: The Duke (I fay fo thee again) 
this down-right way of Creation: is it true, think |would eat Mutton on Frydays, He's now paft it ; yer 
you? (and I fay tothee) he would mouth with a beggar, tho 
fh 
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the fmelt brown-bread aud Garlick: fay, that I faid fo: | hath fentenc’d himfelf 


Farewel. : 

Du. No might nor greatnefs in mortality 
Can cenfure {cape : Back-wounding calumny 
The whiteft vertue ftrikes. What King {0 {trong 
Can tie the gall up in the flanderous tongue ? 

But who comes here ¢ 
Enter Efcalus, Provoft, and Bawd. 

Efe. Go, away with her to prifon. 

Bawd. Good my Lord, be good to me; your Honour is 
accounted a merciful man: good my Lord. 

E(c. Double, and trebble admonition, and ftill forfeit in 
the fame kind ? This would make mercy fwear, and play 
the Tyrant. 

Pro. A Bawd of Eleven years continuance, may it pleafe 
your Honour. 

Bawd. My Lord, this is one Lucio’s information againft 
me: Miftris Kate Keep down was with child by him in 
the Duke’s time ! he promis’d her marriage: his child is 
a Year and a Quarter old, come Philip and Facob : i have | 
kept it my felf; and fee how he goes about to abufe 
me. 

Efe. That fellow is a fellow of much Licenfe : Let him 
be call’d before us. Away with her to prifon: Goto: 
no more words. Provoff, my Brother Angelo will not be 
alter’d ; Claudio muft die to morrow : Let him be fur- 
aith’d with Divines, and have all charitable preparation. If 
mv brother wrought by my pity, it fhould not be fo with 
him. 

Pro. So, pleafe you, this Frier hath been with him, and 
advis’d him for th’ entertainment of death. 

Ejca. Good even, good father. 

Du. BlifS and goodnefs on you. 

Efe. Of whence are you ? 

Du. Not of this Country, tho my chance isnow 
Toufe it for my time: lama brother 
Of gracious Order, late come from the Sea, 

In fpectal bufinefs from his Holinefs. 

Efc. What news abroad 7?’ th’ World ? 

Du. None, but that there is fo great a Fever on good- 
nefs, that the diffolution of it muft cure it. Novelty is 
only in requeit ; and it is as dangerous to be aged in any 
kind of courfe, as it is verttous to be conftant in any 
undertaking. ‘Thereis fcarce truth enoughalive to make 
Societies fecure ; but fecurity enough to make Fellow- 
fhips accurit. Much upon this Riddle runs the wifdom of 
the World: This news is old enough, yet it is every 
days news: I pray you, fir, of what difpofition was the 
Duke ? 

E/c. One, that above all other ftrifes, 

Contended efpecially to know himfelf. 

Du. What pleafure was he given to? 

Efe. Rather rejoicing to feee another nierry, than mer- 
ry at any thing which profeft to make him rejoice. A 
Gentleman of all Temperance. But leave him to his e- 
vents, with a prayer they may prove profperous; and 
let me defire to know how you find Claudio prepar’d? 

‘lam made tounderitand, that youhave lent him Vifitati- 
on. 

Du.He profefies to have received no finifter meafurre from 
his Judg, but moft willingly humbles himfelf to the deter- | 
mination of Juitice: yet had he framed to himéfelf (by the 
initruction of his frailey ) many deceiving promifes of life, 
which I (bymy good leifure) have difcredited to him, and 
now is hee d to die. 

E/c. You have paid the Heavens your Funétion, and 
the Prifoner the very debt of your Calling. I have la- 
bour’d for the por Gentleman, to the extremeft fhore of 
my modeity, but my Brother-Juftice have I found fo {e- 
vere, that he hath fore’d me to tell him, he is indeed Ju- 
ftice. 

Du. If his own life 
Anfwer the firaitne{s of his proceeding, 

It fhall become him well: whereinif he chance to fail, he 
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And to that Vineyard is a planched gate, 


a 


Efe, 1am going to vifit the prifoner: Fare you well Exit. 

Du. Peace be with you. 
He who the fword of Heaven will bear, 
Should be as holy as fevere: 
Pattern in himfelf to know, 
Grace to ftand, and Vertue go: 
More nor lefs to others paying, 
Than by felfOffences weighing. 
Shame to him whofe cruel ftriking, 
Kills for faults of his own liking: 
Twice trebble fhame on Angelo, 
To weed my Vice, and let his grow. 
Oh, what may Man within him hide, 
Tho Angel onthe Outward fide? 
How may likenefs made in crimes, 
Making practife on the times, 
‘To draw with idle Spiders ftrings 
Moft.ponderous and fubftantial things ? 
Craft againft Vice muft apply. 
With Angelo tonight fhall lie 
His Old betroathed (but defpifed) : 
So difguife fhall by th’ difguifed 
Pay with falfhood falfe exaCting, 


—iareni 


And perform an old contracting. Exit. 
Atlus Quartus, Scena Prima; 
Enter Mariana, and Boy, finging: { 


Song. Zake, Oh take thofe lips away, 
that fo fweetly were for{worn, 
And thofe eyes : the break of day 
lights that do miflead the Morn; 
But my kiffes bring again, bring again, 
Seals of love, but feal’d im vain. 


Enter Duke. 


Ma. Break off thy Song, and hae thee quick away : 
Here comes aman of comfort, whofe advice 
Hath often ftill’d my brawling difcontent. 
I cry you mercy, fir, and well could wifh 
You had not found me kere fo mufical : 
Let me excufe me, and believe me {o, 
My mirth ic much difpleas’d, but pleas’d my wo. 

Du.” Tis good, the Mufick oft hath fucha charm 
To make bad, good, and good provoke to harm. 
I pray you tell me, hathany body enquir’d for me here 
today ? much upon this time have | promis’d here to 
meet. 
| Mar. You have not been enquir’d after: Ihave fat here 
all day. 


: Enter label. _ 

Du. 1 do conftantly bélieve you: thé time is comes 
evennow. I fhallcrave your forbearance a little; may be 
1 will call upon you anon, for fome advantage to your 
felts” : 

Mar. | am always bound to you: Exit. 

Du. Very well met, and well come: 

What isthe news from this good Deputy ? 

I/a. He hath a Garden circummur’d with Brick, 

Whole Wefternfide is witha Vineyard backt; 


That makes his opening with this bigger Key? 
This other doth command a little door, 
Which from the Vineyard to the Garden leads ; 
There have I made my promife, upon the 
Heavy middle of the night, to call upon him. — 

Dz. But {hall you on-your knowledg find this way ? 
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aga 4 S01” Sere Hiss soe bhork 
7 have tane a due and wary note upont, Enter Abhorion. 
2 aciapeee : é Abb. Do you call fir? 


and moft guilty diligence, 


Wi h whiffering Phiten, oie a : 
With whil Beet he did fhow me Pro. Sirrah, here’s a fellow will help you to morrow in 
rt 5 i < ~ 


Ty action all rece j 1 ink i 
aoe eg be execution ; if you think it meet, compound with him 
Du. Arethere no other tokens “i ip V — oa let him abide here with you: if not, ufe 
ie concerting Ber obfervance ® pe or the pre ent, and difmifs him: he cannot plead his 
+ No: none but only a repair th’ dark, eftimation with you : he hath been a Bawd. 
Ia. , Abb. A Bawd, Sir? fie upon him, he will difcredit our 
myftery. 


And that Ihave pofleft him, my moft ftay 
Canbe but brief: for I have made him know, 3 
Ihave a Servant comes with me along, Pro. Go to, fir; youweigh equally; a feather will turn 
That ftays upon me, whofe perfwafion 1S, the Scale. ‘Pe 
[ come about my brother. Clo. Pray fir, by your good favour: for furely, fir, a good | 
Du. Tis well born up. favour you have, but that you have a hanging look: Do, 
Ihave not yet made known to Mariana. you call, fir, your Occupation a Myftery ? . 
: Enter Mariana. Abb. I, fir, aMyftery. 
A word of this: what hoa, within, come forth 3 Clo. Painting, fir, Thave heard fay, is aMyftery: and 
I pray you be acquainted with this Maid ; your Whores, fir, being members of my Occupation, ufing 
painting, do prove my Occupationa Myftery: but what} 
Myftery there fhould be in hanging, if 1 fhould be hang’d 
I cannot imagine. é 


She comes to do you good. 
Ifa. Ido defire the like. 
Du Do you perfwade your felf that Irefpect you ? imagine. » 
Mar. Good Frier, [know you do, and have found it. Abb. Sir, it is a Myftery. 
Du. Take then this your companion by the hand, Clo. Proof. 
Abb, Every true man’sapparel fits your Thief. 
Clo, \f it be too little for your Thief, your true man 
thinksit big enough. If itbe toobig for your Thief, your 


Whohath a ftory ready for yourear: 
I thall attend your leifure ; but make hafte ; 

Thief thinksit little enough: So every true man’ arel 
fits your Thief. : sont as 


The vaporous night approaches. : 
Mar, Wilt pleafe you walk afide ?. Exit. 
Dz. Oh place, and greatnefs : miflions of falfe Eyes 

Are ftuck uponthee: Volumes of Report 

Run with the falfe and moft contrarious Quefts 

Upon thy doings: thoufand efcapes of wit 

Make thee the father of their idle dream, 

And rack thee in their fancies. Welcome, how agreed ? 

Enter Mariana and \fabel. 
Ifa. She’l take the enterprize upon her, father, 
If you advife it. 

“Du. It isnot my confent, 

But my intreaty too. 

Ifa. Little have youtofay. - 

When you depart from him, but foft and low 

Remember now my brother. 
eMar. Feat me not. 

Du. Nor gentle daughter, fear you not at all: 

He is your husband ona pre-contract : 

To bring you thus together, “tisno fin, 

Sich that the Juftice of your title to him 

Doth flourith the deceit. Come, let us go, 

Our Corn’s to reap, for yetour T'ythes to fow. Exeunt. 


Enter Provoft. 

Pro. Are you agreed ? 

Clo. Sir, | willferve him: for Ido find your Hangman is 
a more penitent Trade than your Bawd: he doth oftner 
ask forgivenefs. 

Pro. You, firrah, provide your Block and your Axe to 
morrow, four aclock. ae 
Abb, Come on (Bawdy, I will inftruct thee inmy Trade: 
follow. 

Clo, 1 do defire to learn, fir: and I hope; if you have oc- 
cafion to ule me for yourownturn, you fhall find’ me 
ba For truly, fir, for your kindnefs, I owe youa good 

‘ Exit. 

. ro. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio: 

Th’one has my pity: not a jot the other, 
Being a Murtherer, tho he were my brother. 
Enter Claudio. 

Look, here’s the Warrant, Claudio, for thy death: 

Tis now dead midnight, and by Eight to morrow 
Thou muft be made immortal. Where’s Barnardine 2 

Cla, As faft lock’d up in fleep as guiltlefs labour, 

When itlies ftarkly in the Traveller’s bones. 
He will not awake. 

Pro. Who can do good on him? 

Well, go, prepare your felf. But hark, what noife ? 
Heaven give your fpirits comfort: by and by: 
I hope it is fome Pardon, or Reprieve 

For the moft gentle C/audie. Welcome, father. 


a emunmmeamnmnandae casas inci ii SaaS aT aes 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Provoft, and Clown. 
Pro. Come hither, firrah: can you cut off a man’s Enter Duke? 
head ? ; 

Clo. If the man be a Batchellor, fir, I can: 

But if he be a marfied man, he’s his wives head, 
And I can never cut off a womans head. 

Pro. Come, fir, leave me your fnatches, and yeild me a 
direét anfwer, To morrow morning are to die Claudio and 
Barnardine : here is in our prifona common Executioner, 
twho inhis Office lacks a helper ; 1f you will take iton you 
toaflift him, it fhall redeem you from your Gyves: if not, 
pyou thali have your fulltime of imprifonment, and your 
deliverance with an unpitied whipping ; for youhavebeen| Du. Not fo, not fo: his life is parallel’d 
4 notorious bawd. ; Even with the ftroke and line of his great Juftice + 

Ch. Sig, 1 have been an unlawful bawd, time out of | He doth with holy abftinence fubdue 
mind, but yet I wifi be content to bea lawful hangman: I} That in himfelf which he fpurs on his power 
would be glad toreceive fome inftruction ftom my fellow | To qualifie in others : ween meal’d dik that 

So, Whar kn ae aot 2 Which he corrects, then were hetyrannous ; 
. 0a, Abborfon : where's Abhorfen there? But this being fo, he’s juft. Now are they come. 


eo rec nineee cn | 
_ oe omy paki or .- * é 


Du. The beft, and wholfom’ft fpirits of the night, 
Invellop you, good Prove/? : Who call’dhere of late? 

Pro. Now fince the Curphew rung. 

Du. Not I/abel. 

Pro. No. 

Du. They will then er’t be long. 

Pro. What comfort is for Claudio 2 

Du. 'There’s fome in hope. ¢ 

Pro. Itis abitter Deputy. 


4 


- q 


es ETE ia, ser dhaaiattnteat sain bitbhaen sli tia ig g 
Meafure for Meafure, | 
This is a gentle Prowo/, feldom when Provoft, honefty and conf < 
| The fteeled Gaoleris th 1e ae of men: my ancient skill beg: | 
Jow now? what noife ? That fpirit’s poffeft with hafte cunning, I will lay my fe] : | 
"That wounds th’ infifting Poftern with thefe ftrokes. you have warrant to execute, | 
Pro. There he mutt fta y until the Officer Law than Angelo, who hath fent | 
Arife tolethimin: he iscall’d up. undeérftand this ina -manifefted effect, crave but four days | 
Du. Have you no countermand for Claudio yet ¢ refpite : for the which, you are to do me both a] it | 
But he muft die to morrow? and a dangerous courtefi 
Pro. None, fir, none. Pro. Pray fir,in what? 
Du. As near the dawning, Provo/f; asit 185 Du. Inthe delaying ‘death. 
You fhall hear more e’re morning. Pro, Alack ! how may 1 do it ted, | 
Pro. Happily. and an. exprefs: command, r his | 
You fomething know: yet I believe there come? head inthe view of Avgelo.{ t dios, | 
No countermand: no {uch example have we to crofS this in the {malleit: 
Befides, ape the very fiege of Juftice, 1.1. Seat: a _ Du. uy the Vow ve mit Bee rder, 1 Warkant you 


Lord Angelo hath to the publick ear, 
Profeit the contrary. 
Enter a Meff: 
Du. This is his Lords man. 


this s Barn. ee 2¢ be this morning 2 eect 
head J born to Azge/o, 


lo hath feen yeah both, 


Pro. And here comes C laudio’s pardon? | And wil fh cite ver the favour. 
Mei: My Lord hath fent you this note, | Du. Oh, death’sa great difeuier, and you may add to 0 | 
And by me this further charge, | aye the hea id, and tie the beard, ie: fay, it was the de- | 
That you fwerve not from the fmafleft Article of it, j fire of tl € penitent to be fo barb’d before ’his death: you | 
Neither in time, matter, o1 other en ig ik sourfe is common. Tf a ny thing fall to you 
Good morrow :. for et take it, it isalmoft day. thanks and good fortune, by the 
ero. I thall obey hi Ee I will plead againft it with my | 
© Da. This is his Pard on n purchas d by fuch fin; | ‘ 
For which the Pardoner himfelf is in: Pro, Pard ionme; Sood fat i Oath 
Hence hath Offence his quick celerity, . Duke. Were you {Worn to the Duke, or to the Depu-| 
When itis born in high Authority : jty? pt 
When Vice makes ] are , Mercy’ s fo extended, he Pro. To him, and to his Subtit } 
That for the faults love, is th’ Offender friended | . Da. You willthink you ) Offence, if #1 5 


‘ . spuinapenenpeianansin oY GPa ger carmen 
on nt a ere a SR et REE SE MANE 


Now Sir, what news 
Pro. | told you: 
Lord Angelo (be-like) thinking me remits 

I 


Duke avouch the juttice of yvourdealing? 
Pro. But what hikelihood is i 


Du. Not arefemblance 


vy, let Claudio be ex- 


} it ~ rahe . . > 
jIn' mine Office, awakens me | fee you fearful, that neit 
} . ty a & “ 
1W1 ch this unwont ed putting on, methinks ftrangely ; | perf{wWafion, can with eafe atten 
1 | U is’d it b ther than bie al it, to pluck 
dit | you fir, here is the hand and feal of the 
j the character, I doubrnot, and the Sign 
Wi | \ 


the afternoon Barnar-| vo. [know them both. 
du. ‘The Contents of this ig the return of the Duke 


5 

f 

} 

vet me b, TUE Cl audio’s | 
be duly performed with a\ you thallano n over-read if at your pips where you | 
: : 

f 


it than we moa fhall find within hes two days, he will t se here; ‘Thisis | 
ey as you will an{r wr | a thing which Angelo knows S not; f for he this very day re- 
eril. ceives Letters of ‘Rt ange tenor, f the Duke’s } 
What fay you to this, fir? death, perchance entering into ome Monaftery, but by 
Du. Whatisthat Barnardine, who isto be executed in| chance nothing of whatis writ. Look, th be > ftar } 
th’ afternoon ? ie lis up the fhephesae put not your felf int amazement, 
Pro. A Bohemian born: but here nurftup and bred, —_{ | 5 all di pects are but cafe} 
oS spat is a prifoner, nine years old. | when they yare knot n.C all you r Executioner, and off with 


Thus fail not to do 


| 
| 
{ 


. How came it, that the abfent Duke had noreither | Barn, e’shead: I will gi ve him a prefent fhrift, and ad- 

deliv er’d Paina to! his liberty, or executed hint ? Ihave heard} vife him for a better place. Yet you are amaz’d, but this 

as ever his manner to doo. fhall abfolurely refo Ive you: Come away, itis almoft 

. His friends ftil Il wrought Reprieves for him: | clear dawn. 
and indeed hisfact, till now in the government of Lord | 


ti 


Angelo, came no brful proof. pS Sears Fie ee 
dw. Itis now apparent 2 Sas ee toe eae 
Pro. Mott manifeft, and not denied by himf 
Du. Hath lie born himfelf penitently i: H 
How feems he to be touch’d ? i 


Pro. A man that apprehends death no more dreadi i 
but as a drunken fleep, carelefs, wreaklefs, and fearlefé of | 
what’s pat, prefent, of to come: infenfible of mortality 
and defperately mortal. 

Du. He wants advice. 


= Enter Clow, 


Scena Tertia. | 
/ 


I amas well acquainted ‘e, as 1 was in our 
é of profeflion: one would think it were Miftris O- 


a} +. Hie will hearnone: he hathevermore had the liber-} cer-dons own houfe ; for here be many of her Old | 
ty of the prifon : givehimleave'to efcape hence, he would} Cuftomers: Firft, here’s Young Me. Rafh: he’s in for a 


notsdrunk many timesaday. if not many days entirely | Commodity of Brown Paper, an nd Old Ginger, ninefcore 
drunk We have 3 oO wak’d him as if to carry him | and feventeen Pounds ; of which he made five Marks 
to Execution, and fhew’d hima feeming Warrant for it ;| reas money : marry then 1, Ginger was not much in re- 

it hath not moved | it all. quelt ; for the Old Women were all dead. Then is there 
Du. More of himanon: ' There ts written in your brow,| here one Mr. Caper, at thefuit of Matter Zar aaa 
e7r- 


eee 


¢ 
bo 


terra tetramer 


re 
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PE ae eS [| Prefixt by Angelo: Se 


And fent according 
Perfwade this rude wretch willingly to die. 


7 st - q44 c ory calaneid Sarttren 

Ue for fome four fuits of Feach-coloure atte! 

: : > , Lg i Se " > here 
1ich now peaches him a begfar. Then have we nere 


d 
| 2 
WI 55 


Ay Yeh 0D } {r. Copper- | . 7 : g 
young Dixy, and young BOE Ae 4 and fake Dagger | Pro. This fhall be done (good father) prefently 
ue Lackey The Napier 20s) "e* 4 | But Barnardine mutt die this afternoon ; 


tee glean Sets a 
that kill?’d lutty. Pudasme, anc 


L 


. : ONT ain Ct -cat 
| Mr. Forth: light, the Zilter, and brave Mr. Sooty, the grea 
Ty a Half-Canne, that ftabb’d Pots, and, I 


great doers in.our trade, and are now 


| And how fhall we continue Claadio, 
|'To fave me from the danger that might come, 
If he were known alive ? 
Du. Let this be done: 
Put them in fecretsholds, both Barzardine and Claudio: 
Ere twice the Sun hnth made his journal greeting 
To yond generation, you fhall find 


| think, forty more, al 
at 


ii : ; A 
ai | for ihe Lord’s fake. 
4) 


Eater Abhorfon. 

Abb, Sirrah, bring Barnaraime hither. y 
Abb, £4 Pere: 28S 

Clo. Matter Rarnardine, you muft rife and. be hang Gy 


gerne Your fafety manifefted. F 
Mafter Barnardine. r Pro. lam yourfree dependant. Exit. 
Abb. What hoa Baruaraine.* 


Du. Quick, difpatch, and fend the head to Angelo, 
Now willl write Lettersto Angelo, . 
(The Pr:voff he fhatl bear them) whofe contents 
Shall witnefs to him { amnear at home : 
And that by great injunctions I am bound 
To enter publickly: him [le defire 
To meet meat the confecrated Fount, 
A League below the Ciry : and from. thence, 
By cold gradation, and weal-ballane’d form, 
‘| We fhall proceed with Angelo. 


Barnardine within. ge 
Bar. A poxo’ your throats: who makesthatnoie theres 
What are you? Be 
Clo. Your friend, fir, the Hangman : ‘ 
G ife- and be ; 
You muft be fo good, fir, to rile, and be put to.deat 
you Rogue, away, am fleepy. 


he muft awake 


Bar. Away 

Abb. Veil 
And that quickly too, 

Clo. Pray Matter Barnardine, awake tll you are execu- 
red, and fleep afterwards. 


eae mame Pe 5 . ; Enter Prowoft. 
Abb. Go into hita, and feteh him out. ; ; i | 
| Clo. Heis coming fir, heis coming: J hear his ftraw| Pro Hereis the head, 1 le carry it my felf. ° 
fe, eee Du. Convenient isit: Makea {wift return; oe : 
rusile. v Fetus 
Enter Barnardine. ? a Paepe commune a di you of fuch things | 
ar bi j 
| Abb. Is the Axe upon the block, firrah ? 1a 4 your 


- Fro. Ple make all {peed. Exit. } 
ifabel within. 
- Ifa. Peace hoa, be here. ; 
Du. "1 he tongue of I/abe/. She’s come to know, 
If yet her brother's pardon be come hither: 


Clo. Very ready, fir. 
Bar. How-now. Abhorfon? 
} a What's the news with you? : 
a Abb. Truly fir, | would defire you to clap into your 
; t* 2 
ary rayers : for look you, the Warrant’s come. — j sf 
: Bar. You Rogue, I have been drinking all night, Butt will keep her ignorant of her good, _ 
I amnot fitted tor’t To make her heavenly comforts of defpair, 
Clo. Oh, the better, fir: for he that drinks all night, and | When it is leaft expected. i 
Agee A : ee 
ishanged betimes in the morning, may fleep the founder st = er Tfabella. 
all the next day. Ifa. Hoa, by your leave. : . 
Enter Dukee Du. Good morning to you, fair and gracious daugh- 
bb. Look you, fir, here comes your ghoftly father : do | ter. 
4bb. Look you, fir, here comes your ghoitly 5 ; 
Spi ae cfg ofr pas Ce Ifa. The better given me by fo holy a man: 
a ¥ J 4 . e % : 7 3 
Du. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how hafti- | Hath yet the Deputy fent my brother s, pardon ? 
ly.vou are kG depart, lam come to advife you, comfort} Dw He hath releas’d him, J/abel, from the World ; 
wai and pray with you His head is off, and fentto Angelo. 
eo J ¥ . . . Fe 4 oe ~ 
Bats Friar, noti: I have been drinking hard all night, I/a. Nay, but it is not fo. 
| and will have more time to prepare me, or they fhall beat Du. It isno other. sk 
out my brains with billets: I will not confent to die this day, Shew your wifdom, daughter, in your clofe patience: 
that’s certain Ifa. Oh, 1 will to him, and pluck out his eyes. 


Sn ee 


RIS sei Sn a 


4) Du. Oh fir, you muft : and therefore I befeech you look Vana fhall not be actunieted = his Aight. 
i if forward on the journey you fhall go. Jia. annappy Claudio, wretched castes 
if Bar. | {wear | will not die today for any man’s perfwa- | Injutious World, moft damned 4xge/o. ae 
el fae Du. This not hurts him, nor profits you a jot : 
a Du. But hear you. , | Forbear it therefore, give your caufe to heaven : 
a Bar. Notaword : if you bave any thing to fay to me,| Mark what Ifay, which you fhall find 
EY come to my Ward : for thence will notItoday. _| By every fyllablea faithful verity. : 
BREA Exit. | The Duke comes home to morrow: may, dry your Eyes: 
aa Ented Provoft One of our Covent, and his Confeffor, 
ue i i i Din. Unfit to live, or die : Oh gravel heart: Gives me this inftance: Already he hath carried 
; Hy After him (fellows) : bring him to the block. Notice to Ejcalus and Angelo, 


Wo do prepare to meet him at the gates, (dom 
There togive up their power: if you can pace your wif 
In that good path that! would with it go, 
And you fhall have your bofom on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, Revenges to your heart, 
And general Honour. 
Ifa. am directed by you. 
Du. This Letter then to Frier Peter give: 
Tis that he fent me of the Duke’s return; 
Say, by this token, I defire his company 
At Mariana’s houfeto night. Her caufe,and yours, 
Pe perfecthim withal, and he fhall bring you 
Before the Duke: and to the head of sdngelo 
Accufe him home andhome. Formy poor {clf, 


Een) Pro. Now fir, howdo you find the Prifoner ¢ 
AOE Du, A crrature unprepar’d, unmeet for death: 
And to tranfport him in the mind he isy 
i Were damnable. 
ie Pro, Here in the prifon, father, 2 

ey There died this morning of a cruel Fever; 

One Rogavine, a moft notorious Pirate, 
Amanof Clandio’s years: his beard and head 
Juft-of colour. What if wedo omit} 
This Reprobate, till he were well enclin’d, 
And fatisfie the Deputy with the vilage 
Of Rogozime, mare like to Claudio? 


Du. Oh, an accident that heaven provides: ; 
Difpatch it prefently; the hour draws rn 


lam 


eo ES cee 
“<M eafure for Meafure. 


[am combined by a facted Vow, 
And fhall be abfent. Wend you with this Letter - 


SS 
71 


ee, 


With ranfome of fuch fhame - 


Would yet hehad liv-d, 
Alack, when once our er 


ace we have forgot, 


Command thefé fretting waters from your eyes Nothing goes right, we would, and we would not. Exit, 
With a light heart : truft not my holy Order 
If I pervert your courfe : Who’s here ? 2 re ee 
Enter Luci. 
Luc. Good’even : oe 
Frier, where’s the Proveff 2 Sceng Quinta, 
Duk. Not within, fir. 
Le, Ob pretty Ifabella; Iam pale at mine heart to Aik ae: 
fee thine dives fo red: thou muft Oe patient; I am fain Enter Duke, and Friep Peter, 
to dine and fup with water and bran : I dare not’ for my | 
head fillmy belly. One fruitful Meal would fet me to’t:! Duk. Thefe Letters at fit time deliver me. 


but they fay, the Duke will be here to morrow: By} 


my Troth, I/abel, llov’d thy brother: if the Old ¢ 
ftical Duke of dark corners had been at home, he h 
Ved. 
Duk. Sir, the Duke is marvellous little beholding to 
Reports; but the beft is, he lives hot in them. 
Luc. Friar, thou kaoweft not the Duke fo well as 
he’s a better Woodman than thou tak’ft him for. 


Duk. Well : you’l anfwer thisone day. Fare ye well. 


Luc-Nay, tarry, I’le goalong with thee. 
I cantell thee pretty tales of the Duke. 

Duk. You have told metoo many of him already, 
they be trne : if not true, none were enough. 


iad li-} And hold you ever to our 


| 


The Provoft knows our purpofe 


: , and our plot : 
anta- | The matter beingafoot, k 


cep your inftruction, 
fpecial drift, 

imes you do blench from this to that, 
oth minifter: Go call at Flavia’s houle; 
him where Uftay : give the like notice 
‘wlencius, Rowlan /,and to Craffus, 
And bid them bring the Trumpets to the gate: 


| Tho fomet 
your] As caufe-d 

| And tell 
Ido:| To? 


| Buc fend me Flavins firft 
Peter. It thall be {peeded weff 
fir, if Exter Varrius: 


Luc. | was once before him for getting a Wench with! Duk. I thank thee, Varrius : thowhaft made good hafte:} 
child. Come, we will'walk : Thére’s other of our friends 

Duk. Did you fucha thing 2 Will greet us here anon - my gentle 27 rius, nc bippy | 

Luc. Yesmarry did 1; but I was fain to forfwear it; 
They would elfe have married Me to the rotten Medler: big pi ies. DST GMM | 

Duk. Sit, your company is fairer thanhoneft: Reft you 
well. : 

Luc. By my troth Ple go with thee to the Iane’s end: if Scena Sexta. 
baudy talk offend you, we’l have very little of it : nay, 
Sesame SeaeeR  saae - Enter UWabella and Mariana, 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Angelo, and Efealus: 


Efe. Every Letter he hath writ, hath difvouch’d oth 

| _ “ng. Inmoft uneven and diftracted manner, his act 

| thew much like to madne(s : 
not tainted: And why meet h 
our authorities there 2 

Efe. 1 guefs not. 

Ang. And why fhould we proclaim it in an hour be 
his entring, that if an 
fhould exhibit their petitions in the ftreet > 

Ejc. He thews his Reafon-for that: to have a 
Com plants,and to deliver us from devices here 
fhall then have no power to ftand againft us. 

Ang. Well: I befeech you let it be proclaim’d beti 
th’ morn ; 
men of fortand fiir as are to meet him. 

Efe. I thall, fir: fare you well. 

eng. Good night. 

| This deed unfhapes me quite, makes me unpregnant, 
And dull to all proceedings. A defloured Maid, 

And by an eminent body that enforc’d 

The Law againftie? But that her tender fhame 

Will not proclaim againft her Maiden lof, 

How right fhe tongue me 2 yet Reafon dares her no; 

For my.” :thority bears off a credent bulk, 

Thatiio particular feandal once can touch, 

But it confounds the breather. He fhould have liv 

Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous fenfe, 

Might in the times to come, have ta’ne revenge 

By {0 receiving a difhonour’d life, 


im at the gates, and del 


"d, 


’ 


pray heaven his wifdom be 


y crave redrefS of injuftice, they 


difpatch of 
after, which 


[le call you at your houfe: give noti¢e to fuch 


Exit. 


Se ES eae 


Ifa. To {peak fo indire@tly | am loath: 

I would fay the truth : but to accufe him fo, 
‘That is your part ; yet lamadvied to doit: 
He fays, to vail fall purpofe. 

Mar. Be rul'd by him. 

I/a. Befides, he tells me, that if peradventure 
He {peak againit me on the adver(e fide, 

1 fhould not thinkit ftrange ; fortis a Phyfick 
That’s bitter to fweer end. : 

. Enter Peter. 

Mar.1 would Frier Perey ——. 

Ia. Oh peace ; the Frieris come. 

Peter. Comet have found vou out a ftand moft fit, 
Where you may have {ich vantageon the Duke, 
He fhall not pafé you. 
Twice have the Trunipets founded : 
The generous and graveft Citizens 
Have hent the gates, and very near upon 
The Duke is entring : 

Therefore hence away. 


er. 
ions 


Iver 


fore 


mes Exeunte 


ad ors ov sto pa 
e 
Atius Quintus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Duke, Varrius, Lords, Angelo, Efealusy Lucio, 
Citizen: at feweral doors. 


Duk. My very worthy Cozen, fairly met ; 

Our oldand faithful friend, we are glad to fee you, 
Ang. Efe. Happy return be toyour Royal Grace, 
Duk. Many and hearty thfnkings be to you both 

We have made enquiry of you, and we hear 

Such goodnefs of your Juftice, that our foul a 
an- 
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Cannot but yeild you forth to publick thanks, 
Forerunning more requital. 

Asg. Youmakemy bonds ftifll greater. 

Du. Oh, your defert {peaks loud, and 1 fhould wrong 

To lockitin the wards of covert bofom, 

| Whenit deférves with Characters of Brafs, 

| Aforted refidence *gainft the tooth of time, 

And razure of Oblivion : Give me your hand, 

And let the fubject fee, tomake them know, 

That outward courtefies would fain proclaim 

Favours that keep within: Come Efcalus, 

You muft walk by us on our other hand : 

And good fupporters are you. 

Enter Peter and Mabella. 

Pet. Now is your time: 

Speak loud, and kneel before him. 

12. Jultice, O Royal Duke, vail your regard 
Upona wrong’d (I would fain have faid, a Maid): 
Oh worthy Prince, difhonour not your Eye 
By throwing it on any other Object, 

Till you have heard mein my true complaint, 

And give me Juftice, Juftice, Juftice, Juitice. 

Du. Relate your wrongs 5 
Inwhat, by whom ? be brief: 

Here is Lord Angelo fhall give you Jultice y 
Reveal your felf to him. 

Ifa. Oh Worthy Duke, 

You bid me feek Redemption of the Devil : 

Jear me your felf, for that which | mutt {peak 

‘Mufteither punifh me, not being believ’d, 

Or wring redrefs from you : 

Hear me; Oh hear me here. 

Ang. My Lord, her wits Ifear me, are not firm: 
“She hath been a fuitor to me forher brother, 
‘Cutoff by courfe of Juitice. 

Ifa. By conrfe of Juftice !. “2 

‘Ang. And the will {peak moft bitterly. 

Ifa. Moft ftrange; but yet moft truly will I fpeak, 
That Angelo’s forfworn: is.it not ftrange 
That Angelo’s a murtherer : is’t not ftrange ? 

That Ange/o is an adulterous thief, 

An hypocrite, a virgin violator : 

Mg it not ftrange ? and ftrange ? ; 

Du. Nay, it is ten times ftrange- 

I/a. Itis not truer he is.Angelo, 

Than thisis all as true as it is ftrange : 

Nay, itis ten times true ; for truth is truth 

To th’ end of reckoning. 

Du. Away with her : poor foul, 

She {peaks this in th’ infirmiry of fenfe.. 

' fa. Oh Prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ it 

There isanother comfort than this World, 

That thou neglect me not, with that Opinion, 

That lam touch’d with madnefs : make not impoffible 

That which but feems unlike: "tis not impoffible 

But one, the wicked"it Caitiffe on the ground, 

May feemas fhy, as grave, as juft, as abfolute 

As Angelo: even fo may Angelo 

Inall his dreflings, caracts, titles, forms, 

Bean Arch-villain : believe it, Royal Prince, 

If hebe lefs, he’s nothing ; but he’s more, 

Had I more name for badnefs. é, 

Du. By mine honelty, 

“lif the be mad, as! believe no other, 

‘| Her madnef hath the oddeft frame of fenfe, 

~ }Sueh adependency of thing on thing, 

As ere | heard in madnels. 

Ia. Ogracious Duke, 

Harp not on that ; nor donot banifh Reafon: 

For inequality ; but let your Reafon ferve 

To make thetruth appear, where it feems hid, 

And hide the falfefeems truc. 

Du. Many thatare not mad 
Have fure more lack of Reafon : 


To lofe his head, condemn’d by Azgelo : 
{ (in probation of a Sifterhood) 
Was fent to by my brother, one Lucio, 
As then the Meflenger. 
Luc. That’s I, and’t like your Grace: 
I came to her from Claudio, and defir’d her 
To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angeles 
For her poor brother’s pardon. 
Ifa. That’s he indeed. 
Du. You were not bid to fpeak. 
Luc. No, my good Lord, ; 
Nor wifh’d to hold my peace. 
Du. Iwifh you now then: ea 
Pray you take note of it: and when you have t 
A bufine(S for your felf, pray heaven you ther 
Be perfect. 
Luc. | warrant your honour. 
Du. The Warrant’s for your felf: take heed to’t. « 
Ifa. This Gentleman told fomething of my tale. 
Luc. Right. a 
Du. It may be right, but you are i th’ wrong 
To {peak before your time: proceed. 
Ifa. Twent 7 
To this pernicious Caitiff Deputy- 
Du. That’s fomewhat madly fpoken. 
Ifa. Pardon it. 
The phrafé is to the matter. 
Du. Mended again: the matter: proceed. 
Ifa In brief, to fet the needlefs by : 
How | perfwaded, how! pray’d, and kneel'd, 
How he refel’d me, and how | repli’d 
(For this was of much length) | the vile conclufion. 
+} now begin with grief and fhame to utter. 
He would not, but by giftof my chafte body 
To his concupifcible intemperate Iuft, 
Releafe my brother ; andafter mu ch debatement, 
My fifterly remorfe confutes mine honour, 
and 1 did yeild to him : Buc the next morn betimes, 
His purpofe forfeiting, he fends a Warrant 3 
For my poor brother’s head. ; 
Du. This is moft likely. 
Ifa. Oh that it were as like as it is trues (fpeak’ft ; 
Du.By heaven(fond wench ),thou know’ft not whattkou 
Orelfe thou art fuborn’d againit his honour 
Inhateful practi : firft, his Integrity: 
Stands without blemifh : next, it mmports no Reafon, 
That with fuch vehemency he fhould purfite 
Faults proper to himfelf: if he had fo offended, 
He would have weigh’d thy. brother by himfelf, 
And nothave cut him off: fome one hath fer youwon; 
Confefs the truth, and fay by whofe advice 
Thou cam’ft here to complain: 
Ifa. And is this all? 
Then Oh you-blefled Minifters above, 
Keep me in patience; and with ripened time, 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up 
In countenauce: Heaven fhield your Grace from Wo. 
As] thus wrong’d, hence unbelieved go. 
Du. [know you'ld fain be gone: An Officer: 
To prifon with her: Shall we thus permit 
A blafting anda (candalous breath to fall ‘: 
Onhimfonear us? This needs muft be practife : 
Who knew of your intent, and coming hither 
Jfa. One that | would were here, Frier Lodospichs ¥, . 
Du. A ghoftly Father belike: is 
Who knows that Lodowick ¢ 3 ie 
Luc. My Lord, | know him ; ’tisa medling Fries; 
Ido not like the mani: had he been Lay, my Lord, 
For certain words he {pake againit your Grace 
In your retirement, lhad fwing’d him foundly. 
Du. Words againft me? this a good Frier belike, 


] 
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Mheafure 


And co fet.onthis wretched woman here 
Againit our Subftiture: Let this Frier be found. 

Luc. But yefternight, my Lord, fhe and that Frier, 

[ faw them atthe prifon: afawcy Frier, 
A very {curvy fellow. 

Pet. Blefled be your Royal Grace : 

[have ftood by, my Lord, and I have heard 
Your Royal Ear abus’d : firft hath this woman 
Moft wrongfally accus’d your Subftiture, 
Whois as free from touch, or foil with her, 

As fhe from one ungot. 

Du. We did believe no lefs. 

Know you that Frier Lodowick which fhe fpeaks of ? 

Pet.1 know him for a man divine and holy ; 

Not fcurvy, nor atemporary medler, 

As he’s reported by this Gentleman : 

And on my truft, a man that never yet 

Did (ashe vouches) mifreport your Grace. 

Luc. My Lord, moft-villanoufly ; believe it. 

Pet. Well; hein time miy come to clear himélf; 
But at thisin{tant he is fick, my Lord, 
Of a ftrange Fever: upon his meer Requeft, 
Being come to knowledg, that there was complaint 
Intended againft Lord Axgelo, came | hither 
To fpeak, as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true and falfe: and what he with his Oath, 

And all probation, will make up full clear 
Whenfoever he is convented: Firft, for this woman, 
To juttifie this worthy Nobleman, 
So vulgarly and perfonally accus'd, 
Her fhail you hear difproved to her eyes, 
Till the her elf confefs ir. 
Du. Good Frier, let’s hear it: 
Do you not finile at this, Lord Angelo ? 
Ah heaven! the vanity of wretched fools ! 
Give us fome feats: come Coufin Angelo, 
In this le be impartial: be you Judg 
Of your own Caufe : Is this the WitnefS, Frier 2 


Enter Matiana. 


Firft, let her fhew her face, and after fpeak. 

Mar. Pardon, my Lord: I will not fhew my face 
Until my husband bid me. 

Du. What, are you married ? 

Mar. No, my Lord. 

Du. Are you a maid ? 

Mar.No, my Lord: 

Du. A Widow then2: |. ’ 

Mar. Neither my Lord. 


Du. Why, are you nothing then? neither Maid? *Wi- 


dow, nor Wife ? 


Luc. My Lord, the may bea Punk: -for many of them 


are neither Maid, Widow, nor Wife; 


Du. Silence that fellow: T would’ he had fome caufe to 


prattle for himfelf. 

Luc. Well my Lord. 

Mar. My Lord, Ido confefs I ne’re was‘married, 
And I confefs befides, | am no maid: 
Ihave known my husband, yet my husband 
Knows not that ever he knew me. 
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Mar. Why, juft, my Lord , and that is Angelo, 
Who thinks he knows, that he ne’re knew my body ; 
But knows, he thinks, that he knows I/zbe/,. 3 

Ang. This isa ftrange abufe: Let’s fee thy face. 

Mar. My husband bids me ; now I will unmask. 
This isthat face, thou cruel Ange/o, 

Which once thou fwor'ft was worth the looking on: 
This isthe hand which with a vow’d contract, 
Was fait belockt in thine: This is the body 

That took away the match from J/abe/, 

And did fupply thee at thy Garden-houfe 

In her imagin’d perfon: 

Du. Know you this woman ? 

Luc, Carnally, the fays. 

Du. Sirrah, no more. 

Luc. Enough, my Lord. 

Ang. My Lord, I muft confefsi know this woman ; 
And five years fince there was fome fpeech of marriage 
Betwixt my felf and her; which was broke off, 
Partly for that her promis’d proportions 
Come fhort of compofition; but in chief, 
For that her Reputation was dif-valued 
In levity : fince which time of five yeats, ; 
I never {pake with her, faw her, nor heard from her, 
Upon my faith and honour. 

Mar. Noble Prince, 


| 


As there comes light from heaven,and words from breath, 


Asthere is fenfe in truth, and truth in vertue, 
Tam affianced this mnan’s Wifeas ftrongly 
As words could makeup Vows: And my good Lord, 
But Tue/day night laft gone, in’s Garden-houfe 
He knew me as a Wife. As thisis true, 
Let me in fafety raife me from my knees ; 
Or elfe for ever be confixed here 
A Marble Monument. 

Ang. I did but finile tiff now. 
Now, good my Lord, give mé the {cope of Juftice: 
My patience here is touch’d: I do perceive 
‘Thefe poor informal womenare no more 
But inftruments of fome more mightier member 
‘That fets them on. Let me have way, my Lord, 
To find this practice out. 

Du. 1, with my heart ; 
And punifh them to your height of pleafire. 
Thou Foolith Frier, and thou pernicious woman, : 
Compact with her that’s gone ; think ftthou thy Oaths, 
Tho they would fwear down each particular Saint, 
Were teftimonies ’gainft his worth and credit, 
That’s feal’din approbation? You, Lord F/calus, 
Sit with my Coufin; lend him your kind pains 
To find out this abufe, whence’tis deriv’d. 
There is another Frier that fet them on’; 
Let him be fenrfor. 

Per. Would he were liere, my Lord; for He’ indeed 
Hath fet the women on to this complaint’: 
Your Prevo/t knows the place where ie‘abides ; 
And he may fetch him. 

Du. Go, do it inftantly : 
And you my nobleand well-warrantéd Cotifin 
Whom it concernsto hearthis matter forth; 
Do with your injuriesas-feems you beft 


Inany chaftifement’: Ifor‘a’ while 
Willleave you; but ftir not you tifl you have : 
Well determin’d upon thefe flanderers: Exit. 

Ec. My Lord; we'l'do it throughly : Sigtior Luei, did | 
not you fay, you knew that Frier Lodowick'to bea‘difhonett 
perfon? ‘ 

Luc. Cucullus non facit Monachums honettin nothing but 
in his cloathesy and one that hath {poke moft villanous 
{peeches of the Duke. beni 

E/é. We fhallintreat you to abide here till he come, and 
inforce them againft him”: we fhall find this Friera nota- 


Luc. He was drunk then, my Lord _; it canbe no better. 
Du. For the benefirof filence, would thou wert fo too. 
Luc. Well, my Lord. 
Du. Thisisno Witnefs for Lord Angelo. 
M:r. Now! come to’t, my Lord: 

She that accufés himof Fornication, 

Infelf-fame manner doth aceufe my husband, 

And charges him, my Lord, with firch a time, 

When Ile depotc I had him in mine arms, 

Withalith’ etiect of Love. 
Ang. Charges fhe moe than me? 
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Mar. Nor'that 1 know. ble fellow. 
Du.No? you fay, your husband. Luc. As any in Viesna on my _— - 
J ic 
j x fe. 
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re/e. Call that fame I/abelhere once aga 
| with her: pray you, my Lord, give me le 
| vou fhall fechow le handle her. 

1” ruc. Not-better than he, by her own Report. 


E/c. Say you ? 

Luc. Marty fir, 
iShe fhould fooner 
afham/d. 


Ithinkif you handled her privately,. 


confefs; perchance publickly fhe’ld be 


Enter Duke, Provoft, lfabella. 


F/-. L will go darkly to work withher. — : 
Tuc. That’s the way: for women are light at mid- 
night. 
"Efe. Come on, Miftris : here’s a Gentlewoman denies all 
that you have faid. 
Luc. My Lord, here comes the Rafcal I {poke of, 
Here with. the Provoft. tie 
EJ}. Invery good time : {peak not you to him till we 
call upon you. 
Luc. Mum. 
E/e. Come fir, did you fet thefe women on to flander 
Lord Angelo? they have confefs’d you did. _ 
Du.’ Visfalfe. 
E(c. How? know youwhere you are ? 
Du, Refpect to your great place; and let the Devil 
Be fometime honour’d for his burning throne. 
VVhere is the Duke ? ’tishe fhould hear me fpeak. 
Efe. The Duke’s in us: and we will hear you {peak z 
Look you {peak jiftly. 
Dz, Boldly af leaft. But Oh poor fouls, 
Come you to feek the Lamb here of the Fox ? 
Good night to your Redrefs: is the Duke gone? 
Then is your cauife gone too: The Duke’s unjuft, 
Thus toretort your manifeft appeal, 
And put your tryal in the Villain’s mouth 
VVhich here you. come to.accnfe.. . |, 
| Luc. This is the Rafcal : this is he I {poke of. : 
E/z. VVhy, thou unreverend and unhallowed Frier : 
[is'e not enough thou haft fuborn’d thefe women, 
To accufe thisworthy man; butin foul mouth, 
And in the witnefs of his proper ear, ; 
To call him Villain; and then to glance from him 
To th’ Duke himéelf, to.tax him with inguftice ? 
Take him hence ; to th’ Rack with him : we’l towze you 
Joynt by joynt, but we will know his purpofe: 
VVhat?  unjuft? atte ’ 
Du. Benotfo hot : the Duke dare ~ 
No more ftretch this finger of mine, than he 
Dare rack his own : his Subyect am Inot, 
Nor here Provincial: My bufinefs in this State 
Made mea looker on here in Vienna; 
VVhere I have feen corruption boyl and bubble, 
Till it-o’re-run.the Stew : Laws forall faults; 
But faults fo countenane’d, that the ftrong ftatutes 
Stand like the Forfeits in a Barber’s-fhop, 
As much in mock as mark. 
Efe. Slander to th’ State: 
Away with him,to prifon. 
| Ang. VVhat can you vouch againft him, fignior Lucio ? 
} Is this the man that you did tell us of? 
} c. ’Tishe, my Lord: come hither Goodman Bald- 
j pate: do you know me? 
| zx. 1 remember you, fir, by the found of your voice : 
\l met you at the prifonin the abfence of the Duke. 
} Lue. Oh, did you fo? anddo you remember what you 
Maid of the Duke? 


tnotedly,, fir. 


a 


T- 


Du. Mott 
Lue, Do-you fo, fir? And was the Duke a flefh-mon- 
ee a fool, and a coward, as you then reported him to 
és en 
Du. You mu (fir). change perfons with me, e’re you 
make that my Report : you indeed {poke fo of him, and 
much more, much worfe. 
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| Luc. Oh thou damnable fellow! did not! pluck thee by 

| the Nofe for thy {fpeeches ¢ 

Du. | proteft, I love the Duke as I love my (elf. 

Ang. Hark how the Villain would clofe now aftet his 
treafonable abufes. 

Efe. Such a fellow is not to be talk’d withal : Away with 
him to prifon : Where is the Provoft? away: with him to 
prifon : lay bolts enough upon him: let bim {peak no more: 
away with thofe Giglets too, and with the other confede. 
rate companion. 

Du. Stay, fir, ftay a while 

Ang. What, refifts he? help him, Lucio. 

Luc. Come fir, come fir, come fir: foh fir: why you 
bald-pated lying Rafcal : you muft be hooded, muft you? 
fhow your knave’s vifage, with d pox to yon : fhow your 
eo face, and be hang’d an hour : will’ not 
off? . 

Du. Thou art the firft knave that e’re mad’fta Duke 
Firft, Provo/f, let me bail thefe gentle three : 

Sneak not away, fir ; for the Frier and you 

Muft have a word anon: lay hold on bim. 

Luc. This may prove worfe than hanging. 

Du. What you have {poke,.J pardon : fic you down: 
We’l borrow place of him; Sir, by your leave: 

Haft thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 

That yet can dothee Office ? If thou haft, 

Rely upon it till my tale be heard, 

And hold no longer out. 

‘Ang. Oh my dread Lord, 

I fhould be guiltier than my guiltinefs, 

To think Ican be undifcernable, 

When perceive your Grace, like power Divine, 

Hath look’d upon my pafles : Then, good Prince, 

No longer Sefion hold upon my fhame ; 

But let my trialbe mine ownconfeffion: 

Immediate fentence then, and fequent death, 

Is all the grace 1 beg. . 

Du, Come hither, AZariana : ., 

Say : was’t thou ever contracted to this woman $ 
Ang. | was, my Lord. 
Du. Go take her hence, and marry her inftantly. * 

Do you the Office (Frier) which confiimmate : 

Return him hereagain: go with him, Provof. 

Efe. My Lord, 1 am more amaz’dat his difhonour, 
Than at the ftrangenefs of ir. 

Du. Come hither, I/abel : 

Your Friegisnow your Prince: As I was then 

Advertifing, and holy to your bufinefs 

(Not changing heart with habit), I am ftill, 

Atturnied at your fervice. 

I/g. Oh give.me pardon, 

That I, your Vaflal, have imploy’d and pain’d 

Your unknown Soveraignty. 

_ Du. Youare pardon’d, I/abel : 

And now, dear Maid, be you as free to us. 

Your brother’s death, 1 know, fits at your heart: 

And you may marvel, why I obfeur’d my felf, 

Labouring to fave his/life ; and would not rather 

Make rafh remonftrance of my hidden power: 

Then let him be fo'loft : Oh moft kind Maid, 

It was the fwift celerity of his death, 

Which I did think with flower foot came on, 

‘That brain’d my. purpofe: but peace be with him: 

That life is better life, paft fearing death, 

‘Than that which lives to fear : makeit your comfort, 

So happy is your brother. ee 


| 


Exit. 


Enter Angelo, Maria, Peter, Provofts 


Jfa. do, my Lord. 
ing here, 


Dy. For this new-married man, approach 
Whofe falt imagination yet hath wrong’d 
Your well-defended honour ; you muft pardon 
For Mariana’s fake: Butas he adjudg’d your broth 


er, 
Being } 


So eS ees 


Being criminal, in double violation 
Of facred chaftity, and of promife-breach, 
|Thereon dependant for your brothers life, 
The very mercy of the Law crys out 
Mott audible, even from his proper tongue, 
An Angelo for Claudio 5 death for death : 
Hafte ftifl pays hafte, and leifure anfwers leifure ; 
Like doth quit like, and Meafure ftillfor Meafure : 
Then Angelo, thy fault’s thusmanifefted : 
Which tho thou would’ft deny, denies thee vantage. 
We docondemn thee to the very Block 
Where Claudio ftoop’d to death ; and with like hafte, 
Away with him. 
eMar. Oh my moft gracious Lord, 
[hope you will not mock me with a husband ? 
Du. It is your husband mock’d you with a husband; 
Confenting to the fafe-guard of your honour, 
I thought your marriage fit: elfe im putation, 
For thac he knew you, might reproach your life, 
And choak your good to come : for his poffeffions, 
Altho by confifcation they are ours, 
We do enftate, and widow you withal, 
To buy you a better husband. 
Mar.Oh my dear Lord, 
Icrave no other, nor no better man, 
Dn. Never crave him : we are definitive. 
Mar. Gentle my Leige. ; 
Du. You do but lofe your labour. 
Away with him to death: Now fir, to you. 
Mar. Oh my good Lord, {weet I/abel, take my part 5 
Lend me your knees, and all my life to come, 
Tle lend you all my life to do you fervice. 
Du. Againft all fenfe you do importune her : 
Should fhe kneel down, inmercy of this fact, 
Her brother’s ghoft his paved bed would break, 
And take her hence in horror. 
Mar. Ifabel : 
Sweet I/ave/, do yet but kneel by me, 
Hold up your hands, fay nothing : 'le fpeak all. 
They fay, beft men are moulded out of faults; . 
And for the moft, become much more the better 
_| For being a little bad: So may my husband. 
Oh Ijabel: will you not lend a knee? 
Du. He dies for Claudio’s death, 
Ifa. Moft bounteous fir, 
Look, if it pleafé you, on this man condemn’dy 
Asif my brother liv’d : I partly think, . 
A due fincerity governed his deeds, 
Till he did look on me: Since itis fo, 
Let him not die: my brother had but Juftice, 
In that he did the thing for which he di’d. 
For Angelo, his aét djd not o’re-take his bad intent, 
And muit be buried but as an intent 
That perifh’d by the way: thoughts aré no fibjects; 
Intents, but meerly thoughts. 
Mar. Meerly, my Lord. . 
Du. Your fuit’s unprofitable : ftand up, | fay : 
Thave bethought me of another fault. 
Provoft, how came it Claudio was beheaded 
At an unufual hour ¢ 
Pro, It was commanded fo. 
Du. Had you a fpecial Warrant for the deed ? 
Pro. No, my good Lord; it was by private meflage. 
Du. For which I do difcharge you of your Office : 
Give up your keys. - ben 
Pro. Pardon me, Noble Lord. 
I thought it was a fault, but knewit not ; 
Yet did repent me after more advice ; 
For teftimony whereof, one in the prifon, . 
That fhould by private Order elfe have di’d, 
Ihave referv’d alive. 
Du. What’s he ¢ 
Pro His name is Barnardine. 
Du. I would’it tliou haft done fo by Claudio : 
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Go fetch him hither ; let me look upon him. 
Efe. 1am forry one {0 learned, and fo wife 

As you, Lord Angelo, have {till appear’d, 

Should flip fo grofly, both in the heat of blood, 

And lack of temper’d judgment afterward. 
Ang. Lam forry, that fich forrow I procure ; 

And fo deep fticks itin my penitent heart, 

That Ierave death more willingly than mercy : 

’Tis my deferving, and I do intreat ir. 


Enter Barnardine, and Provoft, Claudio; Julietta. 


Du. Which isthat Barnardine ? 
Pro. This, my Lorde 
Du. There was a Frier told mé@ of this man: 
Sirrah, thou art faid to have a {tubborn foul, 
That apprehends no further than this World, 
And fquar’ft thy life accordingly : ‘Thow’rt condemn’d ; 
But for thofe earthly faults, { quit them all : 
I pray thee take this mercy to provide 
For better times tocome: Frier, advife him ; 
I leave him to your hand:— What muffied- fellow’s that 


| 


2 y 
Pro. This is another prifoner that I faved, 


Who fhould have di’d when Claudio loft his head, 
As like almoft to Claudio as himfelf. 

Du. If he be like your brother, for his fake 
Is he pardon’d, and for your lovely fake 
Give me your hand, and fay you will be mine; 

He is my brother too: But fitter time tor that: 
By this Lord Angelo perceives he’s fate : 
Methinks! fee a quickning in his eye: 

Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well: 

Look that you love your Wife: her worth worth yours. 
| find an apt remiffion in my felf: 

And yet here’s one in place I cannot pardon, 
You, firrah, that knew me for a fool, a cowafs, 
One.all of Luxury, an afs,amad man: 
Wherein have I fo deferv’d of you, 

That you extol me thus? 

Luc. Faith, my Lord, I fpoke it but according to the 
trick : if you will hang me for it. you may : but! had rather 
it would pleafe you, { might be whipt. 

Du. Whipt firt, fir, and hang’d after. 

Proclaim it, Provoff, rotind about the City : 

If any woman wrong’d by this lewd fellow 
(As Ihave heard him fwear himfelf, there’s one 
Whom he begot with child ), let her appear, 
And he fhall marry her: the nuptial fimfh’d, 
Let him be whip’d and hang’d: 

Luc. 1befeech your Highnefs, do not marry me to a 
Whore: your Highnefs faid even now, I made youa Duke, 
good my Lord do not recompence me in making me a 
Cuckold. 

Du. Upon mine honour thou fhalt marry her: 

Thy flandets I forgive, and therewithal 
Remit thy.other forfeits : take him to prifon. 
And fee our pleafure herein executed. 

Luc. Mattying a punk, my Lord, is prefling to death, 
Whipping and hanging. 

Dz. Slandering a Prince defervées it. 

She, Claudio, that you wrong’d, look you reftore. 

Joy to you, Mariana; loveher, Angelo: 

l have confefs’d her, and! know her vertue. 

Thanks, good frierid Efcalus, for thy much goodnefs: 
There’s more behirid that is more gratulate: 
Thanks Provoft for thy care and fecrefie ; 

We fhall imploy thee ina worthier place: 

Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 

The head of Rogoxine for Claudi’s ; 

h? Offence pardons it elf. Dear I/abel, 

I have a morion much imports your good, 
Wheretoif you'la willing ear inclin€é; 
What’s mine is yours, and what is yours 1s mine: 
So bring us to our Palace, where we'l fhow 


What’s yet behind that’s meet you all fhould know. 
G2 The 
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The Scene Vienna. 


The Names of all the Aétors. 


Vincentio, the Duke. 
Angelo, the Deputy. 

Efcalus, an ancient Lord. 
Claudio, a young Gentleman. 
Lucio, a fantaftique. 

2. Other like Gentlemen: 


eee 


—— annem 
nae 


f 


Atlus Primus. 
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Enter the Duke of Ephefus, with the Merchant of Sytacufa, 
Faylor, and other attendants. 


Merchant. 


And by thy doom of death end woes 
, (and all. 
Duke. Merchant of Syracufe, plead 
(no more: 
inge our 
, (Laws: 
&®) The enmity and difcord which of 
(late 
prung from the rantcorous Outrage of your Duke, 
‘o Merchants, our well-dealing Countrymen, 
Who wanting gilders to redeem their lives, 
Have feal’d his rigorous ftatutes with their bloods, 
xcludes all pity from our threatning looks: 
or fince the mortal and inteftine jars 
Y wixt thy editions Countrymen and us, 
| t hath in folema Synods been decreed, 
| Poth by the Syracufians and our felves, 
| T’admit no traffick to our adverfe Towne : 
| Nay, more; if any born at Ephe/us 
Be feen at any Syracufian Marts and Fairs : 
} Again, if any Syracufian born, 
i Come tothe Bay of Ephefus, he dies : 
| His goods confifcate to the Duke’s difpofe, 
Unle%&athoufand Marks be levied — 
To quit the penalty, and ranfome him: 
Thy fubftance, valued at the higheft rate, 
Cannot amount untoa hundred Mark ; 
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Comedy of Errors, 


Provoft. 
‘Thomas, 2. Frierse 
Peter, 

Froth, a fooli{h Gentleman: 
Clown. 

Abhorfon, an Executioner. 
Barnardine, a diffolute prifoner. 
Ifabella, iter to Claudio. 
Mariana, betrothed to Angelo. 
Juliet, beloved of Claudio. 
Francifco, ¢ Nun. 

Miftris Over-don, 4 Bawd. 
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Scena Prima. 


Therefore by Law thou art condemn’d to die, 
Mer. Yet thismy comfort, when your words are done, 
My woes end likewife with the Evening Sun. 
Du. Well, Syracufian, fay in brief the caufe, 
Why thou departed’ft from thy native home ? 
And for what caufe theu cam’ft to Epbefzs 2 
Mer. A heavier task could not have neen impos'd 
ThanIto fpeak my grief unfpeakable: : 
Yet that the World way witnefs, that my end 
Was wrought by Nature, not by vile Offence, 
Tle utter what my forrow gives me leave : 
In Syracufe was | born, and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me ; 
And by me too, had not our hap been bad : 
With her I liv’din joy, our Wealth encreaft 
By profperous Voyages | often made 
To Epidamium, till my Factor’s death : 
And he great ftore of goods at random leaving, 
Drew, me from kind embracements of my f{poufe ; 
From whom my abfence was not fix months old, 
Before her felf (almoft at fainting under ; 
The pleafing punifhment that women bear) 
Had made provifion for her following me, 
And foon, and fafe arrived where | was - 
There had fhe not been long, but fhe became 
| Ajoyful mother of two goodly fons: ; 
| And, which was ftrange, the one {0 lik 
| As could not be diftinguifh’d | 
That very hour, and in 
| A poor mean woman was 
Of fich aburthen, Male-: both alike: 
Thofe, for their parents were exceeding poor, 
Tbought, and brought up to attend my fons. 
| My Wifenot meanly proud of two fuch boys, 
-____. ‘Made; 
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Made daily motions for our home return: 
Unwilling lagreed ; alas! too foon we came aboard. 
A league from Epidamium had we fail’d 
Before the always wind-obeying deep, 
Gave any tragick inftanceof our harm: 
But longer did we not retain much hope ; 
For whatob{cured light the heavens did grant, 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 
4 doubtful warrant of immediate death 3, 
Which tho my felf would gladly have embrac’d, 
Yet the inceflant weeping of my Wife, 
Weeping before for what fhefaw muft come, 
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 
That mourn’d for fafhion, ignorant what to fear, 
Forc’s me to feek delays for them and me : 
And this it was (for other means was none): 
The Sailors fought for fafety by our boat, 
And left the Ship then finking-ripe to us. 
My Wife more careful for the latter born, 
Had faftened him unto a {mall {pare Matt, 
Such as Sea- faring men provide for ftorms : 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whilft I had been like heedful of the other. 
The children thus difpos’d, my Wife, and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixt, 
Faftned our felves at either end the Maft, 
And floating ftraight, obedient to the ftream, 
Was carried towards Corinth, as we thought. 
At length the Sungazing uponthe earth, 
Difperft thofe vapours that offended us ; 
And by the benefit of his with’d light, 
The Seas was calm, and we difcovered 
Two Ships from far} making amain to us: 
Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this ; 
Bute’re they came, Oh letme fay no more ; 
Gather thé fequel by that went before. 
Du. Nay, forward Old man, do not break off fo ; 
| For we may pity, tho not pardon thee. 
Mer. Oh had the gods done fo,1 had not now 
Worthily term’d them mercilefs to us : 
For e’re the Ships could meet by twice five leagues, 
We were encountred by a mighty Rock; 
Which being violently born up upon, 
Our helpful Ship was fplitted in the midft : 
So that in this unjuft divorce of us, 
Fortune had left to both of us alike, 
What todelight in, what to forrow for, 
Her part, poor foul, feeming as burdened, 
Wich lefler weight, but not with lefler wo, 
Was carried with more {peed before the wind, 
Andin our fight they three were taken up 
By Fifhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
Atlength another Ship had feiz’d onus 5 
And knowing whom it was their hap to fave, 
{Gave helpful welcome to their Shipwrackt guefts, 
And would have reft the Fifhers of their prey, 
Had not their Bark been very flow of fail; 
And therefore homeward did they bend their courfe, 
Thus have you heard me fever’d from my blifs, 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong’d, 
To tell fad ftories of my own mithaps. 
Du. And for the fakes of them thou forroweft for, 
Do me the favour to dilate at full, 
What hath befall?’n them and thee till now. 
«Mer. My youngeft boy, and yet my eldeft care, 
At Eighteen years became inquifitive 
After his brother.; and importun’d me, 
That his attendant (for his cafe was like, 
Reft of his brother, but retain’d his name) 
Might bear him company inthe queft of him: 
Whom whil’ft | laboured of @ love to fee, 
I hazarded the lofs of whom Llov’d. 
Five Summers have i {pent in fartheft Green, 
‘| Roming clean through the boundsof Afia, 
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And coafting homeward, came to Ephe/is : 
Hopelefs to find, yet loath to leave unfought; 
Or that, or any place that harbours men: 
But here muft end the ftory of my life, 
And happy were lin my timely death, 
Could all my travels warrant me they live. 

Du, Haple fs Egeon, whom the fates have markt 
To bear th’ extremity of dire mifhap: 
Now truft me, were it not againft our Laws, 
Againft my Crown, my Oath, my Dignity, 
Which Princes would, they may not difanull, 
My foul fhould fue as advocate for thee: 
Buc tho thouartadjudged to the death, 
And paffed fentence may not be recall’d, 
But to our honours great difparagement ; 
Yet will! favour thee in what | can 3 
Therefore, Merchant, I’le limit thee this day 
To feek thy help by beneficial help: 
Try all the friends thou haft in Ephefus : 
Beg thou, or borrow, to makeup the fum, 
And live: if no, then thou artdoom’d to die : 
‘Faylor, take him to thy cuftody. ‘ 

‘Fay. Iwill, my Lord. 

Mer. HopelefS and helplef$ doth Egeon wend, 


But to procraftinate his livelefs end. Exeunt. 


Enter Antipholis, Erotes, « Merchant, axd Dromio. 
Mer. Therefore give out, you are of Epidamium, 
Left that your goods be too foon confifcate : 
This very day a Syracufan Merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here; 
And not being able to buy out his life, 
According to the Statute of the Town, 
Dies e’re the weary Sun fets in the Weft : 
There is your money that I had to keep. 
Ant. Go bear it tothe Centaure, where we hoft, 
And ftay there, Dromio, till come to thee: 
Till that Ple view the manners of the Town : 
| Within this hour it willbe dinner-time : 
| Perufe the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
And then return and fleep within mine Inn; 
For with long travellam ftiff and weary. 
Get thee away. 
Dro. Many aman would take you at your word, 
And goindeed, having fo gooda means. 


f 


Exit Dromio. 
Ant. A trufty villain, fir, that very oft, 
When Iam dull with care and melancholly, 
Lightens my humour with his merry jefts. 
What, will you walk with me about the Town, 
And then go tothe Inn. and dine with me? 
E. Mer. Yam invited, fir, to certain Merchants, 
Of whom lL hope to make much benefit : 
I crave your pardon ; foon at five a clock, 
Pleafe you, I’le meet with you upon the Mart, 
And afterward con{ort you till bed-time : 
My prefent bufinefs calls me from you now. 
Ant. Farewel till then 1 will go lofe my life, 
And wander up and down to view the City. 
E. Mer. Sir, [commend you to your own content. 
Exeuant. 
Ant, He that commends me to my own content, 
Commends meto the thing I cannot get: 
Itothe world am like a drop of water, 
That inthe Ocean feeks another drop, 
Who falling there to find his fellow forth, 
(Unfeen inquifitive) confounds himfelf: 
Sol, to find a Mother and a Brother, 
Inqueft of him (unhappy) lofe my felf- 


Enter Dromio of Ephefus- 


Here comes the Almanack of my tru¢ date: 


What now ? How chance thouart return’d fo foon. 
G 2 EB. Dro p 
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FE. Dro: Rerurn’d fo foon, tather approache too Jate: 
ie . > + . " Bb. 
he Capon burns, the Pig falls from the fpit: ped ite 
The clock hath firucken twelve upon the bell : 
Wwihtes ae 4 rant ak ‘ 
My Miftris made it one upon my cheek : er Freee | 


“eft f nae 1d : 
She is (0 hot becaute the meat ts cold: 
The meat is’cold becanfe you come not home: 


You come not home becaufe you have no ftomach : Eater Adtiana, Wife to Antipholis Sereptus, 2th 
You have no ftomach having broke your faft: Luciana, her Sifter. 


Bur we that know what’tisco faft and pray, 
Are penitent for your default to day. 
Ant. Stop in your wind, fir: tell me this I pray, 
Where have you left the money that I gave you ? 
E. Dro. Oh, fix pence thatl had a Wednefday \att, 
To pay the Sadler for my Miftris Crupper ? 
"The Sadler had it, fir; 1 kept it not. 


Ady. Weither my husband, nor the flave return’d, 
Thatin fuch hafte I fent to feek his Mafter : 
Sure, Luciana, itistwo aclock... | 

Luc. Perhaps fome Merchant hath invited him, 
And fromthe Mart he’s f6mewhere gone to dinner: 


ne ny 


Aut. 1am notin a fportive humour now: Good fitter, Jet us dine, and never fret : 
Tell me,and dafly not, where is the money ? Aman is Mafter of his liberty : ; 
| We being ftrangers here, how dar’ft thou truft eae Mafter ; and when they fee time, 
So greata charge from thine own cuftody ? eat of: € a faa : if fo, be patient, fifter. 
E. Dro. | pray you jett, fir, as you fit at dinner : Adr, Why thould their liberty than ours be more? 
I from my Miftris come to you in poft : | Luc. Becaufe their bufinefS ftill lies out adoor. 
If I return, I fhafl be poft indeed: Adr. Look, when Iferve him fo, he takes it if, 
For fhe will {Cour your fault upon my pate: Luc. Oh, know he is the bridle of your will. 
Methinks your maw, like mine, fhould be your Cook, Adr, 'There’s none but afles witl be bridled fo. 
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And ftrike you home withonta meflenger. ee Why, head-ftrong liberty is lafht with woe : 
Ant. Come Dromio, come, thefe jefts are out of feafon ;| + TeTes nothing fituate under heavens eye; 


Referve them till merrier hour than this : But hath his bound in earth, in fea, in skie. 
Where is the gold I gavein charge to thee?. * The beafts, the fithes, and the winged fowls, 
E. Dro. To me, fir? why, you gave no gold to me. Are their males fubjects, and at their controuls > 


Ant.Come on, fir knave, have done your foolifhnefs, /Man more divine, the Mafter of all thef, 
‘And tefl me how thou haft difpos’d thy charge ? Lord of the wide world, and wide watry feas,’ 
E, Dro. My charge was but to fetch you from the Mart Indued with intellectual fenfe and foul, 
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Home to your;houfe(the Phenix, fir), to dinner : Of more preheminence than. fith and fowl; 
My Miftris and her filter ftaies for you. — Are Matters to their females, and their Lords: 
‘Ant. Now as I ana Chriftian anfwer me, Then let your will attend on their accords. 
In what fafe place you have beftow’d my money: Adr, This fervitude makes you to keep unwed. 
Or I fhall break that merry fconce of yours Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 
That ftands on tricks when I am undifpos’d : Adr. But were you wedded,you would bear iomefway. 
Where is the thoufand marks thou hadft of me ? Luc. Ere I learn love, V’le practife to obey. 
E. Dro. | have fome marks of yours upon my pate: ‘| Adar. How if your husband ftart fome other where ? 
Some of my Miftris marks upon my fhoulders: Luc. ‘Till hecome home again I would forbear. 
But not a thoufand marks between you ‘both. Adr. Patience unmov’d, no marvel tho fhe paufe ; 
if ifhould pay your Worfhip thofe again, ‘They can be meek that have no other caufe : 
Perchance you will not bear them patiently. A wretched foul bruis’d with adverfity,. 


Ant. Thy Miftris marks? what Muftris, flave, haft thou? We bid be quiet when we hear it cry: : 
E.Dro.Your Worfhip’s Wife, my Miftrisat the Phanix 2 But were we burd’ned with like weight of pain, 


She that doth faft till you come home to dinner: As much, or more we fhould our felves complain : 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. So thou that haftno unkind mate to grieve thee, 
Ant. What, wilt thou flourmeé thus unto my face, — ’ With urging helplefs patience would relieve me: 
Eeing forbid? ‘There, take you that, fir knave. ( | Butif thou liveto fee like right bereft, ‘ 
E. Dro, What mean you, fir? for God fake hold your This fool-beg’d }patience in thee will be left. 
Nay, and you will not, fir, ’le take my heels. (hands: Luc. Well, 1 will marry one day butto try: 


Here comes your man, now is your husbaad nigh. 


i Exit Dromio Ep. 
| Enter Dromio Eph. 5 
: Ant. Upon my life, by fome device or other, : 
The Villain is o’re-wrought of all my meney. Adr. Say, is your tardy Mafter now at hand? 
‘| Then fay, this Townis full of cozenage : E. Dro. Nay, he’s attwohands with me, and that my 
As nimble Juglers that deceive the eye: tWo ears can witnefs. 
Dark-working Sorcerers that change the mind : Aadr, Say, didft thou fpeak with him? know’ft thou his 
Soul-killing Witches that deform the body : | mind ¢ 
Difguifed Cheaters, prating Mountebanks ; __ E.Dvo. 1,1, he told his mind upon mine ear, 
And many fuch like liberties of fin: Befhrew his hand, I {carce could underftand it: 
2 if it prove fo, Iwill be gone the fooner: Luc. Spake he fo doubtfully, thou could’ft not feel this 
af V’le to the Centaur to feek this flave : meaning ¢ id 
Igreatly fear my money is not fafe. E. Dro. Nay, he ftruck fo plainly, I could too wellfeel} 


his blows; and withalfo doubtfully, that I could {earee un- 
derftand them. 
Adr. But fay, I prethee, is he coming home? 
Exit. It feems he hath great care to pleafehis wife, 
E, Dro, Why, Miltris, fare my Mafteris horn-mads 


J 


Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain 2 
E. Dro. Imean not Cuckold-mad 
4 But fure he is ftark mad: 


When} 


| 
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When I defir’d him to come home to dinner, 

He ask*d tne for athoufand marks in gold: 

Tis dinner-time, quoth1: my gold, quoth he: 

Your meat doth burn, quoth I: my gold, quoth he: 

Will you come, quoth 1? my gold, quoth he: 

Where is the thoufand marks I gave thee, Villain ? 

The Pig, quoth I, isburn’d: my gold, quoth he: 

My Miftris, fir, quoth I: hang up thy Miftris ; 

I know not thy Miftris; out onthy Miftris. 

Luc. Quoth who ¢ 

E.Dro. Quoth my Mafter: I know, quoth he, no houfe, 
no wife, no Miftris: fo that my errand, due unto my 
tongue, I thank him, I bare home upon my fhoulders: for 
in conclufion, he did beat me there. 

Adr. Go back again, thou flave, and fetch him home. 

Dro. Go back again, and be new beaten home ? 
For God's fake fend fome other Meflenger. 

Adr. Back, flave, or I will break thy pate acrofs. 

Dro. And he will blefs that crofs with other beating: 

Between you I fhall have a holy head. 

Adr. Hence prating peafant, fetch thy Mafter home- 
Dro. Am Ifo round with you as you with me, 

That like a foot-ball you do fpurn me thus? 

You fpurn me hence, and he will {purn me hither : 

If I laft in this fervice, you muftcafe meinleather. Exit. 
Luc. Fie, how impatience lowreth in your face! 
4dr. His company muft do his minions grace, 

Whilft lat home ftarve for a merry look: 

Hath homely age th’ alluring beauty took 

From my poor cheek? then he hath wafted it. 

Are my difcourfes dull? barren my wit ? 

If voluble and fharp difCourfe be marr’d, 

Unkindnefs blots it more than Marble hard. 

Do their gay Veitments his affections bait ? 

That’s not my fault ; he’s mafter of my ftate; 

What Ruines are in me that canbe found, 

By him not ruin’d ? Then is he the ground 

Of my defeatures. My decayed fair, 

A fanny look of his would foon repair. 

But (too unruly Deer) he breaks the pale, 

And feeds from home; poor I am but his ftale; 

Luc. Self-harming jealoufie ; fie, beat it hence. 
Ad. Unfeeling fools can with fuch wrongs difpente : 

I know his eye doth homage other-where ; 

Or elfe what letsic but he would bé here? 

Sifter, you know he promifed me a chain, 

Would that alone, alone he would detain, 

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed. 

I fee the Jewel beft enamaled 

Willlofehis beauty : yet the gold bides ftiff 

That others touch, and often touching will ; 

Since that my beauty cannot pleat his eye, 

ble weep (what's left) away, and weeping die. 

Luc. How many fond fools ferve mad Jealoufie 2 
Exéunt é 


Enter Antipholis Erotes. 


Ant. The gold I gave to Drormio is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur, and the heedful flave 
Is wandred forth in care to feek me out 
By computation, and mine hofts report, 
I could not fpéak with Dromio, fince at firft 
I fent himfrom the Magt : fee here he comes. 


- 


Enter Dromio Syracufan. 


How now, fir ? is your merry humour alter’d? 
As you love ftroaks, fo jeft with mé again: 
You know no Centaur ? you receiv’d no gold 2 
Your Miftris fent to have me home to dinner 2 
My houfe was at the Phenix? Waft thou mad, 
That thus fo madly thou didft anfwer me 2 
S. Dro. What an{wer, fir ? when fpakel fuch a word 2 
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E. Aar.Evennow, evenhere, not half an hour fince. : 
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S. Dro. I did not fee you fince you fent me hence 
Home to the Ceztaur, with the gold you gave me. 
Ant. Villain, thot did’ft deny the golds Receit, 
And told’ft me of 4 Miftris, and a dinner. 
For which! hope thou felt’ft I was difpleas’d. 
S. Dro. 1 am glad to fee you in this merry vein 
What means this jeft, I pray you, Mafter, tell me ? 
Ant. Yea, do’ft thou jeer and flout mein the teeth? 
Think’ft thou 1 jeft?hold,take thou that,and that. BeatsDro.| 
S. Dro. Hold, fir, for God’s fake, now your jeft is ear 
Upon what bargain do you give it me? 
Ant. Becaufe that I familiarly fometimes 
Do ufe you for my fool, and chat with you, 
Your fawcinefs wifl jeft upon my love; 
And make a Common of my {erious Hours. 
When the Sun fhines let foolifh gnats make {port ; 
But creep in crannies when he hides his beams : 
If you will jeft with me, know my afpedt, 
And fafhion your demeanor to my looks ; 
Or I will beat this method i your fconce, 
_ 8. Dro. Sconce, cafl you it? fo you would leave batter- 
ing, I had rather have ita head: and you ufe thefe blows 
long, I mutt get a fconce for my head, and infconce it too, 
or ele I fhall feek my wit in my fhoulders: but I pray, fir, 
why am I beaten? 
Ant.Doft thou not know? 
S. Dro. Nothing, fir, but that I am beaten 
Ant. Shall I tell you why? 
S. Dro. I, fir, and wherefore ; for the 
hath a wherefore. 
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S. Dro. Was there ever any man thus beaten out of fea- 
fon, Whéh in the Why and the Wherefore is neithet Rime } 
nor Reafon. Well, fir, I thank you. ! 

Ant. Thank me, fir, for what ? 

5S. Dro. Marry, fir, for this fomething that you gave me} 
for nothing. 

Ant. Tle make you ainerids next, to give you nothing for 
fomething.. But fay, fir, is it dinner-time ? 

S. Dro. Nos fir: I think the Meat wants that I have. 

Ant. In good time, fir 5 what’s that ? | 3 


S. Dro. Bafting. 


Ant. Well, fir, then *twill be dry. - 

S. Dro If itbe, fir, I pfay you eat not of its 

Ant. Your Reafon ? 

S. Dro. Left it make you chollerick, and purchafe me 
another dry bafting. 

Ant. Well, fir, learn to jeft in good time : there’s a time 
for all things. 

S. Dro, 1 durft have denied that before you were fo chol- 
lerick. : 

Ant. By what Rule, fir? 

S. Dro. Marry. fir, bya Rule as plain as the plain bald 

ate of Father Time himfelf. 

Ant. Let’s hearit. 

S.Dro. There’s no time for a titan to recover his hair that 
grows bald by Nature. 

Ant. May he not doit by fine and recovery ? 

S. Dro. Yes, to pay a fine for a Petiwig, and recover the 
loft bait of another man. , 

Ant. Why, is Time fuch a niggard of hair, being (as it 
is) fo plentiful an excrement ? 

S, Dro. Becaufe it is a blefling that he beftows on beafts ; 
and what he hath {canted them in hair, he hath given them 
in. Wit, 

Ant, Why, but there’s many a man hath more hair than 
Wite : 

S. Dro. Not a man of thofé but he hath the wit to lofe 
his hair. 

Ant. Why, thou didft conclude hairy men plain dealers 
without wit. 


S. Dro, 
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1S. Dro. The plainer dealer, the fooner loft ; yet he lofeth 
‘rina kind of jollity. , 

Ant. For what Reafon ? 

S. Dro. For two, and found ones too- 
Ant. Nay, not found ones I pray you: 
S. Dro. Sureonesthen. 9... 
An. Nay, not fure.in a thing falfing. 
S. Dre. Certain ones then. 

An. Name them. 
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Denied my houfe for his, me for his Wife. 


Ant. Did you converfe, fir, with this Gentlewoman : 


What is the courfe and drift of your compact? 


S. Dro. I, fir ? Inever faw her till this time. 
Ant. Villain, thou lieft ; for even her very words 


Didft thou deliver to meon the Mart. 


S. Dro. Inever {pake with her in afl my life. 
Ant. How can fhe thus then call us by our names, 


Unlefs it be by infpiration? 


Adr. How iflagrees it with your gravity, 


S. Dre. The one to fave the money that he {pends in tty- 
ing ; the other, that at dinner they fhould not drop in his 


porrage. a: ; aa 
An. You would ail this time have prov’d, there 1s fio 


time for all things. d 
S. Dro. Marry, and did, fir; namely, no time to recovel 


hair loft by nature. : ; 
An.But your Reafon was not fubftantial, why there is no 


time to recover. ; : i 
S. Dro. Thus I mend it : Time himfelf is bald, and there- 


fore to the World’s end, will have bald followers. 
An. Lknew ’twould be a bald conclufion : but foft, who 


wafts us yonder ? 


‘To counterfeit thus grofly with your flave, 
Abetting him to thwart mein my mood ? 
By it my wrong, youare from me exempt, 
But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come, I will faften on this fleeve of thine : 
Thou art an Elm, my husband, I a Vine: 
Whofe weaknefs married to thy fironger ftate, 
Makes me with thy ftrength to communicate : 
If ought poffefs thee from me, it is drofs, 
Ufurping lvy, Brier, or idle-Mois, 
Who all for want of pruning, with intrufion, 
Infea&t thy Sap, and live on thy confufion. 
Ant. To me fhe fpeaks; fhe moves me for her 
theam : «3 
What, was I married to her in my dream ¢ 
Or fleep I now, and think I hear all this ? 
Whaterror drives our eyes and ears amifs ? 
Until I know this fure uncertainty, 
I’le entertain the free’d fallacy, 
Luc. Dromio, Go bid the fervants {pread for dinner. 
S. Dro. Oly for my beads, Icrofs me for a finner. 
Thisis the Fairy land: Oh fpight of fpights : 
We talk with Goblins, Owls, and Elves Sprights : 
If we obey them not, this will enfue, 
They’ Ifuck our breath, or pinch us black and blew. 
Luc. Why prait’ft thou to thy felf, 
Dromio, thou Dromio, fnail, thou flug, thou fot ? 
S. Dro. lam transformed, Mafter, am I not ? 
Ant. \think thou art in mind, and fo am L. 
$. Dro. Nay, Mafter, both in mind and in my fhape. 
Ant. Thou haft thine own form. 
S. Dro. No: Laman Ape. 
Luc. If thou art chang’d to ought, ‘tis toan AG. 
S. Dro. ’Tis true, fhe rides me, and I long for grafs. 
"Tis fo: lam an Af: elfe it could never be : 
But I fhould know her as well as fhe knows me. 
Adr.Come, come, no longer willl be a fool, 
To put the finger in the eye and weep, 
Whil’ft Man and Mafter laughs my woes to{f{corn ; 
Come, fir,ftodinner: Dromio, keep the gate : 
Husband, [’le dine above with you to day, 
And fhrive you of a thoufand idle pranks: 
Sirrah, if any ask you for your Matter, 
Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter : 
| Come fifter : Drcmio, play the Porter well. 
Ant. Amin earth, in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping, or waking, mad, or well advis’d : 
Known unto thefe, and to my felf difguis’d ? 
lle fay as they fay, and perfevere fo : ° 
Andin this mift at alladventures go. 
S. Dro. Mafter, fhall | be Porter at the gate ? 
Adr.1, and let none enter, left 1 break your pate. 
Luc.Come, come, Antipolis, we dine too late. 


Enter Adriana and Luciana. 


Ady.1,1, Antipholis, look ftrange and frown ; 
Some other Miftris hath fome fweet afpects: 
Iam not Adriana, nor thy wife. 
The time was once, when thou unurg’d would’ft vow, 
That never words were mufick to thine ear, 
"That never Object pleafingin thine eye, 
That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 
That never meat {weet-favour’d in thy tafte, 
UnlefSI fpake, or look’d, or touch’d, or carv’d to thee. 
How comes it now (my husband), Oh how comes it, 
That thou art then eftranged from thy felf? 
Thy felf, Icall it, being ftrange to me: 
That undividable Incorporate 
Am better than thy dear felf's better part. 
Ah do nottear away thy felf from me; 
For know my love: as eafie maift thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking sulf, 
And take unmingled thence that drop again 
Without addition or diminifhing, 
As take fromme thy felf, and not me too. 
How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 
Should’ft thou hearI were licentious ? 
And that this body confecrate to thee, 
By Ruffian Luft fhould be contaminate ? 
Would’ft thou not {pit at me, and {purn atime, 
And hurl the name of husband in my face, 
And tear the ftain’d skin of my Harlot-brow, 
And from my falfe hand cut the W edding-Ring, 
And break it with a deep-divorcing- vow ? 
know thoucanft ; and therefore fee thou do it. 
[am pofleft with an adulterate bldt 5 
My blood is mingled with the crime of luft: 
For if we two be one, and thou play falfe, 
1 do digeft the poyfon of my fleth, 
Being {trumpeted by thy catagion. 
Keep then fair league, and truce with thy true bed : 
I live diftaird, thou undifhonoured. 
Ant. Plead you to me, fair dame ? [know you not: 
In’ Epbefus Lam bue twohoursold, 
As ftrange unto your town as to your talk, 
Who every word by afl my wit being fcann’d, 
‘Wan s wit in all one word to underftand. 
Lue, Fie, brother, how the World is chang’d with you: 
When were you wont to ufe my filter thus? 
She fent for you by Dremio home to dinner. 
Ant. By Dromio? 
Dro. By me. 
Adr, By thee ; and thus thou didft return from him, 
That he did buffet thee, and in his blows, © E. Ant. Good fignior Angelo, you muit excufe us afl 2 
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Aétus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Antipholis of Ephefus, bis 7am, Dromioy Angelo, the 
Goldfimith, amd Balthazarrbe Merchant. 


Ne 
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ee 


My Wife is fhrewith when! keep not hours ; 
Say, that | linger’d with you at your Shop 
To fee the making of her Carkaner, 
And that to morrow you will bring it home 
But here’s a villain that would face me down, 
He met me on the Mart, and that I beat him, 
And charg’d him with athoufand Marks in gold ; 
And that I did deny my Wife and Houfe: 
Thou drunkard thou, what did’ft thou mean by this ¢ 
E. Dro. Say what you will, fir, but 1 know what I know, 
That you beat me at the Mart,I have your hand to fhow: 
| Ifthe skin were parchment,& the blows you gave were ink, 
Your hand-writing would tell you what I think. 
E. Ant. \ think thou artan afs. 
E. Dro. Marry, {0 itdorh appear 
By the wrongs I fiiffer, and the blows I bear : 
I fhould kick being kicke;and being at that pafs, 
You would keep from my heels, and beware of an als. 
E. An.Y’are fad, Signior Balthazar : pray God our cheer 
May an{wer my good will,and your good welcome here. 
Ball hold your dainties cheap, fir,& your welcome dear. 
E. Ant. Ab fignior Balthazar, either at fleth or fith, 
A table-full of welcome makes icarce one dainty difh. 
Bal.Good meat, fir,is common, thatevery churl atfords. 
| An:. \nd welcome more common; for that’s nothing 
but words. 

Bal. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a merry | 

featt. 

Ant. 1, toa niggardly Hoft, and more fparing Guett : 
But thomy cates be mean, take them in good part; 
Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart. 

But foft ; my door is lockt; go bid them let us in. 
E. Dro. Maud, Briget, Marian, Cifly, Gillian, Ginn. 
S. Dro. Mome, Malt-horfe, Capon, Coxcombe, Idiot 
Patch. 
Either get thee from the door, or fit down at the hatch : 
Doftthou conjure for wenches,that thou call’t forfuch ftore, 


m 
had 


€. Dro. What patch is made our porter ? my Mafter 
ftays in the ftreet. 

S. Dro. Let him walk from whence he came, left he 
catch cold on’s feet. 

E. Ant. Who talks within there? hoa, open the door. 

S. Dro. Right, fir, Ple tell you when, and you’l tell me 
wherefore. 

Ant. Wherefore? for my dinner ? I have not din’d to 
day. 

S: Dro. Nor to day here you muft not : come again when} 
you may, 

Ant. What artthou that keep’ft me out from the houfe 
I owe? 


S. Dro. The Porter for this time, fir, and my name is 
Dromio, 


my Name. 
The one ne’re got me credit, the other mickle blame: 
If thou had’ft bid Dromio to day inmy place, 


name for an afs. 


Enter Luce. 


gate ? Sie 
E. Dro. Let my Mattes in, Luce. 


fter. ae 
E. Dro. O Lord, I muft laugh: have at you with a Pro- 


verb. 
hall 1fet in my ftaff. a, 
Lue. Have at you with another; that’s when? can you 
tell ? 


{wer dhim well. 


1 be Comedy of Exrors. 


E. Dro» O Villain, thou haft ftoP?’n both mine Office and | For a fith without a fin, there’s a fowl without a feather : 


Luc. What acoile is there, Dromio? who are thofe at the | Plead on your part fome caufe% you unknown 


ee 


Si | 


4nt. Do you hear, you Minion, youl let us in, I 
hope ? 

Luc. | thought to have askt you. 

S. Dro. And you faid, no. 

E. Dre.So, come, help, well ftruck ; there was blow for 
blow. 

Ant. Thou baggage, let me in. 

Luc. Can you tell for whofe fake ? 

E. Dro. Mafter, knock the door hard. 

Lue. Let him knock till it ake. 

Ant. Yow! cry for this, Minion, if I beat the door 
down. 


Luc. What needs all that, and‘a pair of ftocks in the 
Town? 


Enter Adriana. 


Adr, Who is that atthe door that keeps all this noife ? 
S. Dro. By my troth, your Town is troubled with unru- 
ly boys. 
Ant. Are youthere, 
fore 
Adr. Your Wife, fir knay 
E. Dros If you wentin 
go fore. 
Ang. Here is neither cheer, { 
fain have either, 
Baltz. . Indebating which was beft, we hall p 
neither. 
E. Dro. ‘They ftand at the door, Mafter ; bid them wel- 
comie hither. 
Ant. Vhere is fomething in the wind, that we cannot 
Zet in, 
E.Dro.You would fay fo, Matter, if your garments were 
thin. 
Your Cake here is warm Within : you ftand here in the 
cold. 


Wife? you might have come be- 


€? goget you from the door, 
pain, Matter, thisknave would 


ir, nor welcome; we would 


art with 


re ener LISS 


When one is one too many ? go get thee from the door.| It would make aman as mad asa Buck tobe bought and 


fold. , 

Ant. Go fetch me fomething, I’le break ope the gate. 

S. Dro. Break, any breaking here, and I’le break your 
knaves pate, 

E: Dro. Aman may break a word with you, fir, and 
words are but wind , 

I,and break it in your face, fo he break it nor behinde. 

S. Dro. It feems thou want’ft breaking ; Out upon thee 
hinde. 

E. Dro. Here's too much : Out upon thee ;1 pray thee let 
me in. 

S. Dro. 1, when fowls have no feathers, and fifh have no 
fin. 

Ant. Well, Ple break in: go borrow me a Crow. 

E. Dro. A crow without feather, Mafter, mean you fo? 


> 


| 
i 
| 
if a crow help us in, firrah, we’l pluck a crow together. 


Ant. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an Iron Crow. 
Balth. Have patience, fir: Oh let it not be fo; 


Thou woul’ft havechang’d thy face for a name, or thy | Herein you war againft your Reputation, 


And draw within the compafs of fufpect, 
Th’unviolated honour of your Wife. 

Once this your long experience of your wifdom, 
Her {ober vertue, years, and modefty, 

? 
And doubt not, fir, but fhe will well excufe 

Why at this time the doors are made againft you. 


Luc. Faith, no; he comes too late ; and ( tell your Ma-| Berul’d by me, depart in patience, 


And let us to the Tyger all to dinner, 

And about evening come your felf alone, _ 
Toknow the Reafon of this ftrange reftraint : 
If by ftrong hand you offer to break in 


Now in the ftirring pafiage of the day, 
A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 
S.Dro. If thy name be called Luce, Luce, thou haft an-/ And that fappofed by the common Rour, 
Againit your yetungalled eltimation. 


an 

That may with foul intrufion enter in, 

land dwell u on your grave when you are dead ; 

ier lives upon fucceffion ; 

\ror ever hoiis’d where it once gets pofleffion. 
Ant. You have prevail’d ; I will depart in quiet; 

And in defpight of mirth mean to be merry : 

i know a wench of excellent difcourfe, 

Pretty and witty, wild, and yet too gentle ; 

There will we dine: this woman that | mean, 

My Wife (but I proteft without defert) 

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal : 

Toher will wetodinner: get you home, 

And fetch the chain; by this lknow ’tis made; 

Bring it, 1 pray you, to the Porpentine 5 

For there’s the houfe: That chain I will beftow 

(Be it for nothing but to fpight my Wife) 

Upon my hoftefs there : good fir, make hatte : 

Since mine own doors refufe to entertain me, 

Vie knock elwfehere, tofee if they’l difdain me. 
‘Ang. Vle meet you at that place, fome hour, fir, hence. 


Ant. Do fo: this sett fhall coft me fome expence. 
Exeunt. 


f 
(for flander | 


Enter Luciana, with Antipolis of Syracufa. 


Jia. And may ibe, that you have quite forgot 
Ahusband’s Office? Shall Antipholis, 
Evenin the {pring of Love, thy Love-{prings rot? 
Shall love in buildings grow fo ruinate? 
Ifyou did wed my filter for her wealth, 
Then for her wealths-fake ufe her with more kindnefs : 
Or if youlikeelfewhere, do it by ftealth» — 
Muiile your falfe love with fome fhew of blindnefs : 
Let not my fifter read it in your eye: 
Be not thy tongue thy own fhames Orator: 
Look fweet, {peak fair ; become difloyalty + 
Apparel Vice like Vertues harbinger: 
Bear a fair prefence, tho your heart be ta 
Teach fin the carriage of a holy Saint ; , 
Be fecret falfe : what need fhe be acquainted ? 
-What fimple thief brags of his own attain? 
’Tisdouble wrong to truant with your bed, 
And let her read it in thy looks at board : 
Shame hath a baftard-frame, well managed ; 
Ill deeds are doubled with an evil word : 
Alas poor women, make us not believe 
(Being compay of credit), that you love us: 
Tho others have the arm, fhew us the fleeve : 
We in your motion run; and you may move us. 
Then gentle brother, get you inagain ; 
Comfort my fifter, chear her, call her Wife : 
’Tis holy {port to be a little vain, ; 
When the {weet breath of flattery conquers ftrife, 

S. Ant. Sweet Miftris: what your name is elfe, | know 
. not ; 

Nor by what wander you do hit of mine: 

Lefsin your knowledg, and your grace you fhow not, 
Than our earths wonder, more thanearth, divine. 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and {peak : 
Lay open to my earthy grof conceit: 
Smother’d in errors, feeble, fhadow, weak, 
The foulded meaning of your words deceit: 
Againft my fouls pure truth, why labour you, 
To make it wander in an unknown field? ~~ 
Are you agod ? would you create me new ? 
Transform me then, and to your power I’le yeild, 
But if that lamI;rhen welll know, — 
Your weeping fifter isno Wife of mine, 
Nor to her bed. a homage do I owe: 
Far more, far more to you do | decline : 
Oh trainme not, fweet Mermaid with thy note, 
To drown mein thy fifters flood of tears: 
Sing Siren for thy felf, and I will dote : 
Spread o’re the filver waves thy golden hairs, 
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The Comedy of Errors. 


And as abedI’le take thee, and there lie: 

Andin that glorious fuppofition think, 

He gains by death that hath fuch means to die : 
Let Love, being light, be drowned if fhe fink. 


Mine eyes clear eye, my dear hearts dearer heart, 
My food, my fortune, and my {weet hopes aim, 
My fole earths heaven, and my heavens claim. 


Thee will [love, and with thee lead my life: 
Thou haft no husband yet, norIno wife: 


ee 


Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reafon fo ? 

Ant. Not mad, but mated, how, Ido not know. 

Luc. Itis a fault that fpringeth from youreye. 

Ant. For gazing on your beams, fair Sun being by. _, 

Luc. Gaze when you fhould, and that will clearyour 
fight. 

Ant. As good to wink, fweet love, as look on nighe. 

Luc. Why call you me, love? call my fifter fo. 

Ant. Thy fifters fifter. 

Luc. That’s my filter. 

Ant. No itis my felf, mine own fe 


Ifs better part: 


Luc. All this my fifter is, or elf fhould be. 
Ant, Call thy felf, fifter fweet ; for 1 am thee - 


Give me thy hand. 
Luc. Oh foft fir, hold you ftill : 
tle fetch my filter, to get her good will. 


Enter Dromio, Siracufa. 


Ant. Why how now; Dremie,, where runn’ft thou fo 
faft ¢ 

S. Dro. Do you know me, fir? Am 1 Dromia? Am I 
your man? Am I my felf? 

eAnt. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art 

thy felf. 4 
Ae : {am anafs, | ama womans man, and befides my 
elf. 
. Ant. What womans man? and how 
-felf? 

Dro. Marty fir, befides my felf, 1am due to a woman. 
One that claims me, one that haunts me, one that will have 
me, 

Ant. What claim lays fhe to thee ? 

Dro. Marry fir, fach claim as you would lay to your } 
horfe ; and fhe would have me as a beaft ; not that I being 
a beaft, fhe would have me, bnt that fhe being a very beaft- 
ly creature, lays claim to me. 

Ant. Whatis fhe? 

Dro. A very reverent body : I, fuch a one asa man may Ff 
not fpeak of, without he fay, fir reverence: I have but}. 
lean luck inthe match ; and yet is fhe a wondrous fat mar- 
riage. 

Ant. How doft thou mean, a fat marriage? 

Dro. Marry fir, fhe’s the Kitchin-wench, and all greafe, 
and I know not what ufe to put herto, but to make a Lamp 
of her, and run from her by her ownlight. | warrant, her : 
Rags, and the Tallow in them, willburna Poland Winter: 
if the lives till doomfday, fhe’l burr a week longer than} 
the whole World. : 

Ant. What complexion is fhe of 

Dro. Swart, like my fhooe, but her face nothing like fo 
cleankept: forwhy? the fweats, a man may go over- 
fhoees in the grime of it. 

Ant. That’s a fault that water will mend. 

Dro. No, fir, ’tisin grain; Noah’s flood could not do 


befides thy 


its 
Art. What's her name ? 
Dro. Nell, fir: but her name is three quaiters 5 that’s an 

a and three quarters will not meafure her from hip to 
ip. 
Ant. Then the bears fome breadth? 

Dro. No longer from head to foot, than from hip to hip: 
wal is fpherical, like a globe: I could find out Countries in 
er. 

Ant.In what part of her body ftands Ireland ? 

Dro 


A 


oe 


Dro. Marry fir, in her buttocks; 1 found it out by the | 


bogs. : 
eAnt. Where Scotland ? 


the hand. 

Ant. Where France ? 

Dro. Inher forehead, arnvd, and reverted, making war 
againit her hair. 

Ant. Where England ? 

Dro. Ilook’d for the chalky Cliffs, but I could find no 
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Avius Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter a Merchant, Gold{mithy and an Officer. 


eMer. You know fince Pentecoft the fum is due - 


whitenefsin them: But I guefs, it ftood in her chin, by the And fince Ihave not much importund you ; 


faltRheume that ran between France and it, 

Ant. Where Spain ¢ 

Dro. Faith, [faw it not ; butt felt it hot in her breath. 

Ant. Where America, the Indies ? 

Bro. Oh fir, upon her nofe, all o’re embellifhed with Ru- 
bies, Carbuncles, Saphires, declining their rich :afpect to 
the hot breath of Spaim, who fent whole Armadoés of Car- 
| racts to be ballaft at her nofe, 

Ant. Where fload Belgia, the Netherlands ? 

Dro. Oh fir, I did not look fo low. To conclude, this 
drudg, or Diviner, laid claim to me, call’d me Dromio, 
{wore I was affur’d to her, told me what privy marks I had 
about me,as the marks on my fhoulder, the Mole in. my 
neck, the great Wart on my left arm, that I, amaz’d, 
| ran from her, as a Witch. And I think, if my breaft had 
} not been made of faith, and my heart of fteel, . fhe had 
transform’d me toa Curtal dog, and made me turn 7’ th’ 
wheel. 

Ant. Go hiethee prefently ; poftto the Road; 
| And if the wind blow any way from fhore, 

I will not harbour-in, this Town to night. 

If any Bark put forth, come tothe Mart; 
Where! will walk cill chou return tome: 

j If every one Knows. us, and we know none, 

j’ Tis,time I think to trudg, pack and be gone. 

Dre. As from aBear a man would run for life, 
So-fly I from her, that would be my Wife. 

Ant. There’s none but Witches do inhabit here; 
And therefore’tis high time that 1 were hence : 

She that doth call me husband, even my foul 
Doth for a wife abhor: But her fair fifter, 
Poffeft with fuch a gentle foveraign grace, 
Of fiich inchanting prefence and difcourfe, 
Hath almoit made me Traitor to my felf: 
Butleaft my {elf be guilty to felf-wrong, 

le ftop mine ears againit the Mermaids fong. 


| 
Dro. [found itby the barrennefs, hard in the palm of 


Exit. 


Enter Angelo with the Chain. 


Ang. M. Antipholis: 
Ant. I, that’s my,name. 
, Ang. lknowit well fir, lo, here’s the Chain : 
‘I thought to have tanejyou atthe. Porpensine : 
The Chain unfinifht made me ftay thus long. 
Ant. Whatis your will that I fhalldo with this? _ 
nt. What pleafe your felf, fir: I have made it for 
you. 
Ant. Make it for me, fir! Ubefpoke it not. 
“ing. Not once, not twice , biit twenty times you 
have:, , 
Go home with it, and pleafe your Wife withal ; 
And foon at fiipper-time I’le vifit you, 
And then receive my money for the Chain.. 
Ant. i pray you, fir, receive the money now, 
For fear you ne’re fee Chain, nor money more. 
Ang. You are a metry man, fir : fare you well. 
} ar. What I fhould think of this, I cannot tell: 
But this I think, chere’s na man is fo vain, - ‘ 
That would refufe fo fair an offer’d Chain. 
ifee a man heré needs not live by thifts, 
When in the itreets he méets fuch golden gifts ; 
Ile to the Mart, and there for Dromio ftay : 
If any Ship put our, then ftrait away. 


Exit. 


| Is growing to me by Anripholis ; 


... Ant. No: bear it with you, left 1 cofne not time e- 
| 


To Perfia, and want Gilders for my Voyage : 
‘Therefore make prefent fatisfaction ; 
Or Ple attach you by this Officer. 


Gold. Even juft the fum that Ido owe to you; 


} 
Nor now.[ had not, but that | am bound 
And inthe inftant that I met. with you, 
He had of mea Chain: at five a clock 
[ fhall receive the money for the fame: 


Enter Antipholis Ephef Dromio from the Courtezans. 


Pleafeth you walk with me downto his houfe, 
[ will difcharge my bond, and thank you too. 2 
Oj. That labour you may fave : See. where he comes 
Ant, While! goto the Gold/mith’s houfe, go thou 
And buy a Ropes end 3 that will I beftow 
Among my Wifes and their Confederates, 
For locking me out of my doors by day : 
But foft : I fee the Goldjmith: get thee gone ; | 
Buy thou a Rope, and bring it-home to me. | 
Dro. | buy athotfand pound a year ; | buy a Rope. 
Exit Dromio. 
Eph. Ant. Aman is well hope up that truftsto you: 
I promifed your prefence, and the Chain; 
But neither Chain nor Gold/mith came to mé : 
Belike you thought our love would laft too long 
If it wefe chain’d together and therefore came not. 
Gold. Saving your merry humour, here’s the Note, 
How much your Chain weighs tothe utmoft Raccat ; 
The finenefs of the Gold, and chargeful fafhion ; 
Which doth amount to three odd. Duckets more 
Than I ftand.debted to this Gentleman: 
{pray you fee himprefently difcharg’d; 
For he is bound to Sea, and ftays but for it. 
Anz. \am not furnifh’d with the prefent money: 
Befides, Lhave fome bufinefsin the Town; ‘ 


i 
Good Signior take the firanger to my houfe, i | 


And with you take the Chain, and bid my Wife 
Disburfe the fur on the receipt thereof: 
Perchance I will be there as foon as you. 

eae Then you will bring the Chain to her your 
felf. 


nough. «< 
Gold. Well fir, I will: 
you? a ¥§ 
Ant. And if .Lhave not, fir, |hope you have: 
Or elfe you may return without your money. 
Gold. Nay, come, I pray you, fir, give mé the Chain: 
Both Wind and Tide ftays for the Gentleman ; 
And I too blame have held-hir® here too long. 
Ant. Good Lord, you ufe this dalliance to excufé 
Your breach of ptomife to the Porpentine: 
I fhould haveckid you for not bringing it ; 
But like a fhrewsyou firft begin to brawl 
Mer. The hour 'fteals on; L-pray: yout, fir, difpatch. 
Gold,-Yowhéar how he importunesmethe Chain : : 
Aft, Why, give it to my Wife, and fetch your money. 
Gold. Come, come, you know I gave # you even now, 
Either fend the Chain, or.fend me by fome+oken. 
Ant.Fie, now yourunthis-humour out of breath: 


Have you the Chain about 


Exit. ‘Come, where’s the Chain? Ipray you let me {ee it. 


: | Mee. 


$ cannot brook this da 


| le leave him to the Officer. 
+. an{wer you 2? Why fhould I 


ee for the Chai 
|, Themoney that you owe me for the Chain. 


anfwer you ° 


( / 


{ 
| vt. lowe you none till receive the Chain, 
| Gold. You know | gave it you half an hour fince. 
Ant. You gave me none: you wrong me much to fay 
fo. ne 
Gold. You wrong me, fir, indenying it : 
Confider how it ftands upon my credit: 
Mer. Well, Officer, arreft himatmy fuit. 
Off. ido; and charge you inthe Duke’s Name to obey 
me. 
Gold. This touches me in Reputation. 
Either confent to pay the fum for me; 
| Or [attach you by this Officer. 


§ 


Ant. Confent to pay thar never had + 

| Arreft me, foolith fellow, if thou dari. 

Gold. Here is thy fee ; arreft him, Officer. 

[ would not {pare my brother in this cafe, 

If he fhould {corm me fo apparently.“ 
Off. Ido arreft you, fir ; you hear the fuit. 
Ant. 1do obey thee till I give thee bail. 

But firrah, you thall buy this {port as dear 

As all the metal in yourfhop will anfwer. 
Gold. Sir, fir; 1 thal have Law in Ephefus, 

To your notorious fhame, I doubt it not. 


Enter. Dromio Sira. from the Bay. 


Dro. Mafter, there’s a Bark of Epidamium, 
That ftays but tili her Owner comes aboard ; 
Then, fir, fhe bears away. Our fraughtage, fir, 
I have convey’d aboard ; andI have brought 
The.Qyl, the Baljamum, and Aqua-vita- 
The Shipis in her trim ; the merry: wind 
Blows fair from land; they ftay for nought at afl, : 
But for their Owner, Mafter, and your  felf- 


as ne 


ee 


What Ship of Epidamium ftays forme ? 

5. Dro, A Ship youdent me td, to hire wattage. 

Anz. Thou drunken flave, | fent thee for aRope5 
And told thee to what purpofe and what end. 

S. Dro. You fent me for a Ropes end as foon: 
You fent me tothe Bay, fir, forva Bark. 1 

Ant. 1 will debate this matter at more leifure, 
And teach your ears to lift me with more heed : 
To Adriana, Villain, hie thee ftrait : 

Give her this key, and tell her in the Desk 
That’s cover’do’re with Turki(h Tapiftry, 

There isa purfe of Duckets 5 let her fend it: 
Tell her, | am arrefted in the ftreer; 

And'that fhall bail me: hie thee flave ;be gone: ’ 
On Officer to prifon till it come. 

S: Dro. Yo Adriana , that is where we din’d; 
Where Dow/abel did claim me for her husband: 
She is too big, | hope, for me to compafs : 
Thither Imuft, altho againft my will : 

'For Servants mutt their Mafters minds fulfil. 


teen tance ast 


Exeunt. 
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Exit. 


Enter Adriana and Luciana. 


Adr. Ah Luciana, did he temprtheefo ? . 
Might’ft thou perceive aufterely in his eye, 
‘That he did plead in earneft, yea or no? 
Ldok’d he or red or pale, or fad or merrily 3 
What Obfervation mad’ft thou in this cafe, 

Of his‘heart’s, Meteors tilting in his face ? 

Lue. Firit he denied you had in him no right. 

Ade. He meant he did me none; the more my fpight. 

Luc. hen {wore he, that he was.a ftranger here. 

Adr. And 
were . 


T be Comedy 


Ant, How now! amad man! Why, thou peevifh flieep , 


tree he {wore , though yet. for{worn he 


DM eae 


of Errors. 
Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 
Adr. And what faid he ? 
Luc. ‘That love begg’d for you, he begg’d of me. 
Adr. With what perfwafion did he tempr thy love? 
Luc. With words that in an honeft fuit might move: 
Firft, he did praife my beauty, then my fpeech. 
Adr. Did’ {t {peak him fair? 
Luc, Have patience I befeech. 
Adr, \ cannot, nor I will not hold me ftill : 
My tongue, tho not my heart, fhall have his will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old and fére, 
Ill-fac’d, worfe bodied, fhapele{s every where : 
Vicious, ungentle, foolith, blunt, unkind, 
Stigmatical in making, worfe the mind. 
Lue. VVho would be jealous then of fuch a one ? 
No evil loft is wail'’d when itis gone. 
Adr. Ah ! but I think him better than I fay: 
And yet would herein others eyes were worfe : 
Far from herneft the Lapwing cries away : , 
My heart prays for him, tho my tongue do curfe. 


Enter §. Dromio. 


: aa Here: go: the desk, the purfe: {weet now make 
afte. 
Luc. How haft thou loft thy breath ? 
S. Dro. By running faft. ; 
Adr, VVhere is thy Mafter, Dromio 2 Is he well? 
S. Dro. No: he’s in Tartar limbo ; worfe than hell : 
A devil in aneverlafting garment hath him ; 
One whofe hard heart is button’d up with fteel : 
A Fiend, a Fairy, pitilefS and ruff: 
A Wolf; nay, worfe, a fellow allin Buff j 
A back-friend, a fhoulder-clapper, one that countermands 
The paflages of allies, creeks, andnarrow lands: 
A hound that runs counter, and yet draws drifoot well; "' 
One that before the Judgment carries poor fouls to hell. 
Adr. VVhy man, whatisthe matter ? — 
4 Dro. |do not know the matter: he is refted on the 
cafe. 
Adr. VVhat, ishe arrefted > tell me at whofe fuit ? 

_ S. Dro. Tknow not at whofe fit he is arrefted: well: 
but he’sina fuit of buff which refted him ; that I can tell: 
Nhe you fend him Miftris Redemption, the money in his 

esk ? , 

4dr. Go fetchit, fifter : this I wonder at. 
Exit Luciana. 


That he unknown to me fhould be in :debt 
Tell me, was he arrefted ona band 2 
S. Dro. Not ona band, but-on a ftronger thing ; 
A chain, a chain : doyou not hear it ring ? 
Adr. VVhat, the chain ? 
S. Dro. No, the bell : ’tis time that I’ were gone : ‘ 
It was Two e’re] left him, and: now the clock {trikes One.| 
eAdr. The hour’s come back! that did] never hear. f 
S. Dro. Oh yes ; if any hour meet a Sergeant, a turns 
back for very fear. : 
E Adr. As if Time were in debt: how fondly do’ft thou rea-|_ 
on? 
S. Dro. Time isa very bankrout, and owes more than he’s 
worth to feafon. 
Nay, he’sa thief too : have you not heard men fay, 
‘That time comes ftealing on by night and day ? 
If Tbe in debt and theft, and-a Sergeant in the way, 
Hath he not Reafon to turn back an hour ina day 2 


Enter Luciana. 


Luc. Go, Dromio, there’s the money ; bear it ftraight, 
And bring thy Mafter home immediately. 
Come fifter, Jam preft down with conceit: 
Conceit, my comfort and my injury. 
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Enter Antipholis Siracufian, fter be wife, and if you give it her,the devil will fhake her 
An. & There’s nof'a man I meet butdoth falute me, | Chain, and fright us with it. 
As if | were their well acquainted friend, Cur, 1 pray you fir, my Ring, or elfe the Chain, 
And every one doth call me by my name: I hope you do not mean to cheat me {o? 
Some tender money to me , fome invite me 5 Ant. Avant thou “witch : Come Dromio let us go: . 
Some other give me thanks for k indneffes ; S. Dro. Flie pride, fays the Peacok, Miftris that 
Some offer me Commodities to buy. youknow. . Exeunt. 
Even now a tailor call’d me in his thop, Cur. Now out of doubt Antipholisis mad, 
And thow’d mie Silks that he had bought for me; Elfe would henever fo demean himtelf, 
and therewithal took meafure of my body. A Ring he hath of mine worth forty Duckets, 
Sure thefe are but imaginary wiles, And for the famé he promis’d me a Chain, 
And Lapland Sorcerers inhabit here. Both one and other he denies me now : 
Enter Dromio, Siva: | The reafon that I gather he is mad, 
S. Dro. Mafter, here’s the gold you fent me for : what | ( Befides this prefent inftance of his rage, ) 
have you got the picture of old Adam new apparel’d ? Is a mad tale he told to day at dinner, 
Ant. What gold is this ? What Adam do’ft thou Of his own doors being thut againft his entrance; 
mean ? Belike his wife acquainted with his fits, 


S. Dro. Not that Adam that kept the Paradife : but | On purpofe fhut the doors againft his way. 
that Adam that keeps the prifon ;he that goes in the My way is now to hie home to his houle, 
calves-skin, that was kil’d for the Prodigal : he that | And fell his wife that being Lunatick, 
came behinde you fir, like anevil Angel, and bid you for- He rufh’d into my heufe, and took perforce 
fake your liberty. My Ring away. This courfe I fitteft choofe, 

An. 1 undezftand thee not. For forty Buckets is too much to lofe, 

S. Dro. No? why tisa plain cafe: he that went like Enter Antipholis Ephef. witha Faylor. 
a Bafe Viol ina cafe of leather; the man fir, that when An. Fear menot man, I will not break aways 
Gentlemen are tired gives them a fob, and refts them - Ile give thee ere I leave thee fo much money, 
he fir that takes pity on decayed men, and gives them To warrant thee asI am refted for, 
fuits of durance : he that fets up his reftto do more ex- |My wife is ina wayward mood to day, 
ploits with his Mace, than a Moris Pike. And will not lightly truft the meffenger ; 

Ant. What 1 thou mean’é an officer ? That I fhould be attach’d in Ephe/us, 

-§. Dro. I fir, the Serjeant of the Band : he that brings | [tell you ’twill found harfhly in her ears. 
any man to an{wer it that breaks his Band 3 one that Enter Dromio Eph. with a ropes end. 
thinks a man alwayes going to bed, and faith, God give Here comes my Man, { think he brings the money. 
you good reff. How now fir? Have you that I fent you for ? 

Ant. Well fir, there reft in your foolery. E. Dro. Here’s that I warrant you will pay them all.f 
[s there any Ship puts forth to night ?may we be gone? Anti. But where’s the Money ? 

S. Dro. Why fir, [brought you word an hour fince E. Dro; Why fir, I gave the Money for the Rope. 
that the Bark Expedition put forth to night , and then,} dwt. Five hundred Duckets villain for a rope? 
were you hindred by the Serjeant to tarry for the Hoy) £. Dro, leferve you fir, five hundred at the rate. 
Delay, Here are the Angels that you fent for to deliver Ant. To what end did | bid thee hie thee home ? 

E. Dro. To a ropes end fir, and to that end amI re- 
turn’d, 

Ant, And to that end fir, I will welcome you. 

Off. Good fir be patient. 

E. Dro, Nay *tis for me to be patient, I am in adver- 
fity. 

Off. Good now hold thy tongue. 

E. Dro. Nay, rather pertwade him to hold his hands, 

Anti, Thou whorfon fenfles Villain. 

E. Dro.1 would I were fenflefs fir, that I might not 
feel your blows. 

Anti, Thou art fenGble in nothing but blows, and 
fo isan Affe.” 

E, Dro. 1 am an Affe indeed; you may prove it by 
my long ears. | have ferved him from the hour of my 
Nativity to this inftant, and have nothing at his harids 
for my fervice but blows. When I am cold , he heats 
me with beating ; when Iam warm, he cools me with 
beating : 1 am wak’d with it when [ deep, rais’d with 
it when I fit, driven’ out of doors with it when I go 
from home, welcom’d home with it when I return; nay 
I bear it on my fhoulders, as a begger woont her brat, 
and I think when he hath lam’d me, I fhall beg with 
it from door to door. 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, Conrtizan, anda School- 

mafter , called Pinch, 

Ant. Come go along, my wife is coming yon- 
der. 

E. Dro. Miftris re/pite finem, refpe& your end, or ra- 
ther thr prophefic like the Parrot, beware the ropes end. 

Ants. Wilt thot ftill talk ? ; Beats Dro. 

Cur- How fay you now ? Is not your husband mad ? 

Adri, His incivilicy confirms no lefle - 
Good Doétor Pinch, you are a Conjurer. 

H 


ou. 

: Ant, The fellow is diftra&, and fo am], 

And here we wander in Iilufions: 

Some bleffed power deliver us from hence. 
Enter a Curtizan. 

Cur, Well met , well met, Mafter Antipholis. 
I fee fir, you have found the Goldimith now: 
Is that the Chain you promis’d meto day ? 

Ant, Sathan avoid, icharge thee tempt me not. 

S. Dro. Mafter , is this Miltris Sathan ? 

Ant. tc is the devil. 

S. Dro, Nay, fhe is worfe, fhe isthe devils dam : 

And here fhe comes in the habit of a light wench, aad 
thereof comes that the wenches fay God d.mme, That’s 
as much to fay, God make mea light wench. It is writ- 
ten they appear to men like angelsoflight, light isan 
effeét of fire, and fire will burn : ergo, light wenches will 
burn, come not near her. 

Cur. Your man and you are marvellous merry fir. 

Will you go with me, wee'll mend our dinner here? 

S. Dro. Mafter,if you do, expect {pooa-meat, or be- 
fp2ak a long {poon. 

Ant. \Why Dromio? 

S. Dromio. Marry he mu& have a long fpoon that muft 
eat with the devil. 

Ant. Avoid thou fiend, what tel’ thou me of fup- 
| Thou art, ( as youaré all ) a forcerefle ? ( ping? 
I conjure thee to leave me, and be gone. 

Car. Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner, 

Or for my Diamond the chain you promis’d, 
And Ile be gone fir , and not trouble you. 

S.Dro, Some devils ask but the parings of ones nail, 
arufh,a hair, a drop of; blood,a pin, a nut, a cherty- 
ftone: but fhe more covetous, would havea chain. Ma- 


‘Eftablith 
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| 96 T be Comedy of Errors. 
€ fa blith him in his true fence again, 
nad \ will pleafe you what you will demand. 
Luc. Alashow fiery and how fharp he looks; 
(ur. Marks haw he trembles in his extafie. . 
Pinch. Give me your hand, and let me feel yout 
pulfe. : 
‘Ant. Thete is my hand, and let ig feel yout ear. 
Pinch. | charge thee Satan, housd within this man 
To yeeld poffeffion to my holy prayerss | 
And to thy ftate of darknels hie thee firaight, 
i conjure thee by all the Saints in Heaven. 
Ant, Peace doting wizard, peace; I am not mad. 
Adr. Ob that thou wer’t not, poor diftreffed foul, 
Ant. You minion you, are thefe your Cuftomers? 
Did this companion with the faffron face 
Revel and feaft it atmy houfe to day; 
Whil’ft upon me the guiltie doors were fhut, 
And I denied to enter in my houfe, 
Adr, O husband, God doth know you din’d at home, 
Where would you had remaind until this time, 
Free from thefe flanders, and this open fhame. 
‘Aut, Dind at home? Thou. Villain, what fayeft 
thou ? ae 
Dro. Sir footh to fay, you did not dine at home. 
At, Were not my doorslockt up, and I fhut out ? 
Dro, Perdie, your doors were lockt, and and you fhut 
out. 
Anti, And did not the her felf revile me there? 
Dro. Sans Fable, the her felf revil’d you there. 
Ant. Did not her Kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and fcorn 
me? 
Dro. (ertis the did, the Kitchen veftal fcorn’d you: 
Ant. And did not I in rage depart from thence? 
Dro. In veritie you did, my bones bear witnels, 
That fince have felt the vigor of his rage. 
Aar, It’s good to fmooth him in thefe contraries ? 
Pinch. Itis no fhame, the fellow finds his vain, 
And yeelding to him, humors well his frenfic. 
e4rt. Thou haft fuborn’d theGold{mith to arreft me, 
Air. Alas, 1 fent you Money to redeem you, 
By Drowis here, who came in haft for it. 
| Dro. Money by me? Heart and good will you might, 
But furely Mafter not a rag of Money. 
Ant, Wentt not thou to her for a purfe of Duckets ? 
Adri, He came to me, and I deliver’d it. 
Lei. And | am witnefs with her that fhe did. 
Dro. God and the Rope-maker bear me witnefs, 
That I was fent for nothing but a rope. 
Pinch. Miftris, both man and Mafter is poffeft, 
I know it by their pale and deadly looks, 
They muft be bound and laidin fome dark room. 
Ant. Say wherefore didft thoulock me forth to day, 
And why doft thou deny the bag of gold? 
Adr. (didnot gentle husband lock. thee forth. 
Dro, And gentle M- I receiv’d no gold: 
But I confefs fir, that we were lock’d out, 
Adr, Diffembling Villain, thou {peak’ft falfe in both. 
Ant. Diffembling harlot, thou art falfe in all, 
.| And -art confederate with a damned pack, 
To make a loathfome abject fcorn of me: 
But with thefe nails Vie pluck out thefe falfe eyes, 
That would behold in me this fhameful fport. 


4é4r. What wilt thou do, thou peevilh Officer? 
Haft thou delight to fee a wretched man 
Do outrage and difpleafure to himfelf?. 
Off. He is my priioner, if] let him go, 
The debt he owes will be requir’d of me. 
Adr.{ will difcharge thee ere I go from thee; 
Bear me forthwith unto his Creditor, 
And knowing how the debt grows I will pay it. 
Good Mafter Do&tor fee him fafe convey’d 
Home to my houfe, oh moft unhappy day. 
Ant. Oh moft unhappy ftrumpet. 
Dro. Mafter,1 am here entred in bond for you, 
Ant. Outon the Villain, wherefore doft thoumad me? 
Dro. Will you be bound for nothing ? be. mad, good 
mafter, ery the devil. . 
Luc, God help poor fouls, how idlely do they talk / 
Adr. Go bear him hence, fitter go you with me: 
Say now , whofe fuit is he arrefted at? 
Exeunt. Manet Offic. Adri, Luci Comrtizan. 
Of. One Angelo a Gold{mith, do you know him? 
Adr. Iknow the man: what is the fum he owes ? 
Off. Two hundred Duckets. 
Adr Say, how grows it due? 
‘Of. ue for a Chain your husband had of him. 
Adr. He did befpeak a Chain for me, but had it not, 
Cexr, When as your husband all in rage to day. 
Came to my houfe, and took away my Ring, 
The Ring I faw upon his finger now, 
Straight after did I meet him with a Chain, 
Adr. It may be fo, but I did never fee it. 
Come Jaylor, bring me where the Goldfmith is 
[ long to know the truth hereof at large. : 
Enter Antipholis Siracufian with bis Rapier drawn 
and Drowmio Sirac. : 
Enc. God for thy mercy, they are loofe -again. 
Addr, And come with naked {words, 
Let’s call more help to have them bound again. 


Of. Away, they’] kill us. > ates 
Exeunt omnes, as faft as may be , fri 

S. Ant. 1 fee thefe Wiiches ree rip thee 

S. Dro. She that would be your wife, now ran from yous 

Ant. Come to the Centaur, fetch our ftuff from thence: 
I long that we were fafe and found aboard: 

Dro. Faith flay here this night, they will furely do 
us no harm : you faw they fpake us fair , give us gold, 
me thinks they are fuch a gentle Nation, that bue far 
the Mountain of mad flcfh that claims marriage of me 
I could find in my heart to ftay here ill. and turn Witch, 

Ant. 1 will not ftay to night for all the Town 
Therefore away, to get our ftuff aboard, : Exeunt 


eye ype 
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Atlus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter the Merchant and the Geldfwith 


Gold. | am forry Sir that Thave hindred vou 
ee I “saa he had the Chain of me, ee 
ough moft difhoneftly he did deny it, 

Enter three or four, and offer to bind bins: Mer, How is the iat efteem’d here in the Citie 2 
tes He firives, Pay Gold Of very reverent reputation fir j 

Adr; Oh bind hin, bind him, let him not come | Of credit infinite, highly belov’d. 4 
near me, Second to none that lives here in the Citie - 

Pinch, More company, the fiend is ftrong within him. | His word might bear my itis: ne pee 

Luc. Aye me poor man, how pale and wan he looks. Mer. Speak foftly, yonder as I think he walks. 
eA nt. What, will you murther me, thon Jaylor. thou? Enter Antipholis and Dremio again 
aoe thy prifoner, wilt thou fuffer them to makearef-| Gold. "Tis fo : and that {elf-chain about his neck, 
[oue: ae Which he forfwore (moft monftroufly ) to have. 

an on let him go: he is my prifoner, and you | Good fir draw near to me, I’le core ye 
ean eae le Bipe Signior Antipholis , wondermuch ~ 
. Go ing this man, for he is frantick too. That you would put me to this fhame and trouble, 


| 


With circumftance and oaths, fo to deny 
This chain, which now you wear fo openly, 
Befide the charge, the fhame, imprifonment, 
You have done wrong to this my honeft friend, 
who but for flaying on our Controverfie, 
| Had hoifted fail, and put to fea to day: 
This chain you had of me, can you deny it? 
Ant.U think | had, I never did deny it. 
Mer. Yes that you did fir, and forfwore it too. 
Ant. Who heard me to deny it or forfwear it? 
Mer. Thefe ears of mine thou. knowft did hear thee: 
Fie onthee wretch, tis pity that thou liv’? 
To walk where any honeft men refort. 
Ant. Thou art a Villain to impeach me thus, 
J lle prove mine honour, and my honefty 
Againft thee prefently , if thou dar’ft ftand : 
‘Mer, Idare and do defie thee for a villain. 
They draw. Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, and others. 
‘Adr. Hold, hurt him not for Gods fake, he is mad, 
Some get within him, take his {word away: 
Binde Dromio too, and bear them to my houte. 
S$. Dro. Run mafter run, for Gods fake take a houfe, 
This is fome Priory, in, or weare {poil’d. 
Exeunt to the Priory: 
Enter Lady Abbeffe. 
Abb. Be quiet people ; wherefore throng you hither ? 
Adar. Fetch my poor diftraéted husband hence 5 
Let us come in, that we may bind him faft, 
And bear him home for his recovery. 
Gold. L knew he was not in his perfe& wits. 
Mer. \ am forry now thatI did draw on him: 
Abb. How long hath this poffeffion held the min? 
Adr.. This. week he hath been heavy, fower, fad, 
And much different. from the man he was: 
But till this afternoon his paffion 
Ne’re brake into extremity of rage. 
Ab. Hath he not loft much wealth by wrack at Sea, 


And not without fome {candal to your felf, 


| Buried {ome dear friend, hath not elfe his eye 


Stray’c his affeétion in unlawful love , 
A fin prevailing much in youthful men, 
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 
Which of thefe forrows is he fubjeé&t to ? 
Adr_ To none of thefe exceptit be the laft , 
Namely, fome love that drew him oft from home, 
Ab, You fhould for that have reprehended him. 
Ad. Why fo 1 did. , 
Ab. 1, but not rough enough, 14. 
Ad. Asxoughly as my modefty would let me, 
eb, Haply in private, 
Ad, And in affemblies too, 
Ab, I but not enough, Pech Gy 
Ad, it was the copy of our conference. 
‘In bed he flept not for my urging it, 
| At board he fed not for my urging it : 


Ab, And thereof came it that the man was mad. 

The venomous clamours of a jealous woman, 

Poyfons more deadly than a mad dogs tooth. 

It feems his fleeps were hindred by thy railing, 

And thereof comes itthat his head is light. 

Thou {aif hismeat..was fawe’d with thy upbraidings, 
Ungquiet meals makes ill digeftions, { 
Thereof the raging fire. of feaver bred, 

And what’s a Beaver buta fit of: Madnefs ? 
Thou fay’ his {ports were hindred by thy brawls, 
Sweet eecreation Dom aa gerh entue, 

But muddy. and dull melancholly, mysng ov mepin 
Kinfman to grim and comfortlefs defpair’ wg 
And at her heels a huge infectious troop 
Of pale diftemperatures, and . foes to. life, 

In food, in fport, and life-preferving reff 
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To be difiurb’d, would mad or man or beaft : 
The confequence is then, thy jealous fits 
Have fcar’d thy Husband from the ufe of wits, 
Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly 
When he demean’d himfelf rough, rude and wildly: 
Why hear you thofe rebukes, and anfwer not? — 
Ad, She did betray me to my own seproof 
Good peeople enter and lay hold on him. : 
Ab. No, nota creature enters in my houfe, 
Ad. Then let your fervants bring my husband forth 
Ab, Neither : he took this place. for fan&tuary : 
And it fhall priviledge him from your hands ‘ 
Till 1 have brought him to his wits again, : 
Or lofe my labour in aflaying ir. f 
Ad. \ willattend my Husband, be his Nurfe 
Diet his ficknels, for itis my Office, 2 
And wil} have no Attorney but my felf, 
And therefore let me have him home with me: 
1b. Be patient, for I will notlet him ftir, 


| Till I have us’d the approved means I have, 


with wholfome Sirrups, Drugs, and h 

To make of hima baled a again: es 

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 

A charitable duty of my. order, 

Therefore depart and leave him here with me? 
Ad. | will not hence, and leave my Husband here: 
Andill it doth befeem your holinefs : 

To feparate the Husband and the Wife, 
eb. Be quiet and depart, thou fhalt not have him 
Luc. Complain unto the Duke of this indignity, 
ed. Come go, I will fall proftrate at his feet 

And never rife until my tears and prayers gs: 

Have won his Grace to come in perton hither 

And take perforce my husband from the Abbefle. Exeunt 

Enver Merchant and Goldfmith. 2 

Mer. By this I think the Dial points at five: 

Anon i’me fure the Duke himfelf in perfon 
Comes this way to the Melancholly vale ; 
The place of death and forry execution, 

Behind the ditches of the Abbey here, 

Gold. Upon what caufe ? 

Mer. To feeareverend Syracufian Merchant ; 
Who put unluckily into this Bay : 
Againft the Laws and Statutes of this Town 
Beheaded publickly for his offence, : 

Gold. See where they come, we wili behold his death: 

Enter «Adriana and Lucio, 

Luc. Kneel to the Duke before he pafle the Abbey- 
Enter the Dake of Ephefus, and the Merchant of ‘Syra- 

cufe bareheaded, with the Head/man, and other Officers 

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publickly 
If any friend will pay thefumme for him, : 

He thall not die, fo much we tender him. 
Enter Adriana, ° ’ 

Adr, Juftice mot facred Duke againft the Abbefs 

Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend Lady 
It aN be that he hath done thee wrong. 

»May it pleafe your Grace ntipholi. 
Whom I made Saat me, ee me aes a 
(At your impotent Letter ) this ill day, : 

A moft-outragious fit of madnefs took him 
That defp’rately: he hurried through the freet 
With him his bondman, all as mad as he : 
Doing difpleaiure to the Citizens » : 
By rufhing in their -houfes: bearing thence 
Rings, Jewels, any thing his rage did like, 
Once did I get him bound; and fent him’ home, 
Whi'lft to take order for the wrongs J’ went, 
That here and there: his fury had committed, 
Anon, J. wot not, by what ftrong efeape 
He broke from thofe that had the guard of him, 
And with his mad attendant and‘ himfelf, 
Each one with ireful paffion, with drawn Swords 
Met us again, and madly bent on us, 

H 


: Chac’d}- 


ee tt nn generar, 


Alone, it was the fubje& of my Theam ; : 
Incompany | often glanced it: 
Still did I tell him, it was vild and bad. 


Bee 
lus away - till raifing of more aid, 
We aa Catt to bind them: then they fled 
Into this Abby, whither we purfu'd them, 
and here the Abbeffe fhucs the gates on us, 
And will not fuffer us to fetch him out, 
Nor fend him forth that we may bear him thence. 
Therefore moft gracious Duke with thy command, 
Let him be brought forth ,and born henee for help. 
Duke Long fince thy husband ferv’d me inmy Warts, 
And I to thee ingag’d a Princes word, 
when thou did’ft make him mafter of thy bed, 
Todo him all the grace and good I could. 
Go fome of you knock at the Abbey gate, 
And bid the Lady Abbefs come to me: 
[ will determine this before I ftir. 
Enter a Meffenger: 
Meff.O Miftris, Miftris, fhift and fave your felf; 
i My matter and hisman are both broke loofe, 
(Beaten the Maids a row, and bound the Do@or,. 
Whole beard they have fing’d off with brands of fire, 
‘And ever as it blaz’d, they threw on him 
Great pails of pudled -myre to quench the hair 4 
My Mr. preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with Sciffors nicks him likea fool = 
And {ure Cunlefs you fend fome other prefent help ) 
Between them they will kill the Conjurer. 
Ad. Peace fool, thy Mafter and his man are here, 
And that is falfe thou doft report to us. 
Meff Miftris, upon my life 1 tell you true, 
{ have not breath’d almoft fince I did fee it: 
He cryes for you , and vows if he can take you, oa 
To fcorch your face, and to disfigure you. Cry within. 
Hark, hark, I hear him Miftris: flie, be gone. 
Duke. Come, ftand by me, fear nothing: guard with 
Halberds. _, 
Ad. Ayme, it is my husband; witnefs you, 
That he is born about invifible, 
Even now we hous’d him in the Abbey here. 
And now hee’s there, paft thought of humane reafon. 
Enter E. Antipholis, and E. Dromio of Ephefus. 
E. e4nt. Juftice moft gracious Duke, oh grant me Juttice, 
Even for the fervice that long fince I did thee, 
When I beftrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep skars to fave thy life, even for the blood 
That then I loft for thee, now grant me Juttice. 


Mer. Fat. Unlefs the fear of death doth make me/|, 


dote, I fee my fon eatipholis and Dromio. 

E. Ant, Jultice ( fweet prince ) againft that woman 
She whom thou gav’fto me to be my wife; = (there: 
That hath abufed and difhonoured me, 
Even in the ftrength and height of injury : 

Beyond imagination is the wrong 
That She this day hath fhameleis thrown on me: 

Duke. Difcover how, and thou fhale find me juft. 

E Ant, Thisday (great Duke) the fhut thedoors uponme. 
Whilft fhe with Harlots feafted in my houfe. 

Duke. A grievous fault: fay woman didft thou fo? 

Ad, No,my good Lord, My felf, he, and wy Sifter; 
To day did dine together : fo befall my foul, 

As this is falfe he burthens me withall. 

Luc. Ne’re may I look on cay, nor fleep on night; 
But fhe tells to your _Highnefs fimple truth, 

Gold. O perjurd woman! They are both forfworn, 
in this the Mad man juftly chargeth them. 

E. Ant. My Liege; I am advifed what I fay, 

} Neither difturb d with the effeé& of Wine, 

Nor heady-rafh provokd with raging ire, 

Albeit my wrongs might make one wiler mad. 

This woman lock’d me out this day from dinner 3 

That Goldimith there, were he not pack’d with her, 
Could witnefs it : for he was with me then, 

Who parted with me to go fetch a Chain, 

Promifing to bringit to the Porpentine 

Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 


eS ee 
Tbe Comedy of 


}] But he I thank hima gnaw’d in two my cords 


A 


Frrors. 


Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 

{ went to feck him. In the ftreet | met him, 

And in his company that Gentleman. 

There did this perjur’d Goldfimith fwear me down, 
That I this day from him receiv’d the Chain, 
Which God he knows, | faw not. For the which 
He did arreft me with an Officer. 

I did obey, and fent my Pefant home 

For certain Duckets : he with none return’. 

Then fairly I befpoke the Officer 

To goin perfon with me to my houfe, 

By th’way, we met my wife, her fifter and a rabble more 
Of vild Confederates: Along with them 

They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac’d Villain ; 
A meer Anatomy, a Mountebank, 

A thred-bare Jugler, and Fortune-teller, 

A needy-hollow-ey’d-fharp-looking-wretch ‘ 

A living dead man. This pernicious flave, 
Forfooth too kon him as a Conjurer : 

And gazing in my eyes, feeling my pulfz, 

And with no-face (as t’were ) out-facing me, 
Cryes out, I was poffeft: Then altogether 

They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence, 
And ina dark and dankith vault at home 

There left me and my man, both bound together, 
Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds afunder, 

I gain’d my freedome , and immediately 

Ran hither to y our Grace, whom I befeech 


{ To give me ample fatisfaction 


For Be — aaa and great indignities. 
Gold. My Lord, intruth, thus far [ wi i im: 

That he din’d not at home, but was Ease Weenie: 
Duke. But had he fuch a Chain of thee, or no? 

Gold. He had my Lord, and when he ran in here; 
Thefe people faw the Chain about his neck. a 
Mer. Befides, I will be {worn thefe ears of mine 
Heard you confefs you had the Chain of him, : 

After you firft forfwore it on the Mart, 
And thereuponI drew my fword on you :. 
“And then you fled into this Abbey here, 
From whence { think you are come by miracle. 
E. Ant. never came within thefe Abbey walls, 
Nor ever didft thou draw thy fword on me: 


| I never faw the Chain, fo help me heaven : 


And this is falfe you burthen me withall, 
Duke, Why what an intricate impeach is this 2 
I think youall have drunk of Girces Cup: 
If here you hous’d him, here he would have been. 
If he were mad, he would not plead fo coldly: 
You fay he din’d at home, the Gold{mith here 
Denies that faying. Sirra, what fay you? 
E. Dro. Sit, he din’d withher there, at the 
Cur, He did, and from my finger faatch’t th 
E. Ant, Tis true ( my Liege 
Duke. Saw ft thou him enter at the 
Cur. Asfure(my Liege) asldo fe your Gr 
Duke. Why thisis ftrange: Go Gall the Abbefie hither; 
I think you ate all mated, or ftark mad, Exit : 
“ _— one to the Abbeffe, iS 
Fa. Moft mighty Duke, vouchfafe y : 
Haply I fee a friend will fave my life, os oe 
And pay the fumme that may deliver me, 
Duke. Speak freely Syracufax what thou wil 
Fath. Isnot your name fir, call’d Ay 
And is not that your bond-man Dromig > 
E, Dro, Within this hour ¥ was his b 


Por pentine. 
{nate at Ring. 
) this Ring I had of her. 


Abbey here ? 


t. 
tipholis > 
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onc Man fir, 
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Now am I Drowio, and his man unbound, 


Fath. 1 am {ure both of you remember me 

Dro: OvF Telves We do remember fir. by you : 
For lately we were bound as you are ante z 
You are not Pivches Patient, are you Sir ? 


_ Father. Why look you firange on me? 


well. Vee 


Tbe Comedy 


E. ent. Inever {aw you in my life tillnow. 
Fa. Oh! grief hathchang’d me fince you faw me laft, 
And careful hours with times deformed hand, 
Have written ftrange defeatures in My face: 
But tell me yet, doft thou not kriow my voice ; 
Ant. Neither. 
Fat, Dromio, nor thou. 
Dro. Notruft me fir, nor I. 
Fat. 1 am fure thou dof. 
E. Dromio. I fir, butl am fure I donot, and whatfoever 
a mandenies, you are now bound to believe him. 
Fat. Not know my voice! oh times extremity, 
Haft thou fo crack’d and {plitted my poor tongue 
In feven fhort years, that here my only Son 
Knowsnot my feeble Key of untur’d cares ? 
Tho now this grained face of mine be hid 
{n fap-confuming Winters drizicd fgow, 
And all the Conduits of my blogd froze up = 
Yet hath my night of life fome memory : 
My wafting lamps S604 fading glimmer left ; 
My dull deaf ears alittle ufe to hear : 
All thefe old witneffes; 1 cannot err. 
Tell me, thou artmy Son Axtépholis. — 
Ant. I never faw my Father in my life. 
Fa. But feven years fince, in Syracufa Boy, 
Thou know’ft we parted, but perhaps my Son, 
‘Chou fham’ft to acknowledg me in mifery. 
Ant. The Duke; and all that kifow me inthe City. 
Can witnefs with me that it is not fo. 
iI ne’re faw Syracufain my life. 
Duk, I tell thee Syracufan, twenty years 
Have I been Patron to Antipholis, 
During which time he ne’re faw Syracufa. 
I fee thy age, and dangers make thee dote. 


Enter the Abbe ffe with Antipbolis Siracufaw, 
and Dromio Sirac. 


Abbefs. Mott mighty Duke, behold a man much wrong- 
ed. 
All gather to fee them, 
Adr. 1 fee two husbands, ormine eyes deceive me. 
Duke. One of thefe men is genius to the other : 
And fo of thefe which is the natural man, 
} And whichthe {pirit ? who deciphers them ? 
8. Drowio, 1Sir am Dromio, command him away. 
E. Dro. \Sir am Dromio, pray let me ftay.: 
S. Ant. Egeon art thou not? or elfe his ghoft, 
S. Drom; Oh my old Mafter, who hath bound him 
here ? 
Abb. Vvho ever bound him,! will loofe his bonds, 
And gaina husband by his liberty : 
Speak old Egeon, if thou be’ft the men 
That had’ a Wife once call’d 2maulia, 
That bore thee at a bumhen two fair Sons? 
Oh if thou be’ft the fame Egeon, ‘peak: 
And {peak unto the fame e#milia. 
Duke. Why here begins this morning ftory right : 
Thefe two Antipholis, thefe two {fo like, 
And thefe two Dromio’s, one in femblance : 
Befides her urging of her wrack at Sea, 
Thefe are the Parents to thefe children, 
Which accidentally are met together. 
Fat. If L dream not, thou art «Zilia, 
if thou artfhe, tell me where is that Son 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft. 
Abb. By menof Epidaminm, he, and I, 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken up; 
But by and by, rude Fifhermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my Son from them, 
And me they left with thole of Epidaminm. 
What then became of them Icannot tell, 
{, to this fortune that you fee me in, 
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Duke. Antipolis thoucam’h from Corinth firft. 
S Ant. Nofir, not I, ! came from Syracufe, 
Duke. Stay, ftandapart, | know not which is which. 
E. Ant. | came from Corinth iny moft gracious Lord. 
E, Dro. And I with him, 
E. Ant. Brotght to this Town by that moft famous 
Warriour, 
Duke Adenapbon, your mult renowned Uncle. 
Adr, Which of you twodid dine with me today ? 
S. Ant. I, gentle Miftris. 
Adr. Andatenot you my husband ? 
E. Art. No, | tay nay to that. 
S.cAnt. And fodo I, yetdid fhe call me fo: 
And this fair Gentlewoman here 
Did call me Brdther. What I told you then, 
| I hope fhall have leifure to make good, 
if this be not adream] fee and hear. 
Goldf{mith. Thatis the Chain, Sir, which you had of. me. 
S. Ant. I think it be Sir, Ideny it not. 
_ E. Art. And you fir for this Chain arrefted me. 
Gold. I think I did Sit, [denyit not. 
eAdr. | fent you money Sir to be your bail 
By Dromio, but I think he brought it not. 
E, Dro. No, none by me. 


S. Ant. This purfe of Duckets I receiy’d from you, 
i 
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And Dromio my man did bring ther me: 
I fee we ftill did meet each others maa, 
And I was tane for him, and he for me, 
And thereupon thefe errors are arofe. 
E. Ant, Thefe Duckets pawn! for my Father heré. 
Duk. It fhall not need, thy Father hath his fife. 
Car. Sir, | muft have that Dismond irom you. 
E. Anj, There takeit, and mnch thanks for my got 
cheer. : 
Abb. Renowned Duke, vouchfafe to take the pains 
To go with us intothe Abbey here, 
And hear at large difcourfed all our fortunes, 
And all that are affembledin this place : 
That by this iympathized one dayserror, 
Have fuffered wrong. Go keep us company, 
And we fhall make full fatisf &ion. 
Tiacty three years havel been gone in travel 
you my Sons, and till this prefent hour 
My heavy burthens are delivered ¢ 
The Duke my Husband, and my children both, 
And you the Kalenders of their Nativity, 
Go to a Goffips feaft, and go with me, 
Afcer 16 long grief fuch Nativity. 
Duke. With all my heart le Goflip at this feaft, 


Exeust omnes. Manet the two Diomia’s and 
two Brothers. 


S. Dro. Mafter, fhall! fetch your ftuffe from fhipboard? 
E. An. Dromio, what ftuffe of mine haft thou imbark’d? 
S. Dro. Your goods that lay at hoft, fir, in the Centaur. 
~S, Ant. Hé {peaks tome, 1am your Mafter Dromio, 
Come go with us, we’l look to that anony 
Embrace thy Brother there, rejoice with him: 
 §. Dro, Thereis a fat friend at your mafters houfe. 
That kitchin’d me for you to day at dinner : 
She new fhall be my fifter; not my wife: 
E. D. Methinks you are my glafs,and not my brother - 
| | fee by you, I am afweet fac’d youth, 
Will you walk in to fee their Gofliping ? 
S. Dro, Not ISir,you ere my Elder. 
E, Dro. That’s a qneftion, how fhalll try it. 
S. D. Wel draw Cuts for the Signiority; till then, lead 
thou firft. 
E. Dro. Nay then thus, 
VVe eame into the world like Brother and Brother : 
And now lets go hand inhand, fot one before another. 


Exeunt, 
H 3 Much 


Exit. 


Enter Leonato Governour of Meflina,}Innogen his 
wife] Hero bis Daughter, and Beattice, his 
Neece, witha Meffenger: 


BTID ne 


Leonato. 
er SS Learn in this Letter, that Don Peter 


SE UA of 24 rragon comes this night, to 
= Ses Meffina, ‘ 
Meff. He is very near by this: he 
a was not three Leagues off when I left 
NY : 1 i. 
Ss , "Daa How many Gentlemen have 
M you loftin this aétion? 
AMef. But few of any fort, and none 


baie decedt ApAdloaaar cee dake ee eee bce = 


cpeore: 


of name. : ; 
Leon, A vigtory is twiceit felf, when the atchiever brings 
home full number : I find here that Don Peter hath beltow- 
ed much Honour on a young Florentine, called Claudio, 
Mef. Much deferv’d on his part, and equally remembred 
by Dox Pedro, he hath born himfelf beyond the promife 
ot his age, doing in the figure of a Lamb, the feats of a 
Lion, he hath indeed better bettered expectation, than 
you muft cxpeé of me to tell you how. : 
‘Leo. He hath an Uncle here in Aefina will be very 
much glad of it. 
Mef. 1 have already delivered him Letters, and there 
appears much joy in him, even fo much, that joy could a 
thew it felf modeft enough, without a Re weal Oiled 


Leo. Did he break out into tears ?/** 

cMef. In great meafure. 

Leo. A kind overflow of kindnefs: there are no faces 
truer, than thofe that are fo wafh’d ; how much better is 
it to weep at joy, than to joy at weeping ? 

Beat. 1 pray you, is Signior Adountanro reture’d from 
the Wars, or no ? 

Mef. 1 know none of that name, Lady, there was none 
fuchin the Army of any fort. 

Leo, What is he that you ask for, Neece ? 

Hero, My Covfin means Signior Benedick of Padua. 

Mef. O heis return’d, and as pleafant aseverhe was. 

Beat. He fet up his Bills herein Meffiza, and challeng’d 
Cupid at the flight : and my Uncles foolreading the Chal- 
lenge, fub{crib’d for Cupid, and chaileng’d him at the Bur- 
bolt. I pray you, how many hath he kill’d.and eaten in 
‘| theie wars? But how many hath he kill’d? for indeed, | 
promife to eat all of his killing. 

Leon, "Faith Neece, you tax Signior Bemedick too much, 
but hel meet with you, I doubt it not. 

Méef. He hath done good fervice Lady, in thofe wars. 

Bea. You had muftyvidtuals,and he hath holp to eat it:he’s 
avery valiant Trancher-man, he hath an excellent ftomack? 

MMéef, Anda good Soldier too, Lady. 

Best, Anda good Soldier to a Lady. But what is he 
teaLord? be: : 

Mef. A Lord toa Lord, a Man to a Man, ftuft with 
_ | all honourable virtues. 


for the ftuffing well, we are all mortal. 
| Leon. Youmutt not (fir) miftake my Neece,there isa kind 
of merry War betwixt Signior Benedick, and her: they 
never meet, but there isa skirmifh of Wit between them. 


Much ado about Nothing. 


Actus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Beat. it isto indeed, he is noJefs than a ftuft man: but) 


| been troubled with a perniciqus Suter. I thank God and my 


eee ee 


Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our aft confli@,} 
four of his five wits went halting off, and now is the whole. 
man govern’d with one: fo that if he have wit enough to} 
keep himfelf warm, let him bear it for a difference between 
hint and hishorfe. For it is all the wealth that he hath 
left, to be knowna reafonable creature, Who is his Compa-' 
nion now ? He hath every month anew {worn Brother.’ 

Me/. \s it poffible? 

Beat. Very eafily poffible: he wears his faith but as the 
fafhion of his hat, it ever changes with the next block. 

Mef. tee (Lady) the Gentleman is notin your books. 

Beat. No,and he were, I would burn my ftudy.But hpray 
you who is his Companion? Is there no young {quarer now, 
that will make’a voyage with him to the Devil ? 

Mef. He is moft in the company of the right noble} 
Claudio, , 

Beat. O Lord,he will hang upon him like adifeafe: he 
is fooner caught than the Peftilence, and thetaker runs pre- 
fently mad. God help the noble C/zudzo, if he have caught 
the Benedick, it will coft him athoufand pound ere it be 
cur’d, 

Mef. 1 willhold friends with you, Lady. 

Beat. Do good friend. ' 

Leo. Youw'l ne’re run mad Neece. 

Beat. No, not till a hot Fanuary. 

Me. Don Pedro is appreach’d. 


os 


Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar, 

and John the Baftard. 

Pedro. Good Signior Leanato, you are come to meet 
your trouble: the fafhion of the world is to avoid coft 'y 
and you encounter it, 

Leon. Never came trouble to my houfe in the likenefs 
of your Grace: for, trouble being gone, comfort fhould 
remain: but when you depart from me, forrow abides, 
and happinefs takes his leave. 

Pedro. You embrace your charge more willingly: I 
think this is your daughter. 

Leo, Her Mother hath many times told me fo. 

Ben. Were you in doubt, that you askther? 

Leo. Signior Benedick, no, for$fien were you a Child, 

Pedro; Youhave it full Bexedichy we may guefs by this, 
what you are,being aman, truly the Lady fathers her felf: 
be happy, Lady, for you are like an honourable father. 

Ben, If Signior Leonato be her Father, fhe would not 
have his head on her fhoulders for all Meffinay as \ike him 
as fhe is. 

Beat. { wonder that you will fill 
Benedick, no Body marks you. 

Ben. What my dear Lady Difdain! are you yet living ?} 

eat. Isit poffible dif ain fhould die,while fhe hathfuch 
meet food to feedit, as Signior Benedickh? Courtefie it felf 
muft convert to difdain, if you come in her prefence. 

Ben, Then is Courtefie a turn-coat, butit is certain] am 
loved of all Ladies,only you excepted : 


e : and | would I could 
find in my heart that) hadnot an hard heart, for truly | 
love none. 


Beat. A dear happinefs to womens-they would elfe have 


be talking 5 Signior 


cold blood [ am of your humour for that, I had rather hear 
my Dog bark at a Grow, than a man {wear he loves me | 
ee ee Ben. } 


Se ae 


~~ Mauch ado about Nothing. 
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Ben. God keep your Ladifhip ftillin that mind, fo fome | giance, mark you this, on my allegiance ) he is in Jove 
Ht stalce Ove, 


Gentleman or other fhall {cape a predeftinate {cratcht 


face. 
Beat. Scratching could not make it worfe, and ’twere 


fuch a face as yours yaerc. 

Ben. Well you are a rate Parrat teacher. 

Beat. A Bird of my tongue,is better than a Beaft of yours. 

Ben. 1 would my horfe had the {peed of your tongue, and 
fo good acontinuer; but keep your way a God’s name, | 
have done. 

Beat. Youalwaysend with a Jade’s trick, I know you 
of old. 

Pedro. Thisis the fum of all: Leonato, Signior Clandio, 
and Signior Benedick ; my dear friend Leonate hath invited 
you all, I tell you we fhall ftay. here, at the leaft a month, 
and he heartily prays fome occafion may detain us lon- 
ger : I dare fwear he is no hypocrite, but prays from his 
heart. 

Leon: If you fwear, my Lord, you fhall not be forfworn 
let me bid you welcome, my Lord, being reconciled to the 
Prince your Brother ; 1 owe you all duty. 

Fobn. A thank you, I amnot of many words, but I chank 

ou. 

Leon. Pleafe it your Grace lead on ? 

Pedro. Your hand Leonato, we wil! go together. 

Exeunt. Manet Benedick and (landio, 

Clau, Benedick, did& thou note the daughter of Signior 
Leonato. 

Bex. Inoted her not, but I look’d on her. 

Claw. Is fhe not a modeft young Lady ? 

Ben. Do you queftion me as an honeft man fhould do, 
for my (imple true judgment? or would you have me {peak 
after my cuftom, as being a profeffed tyrant to theirfex 2 

Clau. No, | prethee {peak in fober judgment. 

Ben.Why i’faith methinks fhe’s too low for an high praife, 
too brown for a fair praife, and toolittle for a great praife; 
only this commendation I can afford her, that were fhe o- 
ther than fhe is, fhe were unhandfome 3 and being noother 
but as fhe is, Ido not like her. 

* Clan, Thouthink’tI am in fport, 1 pray thee tell me 
truly how thou lik ft her. 

Ben. Would you buy her, that you enquire after her? 

Clau. Can the world buy fuch a Jewel? 

Ben. Yea, and acafe to put it into, but fpeak you this 
with a fad brow? Or do you play the flouting Jack, to tell 
us Cupid isa good Hare-finder, and /ulcan a rare Carpen- 
ter: Come, inwhat Key fhall aman take youto go in the 
Song. ‘ - 

Claw: In mine eye, fhe isthe fweeteft Lady that ever I 
‘| lookt.on. 

Ben. I can fee yet without Spectacles, andi fee no fuch 
matter : there’s her Coufin, and the were not poffeft with 
afury, exceeds her as much in beauty, as the firft of Aday 
doth the laft of December: but 1 hope you have no inrent 
toturn husband, have you? 

Clan. I.would fearce truft my felf, tho Thad fworn the 
contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Ben. Is'tcome to this? infaithhath not the world one 
man, but he will wear his cap with fufpition ? fhall I never 
fee a batehelor of threefcore again ? goto Pfaith, and thou 
wilt needs thrutt thy neck into a yoke, wear che princ of it, 
and figh away Sundays: look, Don Pedro is teturned to 
feck you. 


Enter Don Pedro, Fobn the Baftard. © 


Pedr, What fecret hath held you here, that you followed 
not to Leonsto ? 

pass I would your Grace would conftrain me to 
tell. 

Pedro- (charge thee on thy allegiance, 

Ben, You hear, Count Claudio, [ cannot be fecret as a 


dumb man, I would have you thisk fo ( but on myalle-|[ 


| 


pa “age ? now that is your Graces’ part + mark 
t?) ig 3 : > ‘ : 
Ey ort his anfwer is, Hero, Leonato’s fhort Daugh- 

Clan. If this were fo, fo were it uttered. 

Ben. Like the old Tale, my Lord, itis not fo, nor twas 
not “ c ey indeed, God forbid it fhould be fo. 

Clam. If my paflion change not fhortly; G id i 

10f fho od fo t 
fhould be otherwife, de = 

Pedro. Amen, if youlove her, for the Lady is very well 
worthy. 

i You fpeak this to fetch me in, my Lord, 

edro. By my troth I {peek my thought. 

Claw, And in faith, my Lord, i {poke mine. 
ay And by my two faiths and troths; my Lord, I {peak 
Dine, ; 

Clau, That I love her, J feel. 
Ped, That fh eis worthy Iknow. 
Be That I ncither feel how fhe fhould be loved, nor 
iret: fhould be worthy, is the opinion that fire 
weet = out of e, Iwill dyein it at the ftake: 
. Lhou waft ever an obftinate Heretick i pl 
letienniy, inate Heretick in the defpight 

Claz. And never could maintain his part, but in the force 
of his will. 
be Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her : that fhe 
— up, likewile give her moft humble thanks : but 
: at Iwill have a rechate winded in my forehead,or hang ray 

ugle in an invilible Baldrick, all women fhall pardon 
me: becaufe I will not do them the wrong to miftruft any, 
I will do my felf the right to truft none ¢ and the fine 
s (for the which I may go the finer ) I willlive a Batche- 

or. 
Ped, | fhall fee thee ere I die, look pale with love. 
é Ben. With anger, with ficknefs, or with hunger, my 

ord, not with love : prove that ever I loofe more blood 
with love, than! will get again with drinking, pick out 
mine eyes with a Ballet-makers pen, and hang me 
a the door of a brothel-houfe for the fign of blind Cw. | 
1a. 
Ped; Well, if ewer thou do’ fall {tom this’ faith, thou 
wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene. \f 1 do, hang me ina bottle like aCat, and fhoot 
at me, and he that hits me, let him be clapt on the fhoulder, 
and call’d «4dam, 

Ped, Well, asthe time fhall try: in time the favage Bull 
doth bear the yoke. 

Bene, The favage bull may, but if ever the fenfible Be- 
nédick bear it, pluck off the bulls horns, and fet them in 
my forehead, and let me be vildly painted, and in fuch great 
Letetrs as they write, Here is good horfe to hire: Ict them 
fignifie under my fign, Here you may fee Benedick the mar- 
ried man. 

—" If this fhould ever happen; thou wouldft be horn 
mad, 

Le. Nay if Cupid have not {pent all his Quiver in Penice,} 
thou wilt quake for this fhortly. 

Bene. look for anearthquake too then. 

Ped. Well; you will temporize with the hours in the 
mean time, good Signior Benedick, repair to Leondto’s;com- 
mend me to him, and tell him I will not fail him at fapper, 
for indeed he hath made great preparation. 

Bene. (have almoft matter enough in me for fuch an Em- 
baflage, and fo I commit you. 

Clan. To the tuition of God. From my houfeif I had 


if. 
Pedro. The fixth of Faly. Your loving friend, Benedick, 
Bene, Nay mock not, mock not 5 the body of your dit 
courfe isfometime guarded with fragments, and the guards 
are but lightly batted on neither : e’re you flour old ends 


2 s : Exit.} 
Cla. My Liege, yout Highnefs now may do me 
good. 
Peds My love isthine to teach, teach it but how, 
Andy 


ae 


fated 


any further, examine your confcience, and 1o [ leave you. sew, 


9 2 
And thou {halt fee how apt it isto learn 
Any hard Leffon, that may do thee good. 

Clex. Hath Leonato any fon my Lord? . 

Pedro. No child but Hero., {hes his onely heir. 
Doft thou affeét her, Claudio? 

Clan, O my Lord, i : 
When you went onward on this ended aétion, 
{look’d upon her with a fould.ers eye, 

That lik’d, but had a rougher task in hand, 
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o 

Than to drive liking to the name of love: 

But now I am return’d, and that war-thouglits 
Have left their places vacant ¢ in their rooms 
Come thronged foft and delicate defires, 

Ali prompting me how fair young ero is, 
Saying 7 lik’d her ere I went to wars. 

Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover prefently, 
And tire the hearer with a book of words: 
if thou doft love fair Hero, cherifh it, 
And J will break with her - waft not to this end, 
That thou began’ft to twit fo fine a ftory ? 

Clan, How fweetly do you minifter to love, 
That know loves grief by his complexion , 

But left my liking might too fuddain feem, 
| would have falw’d it with a longer treatife. 

Pedro. What need the bridge much broader then the 
The faireft. grant in the neceflity : 
Look what will ferve, is fit: "tis once, 
And 1 will fit thee with the remedy , 
{ know we fhall have revelling to night, 

I will affume thy part in fome difguife, 

And tell fair Hero | am Claudio , 

and in her bofome I’le unclafp my heart, 
And take her hearing prifoner with a force 
And ftrongincounter of my amorous tale: 
Then after , to her father will / break, 
And the conclufion is, fhe fhall be thine, 

in practife let us put it prefently. 


Enter Leonato and an old man, brother to Leonato, 


thou loveft, 


hath he provided this mulick ? 
Old, He is very bufie about its but brother , I can tell 


you news that you y¢t dream’d not of. 


eee 


but they have a good 
outward: the Prince and Count 
in my orchard 
were thus over-heard by a man of mine: the Prince dif- 


covered to Claudio 


by the top, 

Leo. Hath the fellow any wit, that told you this ? 

Old. A good fharp fellow » 
queftion him your felf. 

Leo. No, no: we will hold it as a dream, till it appear 
it felf: but 1 will acquaint my dasghter with all , that fhe 
may be the better prepated for an{wer , if peradventure 
this be true: go you and tell her of it: coufins, you know 
what you have todo, OI cry you mercy friend , go you 
with me and I will ufe your skill, good coufin havea care 
this bufie times Exeunt. 


Enter Sir Jobuthe Baltard, and Conrade his companion. 

Con. What the good year my Lord, why areyou thus 
out of meafure fad ? 

Fobn. Thereisno meafure in 
therefore the fadnefsis without limit. : 

Con You fhall hear reafon. 

Fobn. And when Ihave heard it, what blefling bringethit? 
Con. lf not a prefent remedy, yet a patient fufferance. 
Fabn. | wonder that thou(being,as thon faift thou art,born 
under Saturna) goeft about to apply a mortal] medecine to a 
nortifying mifchief: Jcannot hide what I am: 1 muft be fad 
when I have caufe,and'fmile at no mans jefts ; eat whenI have 
' }ftomach , and wait for no mans feifure: fleep when I am 


bid 


Seats 


(floud ? } 


Leo. How now brother, where is my coufin your fon: 


the occafion that breeds» 


Rae : 


~ Much ‘do abont N orbing. 


a 
drow fie,and tend on no mans bulinefs;laugh when/ am merry,} 
and claw no man in his humour, 
_Con, Yea, but you muft not make the full fhow.c€ this 
till you may do it without controllment; you have of 
late ftood out again your brothers , and he hath tane} 
you newly into his grace, where ic it is impoffible you 
fhould take root, but by the fair weather that you make 
your felf, it isneedful that you frame the feafon for your 
own harveft- 
_ Fobn.1 had rather be a canker in a hecge, than a rofe 
in hisgrace, and it bezter fits my blood to be difdain’d off 
all, then to fafhion a carriage torob love from any: in this 
( though F cannot be faid to be a flattering honeft man) 
it muft not be denied but 1 am a plain dealing villain, j 
am trufted with a muzzel, and infranchifed with a deg 
therefore I have decreed, not to fing io my cage: fl had 
my mouth, I would bite = if [had my liberty, 1 would do 
my liking: in the mean time, let me be that lam, and} 
feck not to alter me. : : 
Conr, Can you make no ufe of your difcontent ? 
. Fobn. J will make all ufe of it, for ] ute ir onely. 
Who comes here? what news Borachio. 


Enter Borachio. 


Bora. 1 came yonder from a great fupper, the Prince 
your brother is royally entertained by Leonato,and | can 
give you intelligence of an intended marriage, 

Ile a eee. at eh Medel to build mifchief 
on? at is he for a fool that berroth’s himf 
ea? oth’s himfelf ro un- 

Bor. Marry it is your brothers right hand 

Jebn. Who, the moft exquifite Claudio? 

Bor. Even he. 

Fobn. A proper {quire 5 and who whi 
Osseo quire 5 ,and who which way. 

a ie Ls re the daughter and Heir of Leonato, 

ohn. A very forward rch-chi ; 

zi dg y | March-chick, how come you 

_ Bor, Being entertain’d for a perfumer yas bwas fmoa-] 
king amufty room, comes me the Prince and Claudio 
hand in hand in fad conferences I whipt behind the Ace 
ras, and there heard it agreed upon that the Prirce thould 
wooe Hero for himfelf, and having obtain’d her, siy 
her to Count Claudio, ne 

Fokn. Come, come, let us thither, this ma ov 
tomy difpleafure , that young fart. up hath “ied es 
of oe overthrow: if I can crois him any way, Poles 
my felf every way ; youare both fure , and will afhé 

Conr. Tothe death my Lord. : Lael ais 

Fobn. Let ws to. the great fupper, their cheer j 
preater that | fubdued , would the cook were tian sa 
fhall we go prove what’s tobe dore? pe 
Bor, Weil wait upon your Lordthip. 


Exeunt, 


——e 


ern 


Actus Secundus. 


Enter Leonato, his brother, his wi 
Set y 1S wife, Here bs 
and Beatrice his necce, and kinfm oi bis daughter, 


Lecna. Wasnot Count 
Brot. te him noe. 
Beat. How tartly that Gentle > r 

fee him, but q am heart-burn’d aaa a 

Hero. He is of a melancholly difpofition. 

Beat. He were an excellent mam that were made juft in 
the mid-way between him and Benedick, the one is too 
like an image, and faies nothing 5 and the other too lik 
my Ladies eldeft fon, evermore tatling. iz 

Leon, Then half Signior Benedick’s tongue in Coun, os 


A Fobns 


john here at fupper ? 


ff 


i 


| Much ado about Nothing. 


Fobns mouth, and half Count Fobss melancholly in Sig- 
nior Benedick’s face. 

Beat. with a good leg and a good foot unckle, and 
Money enough in his purfe, fuch a man would win any 
woman in the world, if he could get her good wil}, 

Leon. By my troth Neece, thou wilt never get hee ta 
husband, if thou be fo fhrewd of thy tongue. 

Bret Anfaith the’s too curft. 

Beat. Too curft is more than curft,I fhall leffetGods 
fending that way - for it is faid, God fends a curft Cow 
fhort horns, but to a Cow too curft he fends none: 

Leon: So, by being too curt, God will fend no horns. 

Beat. Jutt, if he fend me no husband, for the which 
bleffing, [am at him upon my kneesevery morning and 
evening : Lord,{ could not endure a husband with a beard 
on his face, I had rather lie in the woollen, 

Leon, You may light upon a husband that hath no beard. 

Beat. What fhould I do with him? dreffe him in 
my apparel, and make him my waiting-gentle woman ? he 
that hath a beard is more than a youth: and he that hath 
no beard isleffe then a man: and he that ismorethana 
youth, is not for me : and he that is lefs than aman, I am 
not for him: therefore I will even take fix pence in ear- 
neft of the Bearherd and lead his Apesinto hell. 

Teon, Well then, go you into hell. 

Beat. No, but to the gate , and there will the Devil 


Jmeet me likean old Cuckold withhis horns onhis head, 


and fay get youto heaven Beatrice, get you to heaven, 
here’s no place for you maids, fodeliver I upmy Apes, 
and away to Saint Peter: forthe heavens, he (hews me 
where the Batchellors fir, and there live we as merry as 
the day is long. : 

Brot, Well Neece ,I truf you will be ral’d by your fa- 
ther. 


Beat. Yes faith , it is my coufins duty to make curtfie, | 


and fay , as it pleafe you: but yet for all that coufin, let 
him bea handfom fellow , or elfe make another curtifie, 
and fay, father, as it pleates me. 

Leon. Weil Neece, I hope to fee you one day fitted with 
a husband. 

Beat. Not till God make men of fome other mettal 
than earth; would it not grieve awomanto be overma: 
fired with a piece of valiant duft ? to make account of 
her life toa clod of cold wayward marie ? no Uncle, Plc 
none: Adams {ons are brethren , and truly [ hold ita fin 
to match in my kinred. 

Leon, Daughter , remember whatI told you, if the 
Prince do follicite you in that kind, you know your anfwer. 

Beat, The fault will be in the mufick, coufin, if you 
be not woo’d in good time: ifthe Prince be too impor- 
tant,tell him thereismeafure in every thing, and fo dance 
out the anfwer; for hear me Hero, wooing, wedding, and 
repenting , is as a Scorch jigge, a meafure, and a Ginque 
pace : the firft fuit is hot and hafty like a Scotch jigs, 
(and full as fantaftical ) the wedding mannerly modett, 
( asa meafure ) full of ftate and anchentry, and then comes 
repentance , and with his bad legs fallsinto the finque- 
pace fafter and fafter, till he finks into his grave, 

Leon. Coufin you apprehend paffing fhrewdly. 

Beatrice, { have a good eye Uncle, | can tee a Church 
by day light. 

Leon, The revellers are entring brother, make good 
room. 

Enter Prince, Pedro, Claudio, Benediche, and Bal. 

thazar, or dumb Fobn, Adaskers with a drum. 

Pedro, Lady, will you walk about with your friend? 

Hero. So you walk foftly , and look {weetly ,and fay 
nothing, I am yours for the walk, and efpecially when | 
walk away. 

Pedro, With me in your company, 

Hero. 1 may fay fo when I pleafe, 

Pedro, And when pleafe you to fay fo? 

Hero. When Llike your favour, for God defend the 
Lute fhould be likethe cafe. 


| not in his wit, but in his villany, for he both pleafech | 


ae = 


——s 


| 


vA 


3 


Pedro, My vifor is Philemons roof, within the houfe 
islove. 

Hero, Why then your vifor fhould be thatcht, 

Pedro. Speak low if you {peak Love. 

Bene. Well, I would you did like me. | 

Mas. So would not I for your own fake, for 


rh 


i pave 
many ill qualities. if 
Bene. Which is one ? | 
Mask, I fay my prayers aloud. 
Bene, 1 love you the better,the hearers may cry Amen. 


Mas, God match me with a good dancer. 

Balth, Amen. 

Mas. And God keep him out of my fight when the | 
dance is done : anfwer Clerk. 

Balth. No more words, the Clerk is anfwered. i 
Piet: I know you wellenough, you are Signior An- , 
thon. 

efnth, At aword; lamnot. 

Urfuia. | know you by the wagling of your head. 

eAnth. To tell you true, I counterfeit him; 


Urfu. You could never do him fo ill well unlefs 
Were the very man: 


ou 
here’s his dry hand up and aout > | 
you are he, yoware he. 

Anth, At a word, I am not. | 

Urfula. Come, come, do you think I do noe know | 
you by your excellent wit? can vertue hide it felf ? go | 
to,mumme, you arehe , graces will appear , and there’s 
an end. 

Beat. Will you not tell me who told you fo2 

Bene. No, you fhall pardon me. 

Beat, Nor will you tell me who you are 2 i 

Bene. Not now. 

Beat. That 1 was difdainful, and that } had my good | 
wit out of the hundred merry tales : well,this was Signior | 
Benedicke that faid fo, 

Bene, What's he? 

Beat, | am {ure you know him well enough, 

Bene. Not I, believe me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. i pray you what is he? 

Beat, Why he-.is the Princes jefter ,.a very dull fool, 
oficly his gift is, in devifing impoffible flanders , none 
but Libertines delight in him, and the commendation is 


retry ne ee 


mer, and angers them , and then they laugh at him, and | 
beat him;lam fire he is in the fleet, 1 would he had | 
boarded me. 

Bene. When J] know the Gentleman,Vle tell him what 
you fay. 

Beat. Do, do, hee’l but. break a comparifon or two 
on Me, which peradventure ( not markt, or not laugh’d 
at ) ftrikes him ‘into melancholly, and then there’s a Par- 
tridge wing faved , for the fool will eat no fupper that 
night. We moft follow the Leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Bea. Nay , if they lead to any ill, I will leave them 
at the next turning. Exeunt, 

Mufick for the dance. 


fobs. Sure my brother is amorous on Here, and hath 
withdrawn her father to break with him aboutit: the | 
Ladies follow her, and but one vifor remains. 

Bora. And that is Claudio , | know him by his bearing. 

Fokn Are not you Signior Benedicke ? 

Claw. You know me well, I am he, : 

Fobn, Signior, you are very near my brother in t 
love, he is enamor’d on Hero, I pray you diflwade him 
from her, fhe is no equal forhis birth: you may do the 
part of an honeft man in it. 

Claw. How know youhe loves her ? 

Fobn. 1 heard him {wear his affection. 

Bora. So did I too, and he fwore he would marry her 


his 


to night. 


Fohe Come, let us to the banquet. Exit manet. Clau- 
Cla. 


EN Rene Smee SATIRIC INI sD er ee 
A Much ado about Nothing. 


94 poeeer 


SS A ee Lees anne . . the {peal 
inname of Benedick, mark, with a whole army fhooting sat me: ine Ipeaks 
Bur jet a with the ears of Claudio: poyniards , and every word ftabs me: if her breath were 


as terrible as terminations, there were no living. near 
her, fhe would infe&t to the north ftar: J would not 
marry her , though fhe were indowed with all that Adam 
had left him before he tranfgreft, fhe would have made 
Hercules have turnd fpit, yea, and have cleft his clubto 
make the fire too: come, talk not of her , you fhall find 
her @pthe infernal Ate in good apparel. I would teGod 
fome {cholar would conjure hee , for certainly while the 
is here, a man may live as quiet in hell, asin a fanQuary, 
and people fin upon purpofe, becaufe they would go thither, 
fo indeed all difquiet, horror, and perturbation followsher, | 


Tis certain fo, the Princewoo’s for himfelf: 

Friendhip is conftant in all other things, 

Save in the Office and affairs of love : 

Therefore all heartsin love ufe their own tongues, 

Let every eye negotiate for it felf, g 

And truft no Agent : for beauty 1s a witc oe 

Againft whofe charms, se one into blood : 
his is an accident of hourly proot!, . 

which I miftrufted not. Farewell therefore Hers. 


Enter Benedicke. 

Bene. Count Claudio. 
(lau. Ye the fame. shige: 
Clan whi Ty Be 5 sag Bene, Will your Grace command me any fervice to 
ines Even to the next Willow, about your own bu- the worlds end ? I will go on the flighteft errand now 
finefs, Count. What. fafhion will you wear the Garland to the Antipodes that you can devife to fend me on 31 
of ? "about your neck, like a Ufurers chain ? Or under will fetch you atooth-Picker now from the furtheft inch 
our arm, like a Lieutenants fearf? You mutt wear it.| of A/a: bring you the length of Prefter Fokns foot : ferch 
one way,for the Prince hath got your Here. | youahair off thegreat Chams beard: do you any em: 
Clau. 1 with him joy of her. bafflage to the Pigmies, rather then hold three words: 


Enter Claudio, and Beatrice, Leonato, Hero, 
Pedro. Look here fhecomes. 


they {ell Bullocks: but did you think the Prince would Pedro, None, but todefire your good company. |. 


have ferved you Leigh : 
lau. 1 pray you leave me. - 

fag ne 3 F you ftrike like the blind-man, ’twas the 
boy that ftole your meat? and you'll beat the poft, 

Clau. If it willnot be, Ple leave you. — Exit. 

Bene. Alas poor hurt foul, now will he creep into 
fedges: but that my Lady Beatrice fhould know me, and 
not know me: the Princes fool! Ha? it may bel go 
under that title, becaufeI am merry: yet but fo I am 
apt todo my felf wrong: 1 am notfo -reputed , it is the 
bafe ¢ though bitter ) difpofition of Beatrice, that puts 
the word into her perfon, and fo gives me out: well, Ile 
be. revenged asI may. 


Signior Benedicke. 
gave him ufe for it , a double heart for a fingle one marry: 


your Grace may well fay I have loft it E 
Pedro. You have put him down Lady, you have put 
him down. ; 


fhould prove the mother of fools: I have brought Count 
Claudio, whom you fent me to feek. 

Pedro, Why how now Count, wherefore are you fad ? 

Clau:; Not fad my Lord. 

Pedro. How then ? fick ? 

Claw. Neither, -my Lord. 

Beat. The Count is neither fad nor fick, nor merry, 
nor well: but civil Count, civilasan Orange, and fome- 
thing of a jealous complexion. 

Pedro. Iaith Lady, I think your blazon to be true, 
though £ be fworn, if he be fo, his conceit is falfe = 
here Claudio, Ijhave wooed in thy name , and fair Hero 


Enter the Prince. 


Pedro. Now Signior, where’s the Count? did you fee 
him ? 

Bene. Troth my Lord, I have played the part of Lady 
Fame , I found him here as melancholly as a Lodge in a 
Warren ; [told him, and J think, told him true, that your 
grace had got the will ofthis young Lady , and J offered 
him my company toa willow tree either to. make him a 
garland, as being forfaken, or to bind him a rod, as be- 
ing worthy to be whipt. 

Pedro. To be whipt, what’s his faule ? 

Bene. The flat tranfgreffion of a School-boy, who 
being over-joyed with finding a birds neft, fhewsit his 
companion, and he fteals it. 

Pedro. Wilt thou make a truft, a tranfgreffion? the 
tranfgreffion is in the ftealer. : 

Bene. Yet it had not been amifs the rod had been 
made, and the garland too;for the garland he might have 
worn himfelf,and the rod he might have beftowed on 
| you, who (as I takeit) have ftoln his birds neft, 

i Pedro, 1 will but teach them to fing, and reftore them 
| to the owner. : 

Bene. If their finging anfwer your faying, by my faith 
you fay honeftly. 

Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you, the 
Gentleman that dane’d with her, told her fhe is much 
wrongd by you. 

Bene. O the mifus’d me paft the indurance of ablock: 
an oak but with one green leafon it, would have an- 
fwered her: my very vifor began to affume life, and {cold 
with her: fhe told me, not thinking I had been my 
felf, that I was the Princes Jefter, and that 1 was duller 
than a great thaw, hudling jeft upon jeft, with fuch im- 
poffible conveiance upon me, that I ftood like a manata 


obtained , name the day of marriage, and God give thee joy. 

Leona. Count, take of me my daughter , and with her 
my fortunes : his grace hath made the match ,and all grace 
fay Amen toit. ; 

BeateSpeak Count, "tis your Qu. 

Clam. Silence is the perfegteft Herald of joy, I were 
but little happy if 1 could fay ,how much ? Lady, as you 
are mine ,1 am yours ;1 giveaway my {elf for you, and 
doat upon the exchange. 

Beat. Speak coufin , or ( if you cannot :) ftop his mouth 
with a kifs, and let not him {peak neither. : 

- Pedro. Infaith Lady you have a merry heart. 

Beat. Yea my Lord I thank it, poor fool, it keeps 
on the windy fide of care, mycoufin tells him in his ear 
that he is in my heart. 

Clan. And fo fhe doth cofin. 

Beat. Good Lord for alliance : thus goes every one to 
the world but J, and I am fun-burn’d, | may fit im a cor- 
ner and cry, heigh ho for a husband. 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, | will get you ones 

Beat. | would rather have one of yourfathers getting: 
hath your Grace ne’re a brother like You? your father 
got excellent husbands , if a maid could come by them. 

Prince. Will you have me? Lady- 

Beat. No my Lord,‘ dinlefs J might have another for 

eee ee... working: 


Bene, Why that’s fpoken like an honeft Drovier , fo | conference with thisHarpy; you haveno employment for me? | 
Bene. O God fir, heresa difh I love not, I cannot in- : 

dure this Ladies tongue. if Exit, F< 
Pedro. Come Lady , come, you have loft the hearrof} 
Beat. Indeed my Lord, he lent it me a while, and! 


once before he wonit of ofme, with falfe dice, therefore | 


Beat. So I would not he fhould dome, my Lord, leit 1+ 


is won , [have broke with her fainer, and his good will } 
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, Fobn. What life is in that, to be the death of this 
marriage ? 

Bor, The poyfon of that lies in you to tempers go 
you to the Prince your brother , {pare not totell him, that 
he hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned 
Claudio , whote eftfmation do youmightily holdup, to a 
contaminated ftale, fuch a one as Alero. 

Fobu. What proof fhall I make of that ? 

Bor. Proof enough, to mifufe the Prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato ;look you for 
any other iffue? 

Fohn. Only to defpite them, I will endeavour any 
thing, 

Bor. Go then find me-a meet hour, to draw on 
Pedro, and the Count Claudio, alone, tell them that you 
know that Hero, loves me, intend a kind of zeal both 
to the Prince and Claudio, (as in aloveof your brothers 
honor who hath made this match) and his friends repu- 
tation, who is thus fike to be cozen’d with the femblance 
ofa maid, that you have difcoverd thys : they will fcarce- 
ly believe this without trial: offer them infiances which 
fhall bear no lefs likelihood, than to fee me at her cham- 
ber window , hear me call A¢argaret, Hero, hear Mar- 
garet term me “Claudio, and bring them to fee this, the 
very night before the intended wedding, for in the 
mean time, I will fafhion the mattcr, that Hero fhall 
be abfent, and there fhall appear fuch feeming truths of 
Hero’s difloyalty , that jealoufie fhall be cali’d affurance, 
and all the preparation overthrown. 

Fob. Grow this to what adverfe iffue it can,1 will put 
it in practife: be cunning in theworking this, and thy 
fee isa thoufand ducats. 

Bor. Be thou conftant in the accufation, and my 
cunning ihall not fhame me, 

Fobn. 1 will prefently go learn their day of marri- 
ages + EK. 
Enter Benedicke alone. 


working-dayes, your Grace is too coftly to wear every 
day: But I befeech your Grace pardon me, I was born 
to {peak all mirth, and no matter. 

Prince. Your filence moft offends me , and to be mer. 
ry beft becomes yous for outof queftion , you were born 
in a merry hour. 

Beat. No fure my Lord, my mother cryed , but then 
there was aftar danc’d, and under that I was born : coufins 
God give you joy, 

Leon. Neece, will youtook to thofe things I told you 
of ? 

Beat. 1 cry you tercy Uuncle, by your Graces pardon. 

ExitBeatrice. 

Prince..By my troth a pleafant fpirited Lady. 

Leon. There’s little of the melancholly elementin her 
my Lord, fhe is never fad, but when fhe fleeps 5 and not 
ever fad then: for lhave heard my daughter fay, fhe hath 
often dreamt of unhappinefs, and wak’e her felf with 
laughing. 

Fides She cannot indure to hear tell of a husband. 

Leon. O, by no means, fhe mocks all her wooers out 
of fuit. 

Prince. She were an excellent wife for Benedicke. 

Leona. O lord, my Lord, if they were but a week mar- 
ried, they would talk themfelves mad. 

Prince. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to 
Church ? 

Glau. To morrow my Lord, Time goes on crutches, 
till love have all his rites. AGS 

Leona, Not till Monday , my dear fon, which is hence 
a jut feven night, and a time too brief to, to have afl 
things anfwer mind. 

Prince. Come, you fhake the head at fo long a brea- 
thing , but | warrant thee Claudio , the time fhall not go 
dully by us, 1 will in the interim, undertake one of Her- 
cules labours, which is, to bring Signior Benedicke and the 
Lady Beatrice into a mountain of affection, th’ one with 
th’other ; 1 would fain have it a match , and I doubt not 
but to fafhion it, if you three will but minifter fuch afhi- 
ftance as I fhall give you direction. 

Leona. My Lord, | am for you, though it coft me ten 
nights watchings. 

Clam. And 1 my Lord. 

Prin, And you too gentle Hero. 

Hero. } will do any modeft office, my Lord,to help 
my coufin to a good husband. 

Prin. And Benedicke is not the unhopefulleft husband 
that I know : thus far can I praife him, he is of a noble 
ftrain, of approved valour, and confirmd honefty. I will 
teach you how to humour your coufiny that fhe fhall fall 
in love with Benedicke, and 1, with your two helps will 
fo praétife on Benedicke, that indefpite of his quick wit, 
and his queafie ftomack, he fhall fall in love with Beatrice : 
lif wecan do this, Cupid is no longer an Archer, his glory 
fhall be ours, for we are the only love-gods, go with me, 
and will tell you my drift. _ Exeunt, 
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Bene. Boy. 

Boy. Signior. 
- Bene. In my chamber window lies a book, bring it 
hither to mein the orchard. 

Boy. I am here already fir. Exit. 

Bene. Iknow that, but 1 would have thee hence, and 
Here again. Ido much wonder, that one man feeing 
how much another manis a fool, when he dedicates his 
behaviours to love, will after he hath laught at fuch 
fhallow follies in others, become the argument of his 
own fcorn, by falling in love / and fuch a man is Claudio. 
I have known when there-was no mufick with him but 
the drum and the fife, and now had he rather hear the 
taber and the pipe: I have known when he would have 
walkt ten mile a foot, tofee a good armor 3 and now will 
he lie ten nightsawake carving the fafhion of a new dub- 
let : he was wont to {peak plain, and to the purpofe'( like 
an honeft manand a fouldier ) and now is he turn’d ortho- 
graphy, his words are a very fantaftical banquet, juft fo 
many ftrange difhes: may | be fo converted, and fee with 
thefe eyes? Lcannot tell, think not? 1 will not be 
fworn , but love may transform me.to an oyfter, but Ile 
take my. oath onit , till he have made an oyfter of me, he 
{hall never make me fuch a fool; one woman is fair, yet 
I am well: another is wife, yet [ am well: another ver- 
tuous , yet lam well: but till all graces bein one woman , 
one woman fhall not come in my grace: rich fhe fhall 
be, that’s certain: wife, or le none ;vertuous, or I’le 
never cheapenher: fair, or I’le never look on her : mild, 
or come not neat me: Noble, or not for an Angel: of 
good difcourfe: an extellent Mufitian, and her hair {hall 
be of what colour it pleafe God, ha! the Prince and 
Monfieur Love, 1 willhide mein the Arbor. 

Enter Prince, Leonato, Claudio, and Fack, Wilfon. 

Prince. Come, fhall we hear this mufick ? 

Claud. Yea my good Lord : how fill the evening is, 
As hufht on purpofe to grace harmony. 


Enter Fohn and Borachio. 

Fobn. It isfo, the Count Claxdio fhall marry the daugh- 
ter of Leonato. 

Bora, Yea my Lord, but I can crofvit. 

Fobn. Any bar , any crofs, any impediment, will be 
medicinable to me, 1 am fick in difpleafure to him, and 
whatfoever comes athwart his affeétion, ranges evenly 
with mine; how canft thou crofi this marriage ¢ 

Bor. Not honeftly my Lord , but fo covertly, that no 
difhonefty fhall appear in me. 

Fob. fhew me briefly how, 

Bor. I think | told your Lordfhip a year fince, how 
much I am in the favour of Adfargaret, the waiting gen- 
tlewoman to Hero. 

Fobn, 1 remember. 

Bor. { can at any unfeafonable inftant of the night , ap- 
point her to look out at her Ladies chamber window. 


Prince 
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Leon. What effets my Lord? fhe will fit you, you 
heardmy daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did indeed, 

Prin, How, how 1 pray you? you amaze Me, I would 
have thought her fpirir had been invincible againft all 
affaults of affeétion. 4 

Leo. 1 would have {worn it had, my Lord, efpecially 
againft Benedick 

Bene.1 fhould think this a gull, but that the white- 
bearded fellow fpeaks it: knavery cannot fure hide him- 
felf in fuch reverence. 

Claud. He hath tane th’ infeétion, hold it up. 

Prince Hath fhe made her affi€tion known to Be- 
nedick ? 

Leonato. No, and fwears fhe never will, that’s her 
torment. : 

Claud. ’Tis true indeed, fo your daughter fayes :fhall 
1, fayes fhe , that have fo oft encountred him withfcorn, 
write to him that I love him ? 

Leo. This faies fhe now when fhe is beginning to 
write to him, fhe’l be up twenty times a night, and} 
there will fhe fit inher fmock, till fhe have writ atheet 
of paper: my daughter tells us all. 

Cla, Now you talk. of afhect of paper , I remember 
a pretty jeft your daughter told us of. 

Leon. O when fhe had writit, and reading it over, 
the found Benedick andBeatrice between the fheet. 

Clau. That: 

’ Leon, O the tore theletter into a thoufand halfpence, 
raild at her felf, that fhe fhould be fo immodeft , to write 
to one that fhe knew would flout her: I meafure him 
faies fhe, by my own fpirit, for 1 fhould flout him if he 
writ tome, yea though Ilove him,1! fhould, 
| Claw Then down upon her knees fhe falls, weeps , 
fobs, beats her heart , tears her hair , prays 9 curfes ;O 
{weet Benedick , God give me patience. 

Leon. She doth indeed , my daughter faies fo, and the 
extafie hath fo much overborn her, that my daughter is f 
formetime afeard fhe willdo a defperate out-rage to her 
felf,it is very true. - 

Prince. \t were good that Penedick, knew of it by 
fome other , if fhe will not difcover it, - 
Clan. To what end ? he would buat make afport of it, | 
and torment the poor Lady worfe. 

Prin. And he fhould., it were an alms to hang him; 
the’s an excellent {weet Lady , and -( out of all fofpition ) 
the is vertuous. 

Clau- And fhe is exceeding wife. 

Prin.\n every thing, but in loving Benedick 

Leon, O my Lord , wifdome and blood combating in 
fo tender a body, we have ten proofsto one, that blood 
hath the vi&tory; 1am forry for her, as Ihave juft caufe, 
being her Unkle, and her Guardian. 

Prince.1_ would the had beftowed this dotage on me? 
T would have daft all other refpeéts, and made her half 
my felf: I pray you tell Bewedick of it, and hear what 
he will fay. 

Leon, Were it good think you ? 

Cla. Herothinks farely fhe will die, for the faites the 
will die, if he love her not, and fhe will die ere fhe 
make herlove known, and fhe will dic if hewoo her, 
rather than fhe will bate one breath of her accuftomed 
crofsnefs. 

Prin. She doth well, if fhe thould make tender of her 
love, *tis very poffible he’l {corn it , for the man ( as you 
know all ) hath a contemptible {pirir, 

Clas, He is a very prope: man. 

Prin, He hath indeed a good outward happinels. 

Clau.’Fore God, and in my mind very wile, 

Prin. He doth indeed thew fome {parks that are like 
wit. : 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant. 

Prin. As Heélor,1 affure you, and in the managing of 
quarrels you may fee he is wile, for either he avoids them | 
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Prince. See you where Benedickhath hid net 
Claw, O very well i Lord : the — ended, 

"| id-fox with a penny worth. ; 
We GS Balehatsr, we'l hear that fong again. 

Balth, O good my Lord, tax not fo bad a voice » 
To flander mufick any more than out 

Prince. Izis the witnels ftill of exce tency» 
To put a ftrange face on his own perfection 5 
| pray thee fing, and let me wooeno pao 

Balth. Becaufe you talk of hie? ane g 
Since many 2 wooer doth aeyeogne a “ 
To her he thinks not worthy, yet he woo's, 
Yet will he fweat he loves. 

Prince. Nay pray thee come, 
Or if thou wilt hold longer argument, 
Do it in notes. 

his before my notes, 

pee a “aot of mine that’s worth the ee i 

Prince. Why thefe as werd By that he fpeaks, 

1d no ° is 

debe goeaginate now i. his foul ravifh’t, is it 
not ftrange that fheeps guts fhould hale _ aoe ot 
meng bodies ? wells-@c:ROtM: (00 siuumeeeer Guo +-” 


done. 


The Song. 


Sigh no more Ladies, figh no more, 

Men were decevvers ever y 

One foot in fea, and one on {hore, 

To one thing conftant never: 

Then figh not fo, but let them go, 
Ard be you blithe and bonny, . 
(onverting all your founds of wot, 
Into hey nony, nony- 


Sing no more ditties, fing no more 5 
Of dumps fo dull and beavy. 

The fraud of men were ever fry 
Since fummer firfi was leavy, 


Then figh not fo, Ge. 


Princes By my trotha good fong. 

Balth. Andan ill finger my Lord. : 

Prince. Ha,ns, no faith, thou fing ft well enough for 
< And he had been a dogthat fhould have howl’d 
thus, they would have hang’d him , and 1 pray God his 
bad voice bode no mifchief , 1 had as lieve have heard 
the night-raven, come what plague could have come af. 
ay Yea marry, doft thou hear Balthazar? pray 
thee get us fome excellent mufick : for to morrow night 
we would have it at the Lady Heroes chamber window. 

Balth. The beftIcan my lord. —- Exit Balthazar. 

Prince. Do fo, farewell. Come hither Leonato, what 
was it youtold me of to day ; your Niece Beatrice 

i ith Signior Beneatck : 
eT OLE on: ftalk on, the foul fits. I did ne- 
ver think that Lady would have loved: any man. 

Leon. No, nor I neither ; but moft wonderful, that the 
fhould fo doat on Signior Benedick, whom fhe hath in 
all outward behaviours feemed ever to abhor. 

Bene. Is’t poffible, fits the wind in that corner? 

Leon, By my troth my Lord,] cannot tell What to think 
ofit, but that fhe loves him with an inraged affeétion, 
it is paft the infinite of thought. 

Prince. May be fhe doth but counterfeit . 

Claud, Faith like enough 

Loon. O God! counterfeit ? there was never counter- 
feit of paflion came fo neat the life of paffion asfhe dif- 
coversit. 

Prince. Why what effeéts of paflion fhews fhe? 

Claud. Bait the hook well, the fifh will bite, 
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Much ado about Nothing. 
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with preat difcretion, or undertakes them with a Chrifti- 
an like fear. 

Leon, {f he do fear God, amuft neceflarily keep peace ; 
if he break the peace, he ought to enter into a quarrel with 
fear and trembling. 

Prin. And fo wiil he do, for the man doth fear God, 
howfoeverit feems not in him, by fome large jefts he will 
make: well lam forry for your Niece, fhall we go fee 
Benedick , and tell him of her love ? 

Clad. Never tell him, my Lord, let her wear it out 
with good counfel. ‘ 

Leon, Nay thats impoffible, fhe may wear her heart out 
firft. 

Prin. Well, we will hear further of it by your daugh- 
ter, let it cool the while, [love Benedick well, and I could 
with he would modeftly examine himfelf, to fee how much 
he is un worthy to have fo good a Lady. 

Leon. My Lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready, 

Clan. If he do not dote on her upon this, 1 wall never 
truft my expeétation. 

Prin. Let there be the fame Net {pread for Her, and that 
muft yout daughter and her gentlewomancarry : thefport 
will be, when they hold one an opinion of anothers do- 
tage, and no fuch matter, that’s the Scene that I would fee, 
which will be meerly a dumb fhew : let us fend her to call 
him in to dinner; Exeunt. 

Ben. Thiscan be no-trick, the conference was fadly born, 
they have the truth of this ftom Hero, they feem to pity 
the Lady : it feems her affeétions have ithe full bent : 
love me? why it mult be requited: I hear how I am 
cenfur’d ; they fay I will bear my felf proudly, if I per- 
ceive the love come from her : they fay too, that the will 
rather dye than give any fign of affeétion : I did never 
think tomarry; I muft not feem proud , happy are they 
that hear their detradtions, and can put them ro mending : 
they fay the Lady is fair 5 ’tisa truth, I can bear them 
witnefs: and vertuous, ’tis fo, I cannot reprove it: and 
wife, but for loving me, by my trothit is no addition to 
her wit , nor no great argument of her folly; for I 
will be horribly in love with her, I may chance shave 
fome odd quirks and remains of wit broken on me, be- 
caufe I have rail’d fo long againft marriage: but dothnot 
the appetite alter ? aman loves the meat in his youth, that 
he cannot endure in his age. Shall quips and fentences, 
and thefe paper-bullets of the brain awe a man from 
the career of his humour? No, the world muft be peo- 
pled. When I faid I would dye a batchellor, I did not 
think I fhould live'till 1 were married: here comes Bea- 
trice: by this day he’s a fair Lady, I do fpy fome marks 
of love in her. 


Aétus Tertius. 


Enter Hero and two Gentlemen, Margaret and Urfila. 


Hero, Good Margaret run thee to the parlour; 

There thalt thou find my Coufin Beatrice 

Propofing with the Prince and Claudio, 

Whifper her ear, and tell her Land DO: fala 

Walk in the Orchard, and our whole difcour({e 

Is all of her ; fay that thou over-heardft us, 

And bid ‘her ftealinto tke pleactied bower, 

Where honey -fuckleg ripened by the fun 

orbid the Sun to enter: like Favourites 

Made proud by Princes, that advance their pride 

Againft chat power that bred it, there will the hide hér; 

lo Iiften to our purpofe, this is thy office, 

Bear thee well if it, and leave us alone. : 
Marg. Vile make her come 1 warrant prefently. Exit. 
Hiro. Now Urfula when Beatrice doth come, 

As we do trace this alley up and down, 

Our talk muft onely be of Benedick; 

WhenI do name‘him, let it be thy part 

To praife him more than ever man did merit, 

My talk to thee mut be how renedick 

Is fick in love with Beatrice: ot this matter 

Is little Cupéds crafty arrow made, 

That only wounds by hear-fay: now begin. 


Eater Beatrice; 


For look where Beatrice like a Lapwing ruins 
Clofe by the ground, to hear our conference. 
Orf. The pieafant’& angling is to fee the fith 
Cut with-her golden oars the filver ftream, 
And grecdily devour the treacherous bait: 
So angle we for Beatrice, who even now; 
's couched: in the woodbine coverture, 
Fear you not my part of the Dialogue. , : 
Her, Then go we near her that her ear lofe nothing 
Of the falfe fweet bait that we lay forit : 
No truly Ur/ula, the is too-difdainful, 
{ Know her {pirits-are as coy and wild 
As Ha erdé af ‘thie roék. 4 itt Sathe Srceoks 
Unf Bitare you fure, see 
That Benedsck loves Beatrice fo intirely ? 
Hier. So fayes the Prince, and my new trothed Lord. 
Ur. And did they bid you tell her of it, Madam ? 
Her, They did intreat me to acquaint her of it , 
But I perfwaded them, if they lov’d Benedick, 
To wifh him Wraftle with affection , 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 
Urf. Why did you fo, doth not the’ Gentlernan 
Detérve as full, as fortunate a bed s 
As ever Beatrice fhall couch upon ? 
Hero. © God of love! I know he dotti deferve,; 
As much as may be yielded toa man : 
But nature never fram’d a womans heart, 
Of prouder ftuff then that of Beatrice ; 
Difdain and Scorn ride fparkling in her eye, 
Mif-prizing what they look on, and her wit 
Values it felffo highly, that to her 
All matter elfe feems weak: fhe cannot love, 
Nor take no fhape nor projeét of affeétion - 
She is fo felf indeared. : 
Urf. Sure 1 think fo, 
And therefore-certainly it were not good 
She-knew his love, left fhe make fportat it. 
Hero, Why you {peak truth, I never yet faw man, 
How wile, how noble; young, how rarely featur’d. 
But the would {pel him backward: if fair-fac’d, 
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Enter Beatrice. 


Beat. Againft my will J am fent to bid you come in to 
dinner. 

Ben, Fair. Beatrice, 1 thank you for your pains, 

Beat; 1 took no more pains for thofe thanks, than you 
take pains to thank me; if it had been painful, would not 
have come. 

Ben, You take pleafure then in the meflage. 

Beat. Yea, juit fo much as you may take upoha knives 
point, and choak a Daw withal: you have fo ftomach Sig- 
nior, fare you well. Exit. 

Ben. Ha, againft my will [ am fent to bid you come in 
to dinner: there’sa double meaning in that: I took no 
More pains for thofe thanks, than you took pains to thank 
me; that’s as muchas to fay, any pains that I take for you 
is as eafie as thanks: if I donot take pity of her, Tam a 
Villain ; if I donot love herslam a few: 1 will go get 
her piéture. 
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Sure, fure, fch carping is not commendable. 
os No, not to be fo odd, and from all fafhions, 
atrice is, cainot be commendable. 
| Buc who dare tell her fo? if] fhould fpeak, 
She would mock me into.air, O fhe would laugh me 
Out of my felf, prefs me to death with wit, 
Therefore let Benedick like covered fire ‘ 
Confume away in fighs, waft inwardly: 
it were a bitter death, to die with mocks y 
Which is as bad as die with tickling, ' 
Urf. Yer tell her of it , hear what fhe will fay. 
Her. No, rather I will go to Benedick, 
And counfel him to fight againf his paflion , 
And truly Ile devife fome honett ders 5 
To ftain my coufin.with : one dothmot know, 
| How much an ill word may impoilon liking. 
Urf. O do not do your coufin {uch a wrong: 
She cannot be fo much without true judgment 5 
Having fo fwift and excellent a wit 
As fhe is priz’d to have, as to refufe 
So rare a Gentleman as fignior Benedick; 
Her. He is the only man of Jtaly , 
if Alwaiesexcepted, my dear Clandso. 
bith Urf. 1 pray you be not angry with me, 
Speaking my fancy : Signior Benedick, 
sep For fhape, for bearing, argument and valour 
Pas Goes formoftin report through Italy. 
i Her. Indeed he hath an excellent good name. 
Ur. His excellence did earn it ere he had it: 
When are you married Madam ¢ 
. Her.Why every day to morrow, come go mn, 
Vle thew thee fome.attires, and have thy countel, 
iy Which is the be@ to furnifh me to morrow. 
| Urf. She’s tane | warrant YOU, sync 4 
We have caught her Madam 2 ' 
Hero, }f it prove fo, then loving goes by haps, 
SothieCupids iiityyrows, fome with traps. Exit. 
Beat, What fire is in my eats? can this be trac? 
Stand I condemn’d for pride and {corn fo much ? 
Contempt, farwell, and maiden pride, adicu , 
No glory lives behind the back of fuch, 
And Benedick, love on, I will requite thee, 
: Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand : 
If thou dos’t love, my kindnefs fhall_ incite thee 
To bind our loves up ina holy band. 
For others fay thou doft deferve, and 
Believe it better than reporting! y. 


UT}. 


Madam, 


Exit. 


Enter Prince, Claudio, Benedick, and Leonato. : 

Prince. | do but ftay till your marriage be confum- 
mate, and then I gotoward Arragon. 

Clan. Vie bring you thither my Lord, if youl vouch- 
lafe me. 

Prin. Nay, that would be as great a foil in the new 
slofs.of your marriage, as to fhew a child his new coat 
ond forbid him to wear it. 1 will onely be bold with 


Benedick, for his company ; for from the ctown of his} 


head, to the fole of his foot, he is all mirth, he hathtwice 
or thrice cut Cupids bow-ftring, and the little hang-man 

dare not fhoot at him, he hatha heart as found asia bell, 
and the tongue is the clapper; for what his heart thinks, 
his tongue {peaks. 

Bex. Gallants, | am not as I have been. 

Leo. So fay 1; methinks you ate fadder. - 

Clau. Uhope he be in love. 


row ? be 


ver it. 


hereafter, and aim better at me b 


Mauch ado about Nothing. 


SN 
»p of blood 
he wants 


Prin, Hang him truant, ther e's no trie 
in him to be truly roucht wich love 5 is 
Money. 

Ben, 1 have the tooth-ach. 

Prin. Draw it. 

Ben. Hang it. 

Clan, You mut hans it fir, and cra 

Prin. What? figh for the tooth-ach. 

Leon. Where is but'a humour er a worm. 

Ben. Well, cvery one cannot mafter a 
that hasir. 

Cizu. Yet fay 1, he is inlove. 

Prin, There isno appearance of fancy in him, unlefs 
it bea fancy that he hath to ftrange difguifes , as to hea 
Dutchman to day» a Frenchman to morrow: unlefs he 
have a fancy to this foolcry , as it appears he hath, he 
is no fool for fancy , as you would have it to appear) — 
he is. 

Clan. If he be not in love with fome woman, thereis 
no believing old figns, a brufhes his hat a mornings;) 
What fhould that bode ? : 

Prin, Hath any man feen him at the Barbers ? : 

Claw. No, but the Barbers man hath been feen with} — 
him, and the old ornament of his cheek hath already} — 
ftuft tennis balls, : 4 

Leon. Indeed he looks younger than he did, by the lols) ~ 
of a beard. ; 

Prin, Nay a rubs himfelf with Civit, can you fmell| ~ 
him out by that ? 7 

Clan. That’s as much as to fay, the {weet youth’sin} 
love. 

Prin, The greateft note of it is his melancholy; 

Clan. And when washe wont to wath his face? 

Prin, Yea, or to paint himfelf? for the which I hear} 
whatthey fay of him. : i 

Claw. Nay, but his jefting fpirit, which is now crept 
into:alute-Rring, and now govern’d by ftops 

Prin. Indeed that tellg.a heavy talefor him : conclude, | 
heis in love. A 

Clau. Nay, but] know who foves him, 

Prin. That would I know too, 1 watrant one that 
knows him not, 

Clas. Yes ,and his ill conditions, 
all dies for him. 

Prin. She fhall be buried with her face upwards. 1 

Ben. Yet is thisno charm for the tooth-ake, old fig-) 
nior walk afide with me ,I have ftudied eight or nine}. 
wile words to fpeak to you , which thele hobby-horfes 
muft not hear: : 

Prin, For my life to break with him about Beatrice. 

Clau, Tis even fo, Hero and Margaret have. by this 
played their parts with Beatrice, and then the two Bears 
will not bite one another when they meet. 


nme DC savy, 


it afterwards, 


grief, but he 


and in defpight: off 


Enter Foha the Baftard. 

Bat. My Lord and brother, God fave: vou. 

Prin. Good den brother. 

Bat. if your lefure ferv’d, 1 would {peak with you. 

Prin. in private? 

Baft. Wit pleafe you; yet Count Claudio may heat; 
for what1 would fpeak of, concerns him. 

Prim. What's the matter ? , 

Bafts Means your Lordfhip to be married to mor 


Prin; You know he does, 4 
Bf. | know not that, when he knows what I know: |} 
Clan. If there be any impediment, i pray you difcos) : 


ei 


al 


Baft. You may think I love you nots let that appear 
¢ y that I now will ma- 
nifeft ; for my brother (I think, heholds you well, and in 


dearnefs of heart) hath holp to effc& your enfuing 


marriage : furely {ute ill fpent, and labour il! beftowed. 
Prin. Why, what's the matter ? 


Bap} | 


ae 


an 


ne 
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you, and circumftances 


a talking of ) the 


I came hither to tell 


Baft. 
hath been too long 


fhortned ( for. fhe 
Lady is difloyal. 


Clau. Who? Hero ? i % 
Baft. Even the, Leonato’s Hero, your Hero, every mans 
Hera. 


Clan. Difloyal ? 

Baft. The word 
nefs ; Icould fay fhe w 
title, and I will fit her toit: won } ' 
rant: go but with me to night , you fhall fee her cham- 
ber window entred, even the night ‘before her wedding- 
day, if you love her, then to morrow wed her : .but it 
sould better fit your Honour to change your mind. 

Clas. May this be fo ? 

ria. \ will not think it. 

Baft. 1f you dare not trut that you fee, confefs not 


that you know : if you will follow me, I will fhew you 
enough ; and when you have feen more, and heard more, 
proceed accordingly. ; 

Clau. Mf [fee any thing to mig 
ry her to morrow in the congregation W 
there will I fhame her. 

Prin. Andas 1 wooed for thee to obtain her, I will join 
with thee to difgrace her. 

Baf. 1 will cifparage her no fart 
nefles; bear it coldly but till nights 
it felf. 

Prin. O 

Clan. O mitchief ftrangely 

Baf?. O plague right well prev 
when you have feen the fequel. 

Enter Doghery and his compartner, W 

Dog. Are you good men and true ? 

Vero. Yea, or elfe it weres pity but they fhould fuffer 


falyation body and foul. , 
Dog. Nay, that were punifhment too good for them, if 
in them, being chofen for 


they fhould have any allegiance 1 
the Princes Watch. 

Pirg. Well, give them their 
bery. 

Dog. Fir, Who think you the moft difartlefs man to 
be Conftable ? 

Watch. ¥. Hugh Otecake, fir, ot George Seacole; for they 
can write and read. 

Dog. Come hither Neighbour Seacole; God hath 
bleft you with a good Name , to bea well-favoured man, 
is the gift of Fortune, but to write and read comes by 
Nature. 

VVatch. 2. Both which Mafter Conftable 

Dog. You. have: I knew it would be your anfwer : 
well, for your favour fir, why give God thanks, and make 
no boaft of its and for your writing and reading, let that 
appear when there is no need of fuch vanity: you are 
thought here to be the moft fenflels and fit man for “the 
Conftable of the Watch ; therefore bear you the Lan- 
thorn ; this is your charge: You fhail comprehend all 
vagrom men, you are to bid any man ftand in the Princes} 
nathe. 

VV atch. 2, How if a will not ftand ? 

Dog. Why then‘take no note of him, but let him go, 
and prefently call the reft of the Watch together , and 
thank God you are rid of a knave. 

Verg. If he will not ftand when he is bidden, he is none 
of the Princes fubje&s. 

Dog. True, and they are to meddle with none but the 
Princes {ubj-€5.: you fhall alfo make no noile in the ftreets: 
for, for the Watch to babble and talk, is moft tolerable, 
and not to be endured. 

VV atch. We will rather fleep than talk ; we know what 
belongs to a Watch. 

Dog. Why you {peak like an ancient and moft quiet 
Watchman, for I cannot fee how fleeping fhould offend ; 
only have acare that your bills be not ftoln: well, you 


is too good to paint out her wicked- | 
ere worfe : think you of a worte} 
der not rill further war- 


ht why I fhould not mar- 
here I fhould wed, 


her, till you are my wit- | 
and let the iffue thew 


day untowardly turned. 

thwarting ! 

nted! fo will you fay 
Exeunt, 

ith the Watch. 


e 
." 


charge neighbour Dag- 


Auch ado about No 


thing. 


aretocall at all the Al 


get them to bed. 

VV atch. How if they will no 

Dog, Why then let them alone till t! 
they make you not then the better 
they arenot the men you took them ior, 

VVatch, Weil fir. 

Dog. \f you meet a thief, you may.fufpeéthim by | 
tue of your office, to beno true man 3 and for fuch kin 
of men, the lefs you meddle or make with them, why 
more is for your honefty. 

VV atch. Mf we know him tobe a thief, fhall wenot fay | 
hands on him ? 

Dog. Truly by your office you may; but | thiok they that 
touch pitch will be defil’d : the molt peaceable way for yous 
if youdo take a thief,is, tolet him fhew himfel! what he 
is, and fteal out of his company. 

Verg. You have been alwayscall’d a merciful man, part 
ner, 

Dog. Truly 1 would not hang a dog by my will, much 
more a man who hath any honefty in him. 

Verges. \f you hear achild cry in the night, you mui 


en 


en sid th 


+ > 


L 


nivyer 


cali to the Nurfe, and bid-her fillit. 

V¥atch. How if the Nurte be afleep, and will not hear 
us? 

Dog. Why then depart in peace, and tec the child wake 
her with crying: for the Ewe t i hear her 
Lamb when it baes, will never aniwer a Cail when it 


bicats. 

Verges. Tis very true. 

Dog. This isthe end of the charge: you Confable are 
to prefent the Princes own perfon, if you meet the Prince 
in the night. you may ftay hia. 

Verges. Nay birlady that | think I cannot. 

Dog. Five fhillings to one on’t with ahy man that know 
the Statutes, he may flay him, marry not without the 
Prince be willing : for indeed the Watch ought to offen 
no man; and it is an offence to flay a man againft his 
will. 

Verges: Birlady 1 think it be fo, 

Dog. Ha, ah, ha, well matters good night, and there be 
any matter of weight chances,call up me,keep your fellows 
counfel, and your own, and good night, come Neigh- 
‘sour, 

Vatch. VVell matters, we hear our charge, let us 20 | 
fit here upon the Church bench tillaiggim, and then all to | 
bed. 

Dog, One word more, honeft neighbours. I pray you 
watch about Signior Leanato’s door, for the wedding be- 
ing there to morrow, there is a great coil to night, adieu, 
be vigilant I befeech you. Exeunt, 

Enter Borachio and Conrade. 

Bor. VVhat, (onrade ? . 

Wateh. Peace, ftir not. 

Bor. Conrade \ fay. 

Con. Here man, 1am at thy elbow. 

Bor. Mafs and my elbow itcht, I rhought there would a 
{cab follow. = 

Con. I will owe thee an anfwer for that, and now for- 
ward with thy tale. 

Bor. Stand thee clofe thenunder this Pent-houfe, for it 
drizles rain, and J will, like a true drunkard, utter all to 
thee == 

Wateh. Some treafon mafters, yet Mand clofe. 

Bor. Therefore know, I have earned of Don fa 
fand Ducats. 

Con, Isit poffible that any villany fhould be fo dear ? 

Bor, Thou fhould@ rather ask if it were poflible any vil- 
lany fhould be fo rich? for when rich villains have need of 
poor ones, Poor ones may make what price they will. 

Con. I,wonder at it. 

Bor. That fhews thou art unconfirm’d, thou knoweft 
that the fathion of a doublet,or a har, ora cloak,is nothing 
toa Man. 
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Con. Yes, itis apparel. 

Bor. I mean the fafhion: 

Con. Yes the fafhion is the fafhion. 

Zor. Tuth, 1 may as well fay che fool’s the f 
feeft thou not what a deformed thief this fafhion | 

Watch. [know that deformed, a has beena V 
this feven years, a goes UP and down like a Gentleman: 
| remember his name. 

Bor. Did’ft thou not hear fomebody ? 

Con, No, ’twas the vane on the houfe. 

Bor. Seeft thou not ( I fay ) what a deformed thief 
this fathion is, how giddily a turns about all the Hot- 
bloods, between fourteen and five and thirty, fometimes 
fafhioning them like Pharoes foldiers in the rechie painting, 
fometimes like god-Bell’s priefts in the old Church window, 
fometime like the fhaven Hercules in the fmircht worm- 
eatantapeftry, where his Cod-piece feems as maffie as his 
club. 

Con. AftthisI fee, and fee that the fafhion wears out 
more apparel than the man; but art not thou thy felf gid- 
dy witl: the fafhion too, that thou haft fhifted out of thy 
tale into telling me of the fafhion? 

Bor. Not fo neither, but know that I have to night 
wooed Margaret the Lady Hero’s gentlewoman, by the 
name of Hero ; fhe leans me outat her miftrefs chamber 
window, bidsmea thoufand times good night: I tell this 
tale vildly: I fhould firft tefl thee how the Prince Claudio, 
and my Mafter planted, and placed, and poflefled by my 
Matter Don Fobn, faw afar off in the Orchard this amiable 
encounter. 

Con. And thought thy AZargaret was Hero ? 

Bor. ‘Two of them did, the Prince and Claudio, but the 


e fool,.but 
s ? 


his oaths which firft pofleftthem, partly by the dark night 
which did deceive them, but chiefly by my villany, 
which did confirmany flander that Don ohn had made, 
away went Claudio enraged, fwore he would meet her as 
he was appointed next morning at the Temple, and there. 
before the whole Congregation fhame her with what he 
faw o’re night, and fend her home again without a Hus- 
band. 

Watch. 1. We charge youin the Princes name ftand. 

Watch. 2. Callupthe right mafter Conftable, we have 
here recovered the moft dangerous piece of: lechery that 
ever was known in a.Common-wealth. 

Watch, 1. And eformed is one of them, I know 
him, a wears a lock. 

Con. Mafters, matters. 

Watch. 2. You’lbe made bring Deformed forth I war- 
rant you. 

Con. Mafters, never fpeak, we charge you, let us obey 
you to go with us. 

Bor. Weare like to prove a goodly commodity,being ta- 
ken up of thefe mens bills. 

Con. A commodity in queftion! warrrant you, come 
we'l obey you. Exeunt. 

Enter Herg, and Margaret, and Ur{ula. 

Hero. Good Ur fide wakemy Coufin Beatrice, and de- 

| fire her torife. ae 

Urfu. Ewill Lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Url. Well. ; 

Mar. Troth, I think your other rébato were better. 

Hero. No pray thee good Meg Ile wear this. 

Mar. By my troth’s not fo good, and I warrant your 
Confin will fay fo. 

Hero. My Coufin’sa fool, and thou art another, le 
wearnone but this. 

Mar. Vike the new tire within excellently, if the hair 
werea thought browner: and your Gown’s a moft rare 
fafhion ifaith, Ifaw the dutchefsof Adil/ains Gown, that 
they praife fo. 

Hero. O that exceeds they faye 


* \ 


devil my Mafter knew fhe was Margaret, and partly by 
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Mar. By my troth’s but a Night-Gown in refpect of 
yours, cloth a gold and cuts, and lac’d with filver, fee with 
pearls down-fleeves,fide-fleeves, and skirts, round, under- 
born with a blewifhtinfel, but for a fine queint graceful 
and excellent fafhion, yours is worth ten on’t. 

Hero, God give me joy to wear it, for my heart is ex 
ceeding heavy. 

Brats "Twill be heaviér foon, by the weight of a 
Hero. Fie upon thee, art not afham’d? 
Marg. Of what Lady? of fpeaking honourably? is 

not marriage honourable in a beggar ? is not your Lord}. 

honourable without marriage ? | think you would haye 
me fay, faving your reverence a husband : and bad think- 
ing do not wreft true f{peaking, Ile offend no body, is there 
any harm in the heavier fora husband? none I think,and 
it be the right husband, and the-right wife, otherwife ’tis} 
light and not heavy, ask my Lady Beatrice elfé, here thé 
comes. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero. Good morrow Coze. 

Beat. Good morrow {weet Hero. 

Hero. Why how now ? do you fpeak in the fick tune ? 

Beat. Iam out of all other tune methinks, 4 

Mar. Claps into Light a love, (that goes without a 
burden, ) do you fing it, and Ile dance it. 

Beat. Ye light alove with your heels, then if your 
eet have ftables enough, you’! look he thall lack no 

arns. 

Mar. O illegitimate confiruction! 1 {corn that with my 

heels. | 

Beat. ’Tisalmoft five a clock coufin, *tis time you were 
ready, by my troth 1am exceeding ifl, hey ho. 

Mar. For ahauk, ahorfe, ora husband 2 

Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H. 

Mar. Well, and you be not turn’d Turk, there’s no} 
more failing by the ftar. 

Beat. What means the fool trow ? 
Mar. Nothing ],but God fend every one their-hearts de- 
re, 

Hero. ‘Thefe gloves the Count fent me, they are an ex- 

cellent perfume. 

Beat. 1 am ftuft Coufin, I cannot finell. 

oe A maidand ftuft ! there’sa goodly catching of} 
cold. 

Beat. O God help me, God help me, how long have 
you profeft apprehenfion ? 

Mar. Ever fince you left it; doth not my wit become 
me rarely ? 

Beat. It is not feen enough, 
cap, by my trothI am fick. 

Mar. Get you fome of this diftilfd carduus benedictus 
and lay it to your heart, it is the only thing for a qualm. 

Hero. ‘There thou prick’ft her with a thifle. 

_ Beat. Benediétus, why beneditius ? you have fome moral 

in this benedictus. 

_ Mar. Moral? no by my troth, [have no moral mean- 

ing, I meant plain holy thifsle, you may think perchance 

that I think you are in love, nay birlady I am not fuch a 

fool to think what! lift,nor lift not to think what can 

nor indeed Icannot think, if I would think my heart out} 
of thinking, that you are in love, or that you will be in 
love, or that you can be in love: yet Benedick was fach 
another, and now ishe become a man, he {wore he would 
never Marry, and yet nowin defpight of his heart he eats 
zm ren without grudging, and how you may be convert- 
ne alba i methinks you look with your eyes as 
Beat. What pace is this thy to aa 
Mar. Nota falfe gallop. Oo — 
Enter Urfula. 

Urf: Madam, withdraw, the plete 
Benedick, Don Fohn, and-allthe 
come to fetch you to Church. — 
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Hero. Help to drefs me good Coze, good Adeg, good Fran. Youcome hither my Lord to marry this LadY-| 
Ur{ula. Clan. No. | 


Enter Leonata, and the Conftable and Leon. Yo be married to her, Frier, you come to mar-| 
the Headborough. ry her. |<, ; 

Leonata. What would you with me, honeft neigh-| Frier. Lady, you come hither to be married to _ 
bour ? Count. 
Conft. Dog. Marry fir I would have fome confidence Hero. I do. | 
with you, that decerns you nearly. i Frier. Vf either of you know any inward impediment | 
Leon. Brief I pray you, for you fee tis a bufie time | why you fkould not be conjoined, I charge you on your | 
with me. fouls toutter it. 3 | 
Conft. Dog. Marry this it is fir Clau. Know you.any, Hero ? | 
Headb. Yesin truth it is fir. Hero. None my. Lord. 
Leon. What is it my good friends? — : Frier. Know you any, Count? 
Conft. Dog. Goodman Verges fir {peaks a little of the| Leon. 1 dare make his anfwer, None. 
matter, an old man fir, and his wits are not fo blunt, as| Clau. O what mendare do! what menmaydo! what | 
God help, I would defire they were, but infaith honeft as| men daily do ! 


the skin between his brows. Ben. How now! interjections? why ther, fome be of 


Headb. Yes 1 thank God, Iam as honeft as any man laughing, as ha, ha, he. 
living, that is an old man, and no honefter thanl. Claw. Stand thee by Frier : father by your leave, 
Conft. Dog. Comparifons are odorous, palabras, neigh- Will you with this freeand naceeibnatied: ul | 
pour Verges: Give me this maid your daughter 2 
Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious: Leon. As freely fon, as God did. give her me. 
Conft. Dag. it pleafes your worfhip to fay fo, but we are| Clan. And what have | to give you back, whofe worth 
the poor Dukes Officers, but traly for mine own part, if 1| May counterpoife this rich and precious gift ? 
were as tedious asa King, I could find in my heartto be-| Prin. Nothing, unlefs you render her again. 
frow it all of your worfhip. Claw. Sweet Prince, you learn me noble thankfualnefs ; 
Leon. All thy tedioufhefS on me, alate eT There Leonata, take her back again, 
Conft. Dog. Yea, and ’cwere a thoufand times more than Give not this rottén Orange to your friend, 
ris, for I hear as good exclamation on your Worfhip as of | She’s but the fign and fensblance of herhonour : 
any man in the City, and thol be but a poor man, I am | Behold how like a maid fhe blufhies here ! 
lad to hear it. O what authority and thew of truth 
Headb. And fo aml. Can cunning fin-cover it felf withal ! 
Leon. | would fain know what you have to fay. Comes not that blood, as modeft evidence, 
Headb. Marry fir, our watch to night, excepting your |To witnefs fimple Vertue? would you not {wear 
worthips prefence, have tane a cou ple of as arrant knaves, | All you that fee her, that fhe were a maid, 


By thefé exteriour fhews? But fheis none : 
She knows the heat of a luxurious bed : 
Her bluh is guiltinefs, not modetty. 
Leon. What do you mean, my Lord? 
Clau. Not tobe married, 
Not knit my foul to an approved wanton. 
Leon. Dear my Lord, if you in your own proof, 
Have vanquifht the refiftance of your youth, 
And made defeat of her vifginity. (her. 
Clan. | know what you would fay: if! have known 
You will fay, fhe did imbrace me as g-husband, 
And to extenuate the forehand fin: No Leowaro, 
Inever tempted her with word too large, 
But as a brother to his fifter, fhewed 
Bafhful fincerity and comely love. 
Hero. And feem’dlever otherwifé to you? 
Clau. Outon thee feeming, I will write againft it, 
You (eem to me as Diana inher Orb, 
As chaft asis the bud ere it be blown : 
But you are more intemperate in yout blood; 
Than Venus, or thofe pamper’danimals, 
That rage in favage fenfuality. 
Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth fpeak fo wide ? 
Leon. Sweet Prince, why fpeak not you ? 
Prin. What fhouldIfpeak? , 
Iftand difhonour’d that have gone about, 
Tolink my dear friend to a common ftale- 
Leon. Are théfe things fpoken, or do I but dream ? 
Baft. Sir they are {poken, and thefé thingsare true. 
Ben. Thislooks not like a nuptial. 
Hero. True! OGod! 
Clay. Leonatcs ftand lhere? 
\Ts this the Prince ?.-is this the Princes brother ? 
> [Is this face Heroes ? 2 wnt 
Enter Prince, Raftard, Leonitas Frier, Claudio, Benedick, 2 hie Sew ik: boca my Lord? 
Heros tid RORERE Clan. Let me but move one queftion to your daughter, 
Leon. Come Frier Francis, be brief, only to the plain And by that fathérly and kindly power, 
formof marriage, and you fhall recount their particular | That you have in her, bid her anfwer truly. 
duties afterwards. . Leon. | charge theé - as thou art my child. = 
3 erce 
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as any in Méeffina. 

Conjf. Dog. A good old man fir, he will be talking as 
they fay, when theage is in, the witis out, God help us; 
it isa world to fee: well faid yfaith neighbour Verges, 
well, God’s a good man, and two men rides an horfe, 
one muft ride behind, anhoneft foul yfaith fir, by my troth 
he is, as ever broke bread, but God is to be worfhipt, all men 
are not alike, alas good neighbour. 

Leon: Indeed neighbour he comes too fhort of you. 

Conff. Dog. Gifts that God gives. 

Leon. \ muftleave you. 

Conft. Dog. One word fir, our watch have indeed com- 
prehended twoafpitious perfons, and we would have them 
this morning examined before your worthip. 

Leon. Take their exarsination your felf, and bring it me, 
| am now in great haft, as may appear unto you. 
Conft. It fhall be fuffigance. [ Exit 
Leon. Drink fome wine ere you go: fare you well. 

Mef, My Lord, they ftay for you to give your daughter 
to her husband. 

Leon. lle waitupon them. Tam ready. 

Dough. Go good partner, go get YOU to Francis Seecoale, 
bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the Goal; we are now 
to examine thofe men. 

Verges. And we muft do it wifely. : 

Dough. We will {pare for no wit I warrant you ; here's 
that fhall drive fome of them to a non-come, only get the 
learned writer to fet down our excommunication, and 
meet me at the Goal. Exeunt. 


Adus Quartus. 


4 


s 
\.  FO4, 
Hero. O God defend me, how am I befet ! 
What kind of catechizing call you this? 
Leon. To make you anfwer truly to your name. 
Hero. Is it not Hero? whocan blot that name 
With any juft reproach ? 
Glau. Marry that can Hero, 
Hero it felf can blot out Hero’s vertue. 
What a man was he, talkt with you yefternight, 
Out at your Window betwixt twelve and one? 
Now if you area Maid, anfwer to this. 
Hero. 1 talkt with noman at that hour, my Lord. 
Prin, Why then you are no maiden. Leonata, 
{am forry you muft hear : upon mine honour, 
My felf, my brother, and this grieved Count 
Did feeher, hear her,at that hour laft night, 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber window, 
Who hath indeed moft like a ] 


— 


‘al villain 
Confeft the vile encounters they have had 
fand times in fecret. 

: ea Fie, fie, they are not tobe named my Lord, 
Not to be {poken of, 
There is not chaftity enough in language, 
Without offence, to utter them = thus pretty Lady 
lam forry for chy much mifgovernment. 

Claud, O Hero} what a Hero hadft thou been, 
If half thy outward graces had been placed 
About thy thoughts and counfels of thy heart ? 
But fare thee well, moft foul, moft fair, farewell. 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity, 
For thee I’le lock up all the gatesof Love, 
And on my eyelids fhall conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 
And never fhall ic more be gracious. ; 

Leon. Hathno mans dagger here a point forme ? 


Bea. Why how now coufin, wherefore fink you down ? 
Baft. Come, let us go: thefe things come thus to light, 


Smother her fpirits up. 

Ben. How doththe Lady ? 

Beat. Dead | think, help Uncle, pe 
Hero, Why Hero, Uncle, Signior Benedick, Frier. 

Leon. O Fate! take not away thy heavy hand, 
Death is the faireft cover for her fhame 
That may be witht for. 

Beat. How now coufin Hero? 

Fri. Have comfort Lady. 

Leo. Doft thou look up? 

Fri, Yea, wherefore fhould the not ? 


Leo. Wherefore? Why doth not every earthly thing 


Cry fhame upon her? Could fhe here deny 
The ftory that is printed in her blood 2 

Do not live Hero, do not ope thine eyes : 

For did I think thou would’ft not quickly die, 
Thought Ithy {pirits were ftronger than thy fhame’s 
My felf would on the rearward of reproaches 
Strike at thy life. Griev’d I, I had butone 2. 
ChidI, for thatat frugal natures frame? 

One too much by thee : why had 1 one ? 

Why ever was’t thou lovely in my eyes 2 
Why had I not with charitable hand 

Took up a beggars iflue at my gate’s: 

Who fmeer’d thus, and mir’d with infamy, 

{ might have faid, no part of it is mine: 
This fhame derives it felf from unknown loins, 
But mine, and mine Ilov’d, ‘and mine I prais’d, 
And mine that! was proud on, mine fo much, 
That I my felf, wasto my felf not mine : 
Valuing of her, why the, O the is fal’n 

Into a pit of Ink, that the wide fea. 
Hath drops too few, to wafhher clean again, 
And falt toolittle, which may f€afon give 

To her foultainted flefh. 


Ben. Sit, fir,be patient: for my part, 1am fo attired 


in wonder, I know not what to fay. 
Beat. Oon my foul my coufin is belied. 


ee 


Much ado about Notbing, 


ar etl = 


Change flander to remorfe, 
But not for that dream Ion 
But on this travel look for greater birth : 
She dying, as it muft be {o maintain’d 

Upon the inftant that the v ; 
Shall be lamented, pitied, 
Of every hearer : for fo ir 
That vvhat vv 


Whiles vve enjoy ic; but being lack’d and loft, 


eS 


Ben. Lady were you her bedfellow laft night? 
Bea. Notruly: not; although until laft night, 
Ihave this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 


Leon. Confirm’d, confirm’d, O that is ftronger made} 
> > > 


Which was before barr’d up with ribs of iron. 
Would the Prince lie, and Claudio would he lie 
Who lov’d her fo, that {peaking of her foulnefs, 
Wath’d it with tears 2 Hence from her, let her die, 


Fri. Hear me a little, for 1 have only been filent fof 
long, and given Way unto thiscourfe of fortune, by no- 


ting of the Lady, Ihave mark’d 

A thoufand bluthing apparitions, . 
To ftart inher face, a thonfand innocent fhame’s 
In Angel whitenefs bear awa 


ay thofe blufhes, 
And inher eye there hath appear’d a fire 
To burn the errors that thefe Princes hold 
Againft her. maiden truth. Call mea fool, 
Truft not my reading, nor my obfervations, 
Which with experimental feal doth warrant 
The tenure of my book: truft not my age, 
My reverence, calling, nor dignity, 
If this {weet Lady lie not guiltlefs here, 
Under fome biting error. 
Leon. Frier, it cannot be; 
Thou feeft that all the Grace that fhe hath lefi, 
Is, that fhe will not add to her damnation 
A fin of perjury, fhe not deniesit: 
Why feek’ft thou then to cover with excufe, 
‘That which appears in proper nakednefs 2 
Fri. Lady, what manis he youare accus’d of ? 
Hero. They know that do accufe me, I know none: 
If 1 know more of any man alive 
Than that which maiden modefty doth Warrant, 
Letall my fins lack mercy. O my Father, 
Prove you that any man with me converit, 
At hour’s unmeet, or that lyefternight 
Maintain’d the change of words with any creature, 
Refufe me, hate me, torture meto death. 
Fri, There is fome ftrange mifprifion in the Prince. 
Ben. ‘Two of them have the very bent of honor, 


And if their Wifdom’s be mifled in this, 
The practife of it lives in Fobx the baftard, 
Whofe fpirits toil in frame of villanies, 


Leon. I know not: if they {peak but truth of her, 


Thefe hands fhall tear her : If they Wrong’her honor, 
The proudeft of them fhall well hear it. 

Time hath not yet fo dried this blood of mine, 
| Nor age fo eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made fuch havock of my Means, 

Nor my bad life reft me fo much of friends, 

But they fhall find awaked in fucha kind, 

Both ftrength of limb, and policy of mind, 

Ability in means, and choice of friends, 

To quit me of them thoroughly. 


Fri. Paufea while, 


And let my counfél {way you in this Gale, -.. 
Your daughter herethe PrincefS (left for dead ) 
Let her a while be fecretly kept in, 

And publith it that fhe is dead indeed: 

Maintain a mourning oftentation, 

And on your Families old monument, 

Hang mournful Epitaph’s, and do al 
That appertain unto a burial. 


I rites, 


Leon. What thall become of this? What 


Fri. Marry this vvell carried, thallon her behalf, 


that is fome good ; .» 


this ftrange'courfe, 


Vas accus’d, 
and excus’d 

falls out, 

¢ have, vve prize not to the worth 


iin 


vvill thisdo2?{ 


Se 


mann 


Why then we rack the value, then we find Bene. Beatrice. 
The virtue that pofleffion would not fhew us Beat. Infaith I will go. 
Whiles it was ours ; fo will it fare with Claudio Bene. We'll. be friends firft. 
When he fhall hear fhe dyed upon his words, Beat. You dare eafier be friends with me, than fight 
Th’ Idea of her life fhall fweetly creep with mine enemy. - 
Into his ftudy of imagination, Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 
Andevery lovely Organ of her life, Beat. Is anot approved inthe height a Villain,that hath | 
Shall come apparell’d in more precions habit ! flandered, fcorned , difhonoured my Kinfwoman? O that } 
More moving, delicate, and full of life, I were a man! What, bear her in hand untilthey come to 
Into the eye aud profpect of his foul, take hands, and then with publick accufation, uncovered | 
Than when fhe liv’d indeed : then fhall he mourn, flander, unmittigated rancour? O God that I werea man, | 
If ever Love had intereft in his Liver, I would eat his heart in the market-place. | 
And with he had not fo accufed her: Bene. Hear me Beatrice. ; 
No, tho he thought his accufation true : _ Beat. Talk witha man out at a Window : a proper fay- 
Letthis be fo, and doubt not but furccefs ing. 
Will fafhion the event in better fhape Bene. Nay but Beatrice. } 
Than I can lay it down in likelihood. Beat. Sweet Hero, fhe is wrone’d, fhe is flandered, fhe is 
But if allaim but this be level’d falfe, undone. | 
The fuppofition of the Ladies death Bene. But? | 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy- 3eat. Princes and Counties? farely a princely teftimo- | 
And if itfort not well, you may conceal her; ny, a goodly Count-Comfeét, a fweet Gallant furely: O 
As beft befits her wounded Reputation, that Iwere a man for his fake! or that 1 had any friend | 
Informe Reclufive and Religious life, . would be aman for my fake! But manhood is melted in- | 
Out of alleyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. to curtefies, valour into complement, and men are only 
Ben. Signior Leonato, let the Frier advife you, turned into tongue, and trim ones too : he is now as vall- 
And tho you know my inwardnefs and love ant as Hercules, that only tells a lie, and {wears it: Tean-| 
Is very much unto the Prince and Claudio, not be a man with wifhing, therefore { will die a woman 
Yet, by mine honour, I wifl deal in this with grieving. 
As fecretly and juftly, as your foul Bene. Tarry good Beatrice, by this hand 
Should with your body. Beat. Ufe it for my love fome other way | 
Leon. Being that I flow in grief, by it. 
| The finalleft twine may lead me. Bene. Think you in your foul the Count C/audio hath ( 
Frier. ’ Tis well confented, prefently away, wrong’d Hero? ; 
For to firange fores, ftrangely they ftrain the cure: Beat. Yea, as fure as I have a thonghtor a ful 
Come Lady, dye tolive, this Wedding-day Bene. Enough. I am engag’d, I will challenge him, 1 
Perhaps is but prolong*d,have patience and endure. 2 will kifs your hand, and fo leave you : by this hand Claw | 
Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while : dio fhall render me dear account: as you-hear of me, {0 } 
Beat. Yea, and Iwill weep a while longer. think of me: go comforc your coufin, [ muit fay fhe is 
Bene. 1 willnot defire that. dead, and fo farewell. Exeunt. 
Beat: You have no reafon, I doit freely. _ : 
Bene. Surely 1 do believe your fair Coufin is wrong’d. Enter the Conftables, Borachia, and the Tiwn 


Beat. Ah how much might the man ‘deferve of me that ‘ae hee 
would right her ! - : 
Bene. {s there any way to fhew furch friendfhip ? 
Beat. Avery even way, but no fuch friend. 


Bene. May a mandoit? 


Keeper. Is our whole diflembly appeared ? 

Cowly. O.a ftool and cufhion for the Sexton. 

Sexton. Which be the Malefactors ¢ 

Beat. It is amans office, but not yours. s Andrew. Marry that am I,and my partner, 

Bene: 1 do love nothing in the world fo well asyou; S| Caly. Nay, that’s certain, we have the exhibition to 


not that ftrange ? E 


ee ae 


Beat. As ftrange as the thing 1 know not: it were a) Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be exa- 
poffible for me to fay, I loved nothing fo well as you 5 but} mined? letthem come before Mafter Conftable. 
believe menot: and yet I lye not: Iconfefs nothing, Nt} Kemp. Yea marry, let them come before me : what is 
[ deny nothing ! Iam forry for my Coufin. your name friend ? 

Bene. By my Sword Beatrice thou lov’ft me. Bor. Borachio. 

Beat. Do not fwear by it and eat it. ; Kemp. Pray writedown Borachio. Yours firra ? 

Bene. Iwill fwear by it that you love me; dnd will} Conv. 1 am a Gentleman fir, and my name is Comrade. 
make him eat it that fays I love not you. Keep. VVrite down Mafter Gentleman Conrade: ma 


a a 


Beat. Will you not eat your word ¢ fters, do you ferve God? matters, it is proved already 
Bene. With no fawce that can be devifed toit: I proteft | thar you are little betrer than fall knaves, and it will go 
I love thee. neer to be thought fo fhortly, how anfwer you for your 
Beat. Why then God forgive me. felves ? 
Bene. What offence fweet Beatrice ? Conr. Marry fir, we fay we are none. 
Beat. You have ftayed me ina happy hour: was &| Kemp. A marvellous witty fellow | affure you, but ! 
bout to proteft I loved you. willgo about with him: come you hither firra, 4 word 
3ene» And do it with all thy heart. _ linyour ear fir ; [fay to you, it is thought you are falfe 
Beat. 1 love youwWith f6 much of my heart, thar none !s | knaves, : 
left to proteft. Bor. Siz, I fay to you, we are none. 
Bene. Come, bid medo any thing for thee. Kemp. Well, ftand afide, fore God they are bothin a 
Beat. Kill Clavdio, tale: have you writ down they are none ? 
Bene. Ha! not fot the wide World. Sext. Maiter Conftable, you go not the way to exa 
Beat; You killme to deny: farewell: - mine, you mutt call forth the VVatch that are their accu 
Bene. Larry {weet Beatrice. fers. ° 
Beat. Tam gone tho lant here: thereis no lovein you? | Kemp. Yea marry, that’s the efteft way, let the VVatel 
nay I pray you let me go. come torth: mafters, I charge you in the Princes name 
accufe thefe men. 1. Watci 


re 
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ae ~ This man‘faid fir, that Dow Fobn the Princes 
brother was a villian. 
Kemp. Write down, Prince Fobn a villain : 
flat perjury, tocalla Princes brother villain. 
Bore Mafter Conftable 
Kemp. Pray thee fellow peace, 1 do not like thy look, 1 


prot mife thee. 
V hat heard you him fay elfe ? 


why this is 


hie 2. M jarry that he had received a thoufand Du- 
kas of Don fobn, for the accul ing the Lady Hero wrong- 
fully. 

Kemp. t Burglary as ever was committed. 

Conjt. cal ae th ’mafs that it is. 

Sexton. What'elfe fellow ¢ 

Watch. 1 And that Count Claudio did mean upon his 


words, a grace Hero before the whole affembly, and 


; not marry her. 
Kemp. O villain | thou wilt be condemn’d into everlaft- 


ing redei npti on for th iS. : 
Sextet. W hat elfe ? 
Wateh. This is all. 


Sexton. And this is more mafters than you can deny, 


| Prince Je m is this morning fecretly ftolnaway: Hero was | 


in this manner accus’d, in this very manner refus’d, and 
upon the “grief of this fuddenly died. Matfter Conttable, 
ict thefe men be bound, and brought to Leonatoy | will go 
before, and thew him their examination. 

Cont. Come, let them be opinion’d. 

Sent. Let them be in the hands of Coxcomb. 

Kemp. God’s my life, where’s the sexton? let him write 
down the Princes Officers Coxcomb: come, bind them ; 


thou naagaty varlet. 

Cowley. Away, you arean afs, you are an afs. 

Kemp, Dott thou not fufpe&t my place ? doft thou not 
fafpeci my years? O that he were here to write me down 


anafs! but matters, remember thatl amanafs: tho it be 

not written down, yet forget not that I aman afs: No 
? 

thou villain, thou art full of. piety, as fhall be prov’d upon 


more, an officer, and which is more, a houfholder, and 
which is more, as pretty a piece of flefh as any in Mejia, | 
andone that knows theL a0 go to, and a rich fellow 
ellow that hath had loffes, and one 


enough, go to, andaf 


that hath two gowns, and every thing handfome about, 


him, bring him away ; O that 1 had been writ down an 


als ! Exit. 


ae 
Actus Quintus. 


Enter Lecnato and bis brother. 


Brother. If you go onthus, you will kill your felf, 
aa? tis not wifdom thus to fecond grief, 
Againfty our felf. 
Le mm. | pray thee ceafe thy counfel, 
hich falls into mine ears as profitlefs, 
As waterina fieve: give not me Sp hnited, 
Nor let no comfort elfe deli ght mineear, + 
But 1a one whofe w rongs doth fute with mine. 
Brit 42 me a father that fo low *d his child, 
Whofe joy of her isoverwhelm’d like mine. 
And bid him {peak of patience, 
Meafiire his woe the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it anfwer every {train for fttain, 
As thus for thus, and facha grief for firch; 
In every linearnent, branch, fh ape, and form: 
\lf fuch'a one will fini ile and ftroke his beard, 
Pie hollow, wag, cry hem, when he fhould groan, 
Patch grief with proverbs, make misfortune drunk, 


With candlewatters: bring him yet to me, 


Much ado about Nothing. 


| Some of us would lye low. 
thee by goo sd wie I ama wife fellow, and which is 


einen 


And I of him wifl gather patience: 

But there is no fuch man : ; for brother, men 

Can counfel, and give comnfort to that grief, 

Which they themfelves not feel, but tafting i it, 

Their counfel turns to paffion, which before 

Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 

Fetter ftrong madnefs ina filkenthread, 

Charm ach with air, and agony with h words. 

No, no, ’tis allmens office, to {peak patience 

To ‘thot that wring under the load of forrow : 

But no mans vertue nor fufficiency 

To be fo moral, when he fhafl endure 

The like himfelt : therefore give me no counfel, 

My griefs cry louder than advertifement. 
Broth. ‘Therein do men from children nothing differ. 


Leo. I pray thee peace, I will be fleth and blood, 
For there was never yet Philofopher, 


That could endure the tooth-ach patiently, 
How ever they have writ the ftile of gods, 
‘aps eee — chance and finfferance. 

roth. Yet bend not all the harm upon your elf, 
eros ie hoe do offend you fufter De. / 

con. ‘There thou {peak’ft reafon, nay I will do f 
My fouldoth tell me, Herois belied, f Gi 
And that fhall Claudio know, fo fhall the Prince, 
And all of then that thus difhonour her, 


Enter Prince and Claudio. 
Broth. Here comes the Prince and C laudio haftily. 
Prin. Good den, good den. 
Claw, Good day to both of you. 
Lecn. Hear youmy Lords 2 
Prin. Pa have fome haftée Leonato. 
Leo. Some hafte my Lord ! well-fare 
Are you fohafty cowl well, all is She es 
Prin. Nay do not quarrel with us, good old man 
Brot. If he could right. himfelf with quarreling, 


Clau. Who wrongs him 2 
Leon Marry thou doft wrong me, thou 
Nay never lay thy hand upon age {word, cliembler ie 
1 fear thee not, 
Clau. Marry befhrew my hand, 
Ifit fhould give your age fuch cante of fear, 
Infaith my hand‘meant nothing to my {word. 
Leo. "Tufh, tuth, man, never fleer and jeftat me 
I {peak not like a dotard, nor a fool, : 
As under priviledg of age to brag, 
What | have done, being young, or what would do, 
Were Inotold: know Claudio to thy head, 
Thou haft fo wrong’d my innocent Child and me, 
That! am forced to lay my reverence by, 
And with grey hairsand bruife of many days, 
Do challenge thee to trial of a man, 
ct ade haft beli’d mine innocent Child, 
1y flander hath gone throughand throu 
And the lies biget with her saetors nee 
O in a tomb where never fcasdal flepr, 
Save this of hers, fram7d by thy villany. 
Clau. My villany ? 
Leon, Thine Claudio, thine I fay. 
Prin. You fay not rightold man.-: 
Leon. My Lord, my Lord, 
Ple ated it on his body if he dare, 
Defpight his nice fence, and his aéiy 
His AZay of youth, and bloom of inispoa 
Clau. Away, Iwill not have to do with you 
Leo. Canft thou fodafie me? thou haft kit?'d my child, 
if thou kilPft me boy, thou fhalt kifla man. ee 
Bro. He thall kill two of us, and menindeed, 
But that’s no matter, let him kiff one firft, 
Win me and wear me, let him anfwer me, 
Come follow me boy, come fir boy ; come follow me 
Sir boy, I'le whip you from your foyning fence, 


Much ado about Nothing. i 


Nay, as I ama gentleman, I will. 

Leon. Brothet. i 

Bro. Contentyour felf, God knows I lov’d my Neece ; 
And the is dead, flander*d to death by villains, 
‘That dare as well anfwer a man indeed, 

As I dare take aSerpent by the tongue. 
Boys, Apes, Braggarts, Jacks, Milkfops. 

Leon. Brother. Anthony. 

Brot: Hold you content, what man? I know them, yea 
And what they weigh, even to the utmoft fcruple, 
Scambling, outfacing, fafhion-mongring boys, 

That lye, and cog. and flout, deprave.and flander : 
Goantickly, and fhow outward hidioufnets, 

And {peak of half a dozen dangerous words, 

How they might hurt their enemiesif they durft, 
And this is all. 

Leon. But brother Anthony. 

Ant. Come ’tis no matter, 

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 

Pri. Gentlemen both, we will not wake your patience, 

My heart is forry for your daughters death: 
Buton my honour fhe was charg’d with nothing 
But was true, and very full of proof. 

Leon. My Lord, my Lord. 

Prince. I will not hear you. 

Enter Benedick. 

Leon. No! come brother away, I will be heard, 

Exeunt ambo. 

Bro: And fhall, or fome of us will {mart for it. 

Prin. See, fee, here comes the man he went to feek, 

Clau. Now Signior, what news? 

en. Good day my Lord : 

Prin. Welcome Signior, you are almoft come to part 
almoft a fray. 

Claus We had like to have had our two nofes fhapt off 
with two old men without teeth. 

Prin. Leonatoand his brother ; what thinkft thou ? had 
we fought, 1 doubt we fhould have been too young for 
them. 

Bex. In falfe quarrel there is notrue valour: I came to 
feek you both. 

Clau. We have been up and down to feek thee, for we 
are high proof melancholly, and would fain have it beaten 
away: wilt thou ufethy wit ? —~ 

Ben. Itis in my {cabbard, fhall I draw it ¢ 

Prin. Doft thou wear thy wit by thy fide ? 

Clau. Never any did fo, tho very many have been befide 
their wit : Iwill bid thee draw, as we do the Minftrels 
draw to pleafure us. 

Prin. As Tam an honeft man he looks pale: art thou 
fick, or angry ? 

Cla. What! Courage man: What tho care kill’d a 
Cat, thou haft mettle enough to kill care. 

Ben. Sir, 1 fhall meet your Wit in the career, and you 
charge ic againit me: I pray you chufe another fubject. 

Clau. Nay then give him another ftaif, this laft was 
broke crofs. 

Prin. By this light he changes more and more: I think 
he be angry indeed. 

Clau, If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 

Ben. Shall 1 f{peaka word in your ear? 

Clau. God blefS me from a challenge. 

Ben. Youare a Villain, I jeft not, I will make it. good 
how you dare, with what you dare, and when you dare: 
do me right, or Iwill proteft your cowardi€ : you have 
kill’d a {weet Lady, and her death fhall fall heavy on you: 
let me hear from you. : 

Clau. Well | will meet you, fo | may have good cheer. 

Prin. What a feaft ? 

Clau. I faith Ithank him, he hath bid me to calves heads 
and a Capon, the which if I do not carve moft curioufly, 
fay my knife’s naught: fhall I not finda Woodcock too 2 

Ben. Sir, your Wit ambles well, goes eafily. 

Prin. Vie tell thee how Beatrice prais’d thy Wit the 


ie S sd saris i 


~| that I believe,faid fhe, for he fworea thing to me on 


other day :_I faid thou hadft a fine wit: true fays fhe, a 
fine little one: no, faid I, a great wit : right fays fhe, 
u 
| 


great grofs one : nay faid I, a good wit: juft faid fhe, it 
hurtsno body: nay faid I, the Gentleman is wit: 
faid fhe,a wife Gentleman: nay faid 1, he hath thet 


rongues: 


certain 


day night, which he forfwore on Tuefday morning : ¢! ere’s 
adouble tongue, there’s two tongues. Thus did fhe an 
hour together ttanf-fhape thy particular virtues, yer at lat 
the concluded with a figh, thou waft the propereft ma 
in Italy, 

Clan, For the which fhe wept heartily, and {aid the 
car’d not. . 

_ Prin. Yeathat the did;but yet for all that, and if the 
did nothate him deadly, fhe would love him dearly, the 
old mans daughter told us all. 

_ Claw. All, all, and moreover, God faw him when he was 
hid in the garden. 


Prin. But when thall we fet the falvage Bulls horns on 
the fenfible Benedich’s head ? 


Clan. Yea, and text underneath} Here dwells Benedick 
the married man. 


Bene. Fare you well, Boy, you know my mind, I will 
leave you now to your goflep-like humor, you bteak jefis 
as braggards do their blades, which God be thanked hurt 
not: my Lord, for your many courtefies! thank you, I 
muft difContinue your company, your Brother the Baftard 
is fled from Meffina: you have ainong you, killed 4 
fWweet and innocent Lady, for my Lord Lack-beard 
there, he and I fhall meet, and till then peace be with 
him. 

Prin. He is in earnett. 

Clau. In moft profound earneft, and le wartant you, 
for the love of Beatrice. 

Prince. And hath chafleng’d thee. 

Clau. Molt fincerely. 

Prin. Whata pretty thing manis, wheri he’goes in his 
doublet and hofe, and leaves off his wit? 
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Enter Conftable, Conftabley and Borachit 


Clau. Heis then a Giant toan Ape, but thenisati Ape 
a Do¢tor to fuch a man. 

Prin, But foft you, let me fee, pluck up my heart, and 
be fad, did he not fay my brother was fled ? 

Conjfz. Comeyou fir, if Juftice cannot tame you, fhe 
fhall ne’re weigh more reafons in her ballance, nay, and 
you be acurfing hypoerite once, you muft belookt to. 

Prin. How now,two of my brothers men bound ? Bo- 
rachio one. 

Clau, Harken after their offence, miy Lord. 

Prin. Officers, what offence have thefe men done ? 

Conft. Marry fir, they have committed falfe report,more- 
over they have {poken untruths, fecondarily they are flan- 
ders, fixth and laftly, they have belyed a Lady, thirdly, 
they have verified unjuft things, and to conclude, they are 
lying knaves. 

Prin. Firft 1 ask thee what they have done, thirdly 
lask thee what’s their offence, fixth and laftly why they 
are committed; and to conclude, What lay you. to their 
charge? 

Clau, Rightly reafoned, and in his own divifion, an 
by my troth, there’sone meaning wefl futed. : 

Prig. Whom have you offended mafters, that you are 
thus botind to your anfwer? this learned Conftable is too 
cunning to be underftood, what’s your offence? 

Bor. Sweet Prince, leé me go no farther to mine an- 
fwer : do you hear me, and let this Count kill me: I 
have deceived even your very eyes: What your wifdoms 
could not difcover, thefé fhallow fools have brought to 
light, who in the night heard me confefling to this man, 
how Don Fohn your brother incenfed me to flander the La- 
dy Hero, how you were brought into the Orchard, and 
faw me court Margaret in Hero’s garments, how you dif: 
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all Much ado about Nothing. 
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See Son nt eae a i eiemeto 
| oped her when you fhould marry her: my villany they | [befeech,you let it be remembred in his punifhment 5 and 
| °ve upon record, which I had rather feal with my death, alfo the Watch heard them talk of one Deformed; they 
shan repeat over to my fhame; the Lady is dead upon mine fay he wears akey in his ear, and a lock hanging by its 
ad my maflers. falfe accufation: and briefly, I defire no- | and borrews money in Gods name, the which he hath usd 
‘ne but the reward of a viliain. | f0 long, and never paid, that now men grow hard hearted, 
prince. Runs not this fpeech like iron throvgh your | and will lend nothing for Gods fake: pray you ¢xamine 
him upon that point. 
Leon. \ thank thee for thy care and honeft pains. 
Conft. Your worthip fpeaks like amoft tharktnl and re- f 
verend youth, and I praife God for you. 
Leon. There’s for thy pains. 
Conft, God fave the foundation. 
: Leon. Go, | difcharge thee of thy prifoner ; and I thank 
thee, 
Conft.. leave an errant knave with your worfhip,which 
[ befeech your worfhip to corre&t your felf, for the exam- 
ple of others: God keep your worfhip, I wifh your wor- 
fhip well ; God reftore you to health ; I humbly give you 
leave to depart ; and if a merry meeting may be wifh’d, 
God prohibit it , come neighbour. 
Leon. Until to morrow morning, Lords , farewel. 
: Exe un. 
Brot. Farewel my Lords, we look for you tomorrow. 
Prin. We will not fail. 
Clau. Tonight le mourn with Hero. 
Leon. Bring you thefe fellows on, we’l talk with Adarga- 
ret, how her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow. 
Exennt 
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i bload ? 6 ; 
Clay. Thave drunk poifon whiles he uttes’d it. 
Prin. But did my brother fet thee onto this? — 

Per. Yea, and paid me rich for the praétice of it- 
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Prin. He is compos’d of treachery, 
snd ficd he. is upon this villany. 
Clas. Sweet Hero, now thy image doth appear 
In the rare femblance that I lov’d it firft. Ft 
Conft. Come bring eway the plaintifs, by this time our 
Sexton hathinformed Signior Leonato of the matter 5 and 
| maifters, do not forget to fpecifie when time and place 
| fhall ferve, thatl aman Als. tie 
Con. 2. Here, here comes maifter Signior Leonato, and 


the Scxton too: 
Enter Leonato. 


Leon. Which is the Villain ? let me fee his eyes, 
Thar when I note another man like him, 
cay avoid him: which of thefe is he ? 
Bor. If you would know your wronger, look on me. 
Leon. Art thou, art thou the flave that with thy breath 
Hatt kill'd mine innocent child? 
Bor. Yea, evenlalone. 
Teo Noynot fo Villain, thou bel’ thy felf; 
Here ftand a pair of honourable men, 
A third is fled that had a hand in it: 
I thank you Princes for my daughters death, 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds, 
Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 
Clan, [know not how to pray your patience, 
Yet I mutt fpeak, chufe your revenge your felf, 
Impofe me to what penance your mvention 5 
Can Jay upon my fin, yetfion’dT not, ; 
| But in miftaking. 
Prin. By my foul norls 
And yet to fatisfie this good old man, 
| would bend under any heavy weight 
That he'd enjoin me too. 
Leon, You cannot bid my daughter live, 
That were impoflible; but! pray you both 
Poffcefs the people in Meffina here, 
How innocent the died , and if your love 
Can labour ovght in fad invention, 
Hang her an Epitaph upon her Tomb, 
And fing it to her bones, fing it to night : 
To morrow morning come ycu'to my houfe, 
And Gince you could not be my fon-in-law, 
Be yet my Nephew : my brother hath a daughter, 
Almoft the copy of my child that’. dead, + 
And fhe alone is heir to both of us, 
Give her theright you fhould have giv’a her coufin, 
And fo dies my revenge. 
Clan. O noble fir! 
Your overkindnefs doth wring tears fromme = 


| do embrace your offer, and difpole 
2 henceforth of poor Claudio. 


Enter Benedick and Margaret. 


Ben. Pray thee fweet Miftrefs ALargarer, deferve well at} 
my hands, by helping me to the fpeech of Beatrice. 

Mar. Will you then write me a Sonnet in praife of my 
beauty ? 

Ben. \n fo high a ftile AZargaret, that no man living thalt 
come over it 5 for in moft comely truth thou deferveft 
if, 

Mar, To have noman come over me 3 why, fhall Tal- 
ways keep below fairs? f 

Ben, Thy witis as quick as the greyhounds mouth, it 
catches, 

Mar. And yours as blunt asthe Fencers foils, which hit 
but hurt nor. 

Ben. Amoft manly wit AZargaret, it will not hurt a wo- 
man; and fol pray thee call Beatrice, 1 give thee the 
bucklers: 

Mar. Give us the fwords, we have bucklers of our 
own. as 

Ben. If you ufe them Margaret, you muft put in the 
pikes with a vice, and they are dangerous weapons for } 
Maids. 

Mar. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who I think 
hathlegs, Exit Margaret. 

Ben. And therefore will come. The god of love that fits 
above, and knows me, and knows me how pitiful I deferve, 
I mean in finging; but in loving, Leander the good fwim- 
mer, Troilous the firft employer of panders, and a whole 
book full of thefe gwondam carpet-mongers, whofe names 
yet run fmoothly in the even rode of a blank verfe,why they 
were never fo truly turned over, as my poor felf in love 5 
marry I cannot fhew it in rime, | have tried , I can find out 
norime to Lady but bady, an innocents rime ; for fcorn, 
horn, a hard rime 3 for {chool, fool, a babling rime; very 
ominous endings, no, 1 was not born under a riming Pla- 
net; for I cannot woo in feftival terms. 
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Leon. Tomorrow then\ willexpe& your coming, 
To night I take my leave: this naughty man 
Shall tace to face be brought to Margaret, 

Who I believe was packt in all this wrong, 
Hircd toit by your brother. 

Bor. No by my foul fhe was nof, 4 3 
Nor knewnot what {he did when fhe fpoke to me, Beat. Yea Signior, and depart when you bid me. 
Put always hath been juft and vertuous, Ben. O ftay but till then. ee : 

In any thing that J do know by her. Beat. Then, is {poken; fare you well now 3 and yet ere 

Conff. Moreover fir, which indeed is not under white |! go, let me go with that Leame, which is, with knowing 

what hath paft between you and Claudio. 


Enter Beatrice. 


Sweet Beatrice, would{t thou come when I eali’d thee ? 


: 
é 
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and black, this plaintif here, the offender did call me afs; 
Ben, 
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Much ado about Nothing. ryan | 
Ben. Only foul words, and thereupon 1 will kifs Heavily, heavily. i 
chee. Graves yawn ana yield your dead, 
Beat, Foul words and foul wind, and foul wind is but Till death be uttered, 
foul breath, and foul b his noifome, therefore I will de- Heavenly, heavenly, I 
part unkiff. apis : (this righr. i 
Ben, Thou haft frichred the word out of his right Le. Now unto thy bones good night, ye o| 
fence, fo forciblé is thy wit 5 bur I mut tell thee plainly, | Prin. Good morrow mafters, put your t< 
Claud oundkrgoesmy challenge, and either { muft fhortiy | The Wolves have prey’d, and look, the gent! 
hear from him, or Iwill fubfcribe him a coward’5 and || Beforethe wheels cf Phebus, round about | 
pray thee now tellame, for which of my bad parts didft | Dapples the drowfte Eaft with {pots o! 
thou firkt fallin love with me ? Thanks to you all, and fleavets, fare y | 
Beat. For them all together, which maintain f poli Clau. Good morrow matters, each hi ! 
tick a ftate of evil, that they will not admit any good part | | Pra/. Come let us hence, and put on other weeds, | 
to intermingle with them: burt for which of my good | And then to Leonato’s we will go, 
parts did you firft fuffer love for me ? sate | Claw. And Hymemnow with luckier ifue foeed, 
Ben, Suffer love ! a'good epithete, I do fuffer love indeed, | Than this for whom we rendred up this wo. Exeunt. | 
for [love thee againf my will. | | 
Beat. In{pight of your heart ,] think ; alas poor heart, Enter Leonato, Bentdich, Margaret, Crfula, Old man, 
if you {pight it for my fake, [ will {pight it for yours, for I | Frier, Hero. | 
will never love that which my friend hates, Frier. Did I not tell you fhe was innocent ? 
Ben. Thou and J are too wife to woo peaceably: Lion, So are the Prince and Cleudio who accus’d her, 
Beat. \t appears not in this confeffion , there’s not one Upon the error that you heard debated. 
wife man among twenty that will praifi himfelf. - | Buta fargaret was in fome fault for this 
Ber, An old; an old inftance Beatrice, that liv’d in the Although againft ker will as it appears, i 
time of good neighbours, if a mando not ereét in thisage | In the true courfe of all the queftion 
his own Tomb ere he dyes, he thall live no longer*in| Old. Well, Lam glad that ali things fort fo well, 
monuments than the Bells ring, and the Widow weeps. Bex, And fo am I, being elle by faith enfore’d 
Beat. And how long is that think you ? To call young Clanaio to areckoning fo | 
Ben. Queftion, why an hour in clamour, anda quarter Leon. Well daughter, and young Gentlewomen all, 
in thewm ; therefore it is moft expedient for the wile , if | Withdraw intoa chamber by your felves, 
Don Worn ( his confcience }find no impediment to the | And when I fend for you, come hither mask’d: 
contrary, to be the trumpet of his own virtues, as I am to | The Prince and Claudio promis’d by this hour 
my felf io. much for praifing my felf, who I my felf will |To vifit me 3 you know your office brother, 
bear witnefs is praife-worthy ; nad now tell me how doth / You muft be father to your brothers daughter, j 
your coufin ? And pive her to young Claudio. Exeunt Ladies 
Beat. Very ill. Old. Which'l will do with confirm’d countenance, | 
Ben. And how do you? . Bex. Frier, 1 maf intreat your pains, [ think. 
Beat, Very ill too. * Frier. To do what Signior ? 
Ben. To bind me, or undo me, one of them: 
Enter Urfula. | Signior Leonato, truth it is good Signior, 
Your Neece regards me with aneye of favour. 
Ben. Serve God, love me, and mend 5 there will leave} Old. That eye my daughter lent her, ’tis moft true. 
you too; for here comes one in hafte. Bex. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 
Urf. Madam you mu come to your Uncle, yonders| Leon, The fight whereof I think you had from me, 
old coil at home, it is proved my Lady Hero hath been | From Claudio and the Prince; but what’s your will ? 
falfly accus’d, the Prince and Clanzdio mightt'y abufed, and} | Ben. Your anfwer fir is enigmatical, 
Don Fobn is the authorof all, who is fled and gones will | But for my will, my will is, your good will 
you come prefently ? May ftand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d 
Beat, Will you go hear this news S'gnior? Ith ftate of honourable marriage, 
Ben. I will live in thy heart, dye in thy lap, and be bu- | In which good I fhali defire your help. 
ried in thy eyes: and moreover I will go with thee to thy| Leen, My heart is with your liking. 
Unkles. Exeunt.|  Friere And my help. 
Enter Prince and Claudio with attendants. 
Enter Claudio, Prince, and three or four with Tapers. Prin. Good morrow to this fair affembly. 
: : Leon. Good morrow Prince, good morrow Clandio, 
Clan, Is thisthe monument of Leonato 2 We here attend you ; are you yet determin’d 
Lord: It is my Lord. Epitaph. To day to marry with my brothers daughter ? 
Done to death by flanderons tongues, Clau. Vle hold my mired were fhe an Erb: pe. 
Was the Hero that here lies: Leon. Call her forth brother, here’s the Frier readys 
Death in guerdon of her wrongs, Prin. Good mortow Bevedickh, why what’s the matter 
Gives her fame which never dies : That you have fuch a February face, 
So the life that did with (hame, So full of froft, of ftorm, of cloudinefs ? 
Lives i death with glerious fame. Clan. 1 think he thinks upon the {avage bull: 
Hang thou there upon the tomb, Tufh, fear not man, wee’l tip thy horns with gold, 
Praifing ber when I am dumb, And fo all Europe fhall rejoyce at thee, 
As once Europe did at lufty Fove, 
Clan. Now mofick found and fing your folemn hymn. When he would playthe noble beaft in love. 
Song. Bex. Bull Fove fir, hadan amiable low, 
Pardon goddefs of the night, And fomefuch ftrange bull leapt your fathers cow. 
Thofe that flew thy Virgin knight, And got acalf in that fame noble feat, ° 
For the which with fongs of wo, ; Much like to you, for you have ju his bleat. 
Round about her tomb they go, Enter brother, Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, Ur {ula 
Midnight affit our moan, Clax. For this 1 owe yous here comes other recknings. 
Help us to figh aud groan Which is the Lady 1 mult feize upon / 
Leo. 
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Leon. T his fame is fhe, and I do give you her. 
Leon. No that you fhall not, till you take her hand, 
Before this Frier, and fwear to marry her. 
Claw. Give me your hand before this holy Frier, 
en your husband if you like of me. 
| Here. And when I liv’d 1 was your other wife, | 
And when you lov’d, you were my other husband. 
Claw. Another Hero? 
Hero. Nothing certainer, 
| One Hero died but Ido _ live, 
And furely as I live I ama maid. ; 
Prin. The former Hero, Hero that is dead. ny 
Leos. She died my Lord, but whiles her flander liv’d. 
Frier. All this amazement can I qualifie, 
When-after that the holy rites are ended, 
(tie tell thre largely of fair Hero’s death : 
Mean time let wonder feem familiar, 
and to the chappel let us prefently. 
Ben. Soft and fair Frier, which is Beatriee ? ‘atk 
Beat. Lanfwer to that name, what is your will? 
Ben. Do not you love me ? ‘ 
Beat. Why, no more than reafon. rape 
Ben. Why then your Uncle, and the Prince, & Claudio, 
have been deceived, they fwore you did. 
Beat. Donot you love me? 
Bex. Troth no, no more than reafon. 
Beat, Why thea my Coufin Margaret and Urfala 
Aremuch deceiv’d, for they did fwear you did. 
Ben. They {wore you were almoft fick for me. 
Beat. Th-y {wore you were well-nigh dead for me. 
Eex. ’Tisno matter, then you do not love me? 
Beat. No truly, but in friendly recompence; 


- Leon, Come Coufin, Lamfure you love the Gentleman, | ftaff more reverend than one tipt with horn. Enter 


Clan. And le be {worn upon’t that he loves her, 
For here’s a paper written in his hand, 
A halting Sonnet of his own pure brain, 

Fafhioned to Beatrice. 


Loves Labours loft. 


Atlus Primus. 


Enter. Ferdinand King of Navarre, Biron, 
and Dumaine. 


Ferdinand. 

oN ¥ aoe that all hunt aftet in their 
~ ives, 

Live regiftred upon our brazen tombs, 
And then grace us in the difgrace of 


”? When fpight of cormorant devouring 
. T me, bu 
ADAIIMINIINNLAG. Fh’endeavout fo this prefent breath may 
That honour which {hall bate his Sythes keen edge, 

And make us heirs of all eternitie, 

Therefore brave Conquerors ( for fo you are) 

That war again your own affe@ion$ , 

And the huge Army of the worlds defires 5 


> 
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Love's Labour's oft, 7 . 


Clan. Why then fhe’smine, {weet let me fee your face. | Writ in thy coufins hand, ftolen from her pocket, 


Longavile, Our late Edi& thall ftrongly ftand in force - 


y| That violates the fmalleg branch 
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.. dere, And here’s another, 


Containing her afle&tion unto Bernedick. ; 

Bem A miracle ,here’s our own hancs againft our 
hearts : come I will have thee, but by this light | take thee 
for pity. 

Beat. I would not deny you, but by this good cay, | 
yield upon great perfwafion, and partly to fave your life, 
for as I told, you were in a con{umption. 

Leox. Peace, I will ftop your mouth. 

Prin. How doft thou Benedick the married man ? : 

Ben. Vle tell thee what Prince, a Colledge of witty- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour 5 doft thou 
think Icare for a Satyr or an Epigram? no, if a man 
will be beaten with brains, a fhall wear nothing hand- 
fome about him : in brief, fince Ido purpofe to marry, I 
will think nothing to any purpofe that the world can ‘fa 
againft it:.and therefore never flout at me, for what {have 
faid againft it:for man is a giddy thing, and this is my con- 
clufion: for thy part Claudio, i did think to have beaten 
thee , but in that thou art like to be my kinfman, live un- 
bruis’d, and love my coufin. 

Clan.\ had well hoped thou would’ft have denied Beg- 
trice that I might have cudgel’d thee out of thy fingle life, 
to make thee a double dealer , which out of queftion thou 
will be, if my Coufin no not look exceeding narrowly 
tothee, 

Ben, Come, come,we are friends, let’s have 2 dance 
ere we are married, that we may lighten our own hearts, 
and our wives heels. 4 ° 

Leon, We'll have dancing after wards, 

Ben. Firft, of my word, therefore play mufick: Prince, 
thou art fad, get thee a wife, get thee a wife » there is no 
Me}. 
Meffen. My Lord, your brother Fobn is tane in ed 
And brought with armed men back to Adeffina, 

Ben, Think not on him till to morrow, Vie devife 
the brave punifhmentsfor him: ftrike up Pipers. Dance, 


—— 


Scena Prima. 


Navar tha ll be the wonder of the world. 

Our Court fhall bea little Academy, 

Still and contemplative in living Art, 

You three, Bsron, Dumaine, and Longavile , 

Have fworn for three years term to live with me 
My fellow Scholars, and to keep thofe ftatutes” 
That are recorded in this {cedule here. 
Your oaths are paft, and now fubfcribe 


That his own hand may ftrike his your. 


honour down, 


herein : 
If ycuarearm’d todo as {worn to do, 


Subfcribe to your deep oaths, and keep them too, 
Long. Iam refolv’d, ’tis but a three years faft : 

The mind thal banquet, though the body pine, 

Fat paunches have lean pates : and dainty bits 

Make rich the ribs, but bankerout the wits, 
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And one dayin a week to touch no food: 
And but one meal on every day befide - 
The which I hope is not enrolled there. 
And then to fleep but three hours inthe night, 
And not be feen’ to wink ofall the day. 
When! was wont to think no harm all night, 
And make a dark wight too of half the day: 
Which I hepe well is not enrolled there. 
O, thefe are barren tasks, too hard to keep, 
Not to fee Ladies, ftudy, faft, not fleep. 
Ferd, Your oathis paftto pals away from thefe. 
Biron. Let me fay no my Liege, andif you pleafe, 
I onely fwore to ftudy with your Grace, 
And ftay here in your Court for three years {pace. 
Long. You fwore to that Biron, and to the reft. 
Bir. By yea anid nay, fir, then I {wore in jeft. 
wWhatis.the end of tudy, let me know? 
Ferd, Why that to know which elfe we fhould not 
know. ( fence. 
Bir. Things hid and bar’d ( you mean ) from common 
Ferd. 1, that is ftudies god-like recompence. 
Bir. Come on then, I will {wear to ftudy fo, 
To know the thing J am forbid to know: 
As thus, to ftudy where I well may dine, 
When | to faft exprefly am forbid. 
Or ftudy where to meet tome Miftrefs fine, 
When Miftreffes from common fenfe are hid. 
Of having fworn too hard a keeping oath, 
Study to break it, and not break my troth. 
If ftudies gain be thus, and this be fo, 
Study knows that which yet it doth not know: 
Swear me to this, and! willne’re fay no. 
Ferd. Thefe be the fops that hinder ftudy quite, 
And train ourintelleéts to vain delight. : 
Bir. Why ? all delights are vain, and that moft vain, 
Which with pain purchas’d, doth inherit pain, 
As painfully to pore uped a book, 
To feek the light of truth, while truth the while 
Doth falfly blind the eye-fight of his look: 
Light fecking light, doth light beguile : 
So ere you find where light in darknefs lies, 
Your light grows dark by lofing of your cyes. 
! Study me how to pleafe the eye indeed, 
By fixing it upon a fairer eye, 
| Who dazling fo, that eye fhall be his heed, 
And give him light that it was blinded by. 
Study is like the heavens glorious Sun, 
That will not be deep fearch’d with fawcy looks: 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 
Save bale authority from others Books. 
Thefe earthly Godfathers o{ heavens lights, 
That give a name to every fixed ftar, 
Haveno more profit of their fhining nights, 
Than thofe that walk, and wot not what they are. 
‘Too much to know, is to know novghr but fame: 
And every Godfather can give a name. 
Ferd. How well he’sread, to reaton againft reading. 
Dum. Proceeded well, to ftop all good proceeding. 
Long.He weeds the Corn,and ftill lets grow the weeding. 
Bir. The Spring is near, when Green Geefe are a 
breeding. 
Dum. How follows that ? 
Bir. Fit in his place and time. 


a cer nnn marten at 


publick fhame as the reft of ti 
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Dum, My loving Lord, Damaine is mortified Dum, Inrealon nothing. 
The grocer manner of thefe worlds delights, Bsr. Something then in ‘time. 
He throws upon the grofs worlds bafer flaves: Long. Biron is like an envious fneaping Frof 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, | pine and die, That bites the firft-born Infants of the Song. 
with all thefe living in Philofophy. . Bér. Well, fay Iam, why thould prou i.Summer boaft 

Biron. Ican but fay their proteftation over , Before the birds have any caufe to fing ? 
So much ( dear Liege) 1 have already {worn ; Why fhould I joy in any abortive bir rh: 
Thatis, to live and ftudy here three years. At Chriftmas Ino more defire a Rofe, 
But there are other ftri&t obfervances : Than wifh a Snowin AZay’s new fangled fhows: 
Asnotto f:ea woman in that term, But like of each thing that in feafon Srows. 
Which | hope wellis notenrolled there. So you to ftudy now it is too late, e 


That were to climb o’re the houfe r’ unlock the gate. 

Ferd. Well, fit youout 5 go home Béroz,: acicu. 

Bir, No my good Lord, I have {worn to ftay with you. | 
And though | have for barbarifine cpoke more, 
Than for.that Angel knowledge you.can fay, | 
Yet confident le keep what I have iwore, 

And bide the penance of each three years day. 
Give me the Paper, let me read the fame, 
And to the ftrigt’ft decrees le write my name. } 

Ferd. How well this_ yielding raicues thee from fhame. | 

Bir. Ite, That no woman fhall comé within a mile 
of my Court 
Haththis been proclaimed ? 

Long. Four dayes : 

Bin. Let’s fee the pena 
On pain of lofing her tongue. 

Who devis'd this penalty ? 

Lon. Marry that did 1. 

Bir. Sweet Lord, and why ? 

Lozg. To fright them hence wit! 

A danget ous Law againft til | 

Item, Ifany man be feen to talk w 
of 


it Pentility. 


in the term three years, he endure {uch } 


i he Court fhall poflibly | 
devile. ion 
Bir, This article my Liege your felf mu® breal 
For well you know here comes in E 
The French Kings daughter, wit! t 
A Maid of Grace and compleat Maj_fty , 
About furrender up of Agaitain 
To her decrepit, fick, and bed-rid Father. 
Therefore this Afticle is made in vain , 
Or vainly comes the admired Princels hither: 
Férd. What fay you Lords ¢ 
Why, this was quite forgot. 
Bir, So ftudy evermore is overfhot, 
while it doch ftudy to have what it would, 
Ir doth forget to do the thing it thou! 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth moft, 
Tis won as Towns with fire ; fo won, fo loft. 
Ferd. We rauft of fogge i {pence with this Decree 
She muf lie here on meer neceflity. 
Bir. Neceflity wil make us all forf{worn 
Taree thoufand times within this three years fpace: 
Fot every man with his affe&ts.is born, 
Not by might, maftered, but by {pecial grace. 
if | break faith, this word fhall break for me, 
I am forfworn on-meer neceflitie, 
So to the Laws at largeI write my name, 
And he that breaks them in the leaft degree R 
Stands in attainder of eternalfhame. 
Suggeftions are to others as to me: 
But | believe although | feem fo loth, 
{ amthe laft chat will lat keep his oath. ' 
But is there no quick recreation granted ? 
Ferd, I that there is, our Court you kaow is haunted 
With a conceited Traveller of Spasn, 
A man in all the, worldgnew fafhiongplanted , 
That hatha mint of phrafesin his brain: — 
One whom the mufick of his own vain tongue, 
Doth ravith like inchanting harmony: 
A man of complements, whom right and wrong 
Have chofe as umpire of their mutinic, 
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This child of fancie, that Armado hight, 
For interim to our ftudics fhall relate, 
| In high -bora words the worth of marly a Knight : 

From tawny Spsim loft in the worlds debate. 

How you delight my Lords, I know not I. 

But I protef love to hear him lie, 

And I will ufe him for my Miniftrelfic. 
Bir. Armadoisa moft ilittrious wight, 

A man of fire, new words, fathions own Knight, 
Long. Cofard the fwain, and he fhall be our {port » 

And fo to ftudy, three years is but fhort. 


Enter a Conflable with Coftard with a Letter. 


Conf?. Which is the Dukes own perfon. 
Bir. This fellow, what woula’ft ? P 
Con. Emy felf reprehend his own perfon, for Tam his 
Graces Tharborough: But I would fee his own perfon‘in 
fle fh andBtood. 
Bir. This is he. 
Con. Signior Arme, Arme commends you. ae 
There’s villany abroad, this letter will tell you more. 
Clow. Sir, the contemps thereof are as touching 
Ferd, A Let:er from the magnificent Armado. 
bir. How low foever the matrer, [| hope in God for 
high words, 
Long. A high hope fora low’heaven, God grant us pa- 
tience. 
Bir. To heer, or forbear hearing. 
Long. To hear meck ly fir, and to laugh moderately , 
or to torbear both, ~ 
Bir. Welt fir, be it as the ftile fhall give us caufe’ to 
climb in the merrinefs. 
(low, T he matter is tome fir, as concerning Faquenet ta. 
| The manner of it is, I was taken with the manger. 
| 8ir. In what manner ? 
| Clow In manner and form, following fir, all thofe 
‘three. 1 was fcen with her in the Mannor houfe, fitting 
‘with her upon the Form, and taken following her into 
the Parks which put together, is in manner and form 
‘oll Now fir, for che Manner : 


following 


ofaman to {peak to a Woman ; for the Form in fome} 


| 
Clow. As it thall followin my corre&ion , and God 
defend the right. 
Ferd, Wilt you hear this Letter with attention? 
Bir, As we would hear an Oracte, 
Clow. Such is the fimplicity of man to hearken after 
the fl. th. : 
Ferd. Reat Deputy, the Welkins Vicegerent, and fale 
dominator of Navar, myfouls earths God , and 
Lodies foftring Patron : 
Coft. Not a word of Coffard yet. 
Ferd. So it ts. 
(ff. lt may be fo: but if he fay it is fo, he is in tel- 
{ting true: but fo. 
| Ferd. Peace, 
Clow. Be to me, and every man that dares not fight. 
Ferd, Nowords, 
Clow. Of other mens fecrets I befeech you. 
Ferd. So itis, befieged with fable coloured melancholly , 


|1 did commend the black opprefing bum-ur to the moft| 


} wholefome Phyfick of thy bealth-giving ayre: And as | 
am a Gentleman, betook my felf to walk: the time When? 


about the fixt howr, When beafis moft grafe, birds beft | 
peck, and men fit dowx to that nourifhment which is cal- | 


led Supper: So much for the time when, Now for the 
ground Which? which I mean 1 walke upon, it is ycleped, 
Thy Park. Then for the place Where, where I mean I 
aid incounter that obfcene and mofl prepofferens event 
that draweth from my {vow white Pen the Ebon-colonred 
Ink, which bere thin viewe/t, beholdeft, furveyeft. or 


zove's Labour's loff, 


is the manner | 


|Which each to other hath fo ftrongly (worn. 


‘and therefore welcome the fowr cup of profperity: affii- 


dear Imp, 


ton, appertaining to thy young dayes, Which we 
Minate tender; We aoe 
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fecf, But to the place Where: it ftandeth North North 
Eaft and by Eaft from the Weft cornér of thy curiciss 
knotted Garden, Theie did 1 fee that low [pirited Swain 
that bafe Minow of thy mirth, ( Clown, Me? ) that ua 
lettered [matl-knewing fowl,( Clon Me?) that fallow 


Vaffal ( Clow. Still me?) which as 1 remember, bight Co-| 
ftard, ( Clow, O me ) forted and conforted contrary to thy 
etablifhed proclaimed Editi and Continent Canon: Wich 


‘with, O with, but with this I paffion to fay wherewith, 


Clown, With a Wench. 
Ferd. With a child of our Grandmether Eve, a female 2} 


or y for thy more under ftanding, a woman : him, I ( as mye~} 


ver effeemed duty pricks me on ) bave fent to thee, to re- 
ceive the meed of punifhment by the fweet Graces Officer | 
Anthony Dull, 4 man of Good repute, carriage, bearing, 
and ¢ftimation. 

Am. Me, an’t fhall pléafe: you ? 1 am Anthony Dull, 

Ferd, For Jaquenetta( fo is the weaker veffel called) \ 
which apprehended with the aforefaid fwain, L keep her | 
as 4 veffel of thy Laws fury, and fhall at the leajt of thy 
[weet notice, bring her to trial, Thine in all complements 
of devoted and heart-burning heat of duty, 


Bir. This is not fo well asI looked for, but thebeft | 
that ever I heard. 

Ferd. \'the beft for the worft. But firra, 
to this ? 

Clown. Sir I confefs the Wench. 

Ferd, Did you hear the Proclamation ? ; 

Clown, 1 do confefs much of the heating it, but little 


What fay you} 


“of the marking of it. 


Ferd. It was proclaimed a years imprifonment to be } 
takenwithaWench, : 
Clown. I was taken with none fir, I was taken with a |. 
Damotel. | F 
Ferd. Well, it was proclaimed Damofel. 
Clo. This was no damofel neither fir, fhe wasa’ Virgin. 
Ferd. Ic is fo varied too, for it was proclaimed Virgin. 
Clown. If it were, I deny her Virginicy: 1 was taken. 
witha Maid, 
Ferd. This Maid will not ferve your turn fir. 
Clown. This Maid will ferve my turn fir. 


faft a week with Bran and Water. 

Clown. \had rather pray aMonth with Mutton and 
Porridge. 

Ferd. And Don Armado thall be your Kecper. 
My Lord Biron, (ce him deliver’d ore, 
And gowe Lords to put in praétice that 
Exeunt. 
mans Hat, 
an idle fcorn. 


Ber. Vle lay my head to any good 
Thefe oaths and Laws will prove 
Sirra, come on. 

Clown. fuffer for the truth fir : for true it is, 1 was 
taken with Faquenctta, and Faquenetta is a true Girl, 


ion may one day {mile again, and untill chen fit 
forrow, 
Euter Armado a Braggart,and Afoth his Page. 
Brag. Boy, What fignis it when a man of Great fpirit 
grows melancholy ? 
Boy. A great fign fir, that he will look fad. 


Brag. Why ?fadnefs is one and the {elf-fame thing, 


down | 


Boy. Ne no, O Lord fir, no. 
Brag. How canft thou part {adnefs 
my voile Fuvenal? - F and. melaaaeems 
Boy. By a familiar demonftra 
tough Signior. wee 
Brag. Why tough Signior ? Why tough Signior ? 
Boy. Why tender Favenal> why tender fuvenal | 
Brag. {poke it tender Fuvenal,as 4 CONStUENt epithe. 
May no- 
Boy, 
ee 


tion of the werking, my 


oo A 
‘ y 


Don’ Adriana de Arado. t 


Ferd. Sir | will pronounce your fentence: You fhull} 


emai we | 


— 
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Boy. Andl tough Signior, as an appertinent title to Brag. Sweet invocation of a child, moft pretty and 


your old time, which we may name tough; 

Brag. Pretty and Apts : 

Boy. How mean you fir, I pretty and my faying apt? 

orl apt, and my faying pretty ? 

Brag. Thou pretty, becaule little, 

Boy: Little pretty , becaule little: wherefore apt? 

Brag. And therefore apt, becaufe quick. 

Boy. Speak you this inmy praife, Matter ? 

Brag. In thy condign praile. 

Boy. 1 will praifean Eele with the fame praife. 

Brag. What ?that an Eele is ingenious ? 

Boy. That an Eele is quick. 

Brag. { do fay thou art quick in anfwers, Thou} 

heat’ft my blood. 

Boy. Yam aniwer’d fir. | 
Brag. 1 love not to be croft. 3 
Boy. He {peaks the clean contrary, croffes love not him. 
Brag. | have promis’d to ftudy 3 years with the Duke. 
Boy. You may do it in an hour fir. 

Brag. \mpoltible. 

Bey. How many is one thrice told? a 

Brag. 1am illat reckoning, it fits the fpirit of 2 Tapfter. 

Boy. You are a Gentiman and a Gamefter fir. 

Brag. 1 confefs both, they are both the varnifh of 
a compleat man. 

Boy. Then Lam fare you. knaw how much the grofs 
{um of deuf-ace amounts to. 

Brag. it doth amount to one more than two. 

Boy. Which the bafe vulgar call three. Bra, True, 

Boy. Why fir is this fuch a piece of ftudy ? Now here’s 
three ftudied, ere youl thrice wink, and how eafie itis 
to put years to the word three, and ftudy three years in 
ewo words, the dancing-horfe will tell you. 

Braz. A mot fine figure. 

Boy. To prove youa Cypher. : 

Brag. 1 will hereupon confefs ] am in love: and as 
itis bate for a Souldier to love: fo am I in love with a 
bafe Wench. If drawing my fword againft the humour 
of affection , would deliver me from the reprobate 
thought of it, I would take Defire prifoner, and ranfome 
him to any French Courticr for a new devis’d courtefie. 
I think {corn to figh, me chinks I fhould out-fwear 
Cupid. Comfort me boy, What great men have been in 
love? 

Boy. Hercules, Matter. 

Brag. Moft fweet Hercules ; more authority dear 
boy, name more; and fweet my child,let chem be men 
of good repute and carriage. 

Boy, Sampfon, Mafter, he was a man of good carriage , 
great carriage: for he carried the Town Gates on his 
back like a Porter; and he was in love. 

Brag. O well.knit Sampfon, ftrong-joynted Sampfon , 
| Ldo excel thee in my Rapier, as much as thou didit me 
in carrying Gates. 1 am in love too. Who was Sampfons 
I fLove my dear Moth? 

Boy. A woman, Matter. 

Brag. Of what complexion? 

Boy, Of allthe four, or the three, or the two, or one 

of the four. 

Brag. Tell me precifely of what complexion ? 

Boy. Of the Sea-water Green, fir. 

Brag. Isithat one of the four complexions ? 

Boy. As Vhave read fir,and the beit of them too. 

Brag. Green indeed is the colour of Lovers : 
have a Love of that colour, me thinks Sampfon had {mall 
reafon for it. Hefurely affected her for her wit. 

By. [t wasto fir, for fhe had a green wit 

Brag. My Love is moft immaculate white and red- 

Boy, Molt immaculate thoughts Matter, 

underfuch colours. . 

Brag. Define, define, well educated infant. 
Boy, My Fathers wit, and my Mothers’ tongue afl 
me. 
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pathetical. : 

Boy. If fhe be made of white and re 
Her faults will ne’re be known: 

Por blufhing checks by faults are bred, 
And fears by pale white fhown : 

Then if fhe fear, or be too bianie 
By this you fhalinot know, 
For ftill her cheeks poffefs the fame, 

Which native fhe doth owe. 

A dangerous rime Mafter againft the reafon of white 
and red, 

Brag. Is there not a ballet boy, of the Ki 
beggar ? 

Boy. The world was very guilty of fuch a ballet, fo 
three ages fince, but I think now ’tisnot to be found: o1 
if ic were, it would neither ferve for the wricing, nor th 
tune, 

Brag. I will have that fabje& néwly writ o’re, that I 
May example my digrefion by, fome mighty prefident 
Boy, I do love that Countrey Girl thate] took in th: 
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Park with the rational Hind Cofard: the deferve 
well, 
t 7 : 

Boy. To be whip’d, and yet a better Love than my 
Matter. 

Brag. Sing boy, my fpirit grows heavy in love. 

4 ey ~ ' us K? 
Boy. And that’s great marvel, loving a light Wench. 


=) 


Brag. 1 fay fing. 
Boy. Forbear till this company be patt. 


Enter Clown. Conftable, and Wench. 
Conft, Sir, the Duke 
fafe, and you muft let! 
nance, but he ¢ 
Damfel,I muft keep her 
the Day-woman. Fare you 
Brag. Ido betray my felf with blufhing 
Maid. Man. ' 
Brog.{ will vifit thee at the Lodge. 
aid. That’s here by. 
Brag. | know where itis fituate. 
Maid. Lord how wile you are, 
Brag. | will tell thee wonders. 
Maid.With that face ? 
Brag. ilove thee. 
Maid. Solheard you fay. 
Brag. And fo farewell, 
Maid. Fait weather after you. 
Come Faquenctta, away. Extayi. 
Brag. Villain thou fhalt faft for thy offences ere thou 
be pardoned. 
Clo. Weil fir, I hope whenI do it,I thal! do it on 
a full ftomack. 
Brag. Thou fhalt be heavily punifhed, 
C/o. 1 am more bound to you than your fellows, for 
they are but lightly rewarded. 
Con. Take away this Villain, fhut him up, 
Bay. Come you tranfgrefling fave, away. 
Clow. Let me not be pent up fir, 1 will be fat being 
ofe, ; 
_ Boy. No fir, that were faft and loofe 5 theu fhalt to 
prifon. 
Clow. Well, ifever I do fee the merry dayes of defo- 
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Park, fhe is allow’d fer 
Exit. 


mass 
Maid, 


f 


but to] lationthat I have feen, fome fhalf fee. 


Boy. What fhall fome fee ? 

Clow, Nay nothing, Mafter Adoth, but what they 
look upon. It is not for prifoners to be filent in thei: 
words, and therefore I will fay nothing : I thank God, | 


are mask’d | have as little patience as another man, and therefore | 


can be quiet. Exit. 
Brag. I do affeé&t the very gtound ( which is bate ) 


ft} where her thooe( which is baler ) guided by her foot 


( which is bafeft) doth tread. 1 fhall be forfworn ( whi 
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reat argument of falfhood ) if Llove. And how can| The only fof, of his fair. virtues gf ols; ; 
oa) ¥ ° E Ms - Giert A *te5 ne cg fir} 
e truclove, which is falfly attempted? Love isa fa-| ( If virtues glot, will fain with any foil,) 


e/ 


* 
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: Love is a Devil; there is no’ evil Angel but} Isa fharp wit match’d with tca blunt a wills ; 
ove, yet Sampfon was fo.tempted, and he had an excel-| Whole edge hath power to cur, whofe will fill w ls, 


. y 9 | da 7 Phin e within his power. 
tent ftrength: Yet was Sol:amun fo feduced, and he had | it fhould none fpare that come within his powe 


a very good wit. Cupids BumMaftis too hard for Her- 
cules Club, and therefore too much odds for a Spantards 
Rapier: the firft and fecond caufe will not ferve my 
turn: the Paffado he refpeéts not, the Duelo he regards | Who are the reft ? 
not 5 his difgrace is to be called boy, but his glory is to | 


| 


Prin. Some merry mocking Lord, is’t fo? 


Led. 1. They fay io moft, that moft his humours knows) 9 
Prin. Such fhort liv’d wits do wither as they grows 


fybdue men. Adieu Valour, ruft Rapier, be ftiil Drum, | Of all that Virtue love, for Virtue loved . 
GU Pe , p > et ‘ 3 ‘ “48 
for your manager is in love ; yea, he loveth. Affift me | Moft power todo moft harm, feaft knowing ti: 


fome cxtemporal God of Rime, foriam fure i fhall surn 
Sonnet. Devife Wit, Write Peni, for { amfor whole vo- 


: in Folio. 


Fiais Adlus Primi. 


Atlus Secundus. 


Enter the Princefs of France, with three attending 
Ladies, and three Lords. 


Royer. Now Madam fummon up your deareft {pitits, 


Confider whom the King your Father fends: 
To whom he fends, and what’s his Embaffie. 
Your fiif, held precious in the worlds efteem, 
To pariee with thpfole inheritour 

Of all perfeétions that a man may owe, 
Matchlefs Navarre ; the plea of no lefs weight 
Than Aqaitain, a Dowry for a Queen. - 

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, 

As Nature was in making Graces dear, _ 
When the did ftarve the general world befide, ® 
And prodigally gave them all to you. 

Prin, Good L. Boye, my beauty though but mean, 
| Need not the painted flourifh of your praife : 
Beauty is bought by judgenient of the eye, 
| ered by bate fale of Chapmens tongues. 
1 am Jefs proud to hear you tell my worth, 
Than you much willing to be counted wifey. 

In {pending thus your wit in praife of mine. 
But now to task the tasker3 good Boyet, 
You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noyfe abroad Navarre hath made a vow 
Till painful ftudy fhail out-wear three years, 
No woman may approach his filent Court - 
Therefore to’s feemeth it a need{ul courfe, 
Before we enter his forbidden Gates, 
To know his pleafure, and in that behalf 
Bold of your worthinefs, we fingle you, 
As our beft moving fair Sollicitor = 
Tell him the Daughter of the King of France, 
On ferious bufinefs, craving quick difpatch, 
Importunes perfonal conference with his Grace. 
Hatt, fignifie fo much, while we attend, 
Like humble vifag’d Sutors his high will. 
Boyce. Proud of imployment, willingly I go. 
Prin. All pride is willing pride, and your’s 4s fo - 


> 


Who are the Votaries my “loving Lords, that are Vo 


fellows with this virtuous Duke ? 

Lor. Longavile is one. 

Prin. Know you the man? 

1 Lad. knew him Madam at a Marriage Feaft, 
Between L- Perigcrt, and the beauteous heir 


Of Faques Faulconbridge folemnized. ; 


In Normandy faw 1 this Lengavile, 

A man of Soveraign parts he is efteem’d : 
Well fitted in the Arts, glorious in arms: 
Nothing becomes himill that he would well, 


Exit. 


For he hath wit to make an ill fhape good, ; 

And fhape to win grace though he had"po wit. 

! faw him atthe Duke Alguzzces Ores. r 

And much too little of that good I faw, 

Is my report to his great worthine!s. Sipe 
Rofa. Another of thefe Students at that tia, 

Was there with him, as I have heard a truth. 

Biron they call him, but a merrier man, 

Within the limit of becoming mirth, 

[ never {pent an hours talk withall. 

His eye begets occafion for wit, 

For every objeét that the one doth catch, 

The other turns toa mirth-moving jeft, 

Which his fair tongue € conceits Expofitor ). 

Delivers in fuch apt and gracious words, 

That aged ears play Truant at his Tales,’ 

And younger hearings are quite ravifhed, 

So {weet and voluble is his difcou:fe. 

Prin. God blefs my Ladies, are they allinlove ? 
That every one het own hath garnifhed, 2 
With fuch bedecking ornaments of praife? 

Ma. Here comes Beyer 


Enter Boyet. 


Prin, Now, now what admittance Lord ? 

Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach ; 
And he and his Competitors in oath, 
Were all addreftto meet you gentle Lady 
Before I came: Marry thus I have learnt, 

He rather means to lodge you in the field, 
Like one that.comes hereto befiege his Court, 
Than feek a difpenfation for his oath, 

To let you enter lis unpeepled houfe. 


Enter Navar, Lengavile, Dumain, and Birone. 


Here comes Navarre. 


Wav,Fair Princefs welcome to the Courtof Naver. 
Prin. Fair I give you back again, and welcome J 
have not yet: the roof of this Court.is too high to be 
yours, end -weleome to the wide fields, too bate ito be 


mine. 


Nav. You hall be welcome Madam to my Court. 
Prin, | willbe welcome then, Condu& me thither: 


Wa, Here me dear Lady, 1 have {worn an. oath, 


Prin, Our Lady help my Lord, he’ll be forfworn, 
Wav. Not for the world, fair Madam, by my will, 
Prin. Why, will thall break it-will , and nothing elfe. 


Nav, Your Ladithip is ignorant what it is, 


Prin. Were my Lord fo, his ignorance were wife, 


Where now his knowledge muft prove ignorance, 
I hear your Grace hath {worn out Houte-keeping : 
% fis deadly finto keep that oath my Lord, 


} And fin to break ir: 


But pardon mel am too fudden bold 
To teach a Teacher ill befeemeth me; 
Vouchfafe toread the purpofe ofmy coming, 
And fuddenly refolve me in my fuit. eee , 
Wav. Madam, | will, if fuddenly Imay- 
Prin. You will the fooner that I were away, 
For you’l prove perjur’d if you makeme ftay. 


A 
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2. Lad. The young Pumcin,a well accomplith’d youth, 
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Bir. Did notI dance with you in Brabant once? 
Reofa. Did not 1 dance swith you in Brabant once ? 
Birt know you did. 
Rofa. How necdlefs was it then toask 
Bir, You muft not be fo quick. 
Rof. Tis long of you that ipur me with fuch que@ions. 
Bir. Your wit’s too hot, it {peeds too faft , "twill tire. 
Rofa. Not till it leave the Rider in the mire. 
Bir. What time a day ? 
Rof. The hour that fools fhoyld ask. 
Bir. Now fair befall your mask. 
Rofa. Fair falls the face it covers, 
Bir. And fend you many lovers. 
Rofa. Amen, fo you be none. 
Bir. Nay then will I be gone. 
Fer, Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thoufand Crowns, 
Being but th’ one half of an intire fum, 
Disburfed by my father in his wars. 
But fay that he, or we, as neither have 
Receiv’d that fum ; yet there remains unpaid ; 
A hundred thoufand more : in furety of the which, 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 
Although not valued to the moncys worth. 
If then the King your father will reftore 
But that one half which is unfatisfied, 
We will give up our right in Aqutain, 
and hold fair friendfhip with his Majefty : 
But that it ifeems he little purpofeth, 
For here he doth demznd to have repaid, 
An hundred thoufand Crowns, and not demands 
One payment of an hundred thoufand Crowns, 
To have his title livein Agustain. 
Which we much rather had depart withall, 
And have the money by our father lent, 
Then Aquitaix, fo guelded as itis. 
Dear Princefs, were not his requefts fo far, 
Fromreafons yielding, your fair felf fhould make 
A yielding ’gainft fome reafonin my breft, 
And go well fatisfied to France again, 
Prix. You do the King my Father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of yourname, 
In fo unfeeming to confets receit 
Of that which hath fo faithfully been paid- 
. Fer. 1 do proreft I never heard of it, 
And if you prove it, Pie repay it back 
Or yield up Aquitain. 
Prin, We arreft your word : 
Boyet, you can produce acquittances 
For fuch a fum, from fpecial Officers, 
Of Charles his Father. 
Fer. Satisfie me fo. 
Boyet- So pleafe your Grace, the packetis not come. 
Where that and othér,fBecialties are bound; 
To morrow you fhall have a fight of them: 
Fer It fhall fuffice me 5 at which enterview, 
All liberal reafon would I yield unto: 
Mean time, receive fuch welcome at my hand, 
As Honor, without breach of Honor may 
Make tender of, to thy true worthinels. 
You may not come fair Princes inmy gates, 
But here without you fhall be fo receiv'd, 
As you fhall deem your felf lodg’d in my heart, 
Though fo deni’d farther harbour in my houle : 
Your own good thoughts excufe me, and farewel, 
To morrow we fhall vifit you again. 


the queftion ¢ 


Fer. Thy own with, with Ithee,in every place. Exit. 
Boy. Lady, | willcommend you to my own heatt: 
La: Ro. Pray you do my commendations, 
I would be glad to fee it. 
Bay. 1 would you heard it groan. 
La, Ro. Is the foul fick ? 
Boy. Sick at the heart. 


Love s Labour s loft. 


Prin. Sweet health and fair defires confort your grace. | 


Sie S | 


La. Ro. Alack let it blood. 
Boy. Would that do it good ? 
La, Ro.My Phylick fayes J. 

Boy. Will you prick’s with your cye; 
La. Ro, No psynt , with my kaife, 
Boy, Now God fave thy life. 
La. Ro. And yours from long living, 
Bir.I cannot ftay thanksgiving. 


g 
5 


_ Enter Dumazn, 


Dum. Sir, 1 pray you aword : what Lady is that fame? 
Boy. The heir of Alanfon, Rofaline her name. 
Dum. & gallant Lady,Mounficur fare you well. Ex, 
Enter Lengavile, 
Long. 1 befeech you a word : what is fhe in the white? 
Boy. A woman fometimes, if you faw her in the light. 
Long. Perchance lightin the light: i defire her name. 
Boy. She hath but one for her felf, 
To defire that werea fhame. 
Lon, Pray you fir, whofe daughter # 
Boy. Her mothers, thave heard. 
Lox, Gods bicfling a your beard. 
Boy. Good -fir be not offended, 
She is an heir of Faulconbridge. 
Long. Nay, my choller is ended: 
She is a moft {weet Lady. 
Boy. Not unlike fir, that may be. 
Enter Biron. 
Bir- What’s her name in the Cap ? 
Boy, Katherine by good hap. : 
Bir. Is fhe wedded, or no 3 
Boy, To her will fir, or fo. 
Bir. You are welcome fir, adieu: 
Boy. Farewelto me fir, and welcometo you. Exit.| 
La. Ma. That-latt is Biron, the merry mad-cap Lord. 
Not a word with him, but a jeft. 
Boy. And every jeft but a word. 
Pri. It was well done of youto take him at his word. 
Boy. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to boord. 
Lad. Ma. Two hot Sheeps marry 3 
And wherefore not Ships ? (lips. 
Boy. No theep( fweet Lamb) unlefs we feed on your 
La. You fheep and | pafture ; fhall that finifh the jeft ? 
Boy. So you grant pafture for me. 
La. Not fo gentle beaft. 
| My Lips are no Common, though feveral they be: 
Boy. Belonging to whom ? 
La. To my fortunes and me. 
Prix. Good wits willbe jangling, but gentles agree; 
This civil war of wits were much better uted 
On Navar and his book-men, for here tis abufed. 
Boy. If my obfervation ( which very feldome lyes 
By the hearts ftill rhetorick, difclofed with eyes ) 
Deceive me not now, Navar is infected. 
Prin. With what ? 
Boy. With that which we Lovers intitle affected; 
Prin Your reafon. 
Boy. Why all his behaviours do make their retire 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough {defire. 
His heart like an Agot with your print imprefled, 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride expreffed: | 
His tongue all impatient to fpeak and not fee, 
Did ftumble with haft in his eye fight to be. 
All fenfes to that fence did make their repair, 
To feel only looking on faireft of fair: 
Me thought all his fenfes were lock’d in his eye, 
As Jewels in Criftal for fome Prince to buy: ( glaft. 
Whotendring their own worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paft. 
His faces own margent did coat fuch amazes, 
That all eyes faw his eyes inchanted with gazes. 
T'le give you Aquitain,and all that is his, — 
And you give him for my fake, but one loving kifs: 
3 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Exit Long. 


Prin, 
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Prin, Come to our Pavillion, Boyet is difpofed. 

Boy But to {peak thatin words, which his eye, hath 

E , } * mS ira OPE 
L only have madea mouth of his eye, (ditclos’d, 
. EA 3! 

By addirg a tongue, which I know will not lye. 

‘Lad. BR», Thouart an old Love-monger, and fpeakeft 
skillfully. ‘ 

Lad. Ma. He is Cupids Grandfather, and learns news 
of him. y 

Lad.r. Then was Venas like her mother, for her fa- 


} 

| | Ead.2. T 
. ris but grim. 
| 


| 
| 


Boy, Do youbear my mad Wenches ? 
Lad, \. No. 

Boy What then, do you fee? 

Lad. 2. J, our way to be gone. 


Boy. You ate too hard for me. Exeunt omnes. 


Actus Tertia. 


Enter Braggart, and Boy. 
Seng. 

Brag. Warble child, make paffionate my fenfe of 
he ar Ip . 

By. Concolinell. 

Brag. Swet Ayer, go tendernefs of years: take 
this Key, give inlaregment to the fwain, bring him fe- 
finatly hither: | muftimploy him in a letter tomy Love. 

Boy. Will you win your love with a French braul ? 

Erag. How meancft thou, brauling in French ? 

Boy. No my compleat mafter, but ta jigg off a tune 
at the tongues end, canary to it with the teet, humour 
it with turning up your eye: figh a note and fing anote, 
fometime through the throat : if you fwallowed love 
with finging, love fometime through the nofe, as if you 
{nult up Idve by fmelling love, with yourshat penthoufe- 
like o’re the fhop of your eyes , with your arms croft on 
your thinbeily doublet (like a Rabbet ona {pit ) or your 
hands in your pocket, like a man after theold painting , 
and kcep not too long in one tune, buta fhip and away: 
thefe are complements , thefe are humours, thefe betray 
nice wenches that would be betrayed without thefe ,and 
make them men of note: do you note men that moft are 

affegted to thefe ? 

Brag. How haft thou purchafed this experience ? 

Boy. By my Pen of obfervation. 

Brag. But O, but O. 

Boy. The Hodby-horfe is forgor. 

Brag. Cali’ thou my love Hobby-horfe. 

Boy. No Mafter, the Hobby-horfe is bat a Colt, and 
your Love perhaps, a Hackney: 

Bur have you forgot your Love? 

Brag. Almoft i had. 

Boy. Negligent ftudent, leara her by heart. 

Brag. By heart, and in heart boy. 

Boy. And out of heart Mafter: all thofe three I will 
prove. . 

Brag. What wilt thou prove? 

Boy, A man, if Llive Cand. this) by, ia, and without, 
upon the infant : by heart -you-love her, becaufe your 
heart cannot come. by hers in heart you love her, becaufe 
your heart is in love. with-her ; and out of heart you loye 

tier, being ous of heart that you cannot enjoy here 

Brag .Jam all thefe three, 

Poy. And three times as much more, and yet nothing 
vat all. 

Brag. Fetch hither the Swain, he mut carry me a 
(etter, 

Boy. A-meflage well fympathiz’é, a Horfe to beembaf- 
fador for an Afs. 

Brag. Ha, ha, What fayeft thou ? 

Boy. Marry fir, you muft fend the Afs upon the Horfe, 
for he is very flow gated but go. 

Brag. The way is but fhort, away. 


? s 
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oo ea 
Boy. As{witt as Lead fir. : y Lead 
Brag. Thy meaning pretty ingenious, is not Lead a 

metal heavy, dull, and {low ? i 
Boy. Minime honeft Mafter, or rather Mafter no. 
Brag. \ fay Lead is flow. 

Boy You are too {wift fir to fay fe. 

Is that Lead flow which is fir’d from a Gun? 
Brag. Sweet {moak of Rhetorick, 
ereputes me a Cannon, and the Bullet thai’s he : 

L fhoot thee at the Swain. ‘ 
Eoy. Thump then, and I fice. Exit. 
Brag. Amok acute Juvenal, voluble and free of grace , 

By thy favour fweet Welkin, 1 muft fighin thy face. 

Moft rude melancholly, Valour gives the place: 

My Herald is return'd, 


Enter Page, and Clowu. 


Pag. A wonder Mafter, here’s a (offard broken in 
fhin. 

_4rm, Some Enigma, fome riddle, no Lenosy be-| 
gin, 


Clow. No egma, no riddle, no Lenvoy , no falve, in} 


the male fir. O fir, Plantan,a plain Plantan: no Lenvoy, 

no Lenvoy, or falve fir, but Plantan. i “S 
eirm. By vertue thou inforceft laughter, thy filly} — 

thought, my {pleen, the heaving ofmy Jungs provokes me} 


to ridiculous {miling :O pardon me my flars, doth thef _ 


inconfiderate take 
voy for a falve ? 

Peg. Do the wile think them other, is pot Lenwoy} 
a falve. ( plain 

Arm. No Page, it is anepilogue or difcourfe to make 
Some obfcure precedence that hath tofore been fain, 
Now willl begin your moral, and do you follow with | 
myLenvoy. 

The Fox, the Ape, and the humble-bee, 

Were fill at odds, being but three, 

Page. Until the Goofe came out of door, 

Staying the odds by adding four. 

A good Lenvoy, ending in the Goofe : would you de- 
fire more ? sSeee ( flat 

Clow. The Boy hath fold him a bargain, a Goofe, that’s 
Sirs your penny-worthis good, and your Goofe be fat, 
To feli a bargain well is as cunning as falt as loofe : 

Let me fee atat Lenvoy, I that’s a fat Goofe, 
Arma Come hither,come hither: 
How did this argument begin ? 

Boy, By faying that aCoffard was broken in a thin. 
Then call’d youfor a Lenoiy, 

Clow. True, and { for a Plantan: 
Thus came your argument in: 
Thenthe boysfat Lenwey, the Goofe 
And heended the market. Preveyv6> 

Arma. Bat tell me: How was there 
ina thin? 

Pag. | will tell you fenfibly, 

Clow. Thou haft no feeling ofit AZorh, 
I will fpeak that Lenwy. 

1 Coffard running out, that was fafely within, 
Fell over the threfhold, and broke my thin. 

Arm, We will talk no more of this matter, 

Clow. Till there be more matter in the fhin, 

Arm. Sirra Coftard, 1 will infranchife thee, 

Clow, O,marty me toone Francis, I {ell fome Len 
woy,fome Goofe in this, 

Arm. By my {weet foul , I mean, fetting thee at liber- 
ty. Enfreedoming thy perfon ; thou wert immured 5 -re- 
ftrained, captivated, bound, Fo 

Clow. True, true, and now you will be my PpUrgation 
and let me loofe. 

Arm. | give thee thy liberty, 


falve for Leneoy, and the world Len-| 


that you bought, 


2 Coftard broken 


fet thee from durance, and 


in lieu thereof, impofe on thee nothing but this: Bear 
to the countrey Maid Faquenetta : there 
E 3 . . 


this fignificant 


a 


ES eee ae 
Loves Labour's 


is remuneration, for the beft ward of mine honors is re- J} OF his Almighty, dreadiu! 


warding my dependants. Adoth, follow.——— 
Pag. Like the fequel I. 

Signior Coftard adieu. ; 
Clo, My {weet ounce of mans fiefh, my in-cony Jew: 

Now will I look to his remuneration. 

Remuneration, O, that’s the Latin word for three-far- 

things : Three farthings remuneration, What’s the price 

of this yncle ? i.de.no,Vle give you aremuneration: Why ? 

It carries its remuneration: Why ? Itisa fairer name than 

aFrench-Crown. \.will never buy and fell out of this 

word. 


Enter Birone. 


Bir. Omy good knave Coffard, exceedingly well met 

Clow. Pray you fir, How miuch Carnation Ribbon may 
aman buy fora remuneration ? 

Ber. What isa remuneration? 

Coft. Marry fir, half penny farthing. 

Bir. O, Why then three farthings worth of filk. 

Coft. I thank your worfhip, God be wy you. 

Bir. O ftay flave, I muft employ thee : 

As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 
Do one thing for me that I fhall intreat. 

Clow, When would you have it done fir ? 

Bir. O this after-noon. 

Clow. Well, I will do it fir: Fare you well. 

Bir. O thou knoweft not what it is, 

Clow. 1 fhall know fir when | have done it. 

Bir. Why villain, thou muft know it firft- 

Clow. I will come to your worfhip to morrow morning. 

Bir. It muft be done this after.noon, 

Hark flave, it i$ but this: 

The Princefs comes to hunt here in the Park : 

And in her train there is a gentle Lady: 

When tongues {peak fweetly; then they name her name, 
And Rofaline they cali her, ask for her : 

And to her white hand fee thoudo commend 

This feal’d up counfel. There’sthy guerdon : go: 

Clow. Guerdon, Ofweet Guerdon, better than remu- 
neration, a leavenpence-farthing better ; moft {weet guer- 
don. I will do it fir.in print: guerdon, remuneration. 

Exit. 

Bir, 0! and I forfoothin love, 

I that have been loves whip ? 
A very beadle to ahumorousfigh: A Critick ; 
Nay, anight-watch Conftable. 
A domineering pedant o’rc the boy, 
Than whom no mortal fo magnificent: 
This wimpled, whining, purblind waiward boy; 
This fignior Funio’s giant dwarf, don Cupid, 
Regent of Love-rimes, Lord of folded aims, 
j [h’anointed foveraign of fighs and groans: 
bikge of allloyterers, and matecontents : 
| Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpeeces, 
Sole Emperator, and great general 
Of trotting Parators ( O my little heart J: 
And Ito be a Corporal of his field, 
And wear his colours like a Tumb!ers hoop ? 
What? Llove! I fue! I feek a wife, 
A woman, thatis like a German Clock, 
Still a repairing : ever out of frame, 
And never going aright, being but a Watch: 
But being wateh’d, that itmay fill g@righr, 
Nay to be perjur’d, which is worft of all: 
And among three, to love the worft of all, 


A whitely wanton witha velve row, 
With two pitch balls fuck i hetface for eves, 
I, and by heaven, one that will do the deed, 


Tho Argus were her Eunuch and her guard : 
And I t@figh for her! to watch for her! 
To'pray for her, go to: it ts aplague 
That Cupid will impote for my negleet 


¥ 


Exit. { Well, I will love, write, figh 
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x little might, 
, pray, {ue and groan, 
Some men mutt love my Lady, and tome Foun, 


et PR a = a 
Atlus Quartus. 


Enter the Prince/s, a Forefter, her Ladies, 
and her Lords, 


Prin. Was that the King that {pur’d 
Againit the fteep unrifing of the hill 2 

Boy. | know not, but { think it was not he. 

Prin. VVho e’re a was, a thew'd a mounting mind : 
V Vell Lords, to day we fhall have our difpatch, 
On Saturday we will seturn to France. 


his horfe fo hard, 


Then Forrefter my friend. VWVhere is the Buth 

That wemult ftand and piay the murtherer in ? 
For. Hereby upon the edg of yonder Coppice, 

A ttand where you may make the fairett fhoor. 


Prin. | thank my beauty, am fsir that fhoot, 
And thereupon thou {peak’ft the faireft fhoot, 
For. ‘on me, for [ meant not fo. 
- Print. VVhat, what ? Firft praife me, then agai 
O thort-liv’d pride. Not fair ? alack for wo. 
For. Yes Madam, fair. 
Prin. Nay, never paint me now, 
Where fait is not, praife cannot mend the brow. 
Here ( good my glafs ) take this for telling trues 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 
For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit 
Prin. See, fee, my beauty will be fav'd by merit. 
O herefie in fair. fit for thete days, 
A giving hand tho foul fhall have the praife, 
But come, the bow : Now mercy goes to kill, 
And fhooting well, is then accounted il}, 
Thus will I fave my credit in the fhoot, 
Not wounding pity would not let me do’t: 
If wounding, then it was to fhew my skill, 
That more for praife than purpofe meant to kill. 
And ourof queftion, fo it is fometime:. 
Glory grows guilty of. detefted crimes, 
When tor Fames fake to praile an outward Part, 
VVe bend to that, the working of the heatt. 
As I for praife alone now {eck to {pill 
The poor Dears blood, that my heart means no ill. 
Boy, Do net curft wives hold thar felf-foveraignty 
Only for praite fake, when they ftrive to be 
Lords o’ré theit Lords ? 
Prin. Only for praife, and praife we 
To any Lady that fubdues a Lord, 


Ine 
al 


ni 1ay no, 


' 
nav 
Mav 


may afford, 


Enter Clown, 


Bey. Here comes a member of the common-wealth, : 
Clow. God dig-you-den all, Pray youwhich is the head 
Lady ? 
Prin. Thou fhalt know her, 
no heads. 
Clo. VVhich is the greateft Lady, 
Prin. The thickeft, and the talleft, 
Clo. The thickeft, and the talleft ; it i fo,truth is truth, 
And your waft Miltris, were as flender as my wit, 
One a thefe maids girdles for your wafte fhould be fit. 
Are not youthe chief woman? You are the thickefthere. 
Prin What’s your will fic 2 What’s your will ? 
Clow.U nave a Letter from Mounfieur Birone; 
To one Lady Rofaline, ‘ 
Prin. O thy letter, th 
Stand afide good bearer, 
Boyet. Y ou can carve, 
Break up this Capon, 


fellow, by thereft that have 
the higheft ? 


y letter - He’sa good friend of 
(Mine: 


Boy 


Te 
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| Mari. You fill wrangle with her, Boyet and fhe ftrikes 
__ at the brow. 
Boy. But the her fetf is hit lower : 
Have [ hit her now. : 

Rofa. Shall Icome upon thee with an old faying, that 
Was a man when King Pippin of France was a little boy, 
as touching the hit it. 

Boy. So i thay anfwer thee with one asold, that was wo- 

Y heaven, that thou art fair, is moft infallible : true] man when Queen Gainover of Brittain was alittle wench 
that rhou art beauteous: truth itfelf that thou art} as Seer Ae Cu lg? cic hit it 

more fairer than fair, beautiful than beaution®, h 5% ft Scent WHE Ae UE AE (UE AE 

-uthit felf; have commileration on thy heroical Thou re not hitit my good man. 

Vafal. The magnanimous and moft illuftrate King ese “<¢ pana hrcrce ep nates Exige 
pheewa fet eye upon the pernicious and indubitate Begger| An cannot another can. i alga Exit, 
Zenelopbon , and he it was that might rightly fay, Vent,| Clo. By my troth moft pleafant, how both cic fit tt. 

ee VVhich to anatomize in the vulgar, Obafe and| Adar. A mark marvellous well thot, for they both) 

uta 3 Jig 9 ¥ 


Boy. | am bound to ferve. 
This Letter is miftook ; it importeth none here : 
It is writ to Faquenett a. 

Prin. We will read it, 1 fwear. ; 
Break the neck of the wax, and every one give Car. 


Boyet reads, 


lovely ; Mm 


tracr than tr 


ie idili -ame,faw ercame;he came did hit it. é 
bicure volear;vidilicer,he came,faw and ov e5 ; | 
| fee eee overcame three. Who came? the King. VVhy| \ Boy. Amark, O mark but that mark: a mark fays my 
One si twe, 0 d i 
did hecome > to fee. Why did he fee ? to overcome. To Lady. 


Let the mark havea prick in’t, to meet at, if it may be, 
Mar. Wide 2th bow hand, i’faith your hand is out. 
Clo. Indeed a’muft fhoot nearer, or hel ne’re hit th 

clout: ; 


whom came he > to the begger. What faw he ? the beg- 
cer, Who overcame bz ? the begger. The conclufion is 
victory ,» On whofe fide? the Kings 5 the captive is in- 
rich’d ; On whofe fide ? the beggers. The cataftrophe is 
a Nuptial: On whole fide? the Kings :.no,on both in one, 
or ope inboth: Lam the. King, ¢ for fo ftands the com- 
parifon ) thou the beggar, for fo witneffeth thy lowlinefs. 
Shall 1 command thy love? Imays Shall I enforce thy 
love? L could: Shall I entreat thy love ° I will, What 


in. 
Clo. Then will fhe get the upfhot by cleaving the} 
6 Pee 


fhalt thou exchange for rags? Robes: for tittles ? titles ; foul. : 
for thy felf, me ? Thus expecting thy reply, I prophane| Cle. She’s too hard for you at pricks, fir, challenge her 
: : to bowl. 


my lips on thy foot, my eyes:on thy pitture, and my heart 
on thy every part +: 


Thine in the dcare/t d:fign of induftry,. : 
Don Adriana de Armado: 


By.d fear toomuch rubbing, good night my good} 
wi. 

(lo. By my foul a Swain, a moft fimple Clown. 
Lord, Lord ! how the Ladies and I have put him down. 

O my troth moft fweet jefts, moft incony vulgar wit, 
When it some fo fmoothly off, fo obfcenely, asit were, fo 
t. 

Armado ath. to fide, O amoft dainty man. 
To fee him walk before a Lady, and to bear her Fan. 
To fee him kifs his hand, and how moft fweetly a will 
fwear: = * 
And his Page at other fide, that handful of wit, 
Ah heavens, it is a moft pathetical nit. 
owla, Sowla. Exeunt. 
Shout within: 


i Thus dof thou hear the Nemean Lion roar, 

1 Gain thee thou Lamb, that ftandeft as his prey < 

iffive fall his princely feet before, 

id he from forrage will incline to play: 

utif thou ftrive (poor foul ) what art thou then? 


B 
| ood for hisrage, repafture forhis den. 


Prin. VVhat plume of feather is he that indited this 

Letter ? What vain? What Weathercock ? Did youever 
hear better ? 

Boy. 1 am much deceived, but Lremember the ftile. 

Prin. Elfe your memory is bad, going o're it e’re while. 

Boy. This Armado isa Spaniard that keeps here in court, 
A Phantafme, a Monarcho, and one that makes fport 
To the Prince and his Book-mates. 

Prin. Thou fellow, a word: 
Who gave thee this letter ? 

Clow. 1 told you, my Lord. 

Prin. Towhom fhould’f thou give it ? 

Clow. Frommy Lord tomy Lady. 

Prin. From which Lord to which Lady > 

Clow. From my Lord Berown, a good mafter of mine, 
ToaLady of France that he called Rofaline. 

Prin, Thou haft miftaken his letter. Come Lords away. 
Here {weet, put up this, "twill be chine another day, 

Exeunt, 

Boy. Who is the fhooter ? whois the flooter ? 

R ofa. Shall I teach you to know? 

Boy. 1 mycontinent of beauty. 

Refa. Why fhe that bears the Bow. Finely put off. 

Bey. My Lady goes to kill horns,jbut if thou marry, 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year mifcarry. 
Finely put on, ; 

Rofa. Well then, 1 am the fhooter. 

Boy. And who is your Dear ? 

Rofa. If we choole by horns; your felf come not near. 

Finely put on indeed. 


“ 


Enter Dull. Holofernes, the Pedant. and Nathaniel. 


mony of a good confcience. 

Ped, The Dear was(as you know) fanguis in blood, 
ripe as a Pomwater, who now hangeth like a Jewel in the 
ear of Calo the sky, the welkin the heaven, and anon fal- 
leth like a Crab en the face of Terra, the foil, the land, 
the earth. 

Curat. Nath. Truly Mafter Holofernes, the epithetes are 
{weetly varied like a {cholar at the leaft:-but fir I affure } 
ye, it was a Buck of the firft head. 

iol. Sir Nathaniel, baud credo. 

Daul. ?Twas not a hand credo, "twas a Pricket: 

Hol, Moft barbarous intimation: yet a kind of anti< 
huation, aS it were im via, in way of explication facere : aS. 
it were replication, or rather offentare, to fhow as it were 
his inclination after his undreffed, unpolifhed, uneducated, 
‘unpruned, untrained, or rather unlettered, or rathereft un- 
ee fafhion, to infert again my hand credo fora 

eer: : 

Dual. 1 faid the Deer was not a hand credo, *twasa 
Pricket. 

Hol. Twice fod fimplicity, bis coftus 3 O thou monfter } 
ignorance, how deformed doeft thonlook 2 

Be taintics Aa 
* 


are 


He t 


Wath, Sir he hath never fed on 
bred in a book. ee 


“ 


Boy. Andif myhandbeout, then belike your hand is}, % 


Mar. Come, come, you talk greafily, your lips grow} 


Nath. Very reverent fport truly, and done in the tefti. f - g 


ae 


He hath not eat p2per as it were 5 

He hathnot drunk ink. 

His intelleé&tis not replenifhed, he is only ananimal, only 

fenfible in the duller parts ; and fuch barren plants are fet 

before us, that we thankful fhould be ; which we tafte, 

and feeling, are for thofe parts that do fructifie in us more 

than he. 

For as it would il} become me to be vain, indifcreet, ora 

foo! ; 

So were there a patch fet on Learning, to fee him in a 
School. 

But emne bene fay 1, being of an old Fathers mind, 

Many can brook the weather, that love nor the wind, 

Dul. Youtwo are book-men 3 Can you tell by your 
wit, What was a month old at Caius birth, that’s not five 
weeks old as yet ? 

Hl. Dist goodman Dull, Dittiffina goodman 
Dal!. 

Dull What is dsftinna? 

Nath. A title to Phebe, to Luna, to the Joon, 

Hol. The Moon was a month old when e4dam was no 

more. 


Th’allufien Molds in the Exchange. 
Dull. "Tis true indeed, the Collufion holds in the Ex. 


change. 


Hol. God comfort thy capacity, I fay the allufion holds 


in the Exchange. 

Dull. And ‘fay the pollufion holds in the Exchange ; 
for the Moon is never but a month old 5 and I fay belide 
that, ’twas a Pricket that the Princefs kill’d. 

Hol. Sic Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal 
Epitaph on the death of the Dear, and to humour 


the ignorant call’d rhe Dear, the Princefs kill’da Pric- 


ket. 


Nath. Perge good Mafter Hol ofernes, perge, fo it fhall | Which not to anger bent, is mufick, and {weet fire. 


pleafe you to abrogate {curriility. 


Ail. Y will fomething effe& the Letter, for it argues fa- 


cility. 


The praifefull Prince/s pierc’d ond prickt 
a pretty pleafing pricket. 
Some fay a Sore, but not a fore, 
till now made fore with hoot ing 
The Dogs did yell, put ell to Sore, 
then Sorel jumps from Thicket ; 
Or Pricket-fore, or elfe Sorell, 
the people fall a hooting. 
If Sore be fore, then ell to Sore, 
makes fifty fores O forell ; 
Of .one fore 1 an hundred make 
by adding but one more L; 


Nath. A rare talent. 
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i fol la mifa. Under 
jor rather as Horace faiesin hig, What /my foul veries, 


fcore. 


| If Love make me forfworn, how fhall I fwear to love? 
And wrought not to five-wecks when he came to five- | 


| Thofe thoughts to. me. were Oal 


oS a 


1g 


Nath. Matter Parfon, quasi perfon And if one fhould 
be perft, Which is the one? 

Clow. Marry Matter Schoulmafter , he that is likeft to 
4 hogthead. 
Nath Of perfing a Hogthead, a good cluftcr of conceit 
‘Da turph of Earth, fire enough for a Flint, Pearl enough 
for a Swine: "tis retry, it is well. 

Faqu, Good Mafter Parfon betfo. good as read me this 
Letter , it was given me by Coftard, and fent me from 
Don Armatho, \ befeech you read it. 


& 
a 


Nath. Faufle precor gelida, quando, pecus omne fub- 
unbra,vuminat, and {fo forth. Ah good old Alantuhar, J 
may tpeak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice, Vene 
chi, venache a, gut non te vide, i non te. piaech, Old Aan- 
tuan, Old Mantuan, Who underfiandeth thee not, wt 7¢ 
pardon fir, What are the contents ? 


Hol, | fic, and very learned. 


Nath, Let me hear a ftaff, a Ranzas averle, Lege 
domine, ; S 


7 


i} er foith ro a hala: if 
fn, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vowed, 
Though to my felf forfworn, to thee le faithfuly prove, 


sto thee like Offers 


ait ere ee ee 


bowed, 
Siudy his byas leaves, and makes his book thine 
VVhere all thofe pleafureslive, that art 
hend, 
ff knowledg be the mark, to know thee fhall fuffice, 
VV ell learned js that tongue, that well can thee commen J, 
All #georant that foul, that fees thee without wonder, 
Which isto me fome praife, that I thy parts admire 5 
Thyleye Foves lightning bears, thy voice his dreadful 
thunder. 


eyes, 


would compre- 


Celeftial as thou art,Oh pardon Jove this wrong, 

That fings heavens praife, with. fach a earthly tongue. 

| Pedro. You find not the apoftraphes, and fo mifs the 
|accent. Let me fupervife the cangenet. 
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Nath, Here are only numbers ratified, but for the 
| elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poefie caret : O 
| vidins Wafo was the man. And why indeed Nafo, but 
j for finelling out the- odoriferous flowess of fincy ? the 
jerks of invention’ imitary is nothing: So doth the 
Hound his mafter , the Ape his keeper , the tyred Horte 
jhis rider: But Damofella Virgin, Was this dire@ed to 
}you? 
Faque. \ fir, from one Mounficur Bérone , one of the} 
ftranpe Queens Lords, 
Nath. \ will overgtance the fuperfcript. 
| To the {now-white hand of the mojt beauteous Lady, Ro- 
| faline. | will look again on the intelle@& of the Letter, for 
| the nomination of the party written, to the perfon written 


Dul. \f atalent be aclaw, look how he claws hint with} unto. 


a talent. 


Nath. This is a sift that Ihave fimple ; fimple, a foolifh} 
extravagant {pirit, full of forms, figures, fhapes, objects, 
is. Thefe are be- 

it in the womb of 


ideas, apprehenfions, motions, revolur 
got in the ventricle of memory, nouri(! 


( Tour Ladifbiphin all defired employment , Birone? 

| Per. Sir Holofernes, this Bcrown is one of the Votaries 
with the King, and here he hath framed a Letter to a fe- 
quent of -the ftranger Queens; which accidentally, or 


ait ‘ ‘ - ~ . ws - > 
pritfater, and delivered upon the mellowing of occafion by thé way of progreflion hath mifcarrieds Trip and 


but the giftistgood in thofe in whom it is 
thankful for it, 


_ Hal. Sir, Ipraife theLord for you, and fo may my Pa- 
rifhioners, for their Sons are well tutor’d by you, and 


their Daughters profit very greatly under you; you are 
good member of the ¢ommon-wealth. 


Nath. M4: bercule, Y€ their Sons be ingenuous, they 


thall want no inftruction 5 If their Daughters be capable, | religioufly: and as a certain father faith 
I will putit to them. But Vir fapit, qui ‘panca loquitur, a 


foul Feminine faluteih us, 


Enter Faquenctta and the Clown , 
Faque. God give you good morrow Mafter Par/om 


acute, and | am} go my fweet, deliver this Paper into the hand of the 


(Ming, it May concern much; flay not thy complement, | 
forgive thy duty., adicu: 
Maid, Good Coftard go with me. 


ai Sir God fave your life. 


Cof. Have with thee my gir. Exit. 
Hol. Sir you have done this in the fear of God yery 


Ped. Sirs tell not me of the father, Ido fear couloura- 
ble colours. But to return to the Verles, did they pleate 
ou Sir Nathaniel ? 
Nath, Marvellous well for the Pen. 
' Peda.ido dine to day at the fathersof acertain Pu- 
: pill 


ee te re eter eenetinmeeneweressiowe r= 


Five 


- 


Thefe numbers will ltear, and write in’ profe. 
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Pill of ntine , where if ( being repaft ) it fhall poston " 
gratifie the table with a grace, I will on my priviledge I 
have with the parents of the foretaid Child and Pupil , 
adertake your bien venuto, where Iwill prove hols 
Verfés to be very unlearned A neither favoou ring of Poe- 
try, Wit ot Invention. I befeech your wag Bad te saad 
Nath. ny too : for fociety ( faith the te 

is the i f life. 

‘ Be  ecices the text moft infallibly concludes it. 
Sir | as invite you too, you fhall not fay me nay : Panca 

Z iJ 
ete gentles are at their game, and we will toour 


recreation. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Biron with a Paper in his hand, alone. 


‘Biro. The King heis hunting the Dear. 
I am courfing my telf, ee 

They have pitcht a Toyl, I am toyling in a pitch , 
pitch that defiles5 defile, a foul word: Well, fet thee 
down forrow ; for fothey fay the fool faid, and fo fay 
1. and I the fool : Well proved wit. By the Lord this 
Love is as mad as Ajax, it kills theep it kills me, I a 
hcep : Well proved again a my fide. 1 will not love 5 
if I do, hang me: Pfath 1 will not. O but her eye: by 


this light , but for her eye, I would not love her 5 yes, for | More Sacks to the Mill / O heavensi have my with, 


her to-her eyes. Well, I do nothing in the world but lye 
and lye in my throat. By heaven I do love, and it hath 
taught me to Rime, and tozbe mallicholly : and here is 
part of my Rime, and here my mallicholly. Well, fhe 
hath one amy Sonnets alteady , the Clown bore ir, the 
Foo! fent it, and the Lady hath it: fweet Clown, {weet- 
er Fool, fweeteft Lady. By the world, 1 would not care 
apin, ifthe other three were in. Here comes one witha 
paper, God give him grace to groan. ; 
He flands afide. The King entreth, 
King. Ay me. ; 

Bir. Shot by heaven; proceed fweet Cupid, thou haft 
thumpt him with thy birdoolt under the left pap : in faith 
fecrets. 

King. So fwéet a kif the golden Sua gives not, 
To thote frefh morning drops upon the Rofe, 


| Asthy eye-beams when their frefh Rayes heve {mot 


The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows: 
Nor fhines the filver Moon one half fo bright, 


4 Through the tranfparent bofome of the deep , 


Asdoth my face through tears of mine give light ; 
Thou hin’ inevery tear that Ido weep, 

No drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee, 

So rideft thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but beholdthe tears that {well in me, 

And they thy glory through my grief will thew: 
But donot love thy felf, then thou wilt keep 

My tears for glaffes; and ftill make me weep. 

O Queen of Queens, how far doft thou excel, 

No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal fell _ 
How fhall the know my griefs 5 ble drop the paper: 
Sweet leaves fhade folly. Who ishe comes here ? 


Enter Longavsle. The King fleps afide. 

Whar! Longavile! and reading : liften ear, 

Bir. Now ia thy likenefs onc more fool appeats: 

Long. Ay me,1 am forfworn. 

Bir. Why he comesin like a perjurd, wearing papers. 

Long. In love Lhopes fweet fclfowfhip in fhame. 

Bir. One drunkard foves another of the mame. 

Lom. Am I the firft thac have been perjur’d fo? (know, 

Birvi could put. thee in comfort: not by two, that 1 
Thou makeft the triumphry, the corner cap of feciety, 
The fhape of Loves ‘Tiburn, that hangs up fimplicity. 

Lon. V fear thefe fubborn lines lack power to moye. ° 
O tweet Marig, Emprefs of my love , 


pnp 2 


€/ 


Bir.O Rimes are guards on wanton C wpids hole, 
Disfigure not his thop, 
Lon Thisfame fhall se. He reads the Sonnet, 
Did not the heavenly Rhetsrich of thine eye, 
Gainft whom the world cannot bold argu 
Perjwade my heart to this falfe perjsry § 
Vows for thee broke deferve not punifliment. 
A woman I for/wore, but 1 will prive, 
Thou leing a Godde/s, I forfmwore net thee. 
My Viw was earthy, thou 2 heavenly Love. 
Thy grace being gaind, eures all difgrace in me, 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is 
Then thou fair Sun, which on my <arth doft fhine, 
Exhal'ft this vapour-vaw; in thee it is : 
Uf broken then, it 15 nofault of mine: 
Uf by me broke, what foo! is not fo wife, 
To lofe anoath, to wina Paradife? “* 
Bir. "This is the liver vein, which makes fitth a deity 
A green Goofe, a Goddefe, pure, pure Idolatry, 
God amend us, God amend, we are much out .o’th’ way. 


Enter Dumaine. 
Lon, By whom fhall I fend this: ¢ Company 2?) Stay. 
Bir. All hid, all hid, an old infant play, mftrh nee 
Like ademy God, here fic Lin the sky, 
And wretched fools fecrets heed full¥o’re eye. 


Dumain transform’d 5 four Woodcocks ina difh. 
Dum. O mo divine Kate, 
Biro. O moft prophane coxcomb. 
Dum. By heaven the wonder of a mortal eye. 
Bir. By earth fhe is not 5 corporal, there you lye. » 
Dum. Her amber hairs for fowl hath Amber coted. uote 
Bir. An Amber coloured Raven was well noted, / 
Dum. As upright as the Cedar. 
Bir. Stoop | fay, her thoulder is witia child, cone 
Dum. As fair as day. : 
Bir. 1 asfome days, but.then no fun muft. fhine. 
Dum. O that Thad my with? 
Long. And had mine. 
Kin, And mine too, good. Lord. 
Bir, Amen, fol had mine. Is not that a.good word 2 
Dum. \ would forget her, but a Feaver the 
Reigns in my blood, and will remembred be. 
Bir, A Feaver in your bloed! why then incifion 
Would let her out in Sawcers, {weet mi(prifion. 
Dum, Once more le read the Ode that L have writ. 
Bir. Once more I’lemark how) Love-can vary Wit- 


‘Dumain reads bis Sonnet. 
On a day, alack the day : 
Love, whofe Month is eveny. ALa 
Spi’da bloffome p2ffing fair, = 
Playing in the wanton air : 
Through the Velvet leaves, the wind, 
Al unfeen, can paffage find, 
That the Lover fickto death, 
Wifl’d hinsfelf the heavens breath; 
Air, ( quoth he) thy cheeks to blow, 
Air, would Lmight triumph fo. 
But alack my hand is fworn, 
We're to pluckthee from thy throne : hhern 
Vow alack for youth unmeet, ££ £3—— 
Youth fo apt to pluck a fweet. 
Do not callit fin in me, 
That I am forfworn for thee. 
Thou for whore would fwear, 
Juno but an Brhiop were, 
And deny himfelf for Jove, ss 
Turuing mortal for thy Loves, «ae 


. 
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Were Lovers too, il] toexample ill, 
Would from my fore-head wipe a perjur’d note ¢ 
For none offend, whete all alike do dote. 
Lon. Dumain, thy Love is far from charity, 
That in Loves grief defir’ft fociety : 
You may look pale, but I fhould blufh I know, 
To be o’re-heard, and taken napping fo. 
King. Come fir; you blufh, as his, your cafe is fach, 
You chide at him, offending twice as much. 
You do not love Maria, Longavile, 
Did never Sonnet for her fake compile ; 
Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bofome, to keep down his heart: 
[had been clofely fhrowded in this bufh 
And markt you both, and for you both did blufh. 
I heard your guilty Rimes, obferv’d your fafhion ; 
Saw fighs reek from you, noted well your paffion. 
Ay me, fayes one! O Jove, the other cries ! 
Her hairs were Gold, Cryftal the others eyes. 
You would for Paradife break faith and troth, 
And fove for your Love would infringe an oath. 
What will Bérone fay when that he fhall hear 
A faith infringed, which fuch zeal did {wear ? 
How will he {corn ? how will he {pend his wit ? 
How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it ? 
For all the wealth that ever } did fee, 
I would not have him know fo much by me: 
Bir. Now ftep I forth to whip hypocrifie. 
Ah good my Liege, I pray thee parden me. 
Good heart, What grace haft thou thus to reprove 
Thefe worms for loving, that are moft in love ? 
Your eyes do make no couches in your tears, 
There is no certain Prince{s that appears, 
You'll not be perjur’d, ’tis a hateful thing : 
Tuth, none but Minftrels like of Sonnetting, 
But are you not afham’d ? nay, ‘are you not 
All three of you, to be thus much o’re fhot ? 
You found his MotH, the King your Mottrdid fee : Mole 
But I a Beam do find in each of three. 
O what a Scene of fool’ry have I feen, 
Of fighs, of groans, of forrow, and of teen ? 
O me, with what ftri& patience have | fat, 
To fee a King transformed to a Gnat ? 
To fee great Hercules whipping a Gigge, 
And profound Solomon tuning a Fygge ? 
And Neffor play at pulh-pin with the boyess 
And Critick Tymon laugh at idle toyes. 
Where lies thy grief? O tell me good Dumain; 
And gentle Longavile, where lies thy pain ? 
And where my Lieges ? all about the breaft. 
A Candle hoa / 
Kin. Foo bitter is thy jeff, 
Are we betrayed thusto thy over-view ? 
Bir. Not you by me, but f betrayed to you. 
I that. am honeft, I that hold it fin 
Tobreak the vow [ am ingaged in. 
lambetray’d by keeping company 
With men, like men ‘of ftrange inconftancy. 
When fhall you fee me write a thing in rime ? 
Or groan for Foam? or {pend a minutes time 
In pruning me? when {hall you hear that I will praife a 
hand, a foot,a face, an eye: a gate,a ftate, abrow, a 
breaft, a waft, a leg, a limb? 
Kin. Soft, whither away fo faft ? 
Atrueman, ora thief, that gallops fo. 
Bir. 1 poft from Love, good Lover let mé go. 
Enter Faquenetta, and Clowh. 
Faque. God blefs the king. 
Kin. What Prefent haft thou there ? 
Clo, Some certain treafon. 
Kin. What makes treafon here? 
Clo. Nay it makes nothing fir; 
Kin If it mar nothing neither, 
The treafon and you go in Peace together. 


| oF 
Faque. I befeech your Grace fet chis Letter be read, 
~ a mifdoubts it :it was treafon he faid. 
in. Birone, read-it overs. He reads the Lester. 

Where hadft thou it? 

Faque. Of Coftard. 

Kin, VVhere hadft thou it ? 

Coft. Of Dun cAdramadio, Dun Adramadie, 
: eit How now, what meaa you? why doft thou tear 
it ? : 
Bir. A toy my Liege, a toy: your grace needs not 
fear it. 


Long. It did move him to paffion, and therefore let’: 
ear it. 
Dam. \t is Birones writing, and here is his name. 
Bir. Ah you whorefon loggerhead, you were born to 
do me fhame. : 

Bir. Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confefs, I confefs. 

King. What ? 

Bir. That you three fools, 
the mefs, ’ 

He, he, and you: and youmy Liege, and I, ; 

Are Pick-purfes in Love, and we deferve to dye. 

Odifinifs this audience, and I fhall tell you more. 

Dum. Now the number is even. 

Ber, True, true, we are four: will thefe Turtles be 
gone? 

Kia. Hence firs, away. zy 

Clo. Walk afide the true folk, and let the traytors 

Bir. Sweet Lords, fweet Lovers, O let us imbrace : 

As true we are as fiefh and blood can be. 

The Sea will ebb and flow, heaven wil) thew his face: 

Young blood doth not obey an old decree. 

We cannot crofs the caufe why we were born: 

Therefore of all hands muft we be forfworn, 

King. What did. thefe rent lines thew fome love of 

tines. ‘ (Rofaline, 
Bir: Did they, quoth you? Who fees the heavenly 

That (like a rude and favage man of Inde) 

At the firft, opening of the gorgeous Eaft, 

Bows not his vaflal head, and Kaucken blind, 

Kiffes the bafe grouad with obedient breatt ? 

VVhat peremptory Eagle-fightedieye 

Dareslook upon the heaven of her brow, 

That is not blinded by her Majefty ? 

Kin, What zeal; what fury hath iofpir’d thee now ? 

My Love (her Miftris) is a gracious Moon, 

She (an attending Star ) fearce {een a light. 

Bir. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Birone, 

O but for my Love, day would turn to night, 

Of all complexions the cull’d foveraignty, 

Do meet as at a Fairin her Fair cheek, 

Where feveral Worthies make one dignity, 

Where nothing wants; that want it felf doth feck, 

Lend me the flourith of all gentle tongues, 

Fie painted Rhetorick, O fhe needsit not, 

To things of fate, a fellers praife belongs: 

She pafles praife, then praife too fhort doth blot. 

A withered Hermite, five fcore winters worn, 

Might thake off fifty, looking in her eye : 

Beauty doth varnifh Age, as if new born, 

And gives the Crutch the Cradles infancy. 

Otis the Sun that maketh alf things fhine: 
Kin, By heaven, thy Love is black as Ebony. 
Bir. \s Ebony like her ? O word divine? 

A Wife of fuch Wood were felicity. 

O whocan give an oath ? where is a book ? 

That I may {wear beauty doth beauty lack, 

ifthat fhe learn not of her eye to look: 

No face is fair that is not full fo black. 
Kin. O paradox, black as the badge of hell, 

The hue of Dungeons, and the {chool of Night : Hole 

And beauties creft becomes the heavens well. 

Bir. Devils Tooneft tempt refembling {pirits of Light. 

O, if in black my Ladies brow be deckt, 


lackt me fool, to make up 


Exit, 
ftay 
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It mouvirnes that painting’ and ulurping hait 

Should ravilh-doters with a falfe afpect : 

And thereforéts fhe born to make black fairs 

Her favour turns the fafhion of the dayess 

Bor native Blood is counted painting now: 

‘ead therefore red that would avoid difpraife, 

Paints its felf black, to imtate her’brow. : 
Dam. To ook like her are Chimney-Sweepers black. 
Lon. And fince her time, are Colliers counted bright. 
King Ai d Erhiops of their fweet complexion: crack. 
Dum, Dark needs no Candles new, for Dark is light. 
Bir, Your Miltrefles dare hever come infainy 

Por fear their Colours fhould be wafht away- 
Kin, ?Ywere good yours did: for fit to tell you plain, 

Ple find a fairer face nov wathtto day. 

| Bir. Vle prove her fair, or talk till Dooms-day here. 

| Kin, No Devil will fright thee then fo miich’as fhe. 
Dum. (never knew man hold vile ftuff fo deat. 

Lon. Look, .here’s thy love, my foot and’her face fee. 
Bir. O if the fireets were paved with thine Eyes, 

Her feer were much too dainty for fach tread. 

Dum. O vile, thenas {ie goes, what upward lyes 2 

The ftrect fhould fee as the walk"d over Head. 

| iin But what of this,cate we notallin Love ? 
bir, Nothing fo fure,-and-thereby all forfworn. 

Kin, Then leave this chat, and good Bésrone now prove 

Our loving lawful, and-our fajth not term: © °° 
Dam. Ymarry there, fome flattery for this evil. 

Lone, -O tome avthority how. to proceeds’ 

Some tricks, fome quillets, how to cheat the devil. 

Dam. Some faivefor Perjurys: : . 
Fir. Otismore thaw needs , 

Have at you then affections, "men at arms,” 

Confider what you firfedidfwear unto” © 

To-fattptotudy,’and tofee no Woman > 

Flar Treafon gaint the Kingly fate of youth. | 

Say, Gan you fat? your fomacks aréjtoo'young - 

| And abftinence ingenders malidies 

and where that you havewow'd to findy°{ Lords ) 

In thateach of you have forfworn his Book. 

Can you @il] dreamand pore, and thereon look ? 

For when would you, my Lord or you; ’ 

Have found the grotind of ftudies Excgtence, 

Withour the Beauty of: a Womans faces * 

From Wortens eyes this-Doétrine | derive, 

They are the Ground the Books, the Academs, 

From whence doth fpriag-the true Promethean fire. 

\Why, univerfal plodding," poyfons up 

The nimble Spirits inthe arteries; 

As motion and long a€tion tires 

The fianowy vigour of the Traveller. 

Now for not looking on a Womaiis face, 

You have i that forfworn the ufe of Eyes: 

And ftudy too, the cauterof your vow. 

For where is any Author in the World, 

Teaches fuch Beaufy as°a Womans Eye :*« 

Learning is-but! an adjutiet 0 our felfj O°" & 

‘and where wé aré, Gut Le€atning likewile is.’ 

Then when our felvévwe {ee in LadiesEyes, 

Do we not likewife fee ovt*Learning ‘there’? 

O, we have made a’ Vow to ftudy, Lords; 

Aad in that vow We-have forfworn'our Books : 

For when would you’ (my Liegé) or You; ‘oryou, 

In Lezdencontemplation have found out ° 

Such fiery Numbers as the prompting Eyes 

Of Beauties tutors have Enrich’d you with ? 

Other flow Arts entirely keep the brains 

‘And therefore finding barren prattifers, 

Scarce fhew a harveft of ‘their heavy toyle. . 

But Love firft learned’ in a‘ Ladies Eyes, 

Lives‘not atone imafured in the brains’ 

But with the motion of all Elements, 

Courtes 5 fwiftas thought in every power, 

And gives to every. power a double power; : 
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| Above their funétions and their Offices. 
It adds a precious feeing to the Eye ¢ 

| A Lovers eyes will gaze an Eagle blind. 

| A Lovers ear. will hear the loweft found. 

When the fufpitious headof Theft is flopt, 

| Loves feeling is more foft and fenfible, 

| Than are the tender Horns of ‘Cockled Snayles. . 

| Loves Tongue provesidainty Bacchus, grofs in tafte 
For Valour, isnot Love a Hercules ? 
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Make Heaven drowfie with the Harmony. 

Never durf Poet touch a Pen to write, 

Until his Ink were tempred with Loves fighs: 

O then his Lines would ravifh favage Ears ; 

And plant in Tyrants mild humility. 

From Womens Eyes this Do¢trine I derive : 

| They fparkle ftill the right Promethean fire, 

They arethe Books, the Arts, the Academes, 
That thew, contain, and nourifhall the Werld.: 
Elfe none at all in onght proves excellent: 

Then Fools you were thefé Women to forfwear. 
Or keeping what is fworn, you will prove fools. 
For wifdoms fake, (a word that all men love) 
Or for Loves fake, a word that loves all men: 
Or for Mens fake, the Author of thefe Women, 
Or Womans fake » by whom we men are men, 
Let usoncelofe our oaths, to find our felves 5 
-Or elfe we lofe our felves , tokeep our Oaths. 
it is Religion to be thus forfworn, 

For Charity it felf fulfills the Law ; 

And who'can fever Love from Charity ? ; 
_ Kin. Saint Cupid then, and Soldiers to the Field, - 
:} Bir. Advance your ftandards, and upon them Lords :*- 

Pell, mell, down with them :: but be firft advis’d; 
In confli@ that you get the Sun of them.” _ 
Lon. Now to plain dealing, lay thefe glezes by, 
Shall we refolve to wooe theie Girls of France, 
Kin. And wit them toos therefore let us devife, 
Some entertainment for them at their Tents. 
Bir. Firft from the Park let us condu@ them thither, 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 
Of hisfair Miftrefs : in the Afternoon 
‘We will with fome ftrange paftime folace them: ; 
Such as the fhortnefs of the time can fhape, 
For Revells, Dances, Masks, and merry hours, 
Forerun fair Love, ftrewing her way with Flowers, 
Kin. Away, away, no time fhallbe omitted, 
That willbe time, and may by us be fitted. 
Bir. Alone, atone fowed Cockell, reap’d no Corn, 
And jaftice always whirls in equal meature : 
Light Wenches way prove plagues to men forfworn, 
lf fo, our Copper buys no better Treafure. 


Exeunt. 


Attus Quartus. 


Enter the Pedant, Curate, and Dull. 


Ped. Satis quid fufficit. 
Cur. I praile God for you fir inner | 

) UW tir, your seafons at Dinner} | 

_ been fharp and fententious: pleafant without {cut- 

ril ih witty without affe€tation, audacious without im- 

pe wit learned without opinion, and ftrange without 

i ae “ : Fs ape this quondam day with 2 compani- 
¢ Kings, who is intiiled , nominated or callec 

me Adriano de ‘Arnaileg eae shes a ee 

ed. Novi hominem tanguam #, His humour is } 

Ped, quam te, Eis hii oft 
his difcourte peremptor his Fong filed, his Eye she 

bitious; his Gate Majétical, and his general behaviour} 


ee ee x vain, 


He is too picked, too fpruce, to 
grinate, as may call it. 
het, 

Draw’s out bis Table-book, 
eth out the thred of his verbofity, finer. than the 
I abhor fuch phanatical phantafims, fuch in- 
fociable and point devife companions, fuch rackers of ortagraphy, 
as to fpeak dout fine, when he fhould fay doubt; det,when he fhould 
pronounce debt; debt , not det: he clepeth a Calf, Cauf: half, 
hauf: neighbour vocatur nebour ; neigh abreviated ne ; this is ab 
hominable, which we would call abominable : it infinuateth me of 
infamy: ne imtelhigis domine, to make frantick, lunatick. 

Cura. Laus deo, bene intelligo- 

Peda. Bome boon for boon prefcian, a 

Enter Braggart, Boy. : 

Curat. Vides-ne quis venit ? Peda, Video, G gaudeo. 

Brag. Chirra. Peda. Quare Chirra, not Sirra ? 

Brag. Men of peace wellincountred. 

Peda, Mott military fir, falutation. 

Boy They have been at a great feat of Languages, &X{tole the fcraps. 

Clo. O they have lived long on the alms-basket of words. I marvel 
thy Mafter hath not eaten thee for a word, for thouart not fo long by 
the head as honorificabilitudinitatibus: Thou art eafier {wallowed 
than a flap-dragon. Page. Peace, the peal begins. 

Brag. Monfieur, are you not lettered ? 

Page. Yes, yes, he teaches boys the Horn-book : 
What is Ab fpeld backward with the horn on his head ? 

Peda. Ba, pueritia with a horn added. 

Pag. Ba mott filly Sheep, -with a horn : you 

Peda Quis quis, thou Confonant 2 af 

Page The laft of the five vowels, if you repeat them,or the fifth if I. 

Peda \ will repeat them : ae ibs 

Page The Sheep, the other two concludes it 0 u. 

Brag. Now by the {alt wave of the mediteraneum, a 
quick venew of wit, fnip fnap, quick and home, it rejoi 
Tect, true wit. 

Page Offered by a chi 

Peda What is the figur 


s, and thrafonical. 
dd, as it were, too pere 
gular and choice Epit 


vain, ridiculou 
affected, too 0 
Curat. A molt fin 


Ped. He draw 
ftaple of his argument. 


little fearch, *ewill ferve. 


hear his learning. 


fweet tutch,a 
ceth my intel- 


1d to an old man: which is wit-old. 

e? What is the figure? Page. Horns. 
Peda Thou difputeft like an Infant : go, whip thy Gigg. 

Page Lend me your horn to make one, and I will whip about 


your infamy unum citaa gigg of a Cuckolds horn. 
he world, thou fho 


Clown And I had but one penny int 
it to buy Ginger-bread : Hold, there is the very Remuneration [had | 
of thy Mafter, thou half-penny purfe of wit, thou Pidgeon-egs of | 
difcretion. O, and the heavens were fo pleafed, that thou wert but 
my Baftard ; What a joyful father wouldft thou make me? Go to, 
thou haft it ad dunghil, at the fingers ends, as they fay- 

Peda Oh, I fmell falfe Latin, dunghel for unguem. 

Brag. Art{-man preambulat,we will be fingled trom the barbarous. 
Do you not educate youth atthe Charge-houfe on the top of the 
Mountain ? Peda Or Mons on the hill. 

Brag. At your fweet pleafure, for the Mountain. 

Peda Ido fans queftion. 

Brag. Sir, it is the Kings moft fweet pleafure and affection, to 
congratulate the Princefs at her Pavillion, in the poftersors of this 
day, which the rude multitude call the after-noon, 

Peda The pofterior of the day, moft generous fir, 
gruent, and meafurable for the after-noon’: the word is Ww 
choice, fweet,and apt, I do affure you fir, Ido affure- 

Brag. Sir, the King is a noble Gentleman, and my familiar, I do 
affure ye very good friend : for what is inward between us, let it 
pafs. I do befeech thee, remember thy curtefie. I befeech thee ap- 
parel thy head: and among other importunate and moft ferious de- 
figns, and of great import indeed too: but letthat pafs, for f mutt 
tell thee ic will pleafe his Grace (by the world) fometime to lean 
upon my poor fhoulder, and with his royal finger thus dally with my 
excrement, with my muftachio ; but, {weet heart, let that pafs. By 
the world I recount no fable, fome certain fpecial honours it pleaf- 
eth his Greatuefs to impart to Armado a Souldier, a man of travel, 
that hath feen the world: but let that pafs; the very all of all is: but 
fweet heart, I do implore fecrecy, that the King would have me 
prefent the Princefs (fweet chuck) with fome delightful o{tentation, 
or fhow, or pageant, or antick, or Gire-work ; Now underftanding 
that the Curate and your fweet felf are. good at fuch eruptions, and | 
fudain breaking out of mirth (as it were) I have acquainted you 
withal, tothe end to. crave your afliftance. 

Ped. Sir, you fhall prefent before her the Nine Worthies. Sir Ho- 
loferncs, as concerning fome entertainment of time, fome fhow in 
the polterior of this day, to be rendred by our affiftants at the Kings 
command ; and this mott gallant, illuftrate and learned Gentleman, 
before the Princefs: I fay none fo fit to prefent the Nine Worthies. 

Curate Where will you find men worthy enough to prefent them ? 

Ped. fofia, your felf:-my felf, and this gallant gentleman Fudas 
Machabeus, this Swain ( becaufe of his great limm or joint ) fhall 
pafs Pompey the great, the Page Hercules. 

Brag. Pardon fir, error: he is not quantity enough for that 
Worthies thumb, he is not fo big as the end of his Club. 

’ Ped. Shalit have audience? he thall prefent Hercules in minority : 
his enter and exit {hall be ftrangling a Snake; and I will have an 
Apology for that purpofe. 

Pag. An excellent device : fo 


eee 


is liable, con- 
ell culd, 


if any of the audience hifs, you may 


uldft have | But Rofaline you havea favour too > “Whorfent it ? anc 


;: 
nake 5. th 


acis the 


> SS on ' o ~ - 

Ped. I will ply three my felf. Pag. Thrice worthy Gentieman 
Brag. Shall I.tell-you a thing ? Ped. We attend 

Bra.We will have, if this fadge not,an AntiqueL befeech you follow. 


Ped: Via-good-man Dull, thou hait {pokenno wore 
Dull Nor underftood none neither fir, 
Ped. Alone, we wi!l employ.thee. 
Dull. Ne make one in a dance, or fo: or will play 
to the Worthies, and let them dance the hey. 
Ped, Moft Dui, honeft Dull, to our {port away. 
Enter Princefs, and Ladies: 

_Prin. Sweet hearts, we fhall be rich ere we depart: 
If fairings come thus plentitully in. ren 
a3 Lady wall’d about with Diamonds; look you, what I have from 
the King, . Rofa, Madam, came nothing elfe along with that ? 

Prin. Nothing but this: yes, as much love in Rime, 
As would be cranv‘d up in a fheet of paper, 
Writ on both fides the leaf, margent and. all, 
That he was fain to feal on Cupids name. 
Rofa. That was the way to make his god-head wax, 
For he hath been five thoufand years a boy- 
Kath, I, anda fhrewd unhappy gallows too, 
Rofa. You'll ne’re be friends with him,a kild your filter. 
Kath He made her melancholly, fad and heavy, 
And fo fhe died; had fhe been light like you, 
Of fuch a merry nimble ftirring fj 
She might have beena Granda 
And fo may you; Fora light heart lives long. 
Rofa. What's your. dark meaning moufe of this li 
Kath. A light condition in a beauty dark. 
Rofa. We need more light to find your meaning out. 
Kath. You'l mar the light by taking it in faut: 
Therefore Pe darkly end the argt 1 
Rof: Look what you do, you doit ftill ith dark. 
Kath, So do nox you, for you are a light Wench. 
Rof. Indeed I weigh not you and therefore light. 
Kat. You weigh menot, O that’s you care not for mé. 
Rof- Great reafon: for paft care, is ftill pait-cure. 
Prin. Well handled both; a fet of wit well played. 


I this white. 


on the taber 


Exit 


ght wo qd? 


| 


1 what is it ? 
Rof- I would you knew. 

And if my face were but as fair as yours, 

My favour were as great, be witnefs this. 

Jay Ihave Verfes too, [thank Brrone, 

The numbers true, and were the numbring too, 

I were the faireft goddefson the ground. 

I am compar’d to twenty thoufand fairies. 

O he hath drawn my picture in his letter. 
Pri-Any thing like? Rof-Mach in the letters,n 
Prin. Beauteous Ink ;.a good conclufion- 
Kat. Fair as a text B in a Copy-book. 

Rof. Ware penfils. How? let me not die your debtor, 

My red Dominical, my goiden letter. 

O that your face were full of Oes. 

Prin. A pox of that jeft, and I befhrew all fhrows : 

But Katharine what was fent to you 

From fair Dumain ? Kath. Madam, this Glove. 
Prin. Didhe not fend you twain? 

Kath. Yes Madain ; and moreover, 

Some thoufand Verfes of a faithful Lover, 

A huge tranflation of hypocrifie, 

Vildly compil’d, profound fimplicity- 

Mar. This, and thefe Pearls, to me fent Loy 

The letter is too iong by half a mile. 

Prin. I think no lefs ; Doft thou not with in heart 

The Chain were longer, and the letter fhort? 

Mar. I, or I would thefe hands might never part. 
Prin. We are wife girls, to mock our lovers {0. 
Rof: They are worfe fools to purchafe mocking lo 

That fame Birone V'le torture ere I go. 

O thatI knew he were but in by th'week, 

How I would make him fawn, and beg, and feel, 

And wait the feafon, and obferve the times, 

And {pend his prodigal wits in bootlefs. rimes, 

And fhape his fervice all to my behefts, 

And make him proud to make me proud with jefts. 

So pertaunt like would I o’refway his ftate, 

That he fhould be my fool, and I his fate. 

Prin. None are fo furely caught, when they are catch'd, 

As wit turn’d fools folly in wifdom hatch’d, 

Hath wifdoms warrant, and the help of School, 

And wits own grace to grace alearned Fool. 

Rofl Fhe-bloed of youth burns not in fuch excels» 

As gravities revolt to wantonnels 

Mar. Folly in fools bears not fo ftrange a note, 
As fool’ry inthe Wile, when wit doth dotes 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 
To prove by Wit, worth in fimplicity- 
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Enter Boyet. 
Prin. Here coines.Bayet, and ‘mirth in his face. 


Prin. Thy news Boyer ? 
Arm Wenches arm, incounters. mounted are 
Againit your peace, Love doth approach, difguis’d : 
Armed in arguments, you'll be furpris d. 

Mutter your Wits, ftand in your own defence, 
Or hide yonr heads like Cowards, and flye hence. 
Prin. Saint Dennis, to Saint Cupid ; What are they 


rrr 


Boy, Under the cool. fhade of a Sycamore, P 
Ethought to clofe mine eyes fome half an hour ? 
When lo to interrupt my purpos‘d reft, 

Toward that thade I might behold addreft 
The King and his companions ; warily 
Tftole into aneighbour thicket by, 

And overeheard, what you fhall over-hear : 

That by and by difguis’d they will be here. 

i heir Herald is a pretty knavith Page, 
| That well by heart hath con‘d his embaffage, 
| Action and accent did they teach him there. 
| Thus muft thou fpeak, and thus thy body bear. 
And ever and anon they made a doubr, 
Prefence majeftical would put him out: 
For, quoth the King, an Angel fhalt thou fee ? 
Yet fear not thou, but {peak audacionfly, 
| Phe Boy reply’d, an Angel is not evil; 
I fhould have feard her, had fhe been a Devil. 
With that all laugh’d, and clap’d him on the fhoulder, 
| Making the bold wag by their praifes bolder. 
One rub‘d his elbow thus, and fleer’d, and {wore, 
A better fpeech was never {poke before, 
Another with his finger, and his thumb, 
' Cry'd via, we will do’t ; come What will come. 
| The third he caperd and cryed, All goes well. 
\ The fourth turn‘d on the toe, and down he fel] 4 

With that they.all did tumble on the ground, 

With fuch a zealous laughter, fo profound, 

That in this {pleemridiculous, appears, 

To check their folly paifions, fofemn tears. 

Prin. But what, but what, come they to vifir us 2 
Bay. They do, they do; and are apparel’d thus, 

Like Mufcovites, or Ruffians, and I gues, : 

Their pnrpofe is to parle, court, and dance, 

And every one his Love-feat ‘will advance 

Unto his feveral Miftrefs: Which they'll know 

By favours fev’ral, :which'they did beltow. 

Prin. And will they fo? the Gallants thall be taskt; 

For Ladies , we will every one be ‘maskt: 

And not a man of them fhall/have the grace 

Defpight of fute, to fee a Ladies fice. 
| Hold Rofaline, this Favour thou fhalt Wear, 
| And then the King will court thee for his Dear < 

Hold, take thou this my {weet, and give me thine, 
So thall Biron take me for Rofaline. 
And change your Favours too, fo fhall your Loves 

Woo contrary; deceiv’d by thefe removes. 

Rof. Come on then, wear thé favours moft in fight. 

Kath. Butin-thischanging, Whar is your intent ? 

Prin. The effect of my intent isto crofs theirs ; 
They do it bur in mocking merriment, 

And mock for mockis onely my intene. 

| Their feveral Counfels they unbofom fhalf 
To Loves miftook, and fo be mockt witha] : 
Upon the next occafion that we meet 
With Vilages difplayed to talk and greet. 

Rof- But thall we dance, if they defire us to’t? 

Prin. No, to the death we will not move a foot, 
Nor to their pen’d fpeech render we no grace ¢ 
But while ’tis {poke, each turn away her face. 

Boy. Why that contempt will kill the keepers heart, 
And quite divorce his memory from his parr. 

Prin. Therefore I do it, and Imake no doubt, 
The reft will ne’re come in, if he be out. 

There’s no fuch fport, as {port by {port orethrown ;: 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own 3 
So thall we ftay mocking intended game, 

And they well mockt, depart away with fhame, 


Boy. The Trumpet founds, be maskt, the maskers come. 


, > 
: ; ab’d wi ghter, Where’s her Grace? 
lege reais aes "Boy. Prepare Madam, prepare. 


That chargeth theirbreath againit us? Say fcout, fay. 


Love's Labour s loft. 


\ 


Sound. 


Hinter Blackmoors with mufick, the Boy with a Speech, and the 


reft of the Lords difeuifed, 
Pag. All hail, the richeft Beauties on the earth, 
Bir. Beauties no richer than tich Taffata. 


Pag. A holy parcel of the Saireft dames that ever turn’d their backs 


to mortal views. 
Bir. Their eyes villain, their eyes. 


Pag. That ever turn'd their eyes to mortal views. 
Bir. True, out indeed: 


The Ladies turn their back to him, 


Out. 


Pag. Out of your favours heavenly Spirit, vouchfafe not to behold. 


And would afford my fpee 


Take all and we 


Will you give horns chaft Lady ? 


ec ciimenembaaaeidiad 


Pest Sa we 


Bir. Once+to- behold; rogue: , * 
Pag. Once to behold with ‘your fan beamed-cyes; 
With your fun-beaméd eyes. Cet 3 +4 
: Bir, They will not anfwer to that Epirhete, 1 
You were beft call it Daughter-beamed eyes. 

Pag. They do not mark me, and that brings me out, : 

Bir Is this your perfectnefs? be gone you rogue, y's! 

Rof: What would thefe ftrangers ? | 
Know their minds Boyet. ; 
If they do {peak our language, tis our will a 
That fome plain man recount their purpotes. s 7 
Know ‘what they would ? 

Boy. What would you with the Princefs ? 

Bir. Nothing but peace, aid genle vifitatior 

Rof? What would tliey, (ay they ? 

Boy. Nothing bur peace, and gentle vifitation. t | 

Rof: Why that they have, and bid them fobe gone. | 

Boy. She fays you have it, and you may be gone. 4 

Kin. Say to her we have: meafured many miles, 
Totread a meature with you on the grafs. 

Boy. They fay that they have meafured many a mile, 
To treada meafure with you on this grafs. . P 

Ro: It is not fo. Ask them how many inches i 
Is in one mile? If they have meafared many, : 
The meafiwre then of one is eafily told. 

By. If to come hither, you have meafur'd miles, ‘ 
And many miles: the Princets bids you.tell, Re 
How many inches doth fill up one mile? : ; 

Bir, Tell her we meafure them by weary ftéps. 

Bay She hears her {elf, Rof: How many Weary fteps 
OF many weary miles you have ore-goneé z 
Are numbred in the travel of one mile ? : a 

Bir. We number nothing that we fpend for you, 
Our duty is fo rich, fo infinite, ae, 
That we may do it ftill without accompt. 
Vouchfafe to thew the funfhine of your face, 
That we (like favages) may worfhip it. 

Rof: My face is but a moon,and clouded too, 

Kin. Blefled are clouds, todo as fitch clonds do, ! 
Vouchfafe bright Moon-on thefe thy ftars to thine, 
(Thofe clouds removed) upon our watery eyne, 

Rof? O vain petitioner, beg a greater matter, 

Thou now requefts but Moon-fhine in the water. : 

Kin, Then in our meafure, vouchfafe but one c 
Thou bidft me beg, this beggingis not ftrange. 

Rof. Play mufick then ; nay you muft do it foon. s 
Not yet: no dance; thus change I like the moon. = 

Kin. Will you nor dance; How come you thus eftranged ? 

Ref! You took the Moon at full, but now fhe’s changed. 

Km. Yet {till the isthe Moon, and I the Man. 

Rof? The mufick plays, vouchfafe fome motion to it ; 

ur €ars vouchfafe it, Kin. But your legs fhould do it, 

Rof. Since you-are ftrangers, and come here by chance, 
We'll not be nice, take hands, we will not dance, 

Kin. Why take you hands then? 

Rof. Onely to part friends, 

Curt'fie fweer hearts, and fo the Meafure ends, 
Kin. More meature of this meafure; pe not nice, 
Rof? We can afford no more at fuch a price, 
Kin. prize your felves then 3 What buys your company ? 
Rof- Your abfence onely, Kin. That can never be. 
Ro. Then cannot we be bought ; and fo adieu, 3 
Twice to your Vifor, and half once to you. @ 
Kin. If you deny to dance, let‘s hold more chat. 
Rof: In private then, Kin. I am belt pleas'd with that. 
Bir. White-handed Miftrifs, one fweer word with thee. ; 
Prin. Hony, and Milk, and Sugar; there is three, 
Bir. Nay thentwo treys, and if you grow fo hice; 
Methegline, Wort, and Malmfey ; well run dice - 
There’s half a dozen {weets, 
Prin. Seventh {weet adieu, fince you can cog. 
Tle play no more with you. Bir. One word in fecret, 
Prin. Let it not be fweet. Bir. Thou griev ft my gall, i. 
Prin. Gall, bitter. Bir. Therefore meet. * ‘ : 
Du. Will you vouchfafe with me to change a word? 
Mar. Name it. Dum. Fair Lady : 


Mar. Say you fo ? Fair Lord - Take you that for ait . 
MOE Picci iot ; y at for your fair Lady 


As much in private and lle bid adieu. 
Mar. What, was your vizard made stlthoue a tee ee = 
Long. I know the reafon Lady why you ask, 
Mar. O for your reafon, quickly fir, I long. : 
Long. You have a double tongue within your mask, 
chlefs vizard half, 

Mar. Veal quoth the Durch-man 3 _is not Veal a Calf? 


Long. A Calf fair Lady. Mar. No,a fair Lord Calf. 


ong. Let's part the word. Mar. No, He not be your half; 
an It, it may prove an Ox, x 


Long. Look-how you But to your felfin thefe tharp mocks, 


hange; 


Saree 


2 ’ Do not fo. 
Mar. Thendie a Calf before your horns do grow, 
Long. One word in private with you ere I die, 


Mar. Bleat{ 


= ——~- | 
i ee 


ar. Bleat foftly then, the Butcher hears you cry- 
P an The rates of mocking Wenches are as keen 
Asis the Razors Edge invifible : 
Cutting a fmaller hair than may be feen, 
Above the fence of fencefofenfible: 
Seemeth their conference, their conceits have WINS) 
Fleeter than Atrows, Bullets, Wind, thought, fwifter things. 
Rof. Not one word more my Maids, break off, break 
off, 
Bir, By Heaven all dry beaten with pure feoff. 
Kin. Farewel mad Wenches, you have fimple Wits. 
Exeunt. 
Prin. Twenty Adicus my frozen A4ofcovites. 
Are thefe the breed of Witsfo wondred at ? 
Boy. Tapers they are, with your {weet breaths puft 
out. 
Rof. Well-liking Wits they have, grofs, profs, fat, fat. 
Prin. © Poverty in Wit, Kingly poor fiout. : 
Will they not (think you ) hang themtelves to Night ? 
Or ever but in Vizards fhew theirfaces. 
This pert Birone was out of count’nance quite: 
Rof. O! They were all in lamentable cafes: 
The King was weeping-ripe for a good word. — 
Prin, Birone did twear himfelf out of all fuit: 
Mar. Dumaine was at my Service, and his Sword : 
No point (quoth! :) my Servant ftraight was mute. 
Kat. Lord Longavile faid 1 came o’re his Heart ; 
And trow you what hecall’d me? 
Prin, Qualm perhaps. 
Kat. Yes in good faith- 
Prin. Go Sicknefs as thou art. 
Rof. Weil, better wits have worn plain ftatute caps, 
But will you hear, the King is my Love fworn. 
Prix. And quick Birone hath plighted faith to me. 
Kat. And Longavile was for my Service born. 
Mar. Dumsin is mine as {ure as bark on Tree, 
Boy. Madam, and pretty Miftreffes give cary 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own fhapes: for it can never be, 
They will digeft this harfh Indignity: 
Prin, Will they return ? 
Boy. Theywill, they will, God knows, 
‘And leap for joy, though they are lame with Blows: 
Therefore change Favours, and when they repair; 
Blow like fweet Rofes, in this Summer Air. 
Prin. How blow? how blow? {peak to be under- 
ftood. 
Boy. Fair Ladies maskt, are Rofes in their bud : 
Difmaskt , their damask fweet comixture fhown, 
Are Angels vailing Clouds, or Rofes blown. 
Prix. Avaunt perplexity : What fhall we do, 
If they return in their ownfhapesto woo? 
Rof: Good Madam, if by me you’l be advis'd, 
Let’s mock them ftill as well known as difguis’d : 
Let us complain to them what fools were here, 
Difguis’d like Mufcovites in fhapelefs Gear : 
And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their thallow fhows, and Prologue vildely pen’d, 
And their rough carriage {o ridiculous, 
Should be prefented at our Tent to us. 
Boy. Ladies, withdraw, the Gallants are at hand. 
Prin. Whip to our Tents, as Xoes run o’re the Land. 
' Exeunt. 
Enter the King and the ref. 


Ring. Fair fir, God fave you. Where’s the Princefs ? 
Boy Gone to her Tene. 

Pleafe it your Majefty command me any Service to her ? 
King. That fhe vouchfafe me audience for one word. 
Boy. Iwill, and fo will fhe, [know my Lord, Exit. 
Bir. This fellow picks up wit as Pigeons Peas, 

Andutters it again, when Fove doth pleafe. 

He is Wits Pedler, and retails his Wares 

At Wakes, and Waffels, Meetings, Markets, Fairs 3 


Love's Labour's loft. 


And we that fell by grofs, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with fuchfhow, 
This Gallant pins the Wenches on his Sleeve : 
Had hebeen Adam, he had tempted Eve. 
He cancarve too, and lifps Why this is he, 
That Kift away his hand inc ourtefie, 
This is the Ape of Fortune, AZonfieur the nice, 
That when he plays at Tables, chides the Dice 
In honourable Terms : nay he can fing 
A mean moft meanly, and in Ufherin 
Mend him who can 3 the Ladies callhim {weet : 
The ftairs as he treads on them kifs his Feet, 
This is the flower that finiles on every one, 
To fhew his Teeth as whiteas Whale his Bone’ 
And Confciences that willdye in Debt, 
Pay him the Duty of Honey-tongued Boyer. 

Kin. ABlifteron hisfweet Tongue with my Heart, 
That put Armadoes Page out of his part. 


Enter Ladies. 


Bir, See where it comes, Behaviour what wert thou, 
Till this mad-man fhew’d thee ? And what art thou now ? 
Kin, Allhail {weet Madam, and fair time of day- 
Prin. Fair in all Hail is is foul, as I conceive. < 
Kin. Conftrue my fpeeches better if you may. 
Prin. Then with me better, I will give youleave; 
Kin, We came to vifit you, and purpole now 
To lead you to out Court, vouchfafe it then. 
Prin, This Field fhalt hold me, and fo hold your vow : 


Nor God, nor I, delights in perjur’d men. 


Kia. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke. 


The vertue of your eye muft break my oath, 


Pr, You nickname vertue: Vice you fhould have fpoke - 


For vertues office never breaks mens troth. 
Now by my Maiden honour, yet as pure 


As the unfullied Lilly, 1 proteft, 
A World of torments though | fhould endure} 
I would not be your houfcs gueft : 
So much] hate a breaking cauife to be, 
Of Heaveniy oaths, vow’d with integrity, 
Kin.-O you have liv’d in defolation here; 
Unfeen, unvifited, much to our fhame. 
Prin, Not fo my Lord, itis not fo I fwear, 
We have had paftimes here, and pleafant game; 
A Mefs of Ruffians left us but of late. 
Kin. How Madam? Ruffians ? 
Prin. Vin truth, my Lord. 
Trim gallants, full of Courtfhip and of State. 
Kof. Madam {peak true. It isnot fomy Lord ; 
My Lady (to the manner of’ the days ) 
In courtefie gives undeferving praife. 
We four indeed confronted were with four, 
In Ruffian habit: Herethey ftay’d an hour, 
And talk’d apace: and in that hour (my Lord) 
They did not blef us with one happy word. 
I dare not call them fools ; but I think, 
When they are thirfty, fools would fain have drink? 
Bsr. This jeft is dry to me. Fair, gentle, {weet, 
Your wit makes wife things foolith, when we greet 
With eyes beft feeing , Heavens fiery Eye, 
By light we lofe light 5 your capacity 
Is of thatnature, as to your huge ftore 
Wite things feem foolifh, and rich things but poor. 
Rof- This proves you wife andrich; for in my Eye-- 
Bir. Lam a Fool, and full of Poverty. 
Rof. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to {natch words from my Tongue, 
Bir. O, Lam yours, and all that I poffels. 
Rof, All the Fool mine. 
Bir. | cannot give you lefs. 
Rof. Which of the Vizards was it that you wore ? 
Bir. Where? when? What Vizard ? 
Why demand you this 2 
2 


Rof. 


Se 
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[ never {wore this Lady ffich an oath, Y fet 
Rof. By heaven. you did, and to confirm it plaing 
You gave me this. But take it fir again. ot 
Kin. My faith and this, to th’ Princefs.I did give, 
I knew her by this Jewel on her fleeve. 
Prin. Pardon me fir, this Jewel did fhe wear, 
And Lord Birone (1 thank him) is my dear. 
What ? Will you have me, or your Pearl again ¢ 
Bir. Neither of either, 1 remit both twain. 
I fee the trick on’r: Here wasa confent, 
Knowing aforehand of our merriment, 
To dafh it like a Chriftmafs Comedy. 
some carry-tales {ome pleale-man, fome flight Zany, 
Some mumble-news, fome trencher-knight, fome Dick . 
That files his check inyears and knows the trick 
fo make my Lady laugh, when the’s difpos’d, 
Told our intents before : which once ditclos’d, 
The Ladics.didichange Favours, and then we 
Following the figns, wood. but the fign of the. 
Now to our perjury, to add morc terror, 
We are again forfworn in will and error. 
Much upon thisitis: and might not you 
Foreftal our fport, to make us thus untrue? _, 
Do not you know my Ladies foot byth’ iquare ? 
And laugh upon the apple of her eye? 
And ftand between her back fir, and the fire, 
Holding a trencher, jefting merrily ? 
You put our Page out: go, you are allow’. 
Die when you will, a {mock fhall be your fhrow’dé. 
You leer upon me, do you ? There’san eye 
Wounds like a Leaden {word. 
B»y. Full merrily hath this brave manager, this car- 
reer been run, 
Bir. Lo, heis tilting ftraight. Peace, 1 have done: 
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~ Rof There, then, that v zard,{that fuperfluous cafe, 
That hid the worfe, and fhew’d the better face- 
Kin, We axe deferied, _ 
They’l mick us now down right, 
Duk, Let us confefs and turn it to a jeft. ogi a 
Prin. Amaz'd my Lord? Why looks your Hignn 
ad ? 
t ter Help hold his brows, hel {wound : why look you 
pale ? 
Sea-fick 1 think, coming from Mufcovy. ; 
Bir. ‘Thus pour the ftars down plagues for perjury. 
Can any face of brafs hold longer out ? 
Here and 1, Lady, dart thy skill at me, 
Bruife me with fcorn, confound me with a flout , . 
Thruft thy fharp wit quite through my ignorance 5 
Cur me to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 
And | will-wifh thee never more to dance, 
Nor slever more in Ruffian habit wait... 
© ! never will] ttult ‘to fpeeshes pen’d, 
Nor to the motion of a School-boys tongue, 
Nor never come in vizatds to my friend , 
Nor wooe in rime like a blind-harpers fong, 
Taffata phrafes, filken terms precife 4. .s 
Three-pil’d Hyperboles, {pruce affeétion 5°; 
Figures pedantical, thefe fummer fyesy) 
Have blown’ me full of maggot oftentation 5 © , 
co iorf{wear them, aid There pfotet, 
By this white Glove Chow white the hand God knows.) 
Henceforth my wooing mind fhall be expreft : 
In ruffet yeas, and honeft kerfie noes... 
And to tegin Wench, fo God help melaw, ; 
My love, to thee is found, fans crack or flaws 
Rof. Sans, Sans, pray you. ed 
Bir, Yet Lhave atrick 
Of the old rage: bear. with me, F am fick. 
Ple leave it by degrees: both let us fee, 
Write Lord have mercy on us, and thofe. three, 
They are infeéte’, in their hearts it lies, 
They have thé plague, and caught it of your eyes: 
Thefe Lords are vifired, you are not free: 
For the Lords tokens on you both I fee. | 
| Prin, No, they are free that gave thefe tokens tous, 
Bir, Our ftates are forfeit, feek not to undo: us, 
Rof itis not fo, fox how cao this be true, 
That you ftand forfeit, being thofe that fue. 
Bir. Peace, for I will not have to do with you. 
Rof. Nor fhall not, if I do asI intend, 
Bir. Speak for your felves, my wit is at anend. 
King. Teach us {weet Madam, for our rude tranfgref- 


Enter Clows. 


Welcome pure wit, thou barteg! fair fray) 

Clo,O Lord fir, they would know 
‘Whether the three Worthies fhall comein, or nof 

Ber. What, are there but three? 

Clo. No fir, but it is vara fine, 

For every one purfents three. 

Bir. And three times thrice is nine, 

Clo. Not fo fir, under corceétion fir, [hope itis not fo.} 
Youcannot beg us fir, 1can.eflure you fir,we know what } 
-we Know.: I hope three times thrice fir. 

Bir. Is not nine. 

Clo. Under, correétion fir, we know where-until it| 
doth amount. ‘e 

Bir, By Fove,\ alwayes took three threes for nine. 

_CloO Lord fic, it were pity you fhould. get your li- 
ving by reckoning fir. 

Bir. How muchiis it ? ] 

Clo. O Lord fir, the parties themfeives, the actors fir, { 
will fhew where-until it doth amount : for mine own 
part, lam (asthey fay,but to perfe@ one man in one poor | 
man ) Pompion.the great fir, 

Bir. Art rhou one of the Worthies ? , 

Clo. It pleafed them to think me worthy of Pompey the 
great : formine own part, I know not the degree ofthe | 
‘Worthy; but.I am to ftand for him. . 

Bir. Go, bid them prepare. Exit. 
| Cla. We will turn.it finely off fir » We will take fome 
care. a 

King. Birone, they will fhame us; 

Let them not approach. 

Bir. We are fhame-proof, my Lord: and tis fome} 
policy, to have one fhew worfe than. the King and his} 
company. 

“a ren. they oa not come, as 

rim Nay my good Lord, let me o’re rule you now 
That {port beft pleafes, that doth feaft. know howz = 
Where Zeal ftrives to content, and the contents 


fio, tome fair exeufe, : 
Prin, The faireft is confefion.. 

We-e you not here but eyen now-difguis’d ? 

Kin, Madam, | was... ; 

. Prin, And were you well advis'd 2 

Kin. | wap, fait, Madam... , 

Prit. When you then, were here, 

What did you whifper in your Ladies ear ? » 

Kin, That more thanall the world I did refpeé her. 
Prin. When fhe fhall chaileage hiss you will: rejeét 
her. 2e 

Kin. Upon my honour no, 

Prin Peace, peates forbear : 

Your oath once broke, you force not to forfwear. 
Kix Depife me when L break this eath.of mine. 
Prim 1 will, and therefore keep it, Rafalne,. - 

What did the Ruffian whifper im your.car? 

_Rof. Madam, he {wore that he.did hold me dear 

As preciotis eve-fight, and did value me 

Above this World; adding there moreover, 

That he would Wed me, or elfe die my Lover, 

Prin, God give thee joy of him; the Noble Lord, 
Moft henourably doth uphold his word; 

Kin. What mean you Madam? 

By my life, my troth, 


Dies, |. 


Cs) 


Love 


Dies, in the Zeal of that which it prefents: 
Their formconfounded, makes moft form in Mirth, 
When great things labouring perifh in their Birth: 
Bir, A right defcription of our port my Lord. 


Enter Brag gait. 


Brag. Anointed, 1 implore fo much expence of thy 
Royal {weet breath, as will utter a brace of words. 

Prin, Doththis man ferve God ? 

Bir. Why ask you ? noi 

Prin. He {peaks not like aman of Gods making. 

Brag. That’s all one, my fair {weer honey Monarch : 
For | proteft, the Schoolmafter. is exceeding fantaftical - 
Too too vain, too too vain. But we will put it (as they 
fay) to Fortuna delaguar. with you the peace of mind moft 

oyal Cupplement. 
. King: ie is like to bea good prefence of Worthies ; 
He prefents Heétor of Troy, the Swain Pumpey the great, 
the Parifh-Curate, Alexander, Armadoes Page Hercules, 
the Pedant Fadas Machabeus: And if thefe four Worthics in 
their firft thew thrive, thele Four willchange Habits, and 
prefent the other Five. ; 

Bir. There is fivein the firft fhew. 

Kin. Youare deceived, *tisnot fo. , 

Bir. The Pedant, the Braggart, the Hedge-Prieft, the 
Fool, and the Boy. 
A bare throw at Novum, and the whole World again, 
Cannot prick out five fuch, take each one in’s-vain. 
Kin. The Ship is under Sail, and here fhecomes amain. 


Enter Pompey. 


Clo, I Pompey am: 
Boy. You lye, youare not he. 
Cli, I Powspey am. 
Boy. With Labbards head on Knee. 
Bir. WAl {aid old mocker, 
[ m ft needs be friends with thee. 
1 Pompey am, Pompey furnam'd the big. 
Du. The Great. 
Clo. Itis great fir : Pompey (urnan’d the great. 
That oft in Field, with Targe and Shield. 
d:d make my Foe to fweat : 
| And travelling along this coaft, I here am come by chance, 
And lay my Arms before the Legs of this weet Lafs of 
France. 
if your Ladyfhip would fay thanks Pompey, [had done. 
Prin. Great thanks great Pompey. 
Clo. *Tisnot fo much worth: but 
I madea little fault in great. 
Bir, My hat to a Half-penny, 
Worthy. 


L hope I was perfect. 
Pompey proves the_ beft 


Enter Curate, for Alexander. 


Carat. When in the World I liv’'d, 1 was the World’s Com- 
mande, 

By Eaft, Weft, North; and South, I [pread my conquering 

Might. 
My Scutcheon plain declares that I am Alifandere 

Boy. Your nofefaics no, you arenot - 
For it ftands too right. 

Bir. Your Nofe {mells no, inthis moft 
Knight. 

Prin. The Conqueror is difmaid - 
Proceed good Alexander. 

(ur. When im the World L lived, 1 was the Worlds Com- 
mander. ’ 

Boy. 


tender fmelling 


Moft true, ’tis right, youwere fo Alifander. 


Bir. Pompey the great. 

Clo, Your Servant and Coftara. 

Bir, Take away the Conqueror, take away Alifander. |, 
Clo. OSir, youhave overthrown Alsfander the Con- 


oy 
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queror : you will be fcrap’d out of the painted cloth for 
this : your Lion that holds the Pollax fitting on a Clofe- 
ftool, will be given to Ajax. He will be theninth Worthy. 
A Conqueror, and afraid to {peak ? Run away for fhame 
eAlifander. There an’t fhall pleafe you: a foolifh mild 
man, an honeft man, look you, andfoon dafh’d. He 1s 
a marvellous good Neighbour infooth. and a very good 
Bowler: but for Alifander , alasyou fee, how ’tis alittle 
ore-parted. But there are Worthies a coming, will {peak 
their mind in fome other fort. 

Clo. Stand afide good Pompey. ExitClo, 


Enter Pedant for Judas, and the Boy for Hercules, 


Ped. Great Hercales is prefented by thislmp, - 
Whofe Club kill’d Cerberus that. three-Headed Can, 
And when he wasa Babe, a Child, afhrimp, 
Thus did he ftrangle Serpents in his A¢anwm : 
Quoniam, he feemeth in minority; 

Ergo, \.come with this Apology: 
Keep fome ftatein thy Exzt, and vanifh. 

Ped. Yudas I am. 

Dum. & Judas? 

Ped. Not Ifcariot Sir. 

Judas J am, yclipped Adachabeus, 

Dum. Fudas, Machabeus clipt, is plain Fudas ? 

Bir. Akifling Traitor: How art thou prov’d Fudas? 

Ped, Judas 1 am. 

Dum. The more fhame for you Fudae. 

Ped. What mean you fir ? 

Boy. To make Fudas bang himfelf. 

Ped. Begin fir, you are my Elder: 

Bir, Well followed, Fade was hang’d on an Elder. 

Ped. will not be put out of countenance. 

Bir, Becaufe thou haft no Face. 

Ped. What is this. 

Boy. A Cittern Head. 

Dum, The head of. a Bodkin. 

Bir. A Deaths face ina Ring. 

Lon, The face of an old Romancoyn, fcarce feen. 

Bey. The Pummel of Cefars Faulchion. 

Dum. The carv’d- bone face on a Flask. 

Bir. St. Georges half Cheek ina brooch. 

Dum, \ and in a brooch of Lead. 

Bir. }, and worn in the Cap of a Tooth-drawer, 
And now forward, for we have put thee in countenance, 

Ped, You have put me out of countenance. 

Bir. Falle, we have given thee faces, 

Ped. But youhave outfac’d them all. 

Bir. And thou wert a Lion we would da fo, 

Boy. Therefore as heisan Afs, let him go: 

And fo adieu fweet Fade, Nay, why doft thou ftay ? 

Dum. For the latter end of his Name, a 

Bir. For the A/s tothe Fade: give it him. Judas e- 


Exit Boy 


ay: 

Ped. Thisisnot generous, not gentle, not humble, 

Boy. A light for Monficur Judas, it grows dak, bh 
may ftumble. 

Prin. Alas poor Machabews, how. bath he been 
baited. 


Enter Braggart. 


Bir, Hide thy Head Achilles, here comes Hefor in 
Arms. 

Dum, Tho my mocks come home by me, I will 
now be merry- / 

King. Hcétor was but a Trojan in refpe& of this. 

Boy But thisis Heétor ? cae 

Kia. { think Heétor was not fo clean timber’d, 

Lon; His Leg is too big for H&or. 

Dum, More Calf certain. said 

Roy. No; heis beft indued with the {mall- 

Bir. Thiscan’t be Hector. 

L 3 Dan, 


ee 
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| Dam, He’sia god or a Painter, for he makes fac s. 
Brag. The Armipotent Mars, of Launces the almighty, 
| gave Hetlor « gift. : 
| Dum. &é gilt Nutmeg. 
| Bir. A Lemon. 
1 Lon. Stuck with Cloves. 
Dum. No cloven. : 

| Braz. The Armipotent Mars, of Ladnces the almighty, 
gave Heétor a cift, the Heir of Illion 5 : 
Aman [0 breathed, that certasn he would fight : yea 
From Morn till Night, ont of bis Pavillion. 
lam that Flower. 

Dum. That Mint- 

Long. That Cullambine. 
7, Sweet Lord Longavile rein thy Tongue. : 
for itruns againft 


Brag. 

Lon. ¥ muft rather give it the Rein + 
Heétor. 

Dum. \, and Hefbor’s a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The {weet War-man is dead and retten, 
Sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried : 
But I will forward with my device 5 
Sweet Royalty beftow on me the fence of Hearing. 


Birone fteps forth. ~~ 
Pri, Speak brave Heétor, we are muchdelighted. 
Brag. \ do adore thy weerGraces flipper: 
Bey. Loves here by the foot. 
Dum. He may not by the Yard. 
Brag. This Hettor far {urmounted Hanniball- 


The party is gone, 
Clo. Fllow Hector, the is gone 5 
her way. 
Brag. What meaneft thou ? c 
Clow. Faithunlel: you play the honeft Trojan , the poor 
Wench is caft away : fhe’s quick, the Child brags in her 
belly already: ‘tis yours. . 
Brag. Doft chou infamonize me among Potentates? 
Thou fhalt die. . ; 
Clo; Then fhall Heéfor be whipt for ‘Faquenetta that is 
quick by him and hang’d for Pompey, that is dead by 


fhe is two Months on 


him. 

Dun. Moft rare Pompey. 

Boy. Renowned Pompey. 

Bir, -Greater than great, gre 
Pompey the Huge, poi : 

Dum. Heélor trembles: 

Bir, Pompey is moved, more Atces, more Atecs fir 
them og ftir them on. ~ 

Dum. Hettor will Challenge hint. 

Bir. 1, ifahave no more mans blood in’s belly, that will 
{up a Flea. : 

Brag. By the North-pole I do Challenge thee, 

Clo, Twillnot fight witha Pole like a Northern man ; 
Vleflath, Ple doit by the Sword: I pray you let me bor- 
row my Arm again. 

Dum. Room for the incenfed Wofthies, 

' Clo. Vit do it in my Shirt, 

Dum, Moft refolute Pompey. 

Pag. Mafter, let me take youa button-hole lower. 

Do you not fee Pompey is uncafing for the Combat: what 
mean you? you will lofé your Reputation. 


at, great, great Pompey - 


| Combate in my Shirt. 
Du. Youmay not deny tt, Pompey hath made the chal- 
_-} lenge. 

Braz. Sweet bloods, I both may, and will, 

Bir, What reafon have you fot’t? 

Bra, The naked truth of it is,: have no Shirt, 
Igo woolward for Panance, ree 

Boy. ‘True, and it was enjoyfied him in R ome for’ want 
of Linnen: fince when, Vle be fworn he wore none, but 


{ Heart for a favour. 


feen the day of wrong, through the little hole of Difere- | 


And though the mourning brow of progeny 


| Islikewife yours. - We to our felves prove falfe, 
Brg. Gentlemenand Soldiers pardon me, 1 will not 


And even that falthood in it felf a Sin, 
| Thus'purifies it felf, and turnsto grace, 


| Yourfavours, the Embafladors of Love, 


| Atcourtfhip, pleafant jeft, and courtefieyy © Sere 


a Difhclout of Faquenertaes, and that he wears next his. 


' 
~s 


Enter a Meffenger, Monfieur Marcade. 


Mar. God-fave you Madam, «>= f . 
Prin. Welcome Marcade, but that thou interrupteft 
our merriment. 


Mare. 1 amforry Madam, for the news I bring is heavy} . 


ininmy Tongue. The King your Father. 
Prin, ‘Dead for my life. 
Mar. Even fo: My tale is told. 
Bir, Worthies away, the Scene begins to Cloud, 
Bra, For mine own part, I breathe free Breath: I have 


tion, and I will right my felf likea Soldier. 
Exeunt Worthies. 
Kin. How fare’s your Majefty ? 
Prin. Boyet prepare, 1 will away to night. 
Kin. Madam not fo, I do befeech you ftay. 
Prin, Prepare fay. I thank you gracious Lords 
For all your fair endeavours and entreats : 
Out of a new fad-foul, thar you vouchfafe, 
In your rich Wifdom to excufe or hide, 
The liberal oppofition of our fpirits, 
If over-boldly we have born our felves, 
In the converte of breath (your gentlenefs 
Was guilty of it.) Farewel worthy Lord : 
An heavy heart bears not an humble Tongue, 
Excufe me fo, coming fo fhort of thanks, 
For my great fuit fo eafily obtain’d. 
Kin, The extreamparts.of time, extreamly forms 
All caufes to the purpofe of his {peed 
And oftenat his very loofedecides 
That, which long procefs of time could not arbitfate. 


Forbid the {miling courtefie of Love; 
The holy fuit which fain it would convinces 
Yet fince Love’s Argument was firft on foot, 
Litnot the cloud of Sorrow juftleit 
From what it purpofed : fince to wail friends loft, 
is not by much fo wholefome profitable, 
As torejoice at friends but newly found. 
Pris. Lunderftand you not, my griefs are double, 
Bir. Honeft plain. wordsy beft pierce the caves of grief, 
And by thefe badgs underftand the King, 
For your fair fakes have we negle&ted time, ‘ 
Play’d foul play with our oaths: -your beauty Ladies 
Hath much deformed us, fafhioning our humours 
Even to the oppofed endof our intents. 
And whatin us hath feem’d ridiculous , 
As Love is fall of unbefitting ftrains, 
All wanton asa child, skipping and vain. 
Form’d'by the Eye, and therefore like the Eye, 
Full of ftraying fhapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying in Subjeéts as the Eye doth row], 
To every varied objeé in his glance: 
Which party-coated, prefence of loofe Love 
Put on by-us,* if in-your heavenly-eyes; 
Have misbecom’d our oaths and gravities, . 
Thofeheavenly eyes that look into thefe faults, 
Suggefted us tomake: therefore Ladies 
Our Love: beifig yours, the Errour that Love makes 


By beingonce falfe, for ever to be true 
Fothofethat makes both, fair Ladies you, 


2Y 
Prin. We have receiv’d your Letters, fullof Loves‘ 


And in our Maiden Council rated them 


As bumbaft, and as lining to the time: => 
But more devout than thefe-are our refpeets. — 
Have we not been, and therefore met your Loves 
In their own fathion, likea Merriments  —~ 
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Love's Labour's loft. 
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Du. Our Letters Madam, fhew’d much more than jeft. 


Long. So did our looks, ; 
Rofa. Wedid not coat them fo. ug ber 
King, Now at the l#feft Minute of the Hours 

Grant us your loves. 

Prin. Atime methinks too fhort, 

To make a World-with-out end bargain in 4 

No, no, my Lord, your'Graceis perjur’d much; 

Full of dear guiltinefs, and therefore this: 

If for my-Love (+s there is no fuch caufe ) 

You willdo ought, this fhall you do forme, 

‘t Your Oath I will not traft : but go with fpeed 

To fome forlorn and naked Hermitage, 

Remote from all the pleafures of the World + 

There fay, until the Twelve Celeftial Signs 

Have brought about their annual reckoning. 

If this auftere infociable life, 

Change not your offer made in heat of Blood : 
Nif Frofts, and Fafts, hard Lodging, and thin Weeds 
Nip not the gaudy bloffoms of your Love, 

But that it bear this trial, and laft love: 
Then at the expiration of the year, 
| Come challenge me, challenge by thele Deferts, 
And by this Virgin palm, now kifling thine; 
[will be thine ; and till chat inftant (hut 
My wofulfelf up in a mourning houte, 
Raining the Teers of Lamentation, 
For theremembrance of my Fathers deaths 
If this thou do deny, let our hands part, 
Neither intituled in the others heart. 

King. If this, or more thanthis, 1 would deny, 
To flatter up thefe powers of mine with reft, 


It cannot be, it is impoflible. 
Mirth cannot move a Soulia Agony. 

Rofa. Why that’s the way to choak a gibing fpirit, 
Whole influence is begot of that loofe grace, 
Which fhallow laughing hearers give to Fools : 

A jefts profperity, lies in the Ear 

Of him that hears it, never in the Tongue 

Of him that makes it: then, if fickly ears, 
Deaft with the clamours of, their own dear groans, 
Will hear your idleteorns 5. continue then, 

And J will have you, and that fault withal 5 

But if they will not, throw away that Spirit, 
And I fhal find you empty of that fault, 

Right. joyful of your Reformation. 

Bire-A Twelve-month ?-Well, befall what will befall, 
le jet a Twelve-month in an Hofpital. 

Prin. 1, {weet my Lord, and fo I take my leave. 

King No Madam, we will bring you on your way. 

Bir. Our wooing doth not end like an old Play : 
Jack hath not Jill - thefe Ladies courtefie 
Might well have made our {port a Comedy. 

King. Come fir, it wants a Twelve-month and a day, 
And then ’twill end. 

Bir, That’s too long for a Play: 


Enter Braggart. 


Brag. Sweet Majety vouchfaie me. 

Prin. Was not that Heétor ? 

Dum, The worthy Knight of Troy- 

Brag. \ will kifs thy Royal Finger, and take leave. 


[ama Votary, I have vow'd to Faquenetta to hold the 
Plough tor her {weet love three years. But moft efteemed 
greatnels, willyyou:hear the Dialogue thatthe two Learn- 
ed‘imen have complied; in praife of the Owl and the 
Cuckow ? It fhould have tollowed in the end of our 


The fudden hand of death clofe up mine eye 
Hence ever then , my Heartis in thy Breaft. 
Bir. And what tomy Love? and what tome? 
Rof. You muft be purged too, your Sins are rack’d, 


You are attaint with fault and Perjury : 

Therefore if youmy favour mean to get, 

A Twelve- month fhall youfpend, and never reft, 

But feek the weary beds of people fick. 

- Dum. But what tome my Love? but what to me? 
Rat. A Wife, a Beard, fair Health and Honefty; 

With three-foldlove, I With you all thete three. 
Dum, O fhall fay, Ythank you gentle Wife ? 
Kat. Not fomy Lord, a Twelve-month and a days 

Ple mark no words that {mooth-fac’d Wooers fay: 

Come whcn the King doth to my Lady come : 

Thenif I have much love, Ile give you fume. 

Duws Vieferve thee true and faithfully tll then. 

Kath. Yet{wear not, leaft ye be forlworn agen. 

Long. What fays Maria ? 

Mari. At the Twelve-months end, 

V'le change my black Gown, for a faithful Friend: 
Son. Tle ftay with patience: but the timeis long: 
Mari. The liker you, few taller ar fo young. 
Bir. Studies my Lady? Miftrefs, look on me, 

Behold the Window of my Heart, mine Eyes 

What humble Suit attends thy anfwer there, 

Impofe fome fervice on me for my Love. 

Rofa. Ofthave I heardof you my Lord Bérone, 
Before I faw you : and the Worlds large tongue 
Proclaims you: fora man repleat with mocks, 

Full of comparifons, and wounding flouts, 

Which you on all Eftaresiwill execute, 

That lye within the mercy of your Wit, 

To weed this Wormwood from your fruitful brain, 

And therewithal to win me, if you pleafe, 

Without the which I ammnot tobe won 5 

You thali this Twelve-month term from day to day; 

Vifit rhe {peechlefS Sick, and ftill converfe 

With groaning wretches: and your task fhall be; . 

With all the fierce endeavour of your Wit, 

To enforce this pained impotent tofmile, 

Bir. To move wild laughterin the throatof Death? 


Shew. 
Kin. Call them forth quickly, we willdo fo» 
Brag. Halla, Approach. 


Enter all. 


This fide is Hiems, Winter. 
This, Ver, theSpring: the one maintained by the Owl, 
The other by the Cuckow. . 
Ver. begin. 

The Song. , 


Whin Dafies pied, and Violets blew, 
AndCuckow-buds of yeHow hue : 

And Lady Smocks all Silver white, 

Do paint the Medows with delight, 

The Cuckow then on every Tree 

Macks Married men ; for thus Sings he; 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow, Cuckow : Owordof fears 
Unpleafing toa Married Ear. 


When Shepherds Pipe on Oaten Straws, 

And merry Larks are Ploughmens Clocks : 
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Daws, 
And maidens bleach their Summer Snncks : 
The Cuckow then on every Tree 

Mocks married men, for thus Sings he, 
Cuckow- 

Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of fear, 
Unpleafing to 4 Married Ear. 


Winter. 


When Ifickles hang by the Wall, 
And Dick the Shepheard blows bis Natl 5 
And Tom bears Logsinto the Hall, 

And Milk comes froxen howe in Pail : 


Wh en t 


130 A Midfummers Nights Dream, 
e When blood is nipt, and wayes be foil, 
Then nightly fings the flaring Owle 
Ts-whit-to-who. 


eA merry note 
While greafe Jone doth keel the por 


Whein rofted Crabs bifs in the bowl, 
Then nightly fings the faring Owle, 
Tu-whit,to-who * 

eA merry note, 


VVbile greafie Jone doth keel the pot. 


ind doth blow Brag. The words of Mercury 
ar onns spoke Saw ? Are harth after the Songs of Apollo : 
And Birds fit brooding in the Snow, You that way 3 we this way. 


And Martians Nofe looks ved and raw : Excunt omnes. 


A Midfummers nights Dream.) 


_ 


Attus Primus. 


Thou haft by Moon-light at her window fung, 
With faining voice, verfes of faining love, 
The fens. And ftoln the impreffion of her fantafie, 

Av SSH Ow fair Hippolita, our nuptial hour With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds conceites, 
\WW 25 7, Draws on apace: four happy dayes| Knacks, trifles, Nofegayes, {weet-meats( meflengers 
bring in how flow | Of ftrong prevailment in unhardned youth ) 
) Another Moon: but oh, me thinks, | With cunning haft thou filch’d my daughters hearty 
¥ ‘This old Moon wanes? She lingers my | Turn’d her obedience ( whichis due to me ) 
¥Z  defires . To ftubborn harfhnefs. And my gracious Duke, 

2 Like toa ftep-dameora Dowager , | Beit fo the will not here before your Grace, 

Q Long withering outa young manste- | Confent to marry with Demetrius, 

{vepue-l| I beg, the ancient priviledge of Athens, 
Hip. Four dayes will quickly fteep themfelves in nights, | As fhe is mine, I may difpofe of her 5 

‘Four nights will quickly dream away the time: ~ Which fhall be either to this Gentleman, 

Ang then the Moon, like to a filver bows Or to her death, according to our Law, 

bent in heaven, fhall behold the night Immediatley provided in that cafe. 
Of our folemnities. | The. What fay you Hermia? be advis’d fair Maid. 
The. Go Philofirate, | To you your Father fhould be as aGod 5 

Stir up the e4tbenian youth to merriments, One that compos’d your beauties 5 yea, and one 

Awake the pert and nimble fpirit of mirth, Towhom you are but as a form in wax 

Turn melancholly forthto Funerals: By him imprinted :. and within his power, 

The pale companion is not for our pomp, To leave the figure, or disfigure it : 


Enter Thefeus, Hippolita, with others. 


Hippolita, | woo'd thee with my {word, 
‘And wonthy love, doing thee injuries : 
Sut 1 will wed theein another key, 


Demetriusisa worthy Gentleman. 
Her. So is Lyfander. 
The. In himielf he is. 


But in this kind, wanting your Fathers voice 
The other muft be held the worthier. 
Enter Egeus and bis daughter HermaayLyfander, Her. | would my Father look’d but with my eyes. 
and Demetrias. The, Rather your eyes muft with his judgement look. — 
Her. | do intreat your Grace to pardon me, 
Fe. Happy be Thefexs, our renowned Duke. I know not by what power I am made bold. 
The. Thanks good Egeus: what’s the news with thee ?| Nor how itmay concern my modefty 
Ege. Full of vexation, come I, with complaint In fuch a prefence here to plead my thoughts : 
Againg my child, my daughter Herma. But I befeech your Grace, that [may know 
The worft that may befall me in this cafe, 
If i refute to wed Demetrins. 
: The. Either to die the death, or to abjure 
My Noble Lord, For ever the fociety of men. 
This man hath my confent to marry her. Therefore fair Hermia queftion your defires, 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood. 
Whether ¢ ifyou yield not to your Fathers choice ) 
You can endure the livery ofa Nun, 
For aye tobein fhacy Cloifter mew’d, 
To live a barren fitter all your life, 
Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitlefs Moon, - . 
Thrice 


With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 


Stand forth Demetrius. 


: Stand forth Lyfander. 
And my gracious Duke, 
This hath bewitch’d the bofome of my child : 
Thou, theu Ly/ander, thou haf given her rimes, 
And inverchang’d love-coken with my child - 
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Thrice bleffed they that matter fo their Blood, 
To undergo fuch Maiden Pilgrimage. 
But earthlier happy is the Rote diftiil’d, 
Than that which withering on the virgin thorn; 
Grows, Lives, and Dies, in fingle bleffednefs, 
Her. So will Lgrow, fo live, fo die, my Lord, 
Ere f will yield my virgin Patent up 
Uato his Lordthip, to whofe unwithd yoak, 
! My fou! confents not to givefoveraignty. 
| The. Take time to paufe, and by the next New Moon, 
| The tealing day betwixt my Love and me, 
For everlafting bond of fellowfhip. 
| Upon that day either prepare to die, 
For difobedience to your Fathers will, 
} Or elfe to wed Demetrius ashe would, 
} Or on Dianaes Altar to protef 
' For aye, aufterity and fingle life. 
' Dem. Relent {weet Hermia, and Lyfander, yield 
} Thy crazed title to my certain right. 
Lyf. You have her Fathers Loves Demetrius : 
Let me have Hermiaes: do yow Marry him. 
Exgens. Scornfui Lyfander : true, he hathmy Love: 
And what is mine, my Love fhall render him. 
And fhe is mine, and all my right of her 
Ido eftate unto Demetrins. 
Lyf. 1 am my Lord, as well deriv’d as he, 
As well poffeft : my Love is more than his 5 
My fortunes every way as fairly rank’d 
Cif not with vantage ) as Demetrias : 
And( whichis moré than all thefe boafts can be) 
lam belov’dof beauteous Hera, 
Why fhould not I then p ute my right 2 
Demet?ins, Vie avouch it to‘his head, 
Made Love to Nedars Daughter, Helena, 
And won her foul: and fhe( fweet Lady ) dotes, 
Devoutly dores, dotes in Idolatry, 
Upon this fpotted and inconftant man. 
The. | muft confets, that I have heard fo much, 
And with Demetrixs though to have {poke thereof 
‘| But being over-full of felf-affairs, 
My mind did lofe it. But -Demetrins come, 
And come Evens, you fhall go with-me, 
Lhave fome private {chooling for you both. 
Por you fair Hernia, look youwarm your felf, 
To fit your fancies to your Fathers will 5 
Or elfethe Law of Athens yiclds you up 
( Which by no means we may extenuate ) 
To death, or toa vow of fingle life, 
Come my Héppolita, what cheer my Love ? 
Demetrius and Egens'goratong : 
| muft employ you in fomé bufinefs 
Againft our nuptials, and confer with you 
Of fomething nearly that concerns‘your felves, 
Ege. With dutyvand defirewe'follow you. 
Manet Lyfander and Hermia. 
Ly How now my Love? ‘VVhy is your cheek fo pale ? 
How chance the Rofes there do fade fo faft ? 
Her. Belike for want-of Rain, which Pcould well 
Betedmi them {om the tempeft of mine eyes. 
Lyf’ Hermia, for-ought thatever I could Read, 
Could ever hear by Tale or Hittory, 
The courfe of ttuelove never did run fmooth, 
But either it was different in'bleod. 
Her Ogrols? too hightto be'enthrall’d tolove. 
Lyf. Orelfexmifgratied, imrefpe& of years, 
Her. © fpight? teo old to be'efigap’d too young, 
Ly/. Or ele it food upon the choice of Merit. 
Her, O hell t! to choofe fove by anothers eye. 
Ly/. Or if there were’afyaipathy'in choice, 
VVat, death, or ficktiels, didi layefiege to it 5 
Making it momentary, asa found ; 
Swift as a fhadow, fhort as any dream, 
Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 
That (in afpleen ) unfolds both heaven and earth; 


i 
i 


vale 


roiec 


P) 
e 


Exeunt. 


ners nights 


nr hm re a Dh 


Dream. 131 
And ere a man hath power to fay, behold; 
The jaws of darknefsdo devour it up, 
So quick bright things come to con{ufion. 
Her, If then true Lovers have been ever croft; 
It ftands as an Edié in deftiny : 
Then let us teach our trial patience, 
Becaufe it is a cutomary crofs, 
As due to Love, as thoughts , and dreams, and fighs, 
VWVithes and Tears, poor Fancies followers. 
Lyf. A good petfwafion ; therefore hear me Hermia, 
I have a VVidow Aunt, a Dowager, 
Of great revenue, and fhe hath no Child: 
From Athens is her hovfe remov’d feven leagues; 
And fhe refpeéts me as her only Son: 
There gentle Hermia, may i marry thee, 
And to that place, the fharp Athenian Law 
Cannot purfueus, If thou lov’it me, then 
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X 


| 
| 
}o 
| 
| 


steal forth thy Fathers houfe to morrow night } 
Acdin the VVood, a L-ague without the Town; 
VVhere i cid meet thee once with Helena, 


To do obfervance for a morn of May) 
There will I ftay for thee. 

Her. My good Lyfander, 
I {wear to thee, by Cupid's fir ongelt bow, 
By his bcft arrow wich golden head, 
By the fimplicity of “nn 
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And by that firé which burn’d the Carthage Queen, 

VVhen the falfe Trojan under fail was feen, 

By all the vows that ever men have broke, 

( In number more than ever women {poke ) 

In that fame place thou haft appointed me, 

To morrow truly will Imeet with thee. 
Lyf. Keep promife Love : look here comes Helena. 


Enter Heleug, 


Her. God {peed fair Helena, whither away ? 
Het, Call you me fair? that fair again unfay, 
Demetrins loves you fair: O happy fair ! 
Your eyes are load-ftars, and your tongues {weet ayr 
More tuneable then Lark to Shepherds ear, 
VVhen VVheat is green, when Haw thorn Buds appear. 
Sicknefs is catching: O were favour fo, 
Your wordsl’de catch, fair Hermiz ere Igo, 
My ear thould catch your voice, my eye, your eye, 
“My tongue fhould catch your tongues fweet melody, 
VVere the VVorld mine, Demetrins b ing b 
The reft Ile give to be to you tranflated. 
O teach me how you look, and with what art 
You fway the motion of Demetrizs heart. 
Her. 1 frown upon him, yet be loves me ftill. 
Hel, O that your frowns would teach my {miles fuch 
Her. 1 give him curfes, yet he gives me love. (skill, 
Hel. O that my prayers could {uch affe€tion move. 
Her, The mote I hate, the more he follows me. 
Hel. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 
Her, His folly Helena is none of mine. (mine. 
Hel. None but your beauty, would that fault were 
fer, ‘Take comfort: heno more fhall fee my face, 
Lyfander and my felf will fly this place. 
Before the time I did Lyfander fee, 
| Seem’d Arhens like a paradife to me, 
| O then, what graces in my Love do dwell, 
That he hath turn’da Heaven into Hell? 
| _ Lyf. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold, 
To morrow night when Phebe doth behold 
Her filver vifage in the watry glafs, 
Decking with liquid pearl, the bladed grafs 
( Atime thatLovers flights doth ftill coneeal J 
Through Athens gate, have we devii’d to fteal. 
Her, And inthe wood, whereoften youand I, 
Upon faint Primrofe beds were wont tolyc, — 
Emptying our bofomes of their counfel {well’d ; 
* 
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There my Ly/fander, and my felf fhall meet, 

And thence from ¢4thens turn away our eyes, 

Co feck new triends and range companions, 

Farewel {weet play-fellow, pray thou for us, 

And good{uck grant thee thy Demetrius. _ 

Keep word Lyfander, we wut ftarve our fight, 

Grom lovers ood, till thorrow deep midnight. | 

Exit Hermia. 
Lyf. 1 will wy Hlermia. Atos adieu, 
i metrins dotes on you. 

As youonhim, De y Evie Lyfander 
Hell, How happy fome, o’re ofherfome can be? 

Through Athens t am thought as fair as fhe. 

Bat what of that? D.merrias thinks not fo: 

He will not know, what all, but he doth know, 

And as he errs, doting on Hermiaes eyes; 

So 1, admiring of his qualities - 

Things bafe and vile, holding no quantity, 

Love can tranfpofe to form and dignity, 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with che minde, 

And therefore ig wing’d Cupid painted blind. 

Nor hath loves mind of any judgment tafte : 

Wings andnoeyes, figure, unheedy haft. 

And therefore is Love laid to be a Child , 

Becaule ia choice he often is beguil’d, 

As waggilh Boys theipfelves in game forfwear 5 

So the Boy Love is perjur’d every where. 

For ere Demetrius \oukt on Hermiaes eyns 

He hail?’d down oths that he was only mine. 

and whenthis Hail fome heat from Hermia felt, 

So he diffelv’d, and fhowres of oaths did melt, 

{ will go tell him of fair, Hermtaes flight : 

Then to the Wood will he tomorrow night 

Purfue her ; and for his intelligence, 

If L have thanks, it isa dear expence : 

But herein mean! to enrich my pain, 

To have his fight thither, and back again. Exit. 
Enter Quince the. Carpenter, Snug the Zoyner, Bottoms the 
Weaver, Fiute the Bellows-mender, Snowt the Tinker, 
and Starveling the Taylor. . 


Qu, 1sa'l our company here ? : | 

Bot, You were beft to call them generally, man by 
man, according to the ferip. 

Qu. Here is the ferowl of every mans name, which is 
thought fir through all Athens, to play in our Enterlude 
before the Duke and the Dutchefs, on his wedding day. 
at night. 

Bot. Firft, good Peter Quince, fay what the Play 
treatson 3 then Read the Names of the Aétors and fo 
grow on to appoint. Sori 

Qu. Marry ovr Play is the moft lamentable Comedy, 
and moft cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby. 

Bit. A very good piece of work I afore you, and a 
merry. Now good Peter Quince, call forth your Aétors 
by the fcrowl. Matters {pread your felves. 

Quince. Antwer as I call you. Nick Bottom the 
Weaver. 

Bott.m, Ready: name what part I am for, and pro- 
ceed. : 

Quince, You Nick nottom are fet down. for Pyra- 
US 

got. What is Pyramas,a Lover, or a Tyrant ? 

Quince. A Lover that kills himfelf moft gallantly for 
Love. 

Bor. That will ask fome tears in the true perform- 
ing of it; if I doit, let the audience look to their eyes 5 
1 will move forms ; | will condole in fome meafure.. 
To the reft yet, my chief humour is for a Fyrant; I'could 
play Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a Cat in, to make all. 
{plit to raging Rocks, and fhivering Shocks fhail break 
the Locks of Prifon Gates, and Phibbus carre fhall fhine 
from far y and make and mar the foolifh Fates, This 


trie 


‘it be, give itme, forlam flow of ftudy, 


was lofty. Now name the reft of the Players. ‘This 
i Ercles veih, a Tyrants vein : a Lover is more condo- 
ing. 

Quin, Fransis Flute the Bellows-mender. 

Flu. Here Peter Quince. 

Qu. You muft take Thishie on you: 

Flu, What is Thisbie, a wandring Knight ? 

Qu. It is the Lady that Pyramus muit Love. 

Flu. Nay faith, let not me play a woman, I havea 
Beard coming. 

Qu. That’s all one, you fhall play it in a Mask, and 
you may {peak as {mall as you will. 

Bot. And I may hide my face, let me play Thisbie 
too ; I’le {peak in a monftrous little voice, Fhifne, Thif- 
ne, ah Pyramus my lover dear, thy Thisbie dear, and 
Lady dear. : 

“Quin. No no, you muft play Pyrasus ; and Flute you 
Thisbie.: 

Bet. Well, proceed: : 

Qu. Robin Starveling, the Taylor. 

Star. Here Peter Quince. ) ; 

Quince. Robin Starveling, you mu play Thishies 
Mother ? \ 

Tom Snowt, the Tinker. 

Snowt. Here Peter Quince. 

Qu. You Pyramus fathers my felf, Thisbies fathers 
Snug, the Joyner, you the Lyons part; and I hope there 


Fis a Play fitted. 


Snug. Have you the Lyons part written ? pray you if] 


Qu. You may do it Extempore, for it is nothing. but 


roaring. 


Bot. Let me play the Lyon too,-I will roar, that 
will do any mans heart good to hear me. I will roar, 
that I will make the Duke fay, Let him roar again, let 
him roar again. 

Qu, If you fhovld do it too terribly, you would 
fright the Dutchefs and the Ladies, that they would 
fhrike, and that were enough to hang usall = 

Ail, That would hang us every-mothers fon) ~~ 

Bottome. 1 grant you friend, if that you fhould 
fright the Ladies out of their Wits, they would} 
have no more difcretion but to hang us: but! willag- | 
Stavate my voice fo, that I will roar you as gently 
“as any fucking Dove 1 wilf roar and "twere any 
Nightingal. ; 

Quince. You can play no part but Pyramus, for Pyra- 
mus is a {weet-fac’d man,a proper man as one fhall fee 
in.a fummers day; a moft lovely Gentleman-like-man, | 
therefore you muft needs play Pyramus. . 

Bot~Well, Iwill undertake it: What Beard were I 


‘beft to play-it in ?, 


Quin Why, what you will. 

Bot. 1 will difcharge it, in either your ftraw-colour 
beard,| your orange-tawny beard, your purple in grain 
beard, er your French-crown colour’d beard, your iper- 
feet yellow. . 

Quin. Some of your French-Crowns have no hair 
at all, and then you will play bare-fac’d; But mafters here 
are your parts, and f am to entreat you, requeft you, and 
defire you, to con them by to morrow night: and meet 
me in the palace wood, a mile without the Town, by} 
Moon-light, there we will rehearfe: for if we meet in the | 
City, we fhall be dog’d with company, and our devices 
known. In the mean time, | will draw a Bill of proper: 
ties, fuch as our Play wants. I pray you fail me not. 

tn ‘ie Fe meet, + a we may rehearfe more 
obicenely and courageoufly. Take pain, be iéu. 

Quin. At the Dukes oak we eee a 

Bet. Enough, hold or cut bow-ftrings; Exeunt, 


nll 


— 


PEER ASSES CN Oe) A SEI a Raton eo 


A Mid{ummers nights Dream, 


a ae Ee 


Atlus Secundus, 


Enter a Fairie at one door, and Robin Good- 
fellow at another. 


| Reb. How now fpirit, whither wander you ? 


Fat. Over hill, over dale, through bufh, through briar, 


Over park, over pale, threugh flood, through fire, 


[do wandcrevery where, fwifter than the Moons {phere ; 
And I ferve the Fairy Queen, to dew her orbs upon the 
( green. 


The Cowlfl ps tall, her penfioners be, 
In their gold coats, {pots vou fee, 
| Thofe be Rubies, Fairy: favours, 
‘In thofe freckles, live their favors: 
| I mut go feek fome dew drops here, 
And hang a pearlin every cow flips ear, 
Farewel thou Lob of {pirits, Ple be gon, 
Our Queen and all her Elves come here anon. 


Rob. The King doth keep his Revels here to night, 


| Take heed the Queen come not within his fight, 
For Oberen is pafling fell and wrath, 
Becaule that fhe. as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy ftoln from an Indian King, 
She-nevet had fo fweet a changéeling, 
And jealous Oberon would have the child 
Knight of this train, to trace the Forrefts wild. 
But fhe ( per-force ) with-holds the loved boy, 
{| Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy 
| And now they never meet in ftove,or green, 
By fountain clear, or {pangled ftar-light fheen, 
But they do fquare, rhat all their Elves for fear 
Creep into Acorn cups and hide them there, 

Fai. Either I miftake.your fhape and making quite, 
Or elfe you are thar fhrew’d and knavith fpirit 
Cal’d Robin Good-feloy, Are younct he, 

Dhar fright the ma:dens of the Vilagree 

Skim milk, and fometimes labour in the Quern, 
And bootlefs make the breathlefs hufwife chern, - 
And fometime make the drink to bear no barme, 
Miflead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm, 
Thofe that Hobgoblin cali you, and fweet Puck, 
You do their work, and they fhall have good luck. 
Are not you he ? 

Rob, Thou fpeak’ft aright 5 
{am that merry wanderer of the night ¢ 
I jeft to Orberon, and make him fmile, 

When I a fat and’bean- fed Horfe beguile, 
Neighing in likenefs like a filly foal, 
And fometimes lurk Lin a Goffips bowl, 
in very likenefs of a roafted crab: 
And when fhe drinks, againit her lips I bob, 
And on her withered dewlop pour the Ale, 
The wifeft Aunt telling the taddett tale, 
Sometime for three-foot ftool, miftaketh me, 
Then flip I from her bum, down topples the, 
And tailour‘eries, and falls into a coffe. 
And then the whole quire hold their hips, and loffe, 
And waxen in their wnirth, and neeze, and fwear, 
A merrier hour was never wafted there, 
But room Fairy, here comes Oberon, 
Fai. Andhere my Miftre(s - 
Would that we Were gone. 


Enter King of ° Fairies at one door with his train, and 
, F 
the Queen at another With kers, 


Ob. lik met by Moon-light, 
Proud Titania. 

Qu. What, jealous Oleron? Fairy skip hence, 
I have forfworn his bed and company. 


Sg a ela kane dan sentence. ee 
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Ob. Tarry rath Wanton, amnot! thy Lord ? 
Qu. ThenI mutt bethy Lady : but I know 
When thou watt ftolo away from Fairy Land, 
And in the fhape of Corin, fat all day, 
Playing on pipes of Corn, and verfi g love 
To amorous Philida, Why art thou here 
Come from the fartheft fteep of Indta? 
But that forfooth the bouncing Amazon 
Your buskin’d MiftrefS, and your Warriour love, 
To Thefeus mut be Wedded, and you come, 
To give their bed joy and profperity. 
Ob. How cant thou thus for th me, Titania, 
Glance at my ¢redit,. with Hi:ppolita? 
Knowing I know thy love to The fers ? 
Did& thou not lead him through the glimmering night 
From Peregenia, whom he ravithed ? 
And make him with fair Eagles break his faith — 
With Ariadne, and Antiopa ? 
Gu, Thele are the forgeries of jealoufie, 
And’ never fince the middle Sum@grs {pring, 
Met we on hill, in dale, forreft mead, 
By paved fountain, or by ruthy brook, 
Or in the beached margent of the fea, 
To dance our ringlets to the whifling wind, 
But with thy brawls thou haft difturb’d our fport; 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in Vain, 
As in revenge have fuck*d up from the fea, 
Contagious foggs : Which falling in the land, 
Hath every petty River made fo proud, 
That they have over-born their Continents. 
The Oxe hath therefore ftretch’d his yoak invain, 
The Ploughman lof his {weat, and the oreen Corn 


i 
= * 


Hath rotted, ere his youth attain’da beard: 


‘The fold ftands empty inthe drowned field, 


And Crows are fatted with the murrion flock, 
The Nine-mens-morris is fill’d up with mud, 
And the queint Mazesin the wanton green, 
For lack of tread are undiftinguifhable, 
The humane mortals want thar winter-here, 
No night is now with hymn, or carol bles ; 
Therefore the Moon ( the governefs of flouds ) 
Pale in her anger, wathes all the air : 
That Rheumatick difeafes do abound. 
And through this diftemperature, we fee, 
The feafons alter ; hoary headed frofts 
Fallin the freth lap of the crimfon Rofe, 
And on old Afyemss chin and Icy crown, 
An odorous Chaplet of {weet Summer buds 
Is asin mockery fet. The Spring, the Summer, 
The chiding Autuma, angry Winter change 
Their wonted Liveries, and the amazed world, 
By their increafe, now knows not which is which : 
And this fame progeny of evil] comes 
From our debate, trom our diffentio 
Weare their parents and original. 

0b. Do you amend it then, it lies in you, 
Why thould Titania crofs her Orberen ? 
I do but bega little changeling boy, 
Tobe my Henchman. 

Qx. Set your heart at reft, 
The Fairy-land buys not the child of me. 
His mother was a Votrefs of my Order, 
And inthe fpiced Indian air by night 
Full often fhe hath goffipt by my fide, 
And fat with me on Neptanes yellow fands, 
Wheankingyth’embarked traders of the flood, 
Whet.we laught to fee the fails caffceive, 
And grow big bellied with the wanton wind : 
Which fhe with pretty and with {wimming gate. 
Following (her womb then rich with my young {quire } 
Would imitate, and {ail upon the Land, 
To fetch me trifles and return again, 
As from a voyage rich with merchandize, 
But fhe being mortal of that boy did dye, 


Dy 


And 
See . 
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and for her fake 1 do rear UP her boy, 
And for her fakel will not part with him. 
Ob. How long within this Wood intend you ftay? 
Qu. Perchance cill after Thefens We dding-day. 
tf you will patiently dance in our Round, 
And {ee our Moonrlight Revels, go with us 5 
if not, fhunme and { will fpare your haunts. 
Ob. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 
Qu, Notior thy Fairy Kingdom Fairies away * 
We fi all chide down right, If 1 longer ftay. ‘Exeunt. 
Cb Well, go thy way: thou fhale not frome this grove, 
Till L torment thee for this Injury. 
My gentle Puck come hither 5 thou remembreft 
Since [fat upon a promontory, 
And heard aMear-maid ona Dolphins back, 
U:tering fuch Dulcetand Harmonious preathy 
That the rude Sea grew civil at her Song, 
Aod certain Stars fhot madly from their Sphearsy 
To hear the Sea-maids Mufick. 
Pu. t remember. wo 
Ob. ‘That very time I fagp( but thou could’ft not > 
Fiying’between the cold’Moon and the Earth, 
Cupid all arm’d ; a certain aim He took 
Ata fair Veltal, Throned by the Weft, 
And loos’d his Love-fhaft fmartly from his Bow, 
As it would pierce ahundred thoufand hearts, 
‘But I might fee young Cupids fiery thaft 
Quench in the chaft beams of the watry Moon > 
And the Imperial Votrefs pafied ony 
in Maiden meditation, fancy-free, 
Yet mark’d I where the bolt of (pia fell, 
It fell upon a little Weftern Flower : 
Before, Milk-white: now purple with loves wound, 
And maidens call it, Love in Idlenefs. 
Fetch me that Flower 3 the Herb | fhew'd thee once, 
The juice of it, on fleeping Eye-lids laid, 
Will make a Man or Woman madly dote 
Upon the next live Creature that it fees. 
Fetch me this hertyand bethouhere again, 
iEre the Leviathan can {wim a league. 
Pu, Pie pot a Girdle about the Earth in forty Minutes. 
Exit. 
_ Ob. Having once this juice, 
Pie watch Titania, when the is afleep, 
And drop the liquor of it in her eyes - 
The next thing when fhe waking looks upon, 
(Bziton Lyon, Beary or Wolf, or Bull, 
On medling Monkey, or on bufy Ape) 
She fhall purfue it, with the Soul of Love. 
And ere 1 take this Charm off from her fight, 
( Asi can take it with another herb) 
Vle make her render up her Page to me. 
But whocomes here? lam invifible, 
and L will over-hear their conference. ” 


Enter Demetrius, Helena following him. 


Dem. T love thee not, therefore purfue me not. 

Where is Lyfander, and fair Hermia? 

The one Ve ftay, the other ftayeth me. 

Thou told’ me they were ftolninto this wood 3 
And here aml, and wood within this wood, 
B.caufe I cannot meet my Hermia. 

Hence get thee gone, and follow me no more. 

Hel, You draw me you hard-hearted Adamanty#. € 
But yet you draw not Iron for my heart Bins, oc 
is trueas Steel. Leavelyour power to draw, 

And I fhail have no power to follow you. 

Dem. Do Lentice vou? do | fpeak you fair ? 

Or ¥atherdo fot in plaineft truth, 
Tell youl donot, nor Icannot love you 2 

Hel. And even for that do Llove thee the more 5 

I am your Spaniel , and Demetrius, 
| The more you beat me, | will fawn on you. 
1h, be 


A Midjummers Nigbts Dream. 


ee 
Ue me but as your Spaniel, {purn me, firike Mey 
Negle& me, lofe me 4 only give meleave 
(Unworthy as 1am) to follow you. 
What worfer place can [ beg, in your Loves 
(And yeta place of high refpea with me) 
Than to be ufed asyou do your Dog? 
Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred 
For I am fick when | do look on thee. 
Hel. And lam fick when | look not on you. 
Dem. You do impeach your modefty too much, 
To leave the City, and commit your {elf 
Into the hands of one that loves you not, 
To truft the opportunity of Night, 
And the ill counfelof adefert place, 
With the rich worth of your virginity. 
"Hel. Your virtue is my priviledge: for that 
It isnot night when Ido fee your face. 
Therefore I think Lam not in the Night, 
Nor doth this wood lack worlds of compagy, 
For youin my refpect are all the World. 
Then how can it be faid Jam alone , 
When all the World is here tolookon me ? 
Dew. Vie run from thee and hide me in the brakes, 
And leave thee to the mercy of wild Beafts. 
Hel. The wildeft hath not fucha heart as yous 
Run when you will , the ftory thall be chang’d : 
eA ppollo flies, and Daphne holds the Chace; 
The Dove purfuesthe Griffin, the mild Hind - 
Makes fpeed to catch the Tyger. Bootlefs fpeed, 
When Cowardife purfues, and Valour flies. 
Dem. Iwill not ftay thy queftions, let me go; 
‘Orif you follow me, do not believe, 
But I fhall do thee mifchief in the VVood. 
Hel. 1, inthe Temple, in the Town, and Field. 
You do me mifchief. Fye Demetrius, 
Your wrongs do fet a fcandal on my Sex: 
We cannot fight for Love, asmen may do 5 
we fhould be woo'd, and were not made to wees. 
1 follow thee, and make a Heaven of Hell, ‘ 
To dye upon the hand I love fo well Exit. 
Ob. Fare thee well Nymph, ere he do leave chis Grove. 


of my Spirit, 


‘| Thou fhalt fly him, and he fhall feek thy love. 


Haft thou the flower there ? Welcome wanderer. 
Enter Puck. 


Pu. I, there itis. 
Ob. f pray thee give it me. 

[know a bank where the wild Time blows, 

Where the Oxflipsand the nodding Violet grows, 
Quite over Cannoped with lu{cious Woodbine, 

With {weet musk Rofes, and with Eglantine, 

There fleeps Titania, fometime of the Night, 

Lull’d in thefe flowers, with dances and delight : 

And there the Snake throws her enammel’d Skin, 

VVeed wide enough to wrap a Fairy in- 

And with the juice of this Pic ftreak her Eyes, 

And make her full of hateful Fantafies. 

Take thou fome of it, and feek through this Grove ; 
| A {weet Athenian Lady is in Love 7 
‘With a difdainful youth: annoint his Eyes, 

But do it when the next thing he efpies, 

‘May be the Lady. Thou fhalt know the man, 

By the e4thenian Garments he hath on. 

Effe&t it with fomecare, that he may prove 
/ More fondon her, than fhe upon her love ; 

And look thou meet me, ere the firft Cock crows 

Px. Fear not my Lord, your fervant fhall do fo. 
Enter Queen of Fairies, with ber Trasn. 
Qu. Come, now aRoundel, anda Fairy Song = 

‘Then for the third part of a Minute hence, 

Some to kill Kankers in the Musk Rofe buds, 

Some war with Reremife, for their leathern wings, 
To make my {mall Elves Coats, and keep fome back 


2 


Acour queint f{pirits : 
Then to your offices, an 


Fairies Sing ° 


Yon {potted Snakes with double tongue, 
Thorny Hedgehoggs be not feen, 
Newts and blind worms do no wrong, 
Come not near our Fairy Queen. 
Philomele with melodie, 

Sing in your fweet Lullaby, 
Lutlla, lulla, lullaby, lull lulla,lullaby : 
Never barm, nor {pell, nor Charm. 
Come our lovely Lady nye, 

So good night with Lullaby. 

2.Fairy. 
Weaving Spiders come not bere; 
Hence you long leg’d Spinners, hence ? 
Beetles black approach not near : 
Worm nor Snayl do no offence. 
Philomele with melody, cc. 
1. Faery. 
Hence away 5 now all is well: 
Ont aloof, fiand Centinel. 


Enter Oberon. 
Ob. What thou feeft when thou doft wake 5 
Do it for thy true Love take : 
Love and Languifh for his fake 
Be it Ounce, or Cat,or Bear, 
Pard, or Boar, with briftled Hair, 
In thy eye that fhall appear, 
When thou wak’@, it isthy dear, 
Wake when fome vile thing isnear. 
Enter Lyfander and Hermia: ae i 
Lyf, Fair love, you faint with wandring in the Woods 5 
And to fpeak troth, | have forgot our way * 
We'l reft us Hermia, if you think it good, 
And tarry for the comfort of the day. . 
Her. Beit fo Lyfander ; find you outa Bed, 
For Lupon this Bank will reft my Head, 
Lyf. One Turf fhall ferve as Pillow for us both, 
One Heart, oné B:d,two Bofoms, and one Troth. 
Her. Nay good Lyfander, for my fake my dear, 
Lie further off yet, do not lie fo near. 
Lyf. O take the fence {weet, of my innocence; 
Love takes the meaning, in Loves conference, 
I mean that my Heart unto yours is knit, 
So that but one heart can you make of it. 
Two Bofoms interchanged with an oath, 
So then two Bofoms, and a fiogle Troth. 
Then by your fide, no Bed-room me deny 
For lying fo, Hermia ,\ do not lye. 
Her, Lyfander riddles very prettily 5 
Now much befhrew my manners, and my prides 
If Hermia meant to fay, Lyfander lid. 
But gentle friend, for Love and Curtely 
Lye further off in human Modefty, 
Such feparation, as May well be faid 
Becomes a Vertuous Batchelor, anda Maid, 
So far be diftant,and good night {weet Friend : 
Thy Lovene’realter till thy {weet Life end. 
Lyf. Amen, amen , to that fair Prayer fay I, 
And thenend Life, when Lend Loyalty: 
Here is my Bed, fleep give thee all his Reff. 
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This is he ( my Mafter faid ) 
Defpifed the Athenian Maid 5 

And here the Maiden fleeping found, 
On the dank and durty ground 
Pretty foul, the durft not lye 

Near this lack-love, this kill. curtefy: 
Churl upon the eyes! throw 

All the power this Charm doth owe ; 
When thou wak’ft, let Love forbid 
Sleep his feat on thy eye-lid. 

So awake when I am gon 5 


For I muft now to Oberon. Exit. 
Enter Demetrius and Helena running: 
Hel. Say, tho thou kill me, fweet Demetrius. Stay 


De. \harge thee hence, anddo not haunt me thus, 

Hel. O wilt thou Darling leave me ? do not fo, 

De. Stay on thy peril, 1 alone will go- 
: ig _ Exit Demetrius. 

Hel. O Tam out of breath, in this fond chace, 

The more my Prayer, the lefler is my Grace. 

Happy is Hermia, wherefoge fhe lies? 

For fhe hath bleffed and attraétive eyes. 

How came her eyes fo bright.? Not with falt fears, 

If fo, my eyesare oftner wafhr then hers. 

No, fio, I am as ugly as a Bear. 

For Beafts that meet me, run away for fear, 

Therefore no marvel, tho Demetrins 

Do as amonfter, fly my prefence thus. 

What wicked and diffembling glats of mine, 

Made me compare with Hermia’s {pheryeyn ? 

But whois here ? Ly/ander onthe Ground : 

Dead or a fleep ? I fee no Blood, no Wound. 

Lyfander, if you live, good Sir awake. 

Lyf. And run through fire I will for thy fweet fake. 
Tranfparent Helena, nature here fhews art, 

That through thy Bofom makes me fee thy Heart, 
WhereDemctrins ? Oh how fita word 
Is that vile name, to perifh on my Sword? 

Hel, Do not fay fo, Lyfander, fay not fo ; 
What tho helove your Hermia ¢ Lord, what t 
Yet Hermia fiill Loves you, then be content 

Lyf. Content with Hermia? Nol do repent® 
The tedious minutes I with her have fpent. 

Not Herwia, but Helena now I love : 

Who will not change a Raven for a Dove ? 

The will of man is by his reafon {way’d: 

And reafon fays you are the worthier Maid. 
Things growing arenot ripe until their Seafon ; 
So I being young, till now gpe not to Reafon, 
And touching now the point of human skill, 
Reafon becomes the Marfhal to my will, 

And leads me to your eyes, where I orelook 
Loves ftories, written in Loves richeft Book. 

Hel. wherefore was L to this keen mockery born? 
When at your hands did I deferve this {corn ? 
Is’t not enough, is’t not enough, young man, 

That I did never, no nor never can 

Deferve a fweet look from Demetrius eyes 

But you muft flout my infofficiency ? 

Good troth you do me wrong ( good footh you do ) 
In fuch difdainful manner, mé to wooe. 

But fare you well : perforce I muft confefs, 

[ thought you Lord of more true gentlenels, 

Oh, that a Lady of one man refus’d, 


ho? 


Her. With half that with, the withers eyes be preft. | Should of another therefore be abus’d. Exit 
Enter Puck They fleep.| Lyf. She fees not Hermia, ile there, 
Pu. Through the Forreft have I gone, And never maift thou comeTjfander nears 
But Athenian find I none, For as a furfeit of the fweeteft things 
On whofe eyes | might approve The deepeft loathing to a ftomach bring sy 
This Flowers force in ftitring Love: Or asthe herefies that men doleave, — 
Night and filence : who is here ? Are hated moft of thofe that did deceive: 
Weeds of Athens he doth wears So thou, my furfeit, and my aa si 
i 
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| Of all behated : but the moft of me, 
And all my powers addrefs your love and might, 
To honour Helen, and to be her Knight. 

Ler; Help me Lyfander, help me, do thy beft. 
To pluck this erawling Serpent from my breft 
Aye me, for pity, what a dream was here? 
Lyfander look, how I do quake with fear 5 
Me-thought a Serpent eat my Heartaway, * 
And yet fate {miling at his cruel prey. 
Lyfander, what remov'd? Lyfander, Lord, 
What out of hearing, gone ? No found, no word ? 
Aleck where are you? {peak andif you hear : 
Speak of a'l Loves; {wound almot with fear. 
No, then 1 well perceive you are not nigh, : 
ithe death or you Vle find immediately. o Exit. 


Exit. | 


“A 
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4 Enter Puck. 

Quin. Yes, it doth thine that night 

Bot. Why then may you leave a Casement of the-great 
Chamber window ( where we play ) open, and the Moon 
may fhine in at the Cafemenr. 

Qu. I,or elfe one muft come in with a bufh. of thorns |! 
and alanthorn, and fay he comes to disfigures of to pre~ |) 
fent the perfon of Moon-fhine. Then there is another} 
thing, wemuft have awalbin the great Chamber; for 
Piramus and Thisby (-fays the ftory) did talk through the || 
chink of a wall. . 

Snug. Youcannever bring in a wall. Waat fay you] 

Bottome ¢ 

Bor. Some man or other mutt prefent wall, and let 
him have fome Platter, or fome Lome, or fome. rough-caft 
about him, to figni‘y. wall; or let him hold his fingers | 
thus: and through that cranny {hall Pyramus and Thisby 


Li, 7 eyed Baw age ages toe 
Actus Tertius. 


Enter the Clowns. 


Bot. Arewe allmet? | , Z 

Quin, Par, pat, and here’s a Marvailous convenient 
oloce for our rehearfal. This green plat fhall be our 
ftage; this hauthorn brake our tyring Honfe, and we will 
do itin agtion, as we will do it before the Duke. 

Bot, Peter Quince? 

Peter. What iaift thou bully Bvteome 2. 

Bot. Thereare things in this Comedy of Piramus and 
Thisby, that will never pleafe. Furft, Paramus muft draw 
a Sword to kill himfelf; which the Ladies cannot abide. 
How anfwer you that ? 

Snout, Berlaken, a parlous fear. 

Star. [believe we muftleave the killing out, when all is 
done. 


Write me aPrologue, and let the Prologue feem to fay, 
We wiil do no harm with our Swords, and that Pyramus 
is not kill’d indeed; and for the more better affurance, 
tell them, that! Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottome 
the Weaver. ; this will patthem out of fear. 

Quin, Well, we will have fuch a Prologue, andit fhall 
be written in eight and fix. : 

Bot. No, makeit two more, let it be written in eight 
and eight, 

Suout, Will not the Ladies be afear’d of the Lion ? 

Star. \ fear it, { promife you. ~_ 

Bot. Maitters, you ought to confider with your felves, 
to bring in (God fhieldus’) a Lion among Ladies, is a 
moft dreadful thing. For there is not a more fearful wild 
fowl than your Lion living ; and we ought to look to 
it, é 

Snout. Therefore another Prologue muft tell he is not 
a Lion. 

Bot. Nay, you mutt name his name, and half his face 
mutt be {een through the Lions neck, and he himfelf muft 
fpeak through, faying thus, or to the fame defe&t; Ladies, 
or Fair Ladies, I would with you, or I would reqceft you, 
or I would intreat you, not to fear, not to tremble ; my 
Life for yours. If you think J come hither as aLion, 
it were pity.of my Life. No, lam no fuch thing, I am 
a man as other men ares and there indeed let 
him name hisname, and tell him plainly he is Sawg the 
Joiner. 5 

Quince. Well, it thall*befo ; but there is two hard 
things, that is, to-bring the ‘MoonLight into aCham- 
ie 5 for you know, Pyramus and ‘Ihisby meet by Moon- 

ight. 
ote Doth the Moonfhine that Night we play our 

ay es 
Bor. A Calender, a Calender, look in the Almanack, 
find out Moon-fhine, find out Moon-fhine. 

* 


ne a 


Bot. Not a whit, I havea device to make all well. 


whifper, 

Quin, If thatmay be, then allis well, Come, fitdown 
‘every mothers fon, and rehearfe your parts. Pyramus | 
you begin ; when you have fpoken yout ipeech, enter into 
that Brake, and fo every one according to his cue 


Enter Robin. 


Rub. What hempen home-fpuns have we fwaggering | E 


here 
Sonear the Cradle of the Fairy Queen ? 
What, aPlay toward? T’le be an auditor 
An aétor too perhaps, if I feecaufe, 

Qu. Speak Pyramus : Thisby ftand forth. 

Pir. Thisby, the flowers of odious favours {weet. 

Quin. Odours, odours. 

Pir. Odours favors {weet, 

So hath thy breath, my deareft Thisby dear... 
But hark, a voice; ftay thou but here awhile, 
And by and by I will to thee appear. Exit. Pir.| 

Pack. A ftranger Pyramus, then ere plaid here, 5 

Thisb, Muft l{peak now ? . 

Pet, |marry.mutt you. For you mult underftand he f 
goes but to fee a noife that he heard, and is to come a- 

ain. F 

This. Moftradiant Pyramus, moft Lilly white of hug, 

Of colour like the red Rofc on triumphant Bryer, 
Moft brisky Juvenal, and eke moft lovely Jew, 
As trueas trueft horfe, that yet would never tire. 

Ile meet thee Piramus, at Ninnies ‘Tomb. 

Pet. Ninus Tomb,man : why, you muft not fpeak that 
yet; that you anfwer to Piramus, you ipeak all your 
part atonce, cues and all. Psramus enter, your cue is paft: 
it is never tire. 

Thisb. O, astrue as trueft Horfe, that yet would never} 
tire? 

Pir. If 1 were fair, Thisby I were only thine, 

Pet. Omonftrous. O ftrange. Weare hanted 5 pray 
mafters, fly matters, help. 

Twe Clowns Exeunt, 

Puck. le follow you, Ile lead you about a Round, 
Through bog, through bufh, through brake, through 
Sometimes a Hor/e lle be,fometimes'a Hounds (bryers| 
A Hog, a Headlets Bear, fometimes a fire, 

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and rore and burn, 
Like Horfe, Hound, Hog, Bear, fire, at every turo, Exit. 


Enter Piramus with the A/s Head, 

Bot. why do they runaway ? This isa knavery ofthem 
to make me afeard. Enter Snout. 2 
Sn. © Bottome; thou art chang’d ; What do I fee on 
thee? ; 

Bot. What do you fee ? You fee an Afs-headof your | 
own, do you? : 
Enter Peter Quince. — 


Pet, Blefs thee Bortome, ble thee; thou art tranf- ae 
lated. Co: ae Exit, 
5 . Bot 


e 
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For indecd; who would fet his wit to fo foolifh abird ? | Then what it was that next came in her ey e, 
Who would give a bird the lye, tho he cry Cuckow, ne-| Which the muft dote on in extremity. 
ver fo? 
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Bot. (fee theic knavery » this isto make an afg of me,; devoured many a Gentleman of your houfe. I promi 2 | 
ro fright meif they could 5 but! will not ftir from this | you, your kindred hath made my cyes water ere now. J] 
place, do what they can. # will walk up and down here, | defire your more acquaintance, good Matter Muflard 
and will fing that they fhall hear I am not afraid. Seed. 
The Woofel cock, fo black of hue. Tita. Come wait upon him, lead him to my bower. | 
With Ocenge-tawny bill. The Moon methinks, looks with a watryeye, 
The Throftle will his note fo true, And when fhe weeps, weep every little A ower, 
The Wren and little quill. Lamenting fome enforced chaftity. | 
Tita, What Angel wakes me from my flowry bed ? Tye up my Lovers tongue, bring him filently. Eis. | 
Bot, The Finch, the Sparrow, and the Lark, ; 
The plainfong Cuckow gray 5 Enter King of Fairies, folus. 
Whote note full many a man doth mark, ; 
And dares not anfwer, nay. Ob. I wonder if Titania be awak’t: 
i 
f 


Tita. | pray thee gentle mortal, fing again, Enter Puck. 
Mine ear is muchenamoured of thy note 5 
On the fir view to fay, to fwear I love thee. Here comes my meflenger: how now mad {pirit, 
So is mine eye enthralled to thy fhape. Whar night-rule now about this haunted Grove ? 
And thy fair vertues force ( perforce ) doth move me. Puck, My Miftrefs with a monfter is in love, 
Bot. Methinks maiftrefs, youthould have little reafon | Near to her clofe and confecrated bower, 
| for that: and yer to fay the truth, reafon and Ipve keep | While fhe was in her dull and fleeping hour, 
little company ‘together, now-a-days. The more the pity, | A crew of patches, rude Mechanicals, 
that fome honeft neighbours will not make them friends.| That work for bread upon «4 thenian falls, 
Nay, I can gleek upon occafion. Were met togethet to rehearfz a Play, 
1 Tita» Thou art as wife as thou art beautiful. Intended for great Thefeus nuptial day. 
Bot. Not foneither: but if I had wit enough to get The fhalloweft thi¢k-skin of that barren fort, 
out of this wood, | have enough to ferve mine own Who Pyramus prefented, in their fport, 
turn. Forfook his Scene, and entred in a brake, 
Tita. Out of this wood, do not defire to go, When'Idid him at this advantage take; 
Thou thalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. An Affesinole I fixed on his head 5 | 
Lama {pirit of no common rate: Anon his Thzsbie muft be aniwered, | 
The Summer ftill doth tend upon my ftate, And forth my Mimick’comes.; whenthey him fpie, i 
1 AndI dolove thee; therefore gowith me, As wild-Geefe, that the ‘creeping Fowler eye, 
Vle give thee Fairies to attend onthe, Or ruffet-pated choughs. ‘many in fort, 
And they thall fetch thee Jewels from the deep, ( Rifing and cawing at the Giiris report ) | 
And fing, while thou on preffed flowers doth fleep: Sever themfelves, and madly fweep the sky : 
And I will purge thy mortal grofsnefs fo, So at his fight, away-his fellows flie, i 
That thou fhalt like an airy {pirit go. And at our ftamp, ‘here o’re avd ore one falls : 
He murder cries, and help frony Athens calls. 
Enter Peafe-bloffom, Cobweb, Moth, Muftard- Their fenfe thus weak, loft with their fears thus frong, 
feed, and four Fairies. Made fenfelefs things hegin todo them wrong. 
é For briars and thorns at theit’ apparel {natch, | 
Fair. Ready ; and {, and I, and 1, Where thall we go? |Some fleeves, fome hats, from yieldersall things catch, 
Tita. Be kind and courteous to this Gentleman: Lled them on in this diftra&ted fear, 
Hop in his walks, and gambole in his eye, © And left fweet Pyramustranflated there : 
Feed him with Apricocks and Dewberies, When in that moment ( fo it came to pafs ) 
With purple Grapes, green Figs, and Mulberries, Titania wak’t, and ftraightway fov'd an Als, 
The hony-bags fteal from the Humble Bees, Ob. This falls out better than I could cevile: 
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs. | But hat thou yet latch’c the Athenianeyes, 
And light them at the fiery Glow-worms cyes, With the love juice as 1 did bid thee do ? 
To have my love to bed, and'to arife : Rob. 1 took him fleeping ( that isfinifht too ) 
And pluck the wings from painted Butterflies, And the Athenian Woman by his fide, 
Tofan the Moon beams from his fleeping eyes. That when he wak’t, of force fhe muft be ey’d. 
Nod to him Elves, and dohim courtefies. : 
1. Fai. Hail mortal, hail, Enter Demetrius and Hermia, 
2 Fai. Hail. 
3. Fai. Hail. Ob. Stand clofe, this is the fame Arhenian. 
Bot, Lerysyour worfhips mercy heartily, I befeech your Rob.. This is the woman, but not this the man. 
worfhips name. Dem, O why rebuke you him that loves you fo ? 
Cob, Cobweb. Lay breath fo bitter on your bitter fo. 


Bot. I fhall. defire you of moré acquaintance , good) Her. Now| but chide; butt fhould ufe thee worfe. 
Matter Cobwebs if Lcut my finger, fhall make bold with | For thou I fear haft given mecaule tocurfe, 
you. | If thouhaft flain Lyfander in his fleep. 
Your name honeft Gentleman ? Being ore fhooes inblood, plunge inthe deep, and kill me 
Peal. Peafe-Bloffom. too : 
Bor. \ pray you commend me to Miftrels Squafh. your The Sun was notfo true unto the day, 
Mother, and.to Malter Peefood your Father. Good] As he to me. would he have ftollen aways 
Mafter Pea/e-bloffom, I thall defire of you more acquain-| From fleeping Hermia? Ve believe'as toon 
tance too. Your name | befeech you fir ? - This whole earth may be bord, and that the Moon 
Muf. Mauftard-fee d. May throughthe Center creep, and fo difpleafe 
Bot.Good Matter Muftard-feed, 1 know your pati- | Her brothers noon-tide, with th’ Astipodes, 
encewell: that fame cowardly gyant-like Oxe-beef hath |[c cannot be but thou haft murdred him, ; 
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So fhould amu: therer look, fo dead, fo grim. 


: oes dar nic 
Dem. So ihould the murthercr-look, and fo fhould J, 


Pierec through the heart with your ftern cruelty : 
Yer \outhe murderer looks as bright as clear, 
asyonder Venus in her glimmering {phear. 

Her, What's this to my Lyfander ? Whereis he ? 
Ah s00d Demerrins, wilt thou give him me ? 

Dem. \7de rather give hiscarkafs to my hounds. 


. + theh S 
Her. Out dog, eutcur, thou driv’ft me pait the boune’s 


wap a 
Of Maidens patience. Haft thou flain him then : 
Henceforth be never numbred among men. 

Oh, once tell true, and even for my fake, 


Durft thou a lookrupon him, being awake ? 
And haft thou kili’d him flceping ¢ O brave tutch- 


Could not a worm, an Adder do fo much? 
An adder did it, for with doubler tongue 
Than thine, (thou ferpent ) never adder tung. 
Dem. You {pend your paffion on a mifpriz’d mood, 
[ am not guilty of Ly/ander’s blood : 
Nor is he dead for ought that Ican tell. 
Her. (pray thee tell me thenthat heis well, 
Dem. Andif 1 could, what fhould I get therefore ? 
Her: A priviledg never to fee memore ; 
.nd from thy hated prefence part: fee meno mote 
| Whether he be dead orno. ; 
Dem, There isno following her in this fierce vein, 
Here therefore for a while Iwill remain. 
So forrows heavinefs doth heavier grow : 
For debt that bankrout 11% doth forrow owe, 
Which now in fome flight meafureit will pay, 
If for his tender here J make fome fay. 


And laid thy love juice on fome true-loves fight : 
Of thy atifprifion muft perforce enfue 
Some true love turn’d, and nota falleturn’d true. 


Rob. Then fate o’rerules, that.one man holding troth, 
| Amillion fail, confounding oath on oath» 


Ob. About the wood, go{wifter than the wind, 
| And Helens of Athens logk thourfind. 
All fancy-fick fhe is, and pale. of cheer, 
With fighs of love, that cofts the frefh blood dear, 
By fome illufion fee thou bring her here. ty 
Vle charm his eyes againft the doth.appear, 
Reb. 1g0,1 go, look howl go, ~ 


Swifter than arrow from the.Zaztars bow. ~ pr 1 eet, 


Ob. Flower of this purple die, 
Hit with Cupids archery, 
S nk in apple of hiseye, 
When his love he doth efpyy. 
Let her fhine as glorioully 
As the Venus of the sky. 
When thou wak’ft if. the be by 
Beg of her for remedy. 
Enter Puck 
Puck. Captain of our Fairy band, 
Helena is here at hand, 
And the youth miftook by me, 
Pleading for a lovers fee. 
Shall we their fond Pageant fee ? 
Lord, what fools thele mortals be ! 
Ob. Stand afide : the noife they make, 
Will caute Demetrius to awake, 
Puck. Then will two at once wooe one, 
That muft needs be {port alone: 
|And thofe things do bef pleafe me, 
‘That befal prepofterdully, 


Enter Lyfander.and Helena: 


Lyf. Why thould you think that I fhould wooe in feorn>| 


Scorn and derifion never comes-in tears, 

Look when I vow, I weep, and-vows fo born, 
{n their nativity all truth appears. 

How can thele things in me feem ftexn.to you? 
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Lie down. 
Od. What hatt thoudone ? Thowhaft miftaken quite, 


| Bearing the badg of faith to prove them true. 


Hel. You co advance your cunning more and more, 


When truth killstruth, O devillith holy {ray / 
Thefe vows are Hermia’s. Will you give her 07re? 
Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh, 
Your vows to her and me, ( put in twotcales } 
Willeven weigh, and bothas light as tales, 

Lyf. I had no judgment when to her I {wore. 

Hel. Nornonéin my mind, now you give her ore, 


Lyf. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. Awa. 


Dem. O Helen, goddefs, nymph, perfcé&, divine; 
0 what? my love, fhall | compare thine cyne, 
Chryftal is muddy, O how ripe in fhow, 
Thy lips, thofe kiffing cherries, tempting grow ! 
That pure congealed white, high Tanyas {now, 
Fann’d with the Eaftern wind, turns to a Crow,. 
When thou hold’& up thy hand, O let me kifs 
This Princefs of pure white, this feal of blifs. 
Hel. O {pight, O hell, I fee you are all bent 
To fet againft me, for your merriment : 
If you were civil, and knew courtefie, 
You would not do me thus much injury, 
Can you not hate me asI know you do, 
But you muft join in fouls to mock me top ? 
If youare men, as men you are in fhow, 
You would not ufe a gentle Lady fo ? 
To vow, and {wear, and fuperpraife my parts, 
When | am fure you hate me with your hearts, 
You both are Rivals, and love Hermia, 
And now both Rivalsto mock Helena. 
A trim exploit, amanly enterprize, 
To conjure tears up ina poor maids eyess 
With your derifion 5 none of noble fort, 
Would fo offend a Virgin, and extort 
A poor fouls patience, all to make you fport. 
Lyf. Youare unkind Demetrius’; be pot fo, 
For you love Hermia s this you know I know = 
And here with afl good will, with all my hearty. 
In Hermia’s love | yield youvp my part; 
And yoursof Helena, tome bequeath," 
Whom I do love, and will do to my death. 
Hel. Never did mockers wafte more idle breath. 
Dem, Lyfander, keep thy Hermia, Ywill none: 
If ere lI lov’d her, all that love is gone. 
My heart to her, but as gueft-wife {ojourn’d 
And now to Helez it is home return’d, p 
There to remain. 
Lyf. Itis not fo, 
Dem. Dilparage not the faith thou doft 
Left to thy peril thou abide it dear. Ton 
Look where thy Love comes, yonder is thy dear. 


Enter Hermia. 


fer. Dark night, that from the eye his funtion takes | z 


The ear more quick of apprehenfion makes, 
Wherein it doth impair the feeing fenfe, 

It pays the hearing double recompence. 
Thou art not by mine eye, Lyfander found, 
Mine ear, ( Ithank it ) brought me to that found: 
But why unkindly didft thou leave me {o 2 


Fair Helena, who more engilds the ni 

Than all yon fiery 0’s and Ses of igh” 

Why feck’ thou me? C 

~ Si bine thee, mad 

er. You {peak not as you think = j x 

He]. Lo, the is one of this confedépail eet 

Now I perceive they have conjoin’d all three 

To fathion this falfe {port in fpight of me.” : 

Injurious Hermia, moft ungrateful maid, 

Have you confpired, have you with thefe contriy’d 


emeleave thee fo ? 


. to go?| 
Lyfand. Why fhould he ftay whom love ac eG 3 
Her. What love could prefs Lyfander from my fide? 
Lyf. Lyfanders love, ( that would not let him bide ) 


ould not this make thee know, 
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To bait me, with this foul derifion ? Lyf. Demetrim, { willkeep my word with thee. { 
is all the Countel that we two have fhar’d, Dem. 1 would I had your bond : for | perceive 
The Sifters vows, the hours that we have fpent, A weak bond holds you; !’le not truft your word, 
When we have chid the hafty footed time, Lyf. What, thouldt hurt her, ftrike her, kill her dead >.| 
For parting us 5 O, and is all forgot? Although [hate her, 1’] not harm her fo. | 
All School-days friendfhip, child-hoods Innocence ? Her. What, can you do me greater harm than harm? | 
We, Hermia, like two Artificial gods, : Hate me. wherefore? Ome, what news my Love ¢ 
Have with our Needles, Created both one flowery Am not I Hermia? are not you Ly/ander? | 
Both on one Sampler, fitting onone Cufhion 5 I am as fair now, as 1 was ere while, | 
Both warbling of ‘one Song, both in one Key; Since Night you lov’d me ; yet fincenight youleft me: | 
As if our hands, our fides, voices, and minds Why then you left me ( O the Gods forbid) 
Had beenincorporate. So we grew together , In earneft, flrall I fay ? 
Like to a doublecherry, feeming parted, Lyf. 1, by my Life ? 
But an Union in partition, Andnever did defire to fee thee more, 
Two lovely Berries molded on one Stem, Therefore be out of hope, of queftion, of doubt, 
So with two feeming bodies, but one heart, Be certain, nothing truer: °tis no jeft, 
Two of the firft life, coats in Heraldry, That It do hate thee, and love Heleua. 
Due but to one, and crowned with one Creft. Her. O me,’ you jugler, you canker-bloffom, 
And will you rentour ancient love afunder, You thief of Love ; what have you come by night, 
To join with men in {corning your poor Friend ? And ftoln my Loves heart from him? 
It is not friendly, “tis not maidenly. Hel, Fine ifaith : 
Our fex as well as 1 may chide you for it, Have youno modefty, no maiden fhame, 
Though I alone do feel the Injury. No touch of bafhfulnefs ? what will you tear 
Her. 1am amazed at your paflionate words, ( Impatient anfwers from my gentle tongue) 
I fcorn you not ; it feemsthat you fcorn me. Fie, fie, you counterfeit, you puppet, you. 
Hel. Have younot fet Lyfander, as in {corn Her. Puppet? why fo? 1, that way goes the game, 
To follow me,and praife my Eyes and face? Now I perceive that fhe hath made compare 
And made your other love, Demetrius Between our ftatures ; fhe hath urg’d her height; 
(Who even but now did fpurn me with his foot) And with her perfonage, her tal perfonage, 
To call me Goddefs, Nymph, Divine, and rare, Her height (forfooth) fhe hath prevail’d with him. 
Precious, Celeftial ? Wherefore {peaks he this And areyou grown fo high in his efteem, 
To her he hates ?, And wherefore doth Lyfander Becaufe lam fo dwarfith , and fo low ? 
Deny your love (lo rich within his Soul) How low am 1, thou painted Maypole? Speak, 
And tender me ( forfooth ) affection, How low amI? Lamnotyetfolow, 
But by your fettingon, by your confent 2 But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 
What though I be not {o in grace as you, Hel. I pray youthough you mock me, Gentlemen, 
So hung upon with Love, fo fortunate ? Let her not hurt me, I was never curft: 
‘But miferable moft, tolove unlov’d) I haveno gift at all in fhrewifhnefs ; 
This you fhould pity rather than defpife. Tama right Maid for my Cowardiz: ; 
Her. Lunderftand not what you mean by this. Let her not ftrike me: you perhaps may think, 
Hel. 1 do, perfever, counterfeit fad looks. Becaufe fhe’s fomething lower than my {elf, 
Make mouths upon me when J turn my back, That I can match her. 
Wink each at other, hold the fweet jeftup : Her. Lower ? hark again. : 
This fport wellcarricd, fhall be Chronicled. Hel. Good Hermia, do not be fo bitter with me, 
If youhave any pity, grace, ormanners, 1 evermore did love you Herma, 
You would not make me fuch an Argument : Did ever keep your Counfels, never wronged you, 
But fare ye well, ’tis partly mine own fault, Save that in Love unto Demetriws, 
Which death or abfence foon fhall remedy. I told him of your ftealth into this Wood, 
Lyf. Stay. gentle Helena, heat my excufe, He followed you, for love I followed him, 
My Love, my Soul, fair Helena. But he hath chid me hence, and threatned me 
Hel. O excellent! Toftrike me, fpurnme, nay to kill me too; 
Her. Sweet, donot {corn her fo. And now, fo you will let me quiet go, 
Dem. If fhe cannot entreat, I can compel. To Athens will 1 bear my folly back, 
Lyf, Thou canft compel no more than fhe entreat. And follow you no further. Let me go. 
Thy threats have no more ftrength than her weak praife. You fee how fimple, and how fond I am. 
Helen. 1 love thee, by my Life I do 5 Her. Why get you gone 3 who is’t that hinders you?) ~~ 
Ifwear by that which | will lofe for thee, Hel, A foolifh heart, that [leave here behind. 
To prove him falfe that fays I love thee not. Her, What with Lyfander ? 
Dem. \fay, Llove thee more than he can do. Hel. With Demetrius. 
Lyf. If thoufay fo, withdraw and prove it too: Lyf. Be notafraid, fhe will not harm thee Helenz. 
Dem: Quick, come. Dem. No fir, fhe thallnot, though you take her part. 
Her. Lyfander, whereto tends all this ? Hel. O, when fhe’s angry, fhe is keen and fhrewd, 
Lyf. Away you Ethtope. She wa$a vixen when fhe went to School; 
Dem. No, no, Six, feem to break loofe 5 And though fhe be but little fhe is fierce. 
Take on as you would follow, Her, Little again? nothing but low and little ? 
But yet come not 5 you area tame man, go. Why will you fuffer her to flout me thus ? 
Lyf. Hang off thouCat, thou but ; vile ching let loofe, | Let me come to her. 
Or I will fhake thee from me like a Serpent. Lyf. Get you gone you Dwarf, 
Her; Why are you grown fo rude? You Minimus, of hindring knot-Grafs made, 
What change is this, {weet Love ? You Bead, you Acorn. 
Lyf. Thy love ? out taway Tartar, out 5 Dem. Youate too. officious, 
Out loathed Medicine 5 O hated poyfon hence. _ | {n her behalf that {corns your fervices. 
Her, Do you not jelt ° Let her alone, fpeak not of Helena, 
Hel. Yes footh, and fo do you- Take not her part. For if thou doft intend 
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Never fo little thew of Loveto her, 
Thou thalt abide it. 
Lyf; Now fhe holds me not, 
Now follow if thou dar’ft, lly whofe right, 
Of thine or mine is moft in Helena, 
: + Nav. lego with thee Cheek by Jowl. 
ts alluaatl Beit Lyfander and Demetrius. 
Her, You MiftrefS, all this coyl is long of you, 
Nay, go not back. 
Hel. | will not truft you J, 
Nor loner ftay in your curft Company. ; 
Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray, 
My Legs are longer though to run away: Exeunt. 
Enrer Oberon and Puck. — 
Ob. This is thy negligence, ftill thou miftak’ft, 
Or elle committ’ft thy knaveries willingly. 
Puck. Believe me, King of fhadows, I miftook, 
Did not you tell me, I fhould know the Man, 
By the Athenian Garments he hath on? | 
And fo far blamelefs proves my enterprife, 
That I have noinced an Athenian’s Byes, 
And fo far am I glad, it fo did fort, 
As this their jangling I efteem a fport. 
Ob. Thou feeft thefe Lovers feek a place to fight, 
Hie therefore Robin, overcaft the Night, © 
The flarry Welkin cover thou anon, 
With drooping Fogg as black as Acheron, 
And {cad thele tefty Rivals fo aftray, 
As one come not within anothers way. 
Like to Lyfander, fometime frame thy Tongue, 
Then ftir Demetriws up with bitter wrong 5 
And fometime rail thou like Demetrius 4 
And from each other look thoultead them thus, 
Till o’retheic brows, death-counterfeiting fleep 
Wirh leaden Legs, and Battie. wings doth creep 4 
Then crufh this Herb into Ly/anders eye, 
Whofe Liquor hath this virtuous property, 
To take from thence‘allerrour, with his might, 
And make his Eye-balls rewl with wonted fig ht. 
When theynext wake, all this derifion 
Shall feem a Dream, and fruitlefs vifion, 
And back to Arhens fhali the Lovers wend 
With League, whofe date till death fhall never end. 
Whiles I in this affair do thee imploy, 
Vietomy Queen, and beg her Jndian Boy ; 
And then 1 will her charmed Eye releafe 
From Monfters view, and all things fhall be Peace: ; 
Puck. My Fairy Lord, this muft be done with hafte, 
For Nights-fwift Dragons cut the Clouds full faft, 
And yonder fhines Aurora’s harbinger ; 
At whofe approach Ghofts wandring here and there, 
Troop home to Church-yards ; damned Spirits all, 
That in crofs. ways and floods have burial, 
Already to their Wormy beds are gone, 
For fear left day fhoulde look their fhames upon, 
They wilfully exile themfelves from light, ~ 
And muft for aye confort with black-brow’d Night, 
Ob. But we are fpirits of another fort : 
{ with the morning Love have oft made fport, 
/ | And like a Forrefter, the groves may tread, 
4 Even till the Eaftern Gate all fiery red, 
Opening on Neptune, with fair blefled beams, 
‘Turns into yellow Gold, his falt green ftreams. 
But notwithfanding hafte, make no delay: 
We may effeét chis bufinefs yet ere day. : 
Pack. Up{and down, up and down, Iwill lead them 
{up and down: I am fear’d in Ficldand Town: Goblin, lead 
them up and down : here comes one. 


Enter Lyfander, 
Lyf- Where art thou, proud Demtrius 2 
Spedk chou new, 


; Rob. Here villain, drawn and ready. Where art thou ? 


Nee, TTC 
Lyf. 1 wiil be with thee ftraight. 
Rob. Follow me then to plaiser Ground. 

Enter Demetrius. 
Dem. Lyfander, fpzak again 5 

Thou rupaway, thou Coward, art thou fled ?- 

Speak in fome bufh: Where dott thou hide thy Head ? 
Rob. Thou Coward art thou begging to the Stars, 

Telling the Buthes that thou look’it for Wars, 

And wilt rot come? cofte Recreant, come thou Child, 

Ple whip theewith a Red, he is defil’d by 

[hat draws aSwordon thee. 

Dem. Yea, art thou there? ; 
Ro, Follow my voice, wee’l try no man-hood here. Exir, 
Lyf. He goes before me, and ftill darés me on, 

When I come where he calls me, then he’s gone. 

The Villain ism ch lighter heel’d than I: 

I followed faft, but fafter he cid flye ; 

That fala am‘ in dark uneven way, 

And here will reft me, Come thou gentle day: lye dawn = 

For if but once thou fhew me thy gray light, Ae 

Vle find Demetrius, and revenge this fpicht. 

Enter Robin and Demetrius. 

Rob. Ho, ho, ho, coward why com’ft thou not 2 
Dew. Abide me, if thoudar’it. For well 1 wot 
Thou runn’ft before me, thifting every place, 4 

And dart not ftand, nor look me in the face. 

Where art thou? . 

~ Rob. Come hither, Iam here. 

Dem. Nay then thou mock’ me ; 

If everI thy face by day-light fee, e 

Now go thy way: faintnefs conftraineth me 

To meafure out my length on this cold bed; : 

By days approach look to be vifited. 


foifsing places,| 


thou fhalt buy this} — 
(dear,} 


eo : i eee 
el, O weary night, ong and tedious ni ce fees 
Abate thy hours, fhine cagitbets from the phe ioe OER 
That I may back to Athens by day-light, = 
From thefe that my poor company deteft, 
And fleep that fometimes fhuts up forrows eye 
Steal me a while from mine own company. i 
Rob. Yet but three? come one more, 
Two of both kinds makes up four. 
Here fhe comes, curft and fad, 
Cupid is a knavifh Lad, 
Thus to make poor Females mad. 
Enter Hermia. 
Hr. Never foweary, never fo in woe; 
Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briars 
[ can no further crawl, no further go; ; 
My Legs can keep no pace with my defires, 
Here will I reft me till the break of day, 
Heavens fhield Ly/ander, if they meana fray 
: ae bait the ground fleep found, : 
"te apply your eye, gentle lover, Re 
When thou wak’@ foal ie vee ee 
rue delight in the fight of thy forme i 
And the Country Proverb iit, eee 
That every man fhould take his own, 
In your waking fhall be fhown. 
Fackthall have F#, naught thall go ill, 
The man fhall have his Mare again, and all thall be well. 


Atlus Quartus, 


Enter Queen of Fairies, and Clown, and Fairies, and the 
King behind then, 


Tita. Come, fit thee downu Jon this fl 
i ¥ whU owr 
While I thy amiable cheeks ebay, ¢ (oy as 


wey 


pn ce NN eR 


pinta 
And ttick musk rofes in thy fleck {mooth head, 
And kif thy fair large ears my gentle joy. 

Clo. Wheres Peafe Bliffome } 

Peafe. Ready. 

Clo. Scratch my head, Peafe-Bloffome. Whexe's Moun- 
fieur Cobweb ? 

Cob, Ready. 

Clo. Mounfieur Cobweb, good Mounfieur get your wea- 
pons in your hand, and kill me a red hipt humble-Bee on 
the top of a'thiftle ; and good Mounfieur bring me the 
hony bag. Do not fret your felf too much in the aétion, 


ahoney-bag fignior. Where’s Mounfieur Adu/tardfeed ? 
Mnf. Ready. 
Clo, Give me your news, Mounfieur A/uffard, 
Pray you leave your curtefic good Mounficur. 
Mauf. Whavs your will 2 
(lo. Nothing good Mounfieur, but to he'p Cavalera 
Cobweb to feratch. Imuftto the Barbers, Mounfieur, fos 
methinks I am marvellous hairy about the face. andl 


{cratch. 

Tita, What, wile thou hear fome mufick, my {weet 
love ? ; 

Clo. 1 have a reafonable good ear in mufick. 
have the tongs and the bones. 


Mufick Tongs, Rural Mufick, 


what thou defireft to eat. 
»f Provender 5 I would munch 
your good dry Oats. Methinks] havea great defire to-a 
bottle of hay: ¢ , {weet hay hathno fellow. 

Tsta. Uhave a venturous Faity, 


onod Rat 
e VV si 
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That thall feek the Squirrels hoard, 
And fetch thee new nuts. 


Clo. | had rather, have a handful or two of dried peafe, 
But | pray you let none cf your people fic me, I have an 
expofition of fleep come upon me. 

Tita. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms, 
Fairies be gone, and be always awav. 

So doth the weocbine, che fweet Honifuckle, 
Gently entwitt , the female ivy fo 

Enrings the barky fingers of the Elm, 

O how Ilove thee ! how I doteon thee? 


Enter Robin Goodfellow, and Oberon. 
Ob. Welcome good Robin : 

Seeft thon this {weet fight ? 
Her dotag:-newl do begin to pity. 
For mecting her of late behind the wood, 
Seeking {weet favors for this hateful fool, 
I did upbraid her, and fall out with her, 
For fhe his hairy temples then had rounded , 
With coronct of frefh and fragrant flowers 
And tiat famedew which fometime’on the buds, 
Was wont to {well like round and orient pearls ; 
Stood now within the pretty flouricts eyes, 
Like tears that did their own difgrace bewail. 
When thad at my pleafure taunted her, 
And fheia mild terms bege’d my patience, 
I then did ask of her, her chang: ling child, 
Which ftraight fhe gave me, and her Fairy feat 
To bear him temy Bower in Fairy Land. 
And now I have the Boy, I will undo 
This hate! ul imperfeétion of her eyes, 
And gentle Puck, take this transformed {calp 
From off the head of this Athentan fwain : 
That he awaking when the other do, 
May all to 4rbens back again repair, 
And think no more of this nights accidents, 
But aS the fierce vexation of a dream. 
But firk ] will relafe the Fairy — 
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Mounfieur; and good Mounfieur havea care the honey bag 
break not. I would be loth to have you overflown with 


am fuch a tender afs, if my hairdo but tickle me, [ muf | 


Let us| 


Sa be eee ENO nose mE ne ene eNT ERS 


{ 
Be thou as thou waft wont to be « 
See as thou waft wont to fee. 
Dians bud, or Cupids flower, 
Hath fuch force and b 


felled 
ba | facie 


power, 
Now my Titania wake you my {we 
Tita, My Oberon, what vifions have Il feen! 
Methought I was enamoured of an als. 
Ob. There lies your love, 
Tita. How came thefe things to pafs? 
Oh how mine eyes do loath this vifage now! 
Ob. Silence a while. Robin take off his head. 
Tétania, mufick call, and ftiike more dead 
Than common fleep: of all thefe find the fenfe. 
Tita. Mivfick, ho amufick, fuch gs charmet* fleep. 
x ee 2 Mufick fh it. 
eer nen thou awak’&, with thine own f 
Peep. 


ime 
F] 2 re ( Sas 
Ob. Sound mulick ; come my Queen, take hand. with 
\¢ rock the ground whereon thefe fleepers be. 
NOW Caou and I are new in amity, 
nd wil to morrow midnieht feler int 
Dace in Duke The/eus houte triv nphantly, 
And blefs it ro alltair pofteriry 
+E ; : ps 
There fhall thete pairs of fai:hful Lovers be 
| Wedded with Thefexs all in jollit 


Z Mh jOuity. 
Keb. Fai 


et Queen. 


ry 
° 


r King attend, and mark, 
I do hear the morning Lark. 
So 
Ob. Then my Queenin filence fad, 
Trip we after the nights fhade; 
We the Globe can compats foon, 
Swifter than the wandring Moon. 
Tita. Come my Lord, and in our flight, 
Tell me how itcame this night, 
That 1 fleeping here was found, 
Sleepers le (trl, 
With thefe mortals on the ground. 
Wind Horus. 
Ener Thefeus, Egaus, Hippolitaand all his train, 
The/. Go one of you, find out the Forrefter, 
For now our obiervation is performed . 
And fince we have the vaward ‘of the day, 
My Love fhall hear the mufick of my hounds. 
Uncouple in the Weftern valley, let them go 5 
ifpatch | fay, and find the Forrefter. 
VVe will fair Queen, upto the Mountains top, 
And mark the mufical confufion 
Of hound’, and eccho in conjundion. 
Hip. 1 was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 
VVien ina wood of (rect they bayed the Bea 
VVith hounds of Spartz, never did I hear 
Such gallant chicing. For befides the groves, 
The Skies, the Fountains every Repion nex g 
Seem’d all one mutual ery 
So muficsl a dil 
Thef. My 
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I never heard 
cord, fuch {weet thunder. 
hovnds are bred 


of the Spartan kind, 


tt 
out 


+ “9 { j " ° ; 
So flew’d,1o landed, arid their heads are h 
7Vithears thatiweep away the morning de 


Crook-kneed, and dew-lapt, like Theffalonian Bull 
| Slow in purfuir, but match’d in mouth like bells 
| fachunder each. A cry morettineable 
V Vas never hallowed to, nor cheer’d with horn; 

In Creet, in Sparta, nor in Theffalys 

Judge when youhear: But tofr, what nymphs are thefe 
' Eg. My Lord; this ismy daughter here afleep, 
And this Ly/ander, this Demetrins is, 
This Helena, old Nedars Helena, 
| wonder of this being here together. 
Thef. No doubt.they rofe up early, to oblerve 
The rightof 4Zzy , and hearing our intent, 
Gail here in grace of our folemnity. 
But fpeak Egeus, is not this the day 
That Hermia thould give anfwer of her choice ? 
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Ege, \tis my Lord. 
Th:f. Go bid the Huntfmen wake them with their 


Herns. 


Horns, andthey wake. 
Shout within, they all ftart up. 


Thef, Good morrow friends : Saint Valentine is paft. 
Begin thefe ywood-birds but to couple now ? 
Lyf. Pardon my Lord. 
Thef. | pray you all ftand-up. 
I know you two are Rival enemies: 
How comes thus gentle concord in the world, 
That hatred is fo far from jcaloufie, 
To flvep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 
Lyf. My Lord, I fhall reply amazedly, 
Half fleep, half waking. But as yet I {wear, 
I cannot truly fay how I came here. 
Bur as I think (for truly would I {peak ), 
And now { do bezhink me, fo it iss 
Icame with Hermia hither: Our intent 
Was to be gone from e# thens, where we might be 
Without the peril of the e4thentan Law. 
Ege, Enough, enovgh,my Lord 5 you have enough : 
Ibeg the Law, the Law, upon his head 5 
They would have ftol’a away, they would Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me: 
You of your wife, and meof my confent : 
Of my confent, that fhe fhould be your. wife. 
Dem. My Lord, fair Helentold me of their ftealth, 
Of this their purpofe hither,to this wood, 
And lia fury hither (ollowed them : 
Fair Helena, in fancy followed me. 
But my good Lord, I wot not by what power 
(But by fome power it is) my love 
To Hermia (melted as the fnow 
Seems to me now asthe remembrance of an idle gaude, 
Which in my childhood I did doat upon + 
And all the faith, the vertue of my heart, 
The obj-€& and the pleafure of mine eye, 
Is only Helena. To her, my Lord, 
Was I betroth’d ere I fee Hermia 5 
Bat like a ficknefs did 1 loath this food - 
Butas in health, come to my natural tafte, 
Now do I with it, love it, long for it, 
And will for evermore be true to it. 
The{. Fair Lovers, \ ou are ‘fortunately met 5 
Of this difcourfe we fhall hear more anon. 
Egaus,\ will over-bear your will $ 
For inthe ‘Temple, by and by with us, 
Thefe couples fhall eternally be knit. 
And forthe morning now is fomething worn, 
Our purpos’d hunting fhall be fet afide. 
Away, with us to Athens three and three, 
Weil hold a Feaft in great folemnity. 
Come Hippolita. Exit Duke and Lords, 
Dem. ‘Vhele things feem finall and undiftinguifhable, 
Like far-off mountains turned into clouds. 
Her. Methinks I fee thefe things with parted eye, 
When every thing feems double. 
Hel. So methinks: 
And I have found Demetrius, like a Jewel, 
Mine own, and not mineown. 
Dem. \t feems tome, 
That we fleep, we dream. Do not you think 
The Dike was here, and bid us follow him ? 
Her. Yea, and my Father. 
Hel. And Hippolita. 
Lyf. And he bid us follow to the Temple. 
Dem, Why then weare awake; let's follow him, and by 
the way let us recount our dreams. | 
Bottome wakes. Exit Lovers. 
Clo. When my Cue comes, call me, and I will anfwer. 
My next is, moft fair Pirawus, Hey ho, Peter Quince? 
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Flute the Bellows-mencer ? Snout the Tinker ? Starvling? j 


God’s my Life! Stol’a hence, and left me aflecp.. I have 
hada moftrare Vifion. 1 had a dream paft. the wit of 
man to fay what dream it was. Man is but an Als, if he 
go about to expound this dream. Methought. I was, 
there isno man can tell what. Methought I was, and 
methought I had. But man is but a patch’d fool, if he 
will offer to fay what methought I had. ‘The eye of man 
hath not heard, the car of man hath not feen ; man’s hand 
isnot able to tafte; his tongue to conceive, nor his heart 
to report what my dream was. I will get Peter Quince 
to write a Ballad of this dream 3 it fhall becalled Bottome’s 


Dream, becaufe it hath no bottom 5 and J will fing it in} 


the latter end of a play, before the Duke.  Peradven- 


ture, to make it the more gracious, I fhall fing it at her{ 


death, Exit.) 


Enter Quince, Flute, Thisby, Snout, and Starvling. ; 


Qui. Have you fent to Bottome’s houle? Ishecomehome} — 


yet? a 
Star. Hecannot be heard of. Out of doubt heis tranf 
ported. 
Thif. If he come not, then the play ismarr’d. It goes for- 
bt doth it ? 
ud, It is not poffible : you have not a man 1 ; 
able to difcharge Piramus bat he. onal 


Thi. No, he hath fimply the beft wit of any handyecraft ‘s 


man in Athens, 
Qui. Yea, and the beft perfon too; and he is a very Pa- 


famour for a {weet voice. . 
Thi. You muft fay, Paragon, A Paramour is (God blefs} 


us) athing of naught. 


Enter Snug the Foiner. 


Snug. Mafters, the Duke is coming from the Temple, } ic 


and there is two or thtee Lords and Ladies more marri- 
ed. If our fport had gone forward, we fiad all been made 
men. : 

Thif. O fweet Bully Bottome : thus hath he loft fix 
pence a day, during his life ; he could not have fcaped 
fix pence a day. And the Duke had not given him fix 
pence a day for playing Piramus, Vle be hang’d. He 
would have deferved it. Six pence a day in Piramus, or 
nothing. ; 


Enter Bottome. 
Bot. Where are thefe lads? Where are thefe iéioa 


— Bottome, “3 moft couragious day! O moft happy 


Bot. Mafters,lam to difcourfe wonders ; but ask menot | 


what ; for if I tell you, [am no true Atheni 

you every thing as it fell out. miei 
Qui. Let us hear, {weet Bottome. 
Bot. Not a word of me: All that I will tell you, is 


that the Duke hath dined, Get Your Apparel 4 
ther, good Strings to your Beards, new pent ee 


your Pumps, meet prefently at the Palace, every man look] 


o’re his Part: for the fhort and the long is, our Play 


q 


ee 
Lis 
it 


“ha 
5-3 


\ 3 


is preferred: In any cafe let Ibisby have clean linnen :} 


and let not him that plays the Lion i ifs 

for they fhall harg out for the Lion’s Claws. per 
dear Actors, eat no Onions, nor Garlick 3 for we are to 
utter {weet breath; and 1 do not doubt to hear them fay 
it is a fweet Comedy. No more words: away, goa 


way: Exeunt 
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Whichisas brief asl have known a Play 


But by ten words, my Lord, it is to 


Aétus Quintus. Which makes it tedious : for in all the lay 
There isnot one word apt, one Player fitted, 
Enter Thefeus, Hippolita, Egaus and bis Lords. And tragical, my noble Lord, itis: 
: For Pirawus therein doth kill himflf. 
Hip. ’Tisftrange, my Thefens, that thefe Lovers fpeak of. | Which when I faw rehearft, I mutt confefs, 
Thef. More ftrange than true, I never may believe Made mine eyes water: but more merry teers 
Thefe antick fables, nor thefe Fairy toys, The paflion of loud laughter never thed. 
Lovers and mad men have fuch feething brains, Thef, What are they that do play it? 
Such fhaping phantafies, that apprehend more Eg. Hard handed men, that work in Athens here, 
Than cool reafonever comprehends. Which never labour’d in their minds till now 3 
The Lunatick, the Lover, and the Poet, And now have toiled their unbreathed memories 
Areof imagination all compact. With this fame Play, againft your Nuptials. 
One fees more devils than vaft hell can hold ; Thef. And we will hear it, 
That is the mad man. The Lover, all as frantick, Phsl. No, my noble Lord, it isnot for you. Ihave heard 
Sees Helen’s beauty ina brow of Egypt: It over, and it is nothing, nothing in the world, 
The Poet’seye in a fine frenzy rolling, Unlefs you can find {port in their intents, 
Doth glance from heaven €éedarth, from earth to heaven. | Extreamly ftretcht, and cond with cruel pain, 
Aad as imagination bodies forth the forms of things Todo you fervice. 
Unknown. the Poet’s pen turns them to fhapes, Thef. | will hear that Play: For never any thing 
And gives to air nothing, alocal habitation, — Can be amifs, when fimplenefs and duty tender it, 
Andaname. Such tricks hath ftrong imagination, Go bring themin, and take your places, Ladies, 
That if it would but apprehend fome joy, 4p, \love not to fee wretchednels o’re charged, 
It comprehends fome bringer of that joy, And duty in his fervice perifhing. 
Or in the night, imagining fome fear, .* Thef. Why genule fweet, you thall fee no fuch thing. 
How eafieis a buth fuppos’d a Bear ? Hip. He fays they cando nothing in this kind. 
Hip. But all'the flory of the night told over, Thef. The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothing. 
And all their minds transfigur’d fo together, Our {port fhall be, to take what they miftake ; 
More witneffeth than fancies images, And what peor duty cannot do, noble. refpe& 
And grows to fomething of great conftancy 5 Takes it ia might, not merit. 
Bot howfoever, ftrange, and admirable. Where I have come, great Clerks have purpofed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes 3 
Enter Lovers; Lyfander, Demetrius, Hermia, aad | Where { have feen them thiver, and look pale, 
Helena. Make periods in the midft of fentences, 
Throttle their praétiz’d accent in their fears, 
Thef. Here come the Lovers, fullof joy and mirth. And in conclufion, dumbly have broke off, 
Joy, gentle friends, joy, and frefh days of Love Not paying meawélcome. Truft me weet, 
} Accompany your hearts. Out of this filence yet, I pickt a welcome: 
Lyf. More than to us, And. in the modefty of fearful dutv, 
Waitin your royal walks, your board, your bed. lread asmuch as ftom theratling tongue 
Thef- Come now, what masks, what dances fhall we | Of fawcy and audacious eloquence. 
have, ; ; Love therefore, and tongue-tide fimplicity, 
To wear away this long age of three hours, In leaft, {peak moft, to my capacity. 
Between our after-fupper, and bed-time 2 Eg. So pleafe your Grace, the Prologue is addreft, 
Where is our ufual manager of mirth ? Da. Let him approach. Flor. Traum, 
What Revels are in hand ? Is there no play, 
To eafe the anguifh of a torturing hour? Enter Prologue. Quince 
Call Egaus. : 
Egeus. Here, mighty Thefeus, Pro. If we offend, itis with our good will. 
Thef. Say, what abridgement have you for this even-| That you fhould:think we come not to offend, 
ing? But with good will. To thew our fimple skill, 
What mask ? What mufick ?: How fhall we beguile That is the crue beginning of our end. 
The lazy time, if not with fome delight ? Confider then, we come butin defpight. 
Eg. There isa brief how many {ports are rife : We do not come as minding to content you, 
Make choice of which your Highnefs will fee firft; Our true intentis. All for your deliaht, 
Lyf. Thebattel with the Centaur to befung We «renot here. That you fhould here repent you, 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harp. The Adtors are at hand; and by their fhow, 
ThefsWe'l none of that. That have I told my love You fhall know all, that you are like to know. 
In glory of my kinfman Hercules. The/. This fellow doth not ftarid upon points. 
Lyf. The riot of the tipfie Bachinals, Lyf, He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt: he 
Tearing the Thrafian finger in their rage. knows not the ftop. A good moral, my Lord. Itis not e- 
Thef. That is an old device, and it was plaid nough to fpeak, but to {peak true. 
When | from Thebes came laft a Conqueror. Hip. Indeed he hath plaid on his Prologue, like a child 
Lyf. The thrice thtee Mufes, mourning for the death of} on the Recorder, afound, but not in governmen’. 
Learning, late deceaft in beggary. Thef. His fpeech waslike a tangled chain nothing im- 
The/. That isfome Satyr keemand critical, paired, but all difordered. Who is the next ? 
Not forting with a nuptial ceremony. Tawyer with a Trumpet before them: 
Ly/. A cedious brief Scene of young Piramus, ; 
And his love Thisby very tragical mirth. Eater Pytamus, and Thisby, Wall, Moor-fhine, 
Thef. Merry and tragical? Tedious and brief? That ic, and Lion. 
hot ice, and wondrous iirange fnow. How fhall we findthe| Pro. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this thow + 
concord of this-difcord ? But wonder on, till'trath make all things plain. 
Eg. APlay there is, my Lord, fome ten wordslong, This man is Piravens, if you would knows = 
ts 
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| Throvgh which the Lovers, 
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This beauteous Lady, Tbsby is certain. 

This man with lime and rough-catt, doth prefent 
Wall, the vile wall, which did thefe lovers funder : 
And through wall’s chink (poor fouls) they are content 
To whifper. At the which, let no man wonder. 
This man with Lanthorn, dog, and bufh of thorn, 
Prefenteth Moon-fhine : For if you willknow, 

By Moon-fhine did thefe Lovers think no fcorn 
Tomeet at Ninus tomb, there, there to wooe: 
This griz'y beatft (which Lion hight by name) 

The trufty Thisby, coming firft by night, 

Did {care away, or rather did affright : 

And as fhe fled, her Mantle fhe did fall; 

Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did ftain. 
Anoncomes Piramus, {weet youth and tall, 

And finds his gentle Thysbies Mantle flain 5 
Whereat, with blade, with bloody blameful blade, 
He bravely broach’d his boiling bloody breaft, . 
Ard Thisby, tarrying in the Mulberry fhade, 

His dagger drew, and died. For all the reft, 

Let Lion, Moon-fline, Wall, and Lovers twain, 

At large difcourfe, while here they do remain. 


Exit all but Wall. 


the Lion be to fpeak. 


Thef. 1 wonder if 
f my Lord 3 one Lion may, when many 


Dem. No wonder, 
Affes do: 


Exit Lion, Thisby, ad Moon fhine, 


Wall. In this fame interlude, it doth befall, 
That I, one Snowt (by name) prefenta wall : 
And fuch a wall, as 1 would have you thisk, 
That had in iz a crannied hole or chink 5 
Piramus and Thisby, 
Did whifper often very fecretly. 
This loam, this rough-caft, and this ftone doth fhew, 
That 1am that fame Wall 5 the truth is fo. 
And this the cranny is, right and finifter, 
Through which thefearful Lovers are to whifper. 
Thef. Would you defire Lime and Hair to {peak bet- 
ter? 
Dem. It is the witticft partition that ever I heard dif- 
courfed, my Lord, 
The/. Piramus draws neat the wall : filence. 


« “Enter Pyramus, 


Pyr © grim look’d night ! O-night with hue fo black! . 
O night, which ever art, when day is not! 
O night, O night, alack, alack, alack, 
I fear my Thisbics promife is forgot. 
And thou,O wall, thou fweet and lovely wall, 
That flands between her father’s ground-and mine, 
Thou wall, O wall, O fweet and lovely wall, 
Shew me thy. chink, to blink through with mine eyn. 
Thanks courteous wall ; ove fhield thee well for this. 
But what feel? No Thisby do I fee, 
O wicked wall, through whom I fee no blifs, 
Curft be thy fiones for thus deceiving me. 
Thef. The wall methinks, being fenfible, fhould.curfe a- 
gain. 
Pyr. No in truth fir, he fhould not. Deceiving me, 
Is Thishies cue 3 fhe isto enter, and lam to {py 
Her through the wall. You fhall fee it will fall. 


Enter Thisby. 


Pat as Ltold you ; yonder fhe comes. | 
Thif. O wall, full often haft thou heard my moans, 

For parting my fair Pyrazus and me. 

My cherry lips hath often kift thy ftones 5 


‘Thy Rones with Lime and Hair knit up in thee. 
; * 
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Midjummers Nights Dream. 


Pyr.Lhear avoice ; now will I to the chink, 
To {py and Ican fee my Thishies face. Thisby ? 

Tbif. My love thou art, my love I think. 

Pyr. Think what thou wilt, 1am thy lovers grace, 
And like Limander amitrufty fill. 

Thif. And4like Helen, till the Fates me kill. 

Pyr. Not Shafalus to Procrus was fo true. 

Thif. As Shafalus to Procrus, \to you. 

Pyr. O kits me through the hole of this vile wall. ” 

Thif. 1kifs the wall’shole, not your lips atall. 


Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninnies tomb meet me ftraight= a 


way ? 
Thif. Tide life, tide death, Icome without delay. 
Wall, Thus have I Yall, my part difcharged fo: 
And being done, thus Y/all away doth go... Exst Clow, 


bours. 
Dem. No remedy, my Lord, when walls are fo wilful, to) 
hear without warning. + tre py come ny 
——Dut. Thisis the fillieft ftuff that e’re I heard. a 
and the} 


Duk, The beft in this kind are but fhadows, 
worft are no worfe, if imagination amend them. oe 
Dut. It muftbe your imagination then, and not theirs, } 


Duk, \f we imagine no worte of them than they of them-| 


felves, they may pafs for excellent men, Here comes two} 
noble beaftsyin a Man and a Lion. ) 


Exter Lion, and Moon: fhine 


Lion. YouLadies, you (whofe gentle hearts do fear 
The fmalleft monftrous Moule that creeps on floor) 
May now perchance both quake and tremble here, 
When Lion rough in wildeft rage doth roar. 

Then know that !, one Sug the Joiner am 
A®’ Lion fell, nor éflt no Lion’s dam : 

For if I fhouldas Lioncomein ftrife 

Into this place, "twere pity of my life. ue aro. F 

Duk. Avery gentle beaft,and of a good confcience. 

_ Dem. The very beft at a beaft,my Lord,that e’re I faw. 

Lif. This Lion isa very Fox for his valour. 

Duk. True, and a Goole for his difcretion. . E 

Dem. Not fo, my Lord: for hisvatour cannot carry his} — 
difcretion, and the Fox carries the Goofe. 3 

Duk. His difcretion I am fure cannot carry his valour = ; j 


for the Goofe carries not the Fox. It is well: leave ittohis} 


difcretion, and let us hearken to the Moon. 
; Moon, This Lanthorn. doth the horned Moon pre- 
ent. 
Dem. He fhould have worn the horns on his head. 
Duk. He is no crefcent,:and his horns are invifible, within 
the circumference, f 
Moon. This Lanthorn doth the horned Moon 
My felf,tche man ith Moon doth fecm to be. 
Duk, Thisis the greateft error of all. thereft: the man] 
fhould be put intothe Lanthorn: How is it elfe the man 
i? th’ Moon? } 
Dem. He dares not comethere, for the candle; 
For you {ce it is already in fnuff. 1 ye 
fe I am weary of this Moon; would he would) | 
change. ee 
Duk. Lt appears by his finall light of difcretion, that he sa 
isin the wane: but yet incourtefiec, inal] reafon, we mutt 
ftay the time. ee 
Lyf: Proceed Moon, rs 
Moon, All that I have to fay, is to tell you, that the 
Lanthorn is.the Moon; 1, the man in. the Moon; this 
thorn bufh, mythorn bufh and this cog, my dog. ; 
Dem. Why all thefe thould-be in the Lanthorn « for they 
are inthe Moon, But filence; here comes Thssby. | 


prefent : 


Enter Thisby. 


Thif. This is old Nianies 


: sie i > 7 
ui. Ob. tome where is my love? 


Duk. Now is the m6ral down between the two Neigh=| 
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ny ? 

Duk, No Epilogue, I prayyou ; for your play needs no 
excnte. Never excule; for when the Players are all dead, 
there need none to beblamed. 


Duk, Well cun Thisby. 
Dut. Well fhone Mocn. 
Truly the Moon fhines with a good grace. 
Duk, Well movz'd Lion. mouth Marry, if. he that writ it 
hen had plaid Piramus, and hung himfelf in Thisbies garter, it 


T Dem. And then came tease 
Lyf. And fo the Lion vanifht. 


Enter Piramus. 


Pir, Siveet Moon, I thank thee for thy funny beams 5 
I thank thee Moon, for fhining now fo bright : 
For by thy gracious, golden, glittering ftreams , 
I rut to tafte of trueft Thisbies fight. 
But ftay : O fpight! but mark, poor Knight, 
| What dreadful dole is here ? = 
( Eyes do you fee | How can it be ! 
1© dainty Duck: O Deer! ! : 
Thy Mantle good; what fain’d with blood ! 
Approach you Furies fell : 
O Fates! come, come: Cut thred and thrum, 
Quail, crush, conclude, and quell. 
Duk, This paffion, and the death of a dear friend, 
Would go near to make aman look fad. 
Dut. Belhrew my heart, but | pity the man. 
Pir. O wherefore Nature didft thou Lions frame? 
Since Lion vild hath here de flouc’d my Deer: 
Which is: no, no, which was the faireft Dame 


Thatliv’d, thatlov’d, that lik’d, that look’d with cheer. 


Come tears, confound : Out fword, and wound 
The pap of Peramus : 
I, that lefe pap, where heart doth hop : 
Thus die 1, thus, thus, thus, 
Now am I dead, now am I fied, my foul is in thesky 5 
Tongue lofe thy light, Moon take thy flight, 
Now die, die, die, die, die. 
Dem. No die, but anace for him; for heis but one. 


Lyf, Lefs than an ace man; For he is dead; he is no- 


thing. 


Duk, With the help of a Surgeon he might yet recover, 


and prove an Als. 
Dat. How chance she Moon-fhine is gone before? 
Thisby comes back, and finds her Lover. 


Enter Thisby. 


Duk, She will find him by Rar-lig't. 
Here fhe comes andher paflion ends the play. 


Dut. Methinks fhe fhould nor ufe atong one for fuch a 


Piramus : \ hope fhe will bé brief.. 


Dem. A moth will turn the ballance, which Psramus, 


which. 7 bisby is the better. 
Lyf. She hath {pied him already with thofe fweet eyes. 
Dew. And thus fhe means, vsdelicet. 
Thif. Afleep, my Love ? What, dead, my Dove ? 
O Piramus atife : 
Speak, fpeak. Quitedumb ? Dead, dead? A tomb 
Moft cover my {weet eyes. 
T hefe lill7Tips, this cherry nofe, *Bruns 
Thefe yellow cowflip cheeks 
Are gone, are gone: Lovers make moan. 
His eyes were green as Leeks. 
O fitters three, come, come to me, 
Wich hasds as pale as milk 5 
Lay them in gore, fince you have fhore 
With fheers, this thread of filk. 
Tongue not a word ; Come trufty {word ; 
Come blade, my breaft imbrue : 
And farewel friends, thus Thisby ends, 
Adieu, adieu, adieu. 
Duk, Moon-(hine and Lion are left to bury the dead. 
Dem, and V Vall too. 


Bot. No, Laflure you, the Wall is down that parted 


| In remembrance of a fhrowd.’ 
Now it is the time of night, 
hat the graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his {pright, 
Inthe Church-way paths to glide 5 
And we Fairies, that do run, 
By the triple Hecates team, 


would havebeen a fine Tiagedy: and {eit is truly, and ve- 
ry notably difcharg’d. Butcome, your Burgomask ; let your 
Epilogue alone, 

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve, 

Lovers, to bed, ’tis almoft Fairy time. 

i fear we fhall out-fleep the coming morn, 

As much as we this night have over-watcht. 

This palpable grofs. play hath well beguil’d 

The heavy_gate of night. Sweet friends to bed. 
A fortn'ght hold we this folemnity, 

Innightly Revels, and new joliity. Exeunt. 
Enter Puck. 


Puck, Now the hungry Lions roats, 
And the Wolf beholds the Moon: 
Whileft the heavy Ploughman fnoars, 
All with Weary task fore-done. 

Now the wafted brands do glow, 
Whil’ft the {critch-owl, {critching loud, 


The Lion roars, Thisby runs off. their Fathers. Will it pleafe you to fee the Epilogue; or 
Dem. Well roar’d Lion. to hear a Bergomask dance, between two of our Compa- 


Puts the wretch that lies in woe, 


From the prefence of the Sun, 
Following darknefs like adream, 
Now are trolick; not.a Moufe 
Shall difturb this hallowed -houfe. 

1 am fent with broom before, 
Tofweep the duft. behind. the door, 


Enter King and Queen of Fairies, with their train, 


Ob. Through the houfe give glimmering light, 

By the dead and drowfie fire, 

Every Elf and ‘Fairy {pright, 

Hop as light as bird from brier, yee 

And this Ditty after me, fing and dance,trippingly. 
Tita. Fir rehearfe this tong by roat, 

To each word a warbling note. 

Hand in hand, with Fairy grace, 

Will we fing and blefs_this place. 


The Song, 


Now until the break, of day, 
Through this houfe cach Fairy fray, 
To the beft Bride-bed will we, 

W hich by us {hall bleffed be ; 

And thetf[mue there create, 

Ever fhallbe fortunate: 

So fhall all the couples three, 

Ever true in loving be: 

end the blots in Natures hand, 

Shall not in their iffue ftand ; 

Never mole, barelsp, nor {car, 

Nor mark prodigious, [uch as are 

Defpifed in Nativity, 

Shall upon their children be. 

With this field dew con{ecrate, 

Every Fairy take his gate, 

And each feveral chamber-ble/s, 

Through this Palace with fwect peace, 
Ever 


Ever fhall in fafety refs 
‘And the owner of it bleft. 
Trip away, make no flays 
Meet me all by break of day. 


Robin. If we fhadows have offended, 
Think but (this, and all is mended ) 
That you have but flumbred here, 
While thefe vifions did appear. 

And this weak and idle theam, 

No more yiclding but a dream. 


Pi 


Tain to learn: and fue 


Sal. Your mind is toffing on the Ocean, 
There where your Argofies with portly fail, 
Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the flood, 

Or as it were the Pageans of the'fea,: 

Do over-peer the petty Traffickers’ ""~ - 
That curtfie to them, de them reverence, 
As they fly by them with their woven wings: 

Sola. Believe me, fir, hadI fuch venture forth, 

The better part’of my affeétions would 

Be with my hopes abroad. I fhould be ftill 
Plucking the grafs, toknow where fits the wind, 
Peering in Maps for ports, and peers, and roads :. 
Andevery objeét that might make mefear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, 
Would make me fad. 

Sal. My wind cooling my broth, 

Would blow me to an Ague, when! thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at fea. 
I fhovld not fee thefandy hour-glafs run, 

But I fhould think of fhallows, and of flats, 
And fee my wealthy Andrew docksin fand, 
Vailing her high top lower than her ribs, 

To kifs her burial: ShouldT go to Church, 
And fee the holy Edifice of ftone, 


Which touching butmy gentle Veffel’s fide, 

Would (catter all her fpiceson the ftream, 

Enrobe the roaring waters with my filks, 

And in a word, but even now worth this, 
* 
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Atlus Primus. 


Enter Anthonio, Solarino, andSalanio. 


2a-¢39 N footh I know not why Iam fo fad, 
Me lt weariesme: you fay it wearies you 5 
But how I caught it, found it, or came| My ventures are not in one bottom trufted, 
(by it 3] Nor to one place ; nor is my whole eftate 
What ftuff "tis made of, whereof it is) Upon thefortune of this prefent year = 
(born,| Therefore my Merchandize makes me not fad. 
haWant-wit{ad-| Sola. Why then you are in love. 
Le nefsmakesof me,| nth. Fie, fie. : _ 
That [have much a-do toknowmyelf.| Sola. Not in love neither ! thenlet us fay you are fad | 


And not bethink me ftraight of dangerous rocks, 


a ann 


If you pardon, we will mend; 

And asI am honeft Puck, 

If we have tnearned luck, 

Now to fcape the Serpent’s tongue; 
We will make amends e’ce long : 
Elfe the Puck a liar call. 

So good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands, if we be friends, 
And Robin thall reftore amends. 
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And now worth nothing. Shall 1 have the thought 
To think onthis, and fhallI lack the thought, 
That fuch a thing bechanc’d would makeme fad? 
But tell not me, | know Axthonio 
Is fad to think upon his Merchandize. 

Anth; Believe me, no, I thank my fortune for it, 


Becauie you are not merry ; and ’twere as eafie a 
For you to laugh and leap, and fay you are merry, hr 
Becaufe youare not fad, Now by my two-headed Fawwsy | 
Nature hath fram’d ftrange fellows in her time 5 ) 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
And laugh like Parrots at a bag-piper 5 

And other of fuch vinegar afpe&, 

That they’! not fhew their teethin way of {mile, 
Though Neétar fwear the jeft be laughable. 


Enter Baflanio, Lorenfo, and Gratiano. 


Sola. Here comes Baffanio, 
Your moft noble Kinfman, 
Gratiano, and Lorenfo. Fare ye well ; 
We leave you now with better company. | 
Sola, 1 would have ftaid till | had made you merty,, | 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. ei 
Anth. Your worth isvery dear inmy regard. 
I take it your own bufinefs calls on you, ; 
And you embrace th’ occafion to depart, 3 
Sal. Good morrow, my good Lords. As 
Baff. Good Signiors both, when fhall we laugh ? fay) 
when? | 
You grow exceeding ftrange ;, muftit be fo? % 
Sal. We’l make our leifures to attend on yours. 
Exeunt Solarino, and Solanio. 


Lord. My Lord Baffanio, fince you have found Ae 
| ie 


p- 
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We two willleave you, but at dinner-time 
I pray you have in mind where we muft meet. 
Baff. 1 will not fail you. 
Grat. Youlook not well; fignior Anthonio ; 
You have too much refpe& upon the world : 
They lofe it that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me, you are marvelloufly chang’d. 
Anth.U hold the world but as the world, Gratiano, 
‘A tage, where every man muf play a part, 


4 And minea fad one. 


Grat. Let me play the fool, 
With mirth and laughter: let old wrincles come, 
And let my Liver rather heat with Wine, 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why fhould aman, whofe blood is warm within, 
Sit like his Grandfire cut in Alablafter ? 


' Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the Faundies, 
| By being peevith ? I tell thee what, Anthonio, 


Ilove thee, and itis my love that {peaks : 

There are a fort of men, whofe vifages 

Do cream and mantle like a ftanding pond, 

And do a wilful ftilnefs entertain, 

With purpofe to be dreft in an opinion 

Of wifdom, gravity,-profound conceit, 

As who fhould fay, I am, fir, an Oracle, 

And when ope my lips, let no dog bark. 

O my e4nthonio, | do know of thele, 

That therefore only are reputed wife, 

For faying nothing 5 when [ am very fure, 

If they fhould fpeak, would almoft damn thofe ears, 

Which hearing them, would call their brothers fools. 

le tell thee more of this another time. 

But fith not with this melancholly bait, 

For this fool Gudgion, this opinion : 

Come good Lorenzo, fare ye well.a while, 

Ile end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner-time. 

I muft be one of thefe fame dumb wife men; 

For Gratiano never lets me {peak. 

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years moe, 

Thou fhalt not know the found of thine own tongue.» 
Anth. Fare you well; Vle grow atalker for this BEEF. 
Gra, Thanks i’ faith 5 for filence is only commendable 

dn a Neats Tongue dri’d, and a maid not vendible. Exit. 

. Anth. Yeis that any thing now. 
Bal]. Gratiano {peaks an infinite deal of nothing, more 


than any manin all Venice: his reafons are two grains of 


wheat hid in two buthels of chaff : you fhall feck all day e’re 
ou find then, and when you-have them, they are not 
worth the fearch. 
Anth, Well: tellme now what Lady is the fame 
To whom you {wore a fecret pilgrimage, 
That vou to day promis’d to tell me of ? 
Baff. ’Tis not unknown to you, Anthonio, 
How much I have difabled mine eftate, 
By fomething fhewing a more {wellirg port 
Than my faint means would grant coutinuance ; 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg’d 
From fach a noble rate; butmy chief care 
Is tacome fairly off from the great debts 
Wherein my time, fomething too prodigal, 
Hath left me gap’d:' to you, Axthonio, 
I owe the molt inmoney, and in love, 
And from your love I have a warranty 
To unburthen all my plots and purpotcs, 
How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 
Anth. \ pray yougood Baffanio, let me know it, 
And if it ftandsasyou your feif ftill do, 
Within the eye of honour, be affur’d 
My purfe, my perfon, my extteameft means 
Lie all unlock’d to your occafions. 
Baff. In my {chool days, when had loft one fhaft, 
| thot his fellow of the felffame flight 
The felf-fame way, with more adviled watch, 
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To-find the other forth ; and by adventuring both, 
loft, found both. Iurge this child-hood proof, 
Becaufe: what followsis pure innocence. 

I owe you much, and like a wilful youth, 

That which I owe isloft: butif you pleafe 

To fhoot another arrow:that-felf way 

Which you did fhoot the firft, I do not doubr, 

As I will watch the aim: Or to find both, 1 

Or bring your latter hazard back again, 

And thankfully»reft debtor for the firft, 

Anth. You know me well, and herein {pend but time 
To wind aboutmy love with circumftance. ; 
And out of doubt you do tome more wrong, 
In making queftion: of my’ uttermoft, 
Thanif youhad madewafte of all Ihave: 
Then do but fay to me, what fhould I do, 
That in your knowledg may by me be done; 
And I am preft unto it: therefore fpeak. 

Baff. \n Belmont is a Lady richly left, 
And fhe is fair, and fairer thanthat word, 
Of wondrous vertues: fometimes from her eyes} 
I did receive fair fpeechlefs meflages: 
Her name is Portia, nothing undervalu’d 
To Cato’s daughter, Brutis‘Portia: 
Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth 
For the Four winds blow in from every coaft 
Renowned futors.;, and herfunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, 
Which makes her feat of Belmont Cholches ftrond 
And many Fafozs come in queft, of her. 
Omy e4aihonio, had 1 but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 
I have a mind prefagesme {uch thrift, 
That 1 thould queftionlefs be fortunate: 

Anth. Thou know ft that all my fortunes are at fea 
Neither have Dmoney, nor commedity , 
Toraife a prefentfum 5 therefore go forth, 
Try what my crédit can in Venice do, 
That fhall be reck’d even to the utter moft, 
Tosfurnifh thee to Belmont to fait Partias 
Goprefently enquite, andfo willl, 
Where money is, and-I no queftion make 
To have it of my trult, or formy- fake. Exeunt. 
Enter Portia with her waiting-woman Nerifla, 


Por.By my troth;Nerif[z,my little body is weary of this 
great world. 

Ner, You would be, {weet Madam, if your miferies were 
in the fame abundance’as “your good fortunes are: and'yet 
for ought I fee, they are as fick that furfeit with too much, 
as they that ftarve with nothing 5, therefore it is no final] 
happinefs.to be feated in the mean; fuperfluity comes fooner 
by white hairs, burcompetency lives longer, 

Por. Good fentences, and well pronounc’d. 

Wer. They would be better if well followed, 

Por, If to do were as eafie as to know what were good to 
do, Chappelshadbeen Churches; and poor mens Cottages 
Princes\Palaces: tis agood Divine that follows his own 
inftru€tions: Ican eafier teach twenty what were good to | 
be done, thanibe oneof the twenty to follow. mine own 
teaching. The brain'may devitelaws for the blood,’ but a 
hot temper leaps orre a cold decree; fuch a hare is Mad- 
nefs; the Youth, to skip o’re the mefhes of good countel, 
the Cripple : But this reafon isnot in fafhion tochule me a 
husband ; © me, the word chufe! I may neither chufe 
whom | would, nor refufe whom I diflike, fois the will 
of alivingdaughter curb’d by the will of adeadifather : is 
it not hard, Weriffa, that I- cannot chufe one, nor refule |: 
none ? - 

Ner. Your Father was ever vertuous ; and holy men 
at their death have good infpirations 5 therefore the ‘lot- 
tery that he hath devifed in thefe three chefts of Gold, 
Silver‘, and ‘Leadvs whereof who chufes his meaning, }, 

; N chutes | 


for another. 
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chufes you, will no doubt’ never be cho 
ly but one who you fhall rightly love: 
is there in your affeétion towards any of thefe 
futers that are alreadycome ¢ 

Por. Ipay thee over-name them, an prone 
them, I willdefcribe them, and according to my cecicri- 
ption, level at my affeétion.. 

Ner. Firft there is the Neopolitan Prince. 

Por. I that’s a colt indeed, for he doth g | 
talk of his horfe, and he makes it a great appropriation 
to his own good parts that he can thew himfelf : 1 


am much afraid my 
Smith. 

Ner, Then is there the County Palentine. 

Pur. He doth nothing but frown (as who fhould fay 
and you will not have me, chufe: he heargs merry tales 
and {miles not, 1 fear he will prove the weeping Philo- 
fopher when he grows old, being fo full of unmannerly 


dnefs in hi th. ) I had rather to be married to a leave: 
Bt whe his mouth, than to either of | The Prince of Adorecco, who brings word the Prince kis 


deaths head with abone in 
thefe : God defend me from thefe two. 
Ner. How fay you by the French Lord, Mounfieur 


Le Boun ? 


Por, God made him, and» therefoee let him pafs for | his approach: if he have the condition of a Saint, and) 


aman; in truth iknow it is fin to be amocker, but he! 
why he hath a horfe better than the: WWeapolitans, a bet- 


ter bad habit of frowning. than the Count Palentine, he | we fhut the gate upon one wooer , another knocks at the} 
a a Taffelfing, he fallsftraight ; door. 


is every man innoman, a 
a capring, he will fence witt-his own fhadow. If 1 fhould 


marry him, 1 fhould marry twenty husbands: if he would 
defpile me, I would forgive him, for if he love me to mad- 
ne(s, I fhould never requite him. 
Ner. Whatfay youthen to Faucenbridge, the young 
Baron of England? . F 
Por. You know I fay nothing: to him; for he under- 


ftands not me, nor I him: hehath neither Latine, Freneh, | Anthonio thall be bound. 


nor Jtalian, and you will come into the Court and {wear | 
that | have apoor penny-worth in the Englifh: he is a 


proper mans piéture, but alas who can converfe with a Shall! | know your anfwer? 


dumb fhow? how odly he is fuited, I think. he bought 


his doublet in Jaly, his round hofe in Frauce, his bonnet in | And Axthonéo bound. 


Germany, and his behaviour every where. 
Nev. What think you of the other Lord his neigh- 


bour ? 


he borrowed a box of the ear of the Exglifh-man, and 
{wore he would pay-him sagain when he was able. | 
think the Frenchman became his furety, and {caled under 


Sasxonies Nephew ? 


| Por. Very vildely in the morning when he is fober, fquandred abroad, but Ships are but boords,,. Sailers but 
and moft vildely in the afternoon when~he is drunk;| men, there be Land Rats, and Water Rats, Water theives 
when he is beft, he isa little worfethen aman, and when | and Land Theives, 1 mean Pyrats ; and then there isthe 
he is worft, he is little better then a beaft ; and the worft | peril of Waters, Winds, and Rocks: the man is notwith- 
fall that ever fell, I hope I fhall make: fhift. to go without | ftanding fufficient, three thouland Ducats, Ithink 1 may 


him. 
Ner. If he fhould offer to chufe, and chufe the right 
Casket, youfhould refufeto perform your Fathers will, 


‘lif you fhould refufe to accept him, 
Por. Therefore for fear of the worft, I pray thee fet #0. 


a deep Glafs of Rennifh-wine on the contrary Casket, 
for if the Devil be within, and the temptation without, 


[know he willchufe it. Iwilldo any thing Neriffa ere which your Prophet the Nazarite conjured the Devil in- 


I will be married toa fpunge. 


Ner, Youneed not fear Lady the having any of thefe | walk with you, and fo following : but 1 will not eat with! 
Lords, they have acquainted me with their determinati- | you, drink with you, nor. pray with you. . 


ons, which is indeed to return to their home, and fo trou- 
ble you with no more fuit, unlefs you may be won by fome 
other fort than your Fathers impofition, depending on the 
Caskets, | ; 

Por. If Live to be as old as Sibilla, L will. die as chaft 
as Diane + unlefs 1 be obtained by the manner of my Fa- | 


_|thers will s Tam glad chis parcel of wooers are fo rea- 


cil oe inna 


rebel of 


fen by any right- jfonable, tor there : 
bat what warmth {doaton his very abfence: and wifh them a fair dapar. 
Princely | ture. 


and as thou nameft| time , a Venetian, a Scholar and a Souldier that 


nothing but | he call’d. 


Lady his mother plaid falfe with a! Lady. 


Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him, for ; trary. 


fy. bound to Tripolis, znother.to the Jzdzes, 
Ner. How like you the young Germain the Duke of | ftand moreover upon the Royalto, he hath athird at Me-| 


e/ : 
jug 
ty 
, 
ey a 


Venice. 


x 
ee 


is not one among them bur I 


Wer. Do you not remember, Lady, in your Fathers 


came hither in company of the Marquefs of Aounfer.| 
rat? 
Por. Yes, yés, it. was Baffanio, as 1 thinky fo was 


Ner. True Madam, he of all the men that ever my 
foolifh eyes look’d upon, was the beft deferving a fair 


Por. Irememher him well, and 1 remember. him wor- 
thy of thy praife. : 


Enter a Serving-man. 


Ser. The four ftrangers feek you Madam to take their] ) 
and there is a fore-runner come froma fift, 


Mafter will be here to night. 
Por, If I could bid the fift welcome with fo good heart} 
as I can bid the other fcur farewel, 1 fhould be glad of} 


the complexion cf a Devil, | had rather he fhould fhrive} — 
me than wiveme. Come Neriffa, firra go before; whiles) 


Exennt.) ) 
Enter Bafflania with Shylock the Jew. el 
Shy. Three thoufand Ducats, wells 
Baff. \ fir, for three months. 
Shy. For three months, well. 6a 
Baff. For the which , as Itold you, 


Shy, Authonio fhall become bound, well. ° 
Baff. May you fted me ? Will you pleafure me? 


Shy. Three thoufand Duecats for three months, 
Baff. Your anfwer to that. 


Shy. Anthonio is a good man. ff 
Baff. Have’ you heard any imputation to the con-] 


Shy. No, no, no, no 3; my meaning in faying he is a 

good min, is to have youunderftand me that he is fuff. 
cient, yet his means are infuppofition: he hath an Argo- 
I under. 


xico, a fourth for England, and other ventures he hath 


take his bond, ny 

Baff. Be affured youmay. 

Few. 1 will be affured I may : and that. 1 may beat 
fured ; I will bethink me, may 1 fpeak with  Amtho- 


Baff. If it pleafe you to dine with us. 
Few. Yes, to fmell pork, to eat of the Habitation 


to: | will buy with you, fell with you, talk with you, 


What news onthe Rya/ro; who is he comes here 2 
Enter Anthonio, 


Baff. This is Signior Anthonio, 
Jew. How like a fawning publican he looks. 


6 


L hate him, for he is a Chriftian = 
But more for that in low fimplicity 
He lends out money gtatis,and brings down 
The rate of wfance here with us in Venice. 
If I can catch him once upon the hip, 
I will feed fat the antient grudg I bear him. 
He hates our facred Nation, and he rails 
Even there where Merchants moft do Gongregate 
On me, my bargains, and my well-worn thrift, 
Which he calls intereft : Curfed be my Tribe 
If I forgive him. 
Baff. Shylock, do you hear? 
Shy. | am debating of my prefent ftore, 
And by thenear guets of my menory 
| cannot inftantly raife up the grofs 
Of full three thoufand Ducats : what of that ? 
Tubal), a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will turnifh me: but foft, how many Months 
Do you defire ? Reft you fair good Signior, 
Your worfhip was the laft manin our mouths. 
eAnth. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow 
By taking, nor by giving of Excefs, — 
Yet to fupply the ripe wants. of my friend, 
Vle break acuttom : is he yet poffelt 
How much he would? 

Shy. 1, I, three thoufand Ducats. 

Anth. And for three months. 

Shy. (had forgot, three months you told mefo. — 
Well then, your vond : but let me fee, but hear you, 
Me thoughts you faid,you neither lend nor borrow 
Upon advantage. 

Anth, 1 do never ufe it 

Shy. When Facob graz’d his Uncle Laban’s theep, 
This Facob from out holy Abraham was 
( As his wife Mother wrought in his behalf ) 

The third poffeffer, 1, he was the third. 

eAnth. And what of him, did he take'-t ereft ? 

Shy: No, not take inteéreft, not as you would fay 
Direétly intereft, mark what 7a cob did, 

When Laban and himfelf were comprimiz’d : 
That all the euelings which were ftrea\’d and pied 
Should fall as Facobs hire, the Ewes being rank, 
In endof Autumn turned to the Rams, 

And when the work of generation was, 

Between thefe woolly breeders in the A&t 

The skilful fhepheard pil’d mecertain wands, 

And in the doing of the deed of kind, 

He ftuck them up before the fulfome Ewes, 

Who then conceiving, did in yeaning time 

Fall party-colour’d Lambs, and thole were Facobs. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was bleft : 

And thrift is bleffing if, men fteal it not. 


A thing not in his power to bring to pals, 
But {way’d and fafhion’d by the hand of heaven; 
Was this inferted to make intereft good ? 
Or is your gold and filver Ewes and Rams? 
Shy. I cannot tell, make it breed as fait, 
But note my Srgvior. 
e4nth. Mark you this Baffanio, 
The Devil can cite Scripture for his purpofe. 
An evil foul producing holy witncfs, 
Is like a villain with a finiling cheek, 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 
© what a goodly outfide falfehood hath. 


Three months from twelve, then let me fee the rate. 


Shy. Signior Anthonio,many a time and oft 
In the Rialto you have rated me 
About my moneys and my ufances : 
Still have | born it with a patient fhrug 
( For fufferance is the badg of allour Tribe) = 
You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
a 


Anth. This was a venture fir, that facob ferv’d for, 


Shy. Three thoufand Ducats, ’tis a good round fum. 


Anh, Well Shylock, fhall we be beholding to you ? 
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And fpit upon my Jewiflt gaberdine, 
And all for ufe of that whichis mine own. 
Well then, it now appears you need my help ¢ 
Goto then, youcome to me, and you fay, 
Shylock, we would have moneys, you fay fo : 
You that did void yout rhéevme upon my beard, 
And foot me as you {purn a ftranger cur 
Over your threfhold, moneys is your {uit. 
what fhould I fay to you ? Should I not fay, 
Hatha dog money ? isit poflible 
A cur fhould lend three thoufand Ducats? or 
Shall I bend low, and ina bondmens key 
With bated breath, and whifpring humblenefs, 
Say this: Fair fir, you fpet onme on Wednefday laf ; 
You fpurn’d mefuch a day ; another time 
You call’d me dog : atid for thefe curtefics 
Vie lend you thus much moneys. 

Anth, 1 am as like to'call thee fo again; 
To {pet on thee again, to {purn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this money, lendit not 
As to thy friend, for when did friendfhip take 
A breed of barren metal of his friend ? 
But lend it rather to thine enemy, 
Whoif hé break, thou maift with better face 
Exaé the penalties. 

Shy. Why lock you how you ftorm, 
I would be friends with y« u, and have your love, 
Forget the thames that you have ftain’d me with, 


Supply your prefent wants, and take no doit 


Of ufance for my moneys, and you'l not hear me 5 
This is kind | effer. 

Baff. This were kindnef:. 

Shy. This kindnefs will I fhows 
Go with me toa Notary, feal me there 
Your fingle bond, and in a merry {port 
If you repay me not on fuch aday, 

In fuch a place, fuch fum or fums as are 
Expreftin the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 

Of your fair fiefh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body it pleafeth me. 

Anth. Content in faith, Ple feat to’ fuch a bond, 
And fay there is much kindnefs in the Few. 

Baf. You fliall not feal to fuch a bond for me, 
I'lerather dwell in my neceffity. 

Anth. Why fear not man ,! will not forfeit it; 
Within thefe two months, that’s a month 
This bond expires, }do expe& return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

Shy. O Father «4brabam, what thefe Chriftians are, 

Whole own hard dealing teaches them fufpeé& 
The thoughtsof others : Pray you tell me this, 
If he fhould break his day, what fhould | gain 
By the ex:étion of the forfeiture? 

A pound of mans ficth taken from a many 

{s not fo eftimahle,profitable neither, 

As flefhof Muttors, Beefs, or Goats. fay, 

To buy his favour, 1 extend this friendfhip; 

If he will takeit, fo ::if not adieu, 

And for my love I pray you wrong me not. 
cAnth. Yes Shylock, 1 will feal unto this bond, 
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notaries, 

Give him direétion for this merry bond, 

And I will go and porfe the Dutats ftraight 

See tomy houfe, left in the fearful guard 

Of anunthrifty knave: and prefently 

Ple be with you. 

Anth. Hye thee gentle Jew. 
Chriftian, he grows kind. ; 
Baff, Like not fair terms, and a villains mind, 

eAnth. Come on, in this there can be no difmay, 
My Ship’s come home a month before the day. 


before 


Exeunt. 


N2 Aittus 


Exit. 
This Hebrew will turn 
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I peepee WR. os th a a £5 be fe a 
ac the fiend, and run; well, my conicience hanging about é 


the neck of my heart, {ays very Wilely tome, My how Fi 
eee sd eft friend Latinceler, being an honeft mans fon, OF ra-} 
ther an honeft womans fon , for indced my Father did 
Attus Secundus. fomething {mack, fomething grow too 5 he had a kind of 
tate; well,myconfctence fays Lenncelet budg not, budg]- 
fays the fiend; budg not fays-my confciences confcience | : 


eMorochins a tawny Moor all white, and three or fay 1 you counfel well, fiend tay I] you counfel well, | / 
four followers accordingly, with Portta, to berul’d by my conicience I fhould fay with the Jew] 
Nerriffa and ber train, my Matter, who ( Gad blefs the mark ) is a kind of 
Flo. Cornets. . Devil 5; andto runaway fromthe Jew { fhoald beruled] - 
by the fiend, who faying your reverence is the Devil him. 
Mor. Miflike me not for my complection, - felf: certainly the Jew is the very Devil incarnation, 
The fhadowed livery of the burnifh’d Sun, and in my confcience, my confcience is a kind of hard’ 
To whom] ama neighbour, and near bred. confcience, to offer to counfel me to ftay with the Jews} 
Bring me the faireft creature Northward Born, the fiend gives the more friendly coun‘el ; 1 will run 


Where Phabus fire farce thaws the yficles, : fiend, my heels are at your commandement , I will} 
And let us make incifion for your Love, run. ae 


To prove whofe Blood is reddeft, his or mine. é 

L cell the Lady this afpeét of mine Enter old Gobbo witha Basket. 

Hath feard the valiant, ( by my love I fwear) re 

The beft regarded Virgins of our Clime Gob, Mafter young-man, you I pray you, which isthe} — 

Have lov’d it too : L would not change this hue, way to Mafter Jews ? pa 

Except to fteal your thoughts my gentle Queen. Laun, O heavens, this is my true begotten Father, who| — 
Por. In terms of choice 1am not foelly led being more then fand-blind, high gravel blind, knows mel 

By nice direétion of amaidenseycs: © not, I will try confufions with him. A ee 

Befides, the lottery of my deftiny Gob: Mafter young Gentleman, I pray you which isthe | 

Bars me the right of voluntary chufing : way to Mafter Jews. 

But-if my father had not {canted me, Laun. Turnupon your right hand at the next turning, 

And hede’d me by his wit to yield my {elf but at the next turning of all on your left 5 marry at the 

His wife, who wins me by that means Itold you, very next turning, turn of no hand, but turn down indi- | 

Your felf ( renowned Prince ) then ftoodas fair re€tly to the Jews houfe. 

As any comer { have look’d on yet Geb. By Gods fonties twill be’a hard way to ‘hit 5 can 

For my affection. you tellme whether one Laune-kt that dwells with him, 
Mor. Even for that I thank you, dwell with hiavor no? 

A.Therefore I pray you lead me to the Caskets Laun, Talk you of young Mafter Launcelet?- mark me 
/To ery my fortune : By this Symitar now, nowwillIraife the waters; talk you of young Ma- 
That flew the Sophy, and a Perfian Prince, fter Law*celet? c 
That won three fields of Sultan Solyman, Go, No Mafter fir, but a poor mans fon, his Father 
L would o’re-ftarethe flerneft eyes that look : tho | fay’cis an honch exceecing poor man, and God be ae 
Out-brave the heart moft daring on the earth : thanked well to live. ; 

Pluck the young fucking Cubs fromthe fhe Beary Laun, Well, let his Father be-what a will, we talk of 
Yea, mock the Lio when he roars for preys young Mafter Lauacelet, 


To win the Lady. But alas the while, Gob. Your worthips friend and Lagncelet. 

If Hercules and Lychas play at Dice Laun. But! pray you Ergo,old man Ergo | befeech you, 
Which is the better man, the greater throw talk you of young Mafter Launcelet? 

{ May turn by fortune from the weaker hand: Gob. OF Launcelet, ant pleafe your Mafterfhip. 
So is Alcides beaten by hisfaage, Laun. Ergo Mafter Laurceler, talk not of matter Lamm} 


Bes | eck i 
ae 


| and fo may I, blind fortune leading me, celct Father,for the young gentleman according to fates and 
Mis that which one unworthier may attain, deftinies, and fuchodd fayings, the filters three, and fuch 
And dye with grieving. branches of Learning, is indeeddcceafed, or as you would 
Por.- You mutt take your chance, | fay in plain terms, gone to heaven. 
And either not attempt to choofe ar all, Gob, Marry God forbid, the boy was the verey ftaff of 
Or {wear before you choofe,if you choofe wrong, my age, my very prop. 
Never to fpeak to Lady afterward | Lawn. Dol look like acudgel or a hovel-poft, a ftall 
In way of Marriage; therefore be advis’d or aprop? do youknow me Father ? 
Mor. Nor willnot ; come bring me unto my chance: Gob, Alack the day, 1know you not young Gentleman, - 
Por. Fir forward to the temple, after dinner _ | but I pray you tell me is my boy, God reft his foul, a-} — 
Your hazard fhall be made. live or decd. ae 
Mor, Good fortune then, Cornets.|  Laun. Do you not know me Father? 
To make me bic ft or curfed’& among men. Exeunt.|.. Gob. Alack fir Yam fand b'ind, 1 know younot. 
Laun. Nay, indeed if you had your. eyes you might é% 
Enter Clown aloncy fail of the knowing me : it is a wife father that Knows 


we | hisown Child. Weil, old man, I will tell you news of yout 

Clo. Certainly, my confeience will fecve me to run| Son, give me your bleffing, truth will come to light, 

from this Jew my Mafter: the fiend is at mine elbow, murder cannot be hid long, a mans fon may, butin the end 
and attempts me, faying to me Fob, Launcelet Fob, good | truth will oot. ; 

| Launeelet, or good Fob, or good Launcelet Fob , ufe; Gob. Pray you fir ftand up, I am fure you are me | 

| your Legs, take the fart, run away 5 my conf{cience fays| Lamncelet my boy. ieee 2 

‘| n0 3 take heed honeft Launceles, take heed honeft Fob,| Laun. Pray you let’s have no more fooling about it, but 


jor as afoye-(aid hone Leuncelet Fob, do not run ,| giveme Your blefling , I am Lanncelet your boy that was 
| fcorn running with thy heels; well, the moft couragi-| your fon thatis, your child that fhallbe. tcf 
ous fiend bids me pack, fia fays the fiend, away fays| Gob. I cannet think you are my fon. ; 13] 
the fiend, for the heavens rofe up a brave mind fays) Lawz. | know not what T fhall think of that: but T-am 
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er ck Launcelet} — 
¥ ‘ i ' a ; 


is fother, 
° By Her name is Margery indeed, Wle be {worn if thou 
be Launcelet, thou art mine own fiefh and blood : Lord 
worthip might he be, what a beard haft thou got; thon 
haft got more hair on thy Chin,than Dobbi syygehilork 
has on his tail pre Hi he re 
Laun. It fhould feem then that Dobbins tail grows back- 
ward. 1am fure he had more hair of his tail than I have 
my face when I laft faw him 
pe Lord how art thou chang’d! how dof thou and 
thy Mafter agree? 1 have brought hima Prefent; how gree 
you now? 


up my reft to run away, fo I will not reft till Ihave run 
fome ground ; my Mafter’s avery Few, give him a prefent, 
give him a halter, 1 am famifht in his tervice. You may 
tell every finger [have withmy Ribs : Father, 1 am glad 
you are come,give me your prefent to one Mafter Baffanio, 
who indeed gives rare new Liveries; if I ferve not him, | 
will run as far as God has any ground.O rare Fortune,here 
comes the man, to him Father, for I ama Jew if I ferve the 
1 Jew any longer. ‘ 

, Eater Baflanio wish a follower or two. 


’ Baff. You may do fo, but let it be fo hafted, that fup- 
pér be ready at the fartheft by five of the Clock: fee thefe 
Letters delivered, put the Liveries to making, and defire 
Gratiano to comé anon to my Lodging. 

Laun, To him Father. 

Gob, Goad blefs your worfhip. 

Baff. Gramercy, would thou ought with me ? 
Gob. Here’s my fon Sir, a poor boy. 


would Sir, as my Father fhall {pecify. 
ferve. 


and have a defire as my Father fhall {pecify. 
Gob. His mafter and he(faving your worfhips reverence) 
are fcarce catercofins. 
Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the Jew 


[hope an old fan fhall frutify unto yout 

Gob. havehere adith of Doves that I would beftow 
upon your worfhip, and my fuit is. 

Laun, In very brief, the fuit is impertinent tomy felf, 


and though Ifay it, though old man, yet poor man my 
Father. 

Baff. One fpeak for both, what would you ? 

Laun, Serve you fir. 

G.b. Thisis the very defeét of the matter fir. 

Baff. 1 know thee well, thou haft obtain‘d thy fuit, 
Shylock, thy Mafter {poke with me this day, 
And hath prefer’d thee, if it be p) ferment, 
To leave a rich Jews fervice, to become 
The follower of fo poor a Gentleman, 

Clo. The old proverb isvery well parted between my 
Maftet Shylock and you fir, you have the grace of God fir, 
and he hath enough. ; 


Take leave of thy old Mafter, and enquire 
My Lodging out; give hima livery, 
More garded than his fellows: fee it done. 

Clo. Father in, Leannot geta fervice, no, Ihave ne’re 
a tongue in my head well, if any man in /ta!y have a fairer 
table which doth offer to fwear upon a book, 1 fhall have 
goodfortune;go too,here’s a fimple line of life here’s a finall 
trifle of wives, alas fifteeu wives is nothing, a leaven wid- 
dows and nine maids is a fimple coming in for one man, 


of my Life with the edge of a Feather-bed, -here are 


1 be Merchant of, Venice. “sy | 


ee 


Launcelet the Jews man, and lam iure Margery your wife fimple tcapes : 


Laun. Well, well, but formine own part, as I have fet | 


as your worfhip fhall know by this honeft old man ; 


Baff. Thou fpeak’ft it well; go Father with thy fon, | 


well if Fortune bea woman, fhe’s a good 
wench for this gere: Father comc, Vie take my leave of 
the Jew in the twinkling, 
, Exit Clown. 
Baff. 1 pray thee good Leonardo, think on this, 
Thefe things being bought and orderly beftowcd, 
Return in hafte, for | do feaft to night 
My beft efteem’d acquaintance, hie thee, gone. 
Leon. My beft endeavours fhall be done herein: 


Exit. Leonato. 


, €nter Gratiano. 

Gra, Where’s your Mafter. 

Leon, Yonder fir he walks. 

Gra. Signior Baffanio, 

Baf. Gratiano, 

Gra. Uhave a fuit to you. 

Baf. You have obtain’d it. 

Gra. You muft not deny mes Imuft go with you to 
Belmont. ; 

Baf. Why then you muft : but hear,thee Gratiano, 

how art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice, 

Parts thar become thee happily enough, 

And in fuch eyes as ours appear nor faults § 

But where they are not known, why there they fhow 
Something too liberal, pray thee take pain 

To allay with fome cold drops of modefty 

Thy skipping {pirit, left through thy wild behaviour 

[ be mifcorifter’d in the place I go to, 
And lofe my hopes. 

Gra. Signior Baffanio, hear me, 
If [donot put on a fober habit, 
Talk with refpe@t, and {wear bu: nowand then, 
Wear prayer-books inmy pocket, look 


’ 


5 ; 
cemirery 
cemurery, 


Laun, Not apoor boy Sir, but the Rich Jews man that | Nay, more, while Grace isfaying, hood mine eyes 


hus with my hat, and figh and fay; Amen; 


Gob. He hath agreat infe€tion fir, as one would fay to Ufe all the obfervance of civility, 
| Like one well ftudied ina fad oftent 
Laua. Indeed the fhort and che long is, I ferve the Jews | lo pleafe his Grandam, never trufime more. 


Baf, Well, we fhall fee your bearing. 
Gra. Nay but I bar to night, you fhall not gge me 


+} By what we de to night. 


Bif’ No that were pity. 


havingdone me wrong, doth caufe me as my, Father being | 1 would entreat you rather to puton 


Your boldeft fuit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpofe merriment: but fare you well, 
I have fome bufinefs 

Gra. And'I muft to Lorenzo and thereft: 
But wewill vifit you at fupper-time. Exennt. 
Enter \flica and the Clown. 


Fef. Lem forry thou wilt leave my Father fo, 
Our houfe is hell, and thou a Devil ‘ 
Did’ft rebit of fome taft of tedioufneR ; 
But fare thee well, there is a Ducat for thee, 
And Lancelet, foon at {upper fhalt thou {ce 
Lorenzo, who is the Mafters gucft, 
Give him this Letter, do it fecretly, 
And fo farewel : I would not have my Father 
see me talk with thee, i 
Clo, Adieu, tears exhibit my tongue, moft beautiful 
Pagan, moft tweet Jew, if a Chriftian did not play the 
knave and get thee, I am much deceived 5 but‘adieu,thele 
foolith drops do fomewhat drown my manly fpirit : 
adieu. Exit. 
Jef. Farewel good Lexceler. 
Alack, what hainous fin is it in me, 
To be afham’d to be my Farhers Child, 
But tho lam a Daughter to his Blood, 
I am not to his manners, O Lorenzo, 
If thou keep promife, I {hall end this ftrife, 


and then to {cape crowning thrice, and to. be in peril) Become a Chriftian, and thy Loving Wife. 


N 3 Enter, | 


| 
ce ar 


pamiemnebtoee 
you fhall fee a Mask, but if you do, then it was nor for 
nothing that my Nofe fell ableeding on black Munday 
laft, at fix a clocki’th’ morning, falling out that year on 
Ath-wednefday was four year inthe afternoon. 
Shy. VVhat,are their Masks ? P pith Teffica, 
Lock up oayglogrs, and when youhear the dium 
And aoe, aling of the wry-neckt F fe, 
Clamber not you up to the Cafements then, 
Nor thruft your head into the publick ftreet 
To gaze on Chriftian fools with varnifhe faces 5 
But ftop my houfes ears, | mean my Cafementss, 
Let not the found of fhallow foppery enter 
My fober houfe. By Facobs ftaff | fwear, 
lhaveno mind of Feafting forth to night : 
But I will go ; go you before me Sirrab. 
Say I will come. 
Clow, I will go before Sir. 
Miftrefs look out at window for all this; 
There will come a Chriftian by, 
Will be worth a Few’s eye. i 
Shy. pet fayes that fool of Hagars off-fpring ? 
Pee 
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Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Salztino, and Solania. 


Lo. Nay, we will flink away in fupper-time, 
Ditguifeus at my lodging, and return all inan hour. 

Gra. We have not made good preparation. 

Sal. We have not {poke as yet of Torch-bearers. 

Sol. Tis vile anlefs itmay be quaintly ordered; 
And better ia my mind not undertook. 

Lor. ’Tis now bat four a clock, we have two hours 
To furnith us; friend Lamce/et what's the news ? 


Enter Lancelet witha Letter. 


Lan. And it fhall pleafe you to break up this, it fhall 
feem to fignify. 
Lo. I aan the hand, in faith ’ris a fair hand, 
And whiter than the paper it writ on, 
[ the fair hand that writ. 
Gra, Love-news in faith. 
La. By your leave fir. 
. Lor. Whether goeft thou? 
La. Marry to bid my old Mafter the Zew to fup to 
night with my new Mafter the Chriftian: + 
Lor. Hold here, take this, tell gentle Fe/fica 
[ will not fail her, fpeak it privately : 
Go gentlemen, will you prepare you for this Mask to 
night 2 
[-am mowed of a Torch-bearer, Exit Clown. 
Sal. 1 marry, I'l be gone about it ftraight. 
Sol. And fo will I. é 
Lor.Meet me and Gratiano at Gratiano’s lodging 


Fef. His words were fare well Miftrifs, nothing elfe. | 
Sky. The iskind enough, but ahuge feeder: © | 
Snail-flow in profit, but fleeps by day (onewhe 7 it 
More than the wildcat, drones hive not with me, 
Therefore Ipart with him, and part with him 
To one that! would have him help to waft 
His borrowed purfe. Well Fe/fica goin, 
Perhaps I will return immediately ; 


Do as I bid you, thut doors after you, faft bind, fal 


Some hour hence. find, 
Sal. ’Tis good wedo fo, __ Extt.| A proverb never ftale in thrifty mind. Exit. 
Gra. Was not that Letter from fair Feffica ? Jef. Farewel, and if my fortune be not croft, 
Lo. 1 muft needs tell thee all, fhe hath directed 


Ihave a Father, you a Daughter loft. Exit. 
How] fhall take her from her fathers houfe, ae i 
What Gold and Jewels the is farnifht with. 
What Pages fuit the hath in readinefs 5 
If ¢’re the Few her Father come to heaven, 
It will be for his gentle daughters fake 5 
And never dare misfortune crofs her foot, 
Unlefs the do it under this excufe, 
That fhe is iffue to a faithlefs Few: 
Come go with me, perufe this as thou gocft, 
Fair Je/ica fhall be my Torch-bearer. Exit, 


Enter the Maskers, Gratiano and Salinos 


Gra. This is the penthoufe under which Lorexzo] 
Defired us to make a ftand, fei 
Sal, His hour is almoft paft. 
Gra: Andit is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For lovers ever run before the clock. 
Sal. O ten times fafter Venus Pigeons flye 
To fteal loves eR nom made, ~ shay are wont 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited. 
Gra. That ever holds, who rifeth froma feaft 
With that keen Appetite that he fits down ? 
Whereis the Horie that doth untread again 
His tedious meafures with the unbated fire 
That he did pace them firft ? all things that are, 
Are with more fpirit chafed than enjoyn’d. 
How like a younger or a prodigal 
The skarfed bark puts from her native bay, 
-| Hug’d and embraced by the ftrumpet wind ; 
How like a prodigal fhe doth return 
With over-wither’d Ribs and ragged fails, 
Lean, rent and begger’d by the ftrompet wind ? 


Enter Jew, and his man that was the Clown. 


Few. Well, thou thalt fee, thy eyes hall be thy judge, 
The difference of old Shylocke and Baffanio ; 
What Feficatkhou fhalt not gurmandize 
As thou haft done with me shat Feffica? ) 

And fleep, and fnore, rend apparel out. 
Why Feffica | fay.” ) 

Clo. Why Feffica. 

Shy. Who bids thee call? 1 do not bid thee call, 

Clo. Your worfhip was wont to tell me 
1 eould do nothing without biddiag. 


Enter Jellica. Buter Lorenzo. 


Jef. Call you? what is your will? Salino. Here comes Lorenzo, more of this hereaf 


: Shy: 1 am did forth to fupper Feffcas ter. 
here are my Keys: but wherefore fhould I go ? Loren. Sweet friends, your patience f : 
I am not bid for love, chey flatter me, bode, oy on Patience for gay danas 


But yet I’le go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Chriftian. Feffica my girl, 
Look to my houfe, I am right loath to go, 
There is fome ill a brewing towards my reft, 
For | did dream of money-bags to night. 
Clo. 1 befeech you fir go, my young mafter Feffica above, 
me = your reproach. 
y- So do [ his, Sef: Who are you ? tell me for more certai 
Clo. And they have confpired together, 1 will not fay | Albeit le fwear fine 1 do know Pr ienion 
“ * 


Not Ibut my affairs have made you wait; 

When you fhall pleafe to play the’thieves for Wives 
Ple watch as long for you then; approach : 
Here dwells my Father Few. Hos, who’s within? 


ff 


Mis 


Lo, Lorenzo, and thy Love. ; 
Fef. Lorenzo certain and my Love indeed, 
For who Love! fo much ? and now who.knows 
But you Lorenzo, whether | am yours ? 
Lo. Heaven and thy thoughts are witnefs that thou art. 
Fef. Here, catch this casket, itis worth the pains, 
Tam glad ’<isnight, you do not look onme, 
For 1 am much afham’d of my exchange 5 
But Love isblind , and Lovers cannot fee 
The pretty follies that themfelves commit; 
For if they could, Cupid himfelf would blufh 
To fee me thus transformed toa boy. 
Lor. Defcend, for you muft be my Torch-bearer. 
Fef. What, mult | hold a Candle to my fhame ? 
They in themfelves goodfooth are too too light. 
Why, ’tis an office of difcovery, Love, , 
And I fhould be obfcur’d. 
Lor. So you are fweet, 
Evenin the lovely garnith of a boy ; but come at once, 
For the clofe night doth play the run-away, 
And we are ftaid for at Ba/fanio’s Feaft. 
| Fef. lwill make faft the doors, and guild my felf 
With {ome more Ducats, and be with you ftraight. 
Gra. Now by my Hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 
Lor. Bethrew me but { love her heartily. 
} For the is wife, If Ican judge of her, 
And fair the is, If that mine Eyes be true, 
And true the is, as fhe hath prov’d her felf; 
And therefore like her felf, wife, fair and true, 
Shall the be placed: in my conftant Soul, 


Enter Jeflica. 


What, art thoucome ? on gentlemen, away, 
Our masking mates by this time for us ftay. Exit. 
Enter Anthonio. 


Ant, Who's there? 
Gra. Signior eAathonio. 
wnt. Fie, fie, Gratiano, where are all the reft? 
Tis nine’ a clock, our friends all ftay for you, 
No mask to night, the wind is come about, 
Baffanio prefently will go aboord, 
Lhave fent twenty out tofeck for you. 

Gra. 1am glad on’t, 1 defire no more delight 
Than tobe under Sail, and gone to night. Exeunt. 
Enter Portia with Morrocho, and both their Trains, 


Pro, Go, draw afide the Curtain, and difcover 
The feveral Caskets to this noble Prince 5 
Now make your choice. 

Mor. The firft of Gold, who: thisinfcription bears, 
Who chooleth me, thall gain what men defire. 
The fecond Silver, which this promife carries, 
Who choofeth me, fhall get asmuch as he deferves. 
This third, dull Lead, with warning all as blunt, 
Who choofeth me, muft give and hazard all he hath. 
How fhall | know if 1 do chcofe the right ¢ 

Por. Thz one of them contains my Piéture Prince, 
If you choofe that, then] am yours withall. 

eMar, Some God dire& my judgment, let me fee, 
I will furvey the infcriptions, back again ; 
What fays this Leaden Casket ? 
Who choofeth me, muft give and hazard all he hath. 
Muft give for what ? for Lead ? 
This Ca:ket threatens men thathazard all, 
Do it in hope of fair advantages: 
A golden mind ftoops not to fhows of Drof:, 
Pie then nor give nor hazard ought for Lead, 
What fayes the Silver with her virgin hue ?. 
Who choofeth me, fhall get as much ashe deferves. 
As much as he deferves, paufe there Morrocko, 
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And weigh thy value with an even hand, 

If thou beeft rated by the eftimation, 

Thou doft deferve enough, and yet enough 

May not extend fo far asto the Lady ; 

And yet to be afeard of my delerving, 

Were but a weak difabling of my 4elf. 

Asmuch as I deferve, why that’s the Lady. 

Ido in birth deferve her, and in fortun es 

In graces, and in qualities of Breeding : 

But more than thefe, in love I do deferve, 

What if I ftray’d no farther, but choofe here ? 
Let’s fee once more this faying Grav’d in Gold. 
Who choofethme, fhall gain what many men defire : 
Why that’s the Lady, all the world defires her : 
From the four corners of the Earth they come 
To kifs the fhrine, this mortal breathing Saint. 
Thé Hircanian Delerts and the vat Wildes 

Of wide Arabia are axfhrough Fares now 

For Princes to come view fair Portia. 

The Watery Kingdom, whofe ambitious head 
Spets in the face of heaven, isno bar 

To ftep the forrain Spirits, but they come 

As o’re a Brook to fee fair Portia, 

One of thefe three contains her heavenly pidture. 


-| Is’c like that Lead contains her? *twere damnation 


To think fo bafe a thought; it were too grofs 

To rib her fearcloth in the obfezre Grave ; 

Or fhall 1 think in Silver fhe’s immur’d 

Being ten times undervalued to tri’d Gold 

O finiul thought, never fo rich a Jem 

Was fet in worfe then Gold ! They have in England 

A Coin that bears the figure of an Angel 

Stampt in Gold, but that’s infculpt upon ; 

But here an Angelin a‘Golden Bed 

Lies all within. Deliver me the Key 5 

Here do I choofe, and thrive I as I may. 
Por. There take it Prince, andif my form lie there, 

Then I am yours. 
Mor. O hell ! what have we here, a carrion death, 

Within whofe empty eye there isa written fcrowl ; 


All that gliftersis not gold, - 
Often have you heard that told ; 
Many a wan bis life hath fold 
But my outfide to behold : 
Guildedtimber do worms infold : 
Had you been as wife as bold, 
Young in limbs, in jud gment ald, 
Your anfwer had not beeninfcrold, 
Fare you well, your {uit is cold 


Mor. Cold indeed, and labour loft, 
Then farewel heat, and welcome froft : 
Portia adieu, 1 have too griev’d a heart 


To take a tedious leave: thus lofers part. Exit. 
Por. A gentleriddance: draw the Curtains, go ; 
Let all of hiscompleéion choofe me fo. Exeunt. 


Enter Salarino and Selanio. 
Flo. Corzets. 


Sal. Why man J faw Baffanio under fail, 
With him is Gratiano gone along ; 
And in their (hip 1 am fure Lorenzo is not. 
Sol, The villain ¥ew with outcries rais’d the Duke, 
Who went with him to fearch Baffanio’s thip. 
Sal. He comes too late, the fhip was under fail 5 
But there the Duke was given to underftand 
That ina Gondslowere feen together 
Lorenzoand his amorous Fefjica 
Befides, Anthonio certified the Duke 
They were not with Baffanio in his fhip. 
Sol. Inever heard a paffion fo confus’d, 
So ftrange, outragious, and fo variable, 
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As the Dog Few did utter in the fireets 5 

My Doo O my Ducats, O my Daughter, 

Fed with a Chiiftian, Omy Chriftian Ducats! * 

Juttice, the Law, my Ducats, and my Daughter 3: 
A fealed Bag, two fealed Bags of Ducats , 

Of double Ducats, ebb 8 by my Daughter, 
ewels,two rich and precious Stoncs, — 
par my Daughter 5 Juftice find the Girl, 

| She hath the Stones upon her, and the Ducats. 

Sal. Why all the Boys 10 Venice follow him, 
Crying his Stones, his Daughter, and his Ducats. 
Sol, Let good Anthonto jook he keep his day, 

Or he fhali pay for this. 
Sal, Marry well remembred, 
Treafon’d with a Frenchman yefterday, 
Who told me, in the narrow feas that parts 
TheFrerch and Englifh, there mifcarried 
A Weflel of our Country tichl} fraught 
I thought upon Anthonio when he' told me, 
And within filence that it were not hiss 
Sol, You were belt to tell eAnthonio what you hear, 
Yet do not faddenly, for it may grieve him. 
Sai, A kinder Gentleman treads not the Earth , 
I fw Baffanioand Anthonio patt, 
Baffavio told him he would make fome {peed | 
Of his return: he anfwered, do not fo, 
slubber sot bufinefs for my fake Baffanio, 
But ftay the very riping of the time, . 
And for the Few’s bond which he hath of me, 
Let it not enterin your mind of Love 5 
Be merry, and employ your chiefeft thoughts 
To Courtthip, and fuch fair eftents of Love 
As fhall conveniently become you there 5 
And even there his eye being big with tears, 
Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 
And with affe@tion wondrous fenfible 
He wrung Ba/fawio’s hand, and fo they parted. 
Sal. 1 think he only loves the world for him, 
I pray thee Jet us go and find them out, 
And quicken his. embraced heavinels 
With fome delight or other. 
Sal. Do we fo. 


daw 


Enter Neriffa and a Servitor. ‘ 


The Prince of Arragon hath tane his oath, 
And comes to his eleétion prefently. 


Enter Avragon, bis Train, Portia, 
Flor. Corzets. 


Por. Behold there ftand the caskets noble Prince, 
If you choofe that wherein I am contain’d 
Straight fhall our nuptial rights be folemniz’d: 
But if thou fail, without more fpeech, my Lord, 
You muft be gone from hence immediately. : 

4r. Tain enjoyn’d by oath to obferve three things ; 
Firft never to unfold to anyone 
Which casket ’twas I chofe ; next, if I fail 
Of theright casket, never in my Life 
To wooe a Maid in way of Marriage: 

Laftly,if Ido fail in fortune-of my choice, 
Immediately to leave you, and be gone. 

Pir. To thefe injunétions every one doth {wear 
That comes to hazard for my worthlefs felf. 

Ar. And fo have Laddreft me, fortune now 
Tomy hearts hope : Gold, Silver, and bafe Lead. 
Who chufeth me, muft give and hazard all he hathj 
You fhali jook fairer ere I give or hazard, 

What fayes the Golden Cheft, ha, let me fee: 
Who chufeth me, fhall gain what many men defire: 
What many men defire, that many may be meant 
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Ner. Quicks quick I pray thee, draw the curtain ftraight, 


ae et 


Even in the force and rode of cafualrty, 
I willnot chufewhat many men delire, 
Becaufe I will not jump with common fpirits, 
And rank me with the barbarious multitudes. 
Why then to thee thou Silver Treafure-houte, 
Tell me once more, what title thou doft bear 5 
Who chufeth me, fhall get asmuchas he deferves : 
And well faid too, for who fhall go about 
To Cozen Fortune, and be honourable 
Without the ftamp of merit, let none prefume 
To wear anundcferved dignity : 
© that eftates, degrees, and officcs, 
Were not deriv’d corruptly, and that clear honour 
Were purchaft by the merit of the wearer ; 
-How many then fhould cover that ftand bare? 
How many be commanded that command ? 
How much low pleatantry would then be gleaned 
From the truefeed of honour ? And how siuch honour 
Pickt from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
To be: new varnifht ? Well, but to my choife ; 
| Who chufeth me, thall get as much ashe deferves, 
I will affume defert ; give me a key for this, 
And inftantly unlock my fortunes here, 
Por Too long a paute for that which you find there, 
Ar. What's here the portraic of a blinking idiot, 
Prefenting me afchedul< ? [ will read it ; 
How much unlike art thou to Portia ? 
How much unlike my hopes and my deferving? 
Who chufeth me, fhall have as much as he deferves. 
Did I deferve no more than a fools head? : 
Isthat my prize? are my deferts no better 2? 
Po. To offend and judge are diftinét offices, 
-And of oppofed natures. 
Ar, What is here ? 


The fire feven times tried this, 
Seven times tricd that judgment is 4 
That did never chyfe amifs. 
Some there be that fhadows kéfs, 
Such have hut a foad-ws blifs : 
There be fools alive Iwis , 

Silver’d ore, and [owas this: 
Take what wife you will to bed, 

I will ever be your head : 

So be gone fir, you are ped. 


Ar. Still more fool I hall appear 
By the time I linger here. 
With one fools head I came to wooe, 
But I go away with two. 
Sweet adieu, I’le keep my oath, 
Patiently to bear my wroath. 
Por. Thus hath the candle fing’d the moth : 
O thefe deliberate fools when they do chufe, 
They have the wifdom by their wit to lofe, 
Wer. The ancient faying is no herefie, 
Hanging and wiving goes by deftiny. 
Por. Come draw the curtain Nerri ffi: 


* Enter Meffenger. 


Mef. Where ismy Lady ? 
Por. Here, what would my Lord ? 
Mef. Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To fignify th’approaching of his Lord, 
Frow whom he bringeth fenfible regreets: 
To wit (befides commends and courteous breath ie 
Gifts of rich value 3 yet 1 have not feen 
Solikely an Ambaflador of love. 
‘ ' 


oon 
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A day in April never came fo {weet,” 
To fhow how coftly Summer was at hand, 

As this fore-fpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Por. Nomore I pray thee 3 I am half afeard 
Thou wilt fay anon, he is fome kin to thee, — 
Thou fpend’t fuch high day wit in praifing him ¢ 
Come, come, Werriffa, for I long to fee 
Quick Cupia’s Poft, that comes {fo mannetly. 


TNer, Baffanio Lord, love, if thy willitbe. Exeunt. 


aoe 


Adlus Tertius. 


Enter Solanio and Solarino. 


Sol. Now, what news on the Ryalto ? : 

Sal. Why yet it lives'there uncheckt,that Anthoniohath a 
fhip of richlading wrackt on the narrow Seas;the Goodwins, 
I think, they call the place, a very dangerous flat, and fa- 
tal, where the carcaffes of many a tall fhip lie buried, as 
they fay, if my goflips report be an honeft woman of her 


word. 


the death of a third husband: but itistrue, withont any 
flips of prolixity, or crofling the plain high-way of talk, that 
the good Antonio, the honeft Antho. O that [had atitle 
ood enough to keep his name company : 

Sal. Come, the full ftop. 

Sol. Ha, what fayeft thou? Why the end is, he hath loft 
a fhip. 

Sal I would it might prove the end of his loffes. 

Sol, Let me fay Amen betimes, left the Devil crofs my 
prayer 3 for here he comes in the likenefs of afew. How 
now Shylocke, what news among the Merchants? 


Enter Shylocke. 


Shy. You knew, none fo well, none fo well as you, of my 
daughters flight. 

Sal. That’s certain; I for my part knew the Tazlor that 
made the wings fhe flew withal. 

Sol. And Shylocke for his own part knew the bird was 
fledg’d, and then it is the complexion of them all to leave 
the Dam. 

Shy. She is damn’d for it. 

Sal. That’scertain, if the devil may be her Judg. 

Shy. My own flefh and blood to rebel. 

Sol. Out uponit, old carrion, rebels it at thefe years. 

Shy. fay, my daughter is my flefh and blood, 

Sal. There is more difference between thy flefh and hers; 
than between Jet and Ivory more between your bloods, 
than there is between red wine and rhennifh ~ But tell vs, 
do you hear whether a#thonzo have had any lofs at fea, or 
no? 

Shy. There] have another bad match, a bankrout, a pro- 
digal, who dare fcarce fhew his head on the Ryalta, a beg- 
gar that was us’d to come fo fmug upon the Mart: lechim 
look to hisbond; he was wont to cal! me Ufurer; let him 
look to his bond ; he was wont to lend money for a Chri- 
ftian curtfie; let-him look to his bond. 

Sal. Why 1 amfure if he forfeit, thou wilt not take his 
flefh : what’s that good for ? 

Shy. To bait fith withal, if it will feed nothing elfe, it 
will feedmy revenge 5 he hath difgracd me, and hindred 
me half a million, aught at my loffes, mockt at my gains, 
fcorned my Nation, thwarted my bargains, cooled my 
friends, heated mine enemics 5 and what’s the reafon? Lam 
a Few: Hath nota Few eyes? Hath not a Jew hands, or- 
gans, dimenfions, fenles, affeétions, paffions? fed with the 
{ame food, hurt with the fame weapons; fubje€ to the fame 
difeafes, healed by the fame means, warmed and cooled by 
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the fame Winter and Summer as a Chriftian is? 
us, do wenot bleed? if you tickle us, do we not lau 
if you poyion usjdo we not die? andif you wrong us, tha 

we not revenge ? [If we are like you in the reft, we will re- 
femble you in that. {f a Few wrongaCoariftian, what is his 
humility, revenge? If a Chriftian wrong a Few, wh 

fhould his fufferance be by a Chriftian example ? Way, re- 
venge. The villany you teach me | wi 
go hard but I will better the intrudi 


execute, and it {hall 


yt 
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Enter amin from Anthonio. 
Gentlemen, my Mafter Anthonioisat hishoufe, a 
to {peak with you both. 
Sal. We have been up and down to feck him. 


Gisites 


Enter Tuball. 
Sol. Here comes another of the tribe 3 a third cannot be 
matcht, unlefs the devil himfelf turn Few. 


Exeunt Gentlemen. 


), tA ate Gt 
Shy. How now Tubal, what news from Geneva? hatt 


| thou found my daughter ? 
Sol. I would fhe were as lying a Goffip in that, as ever | 
‘khapt Ginger, or made her neighbours believe fhe wept for 


Tub. I often came where J did shear of her, but cannot find 
her. 

Shy, Why there, there, there, zhere, a Diamond gone 
coft me two thoufand Ducats in Frankford , the cur fe nes 
ver fell eee Nation till now, I never fele it til] now, 
two thoufand Ducatsin that, and other preciou ious 
Jewels : I would by datiphter were Jead m8 sing gh 
the Jewels in her ear : would fhe were hearft a be id uF 
and the Ducats in her Coffin: no news of them ; why 
fo? and | know not How much is fpent in the fit J 
why then lofs upon lofs, the thief gone with fo much, 
and fo much: to find the thief, and no fatisfa&tion, no re- 
venge, nor no dll luck ftirring, but what lights mv fhou!- 
ders , no fighs but a my breathing, no tears bu®a my thed- 
ding. 

Tub. Yea, other mem have ill luck too, Anthonio, asl heagd 
in Genoua. 

Shy. What, what, what, ill luck, ill luck ? 

Tub. Hath an efrgofie cat away, coming from Tripo- 
lis 


3 


Shy. 1 thank God, I thank God 3 is it true ? is it 
true ? 


Tub. W{poke with fome of the Saylors that efeaped the 
wrack. : ae 

Shy. I thank thee good Tubal; good news, good news ; 
ha; - here in Genona, A ) ee 

Tu. Your daughter fpentin Gevoua, as Lheard, one night 
fourfcore Ducats. 

Shy. Thou ftick’t a Dagger in me; I fhall never fee my 
gold. agaits fourfcore Ducats at a fitting, fourfcore Du- 
cats : 

Tub. There came divers of e4athonio’s Creditors in 
my Company to Venice, that {wear he cannot chufe but 
break. 

Shy. 1 am very gladof it; V’le plague him, Ile torture 
him ; Iam glad of it. 

Tub. One of them fhewed me a Ring that he had of your 
Daughter for a Monky- 

Shy, Out upoo her, thou tortureft me, Tzball, it was my 

Turkis, Lhad it of Lech when I was a Batchelor; Iwould 
| not have given it for a wildernefs of Monkies. 
Tub. But. Anthonio is certainly undone. 
Shy. Nay, that’s true, that’s very true go, Zaball, fee 
| mean Officer, be~{peak him a fortnight before, I will have 
the heart of him, if heforfeir , for were he ought of 7- 
nice, L can make what merchandize I wills go, Tubal, and 
meet me at our Synagogue; go, good Taball, at our Syna- 
gogues Tubal, 


Enter 
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Por. pray you tarry; paufe a day or two 
Before you hazard 5 for in chufing wrong 
| lofe your company ; therefore forbear a while, 
There’: fomething tells me (but it isnot love)» 
Lwould not lofe you, and you know your felf, 
Hate counfels not in fuch a quality ; 
Bur left you fhould not underftand me well, 
Ard yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought; 
I would detain you here fome month or two 
Before you venture for me, Icould teach you 
How tochuferight , but then lam forfworns 
So will I ncver be, fomay you mils me 5 
But if you do, you’l make me with a fin, 
That I had been forfworn; Befhrew your eyes, 
They have o’re-look’d me, and divided me 5 
One half of me is yours, the other half 
Mine own, Fwould fay : but firft mine, then yours. 
And fo all ysurs : O thefe naughty times 
Puts bars between the owners and their rights. 
And {o tho yours, not yours (prove it fo )y 
Let Fortune go to hell for it, not I, 
i {peak too long, but "tis to peize the time, 
To itchit, and draw it outin length, 
To ftay you from cleétion. 
Baff. Letme chutes 
For as lam I live upon the rack. 
Por. Upon the rack, Béffanio, then confefs 
What treafon there is mingled with your love. 
Baff. None but that ugly treafor-of miftruft, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love » 
There may as well be amity and life, 
Tween {now and fire, as treafon and my love. 
For. J, but I fear you fpeak upon the rack, 
Where men enforced do4peak any thing. 
Baff Promife me life, and Vle confefs the rruth, 
Po’. Well then, confefs and live. 
Baff. Confefs and love 
| Fad been the very fum of my conf ffion : 
Ohappy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me anfwers for celiverance.: 
Bur let me to my Fortune and the Caskets. 
Por. Away then, Lamfockt inone of them,’ 
If you dolove me, you will find me out. 
Nerriffa, and the reft, ftand all aloof, 
Let mufick found while he doth make his'choice 5 
Thenif he lofe, he makes a Swan-like end, 
Fading in mufick. That the comparifon 
May ftand more proper, my eye thall be the ftream 
And watrydeath-bed for him: hemay win, 
And what is mufick then ? Then mufick is 
Fvenas the flourifh, when true fubjecéts bow 
To ancw crowned Monarch : Such itis, 
As are thofe dulcet foundsin break of day, 
That creep into the creaming bridegroom’s ear, 
And fummon him to marriage. Now he goes 
With no lefs prefence, hut with much more love 
Than young -Alcides, when he did redeem 
The Virgin-tribute, paid by howling Troy 
To the Sea-monfter : I ftand for facrifice, 
The reft aloof are the Dardanian wives ; 
With bleared vilages come forth to view 
The iffue of th’ exploit: Go Hercules, 
Live thou, Ilive/#ith much more difmay 
Lview the fight, than thoa that mak’ft the fray. 
Here Mufick, 
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to himfelf. 


Tell me where is fancy bred, 
Or in the beart, or in the head : 
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Enter Baffanio, Portia, Gratiano, and all their train. 


| As ftairs of fand, wear yet upon their chins 


To render them re-doubted. Look on beauty, 


| And here chute I, joy be the confequence. 


A Song the whiift Bafanio commments on the Caskets 


How begot, how nouri{hed. Reply, reply. | ~ ; 
It is engendred in the eyes, a 
With gazing fed, and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies 
Let us allring Fancies kuell. 
V'le begin it, 
Ding, dong, Bell. 

All. Ding, dong, Bell, 


Baff. So may the outward fltows be leaft themfelves. 
The world is ftill deceiv’d with ornament. 
In Law what Plea fo tainted and corrupt, 

But being feafon’d witha gracious voice, 
Obfcures the fhow of evil? In Religion, 

What damned error, but fome fober brow 

Will blefs it, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the grofsnefs with fair ornament : 

There is no vice fo fimple, but aflumes 

Some mark of virtue on his outward parts 5 

How many cowards, whofe hearts are all as falfe 


The beards of Hercules and frowning AZars ? 
Who inward (earcht, have livers white as milk, 
And thefe.affumebut Valour’s excrement, 


And you fhall {ee cis purchaft by the weight, 
Which therein works. a miracle in nature, 
Mak@vhera lighteft that wear moft of it : 
So are thofe crifped fnaky golden locks 
Which makes fuch*wanton gambols with the wind 
Upon fuppofed fairnefs, often known - 
To be thedowry of a fecond head, : 
The fcull-that bred them in the Sepulcher. 
Thus ornament: is but the guilded fhore 
To a moft dangerous fea ; the beautious {earf 
Vailing an Indian beauty : In a word, 7% 
The feeming truth which cunning tinlesput om” = 
Té& entrap the wifeft. Therefore thou gaudy gold, 
Hard Food for A4idas, I will none of thee, 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudg 
°Tween man and man ; bur thou, thon meager lead, 
| Whichrather threatneft than doft promife ought, 
Thy palenefs moves me more than eloquence, 


_ Por. How all the other paflions fleet to air, 
As doubtful thoughts, and rafh embrac’d delpair 5 
And fhuddring fear, and green-ey’d jealoulie, 
O love be moderate, allay thy extafie, 
In meature rain thy joy, fcant this excefs, vj 
1 feel too much thy bleffing, make it lefs, 
For fear I furfeit. 

Baff. What find I here? 

Fair Portia’s counterfeit. What demy-god 
Hath come fo near creation, move thefe eyes? { 
Or whether riding on the ballsof mine — 
Seem they in moticn ? Here are fever’d lips 
Parted with {ugar breath, fofweet a bar 
Should funder tuch (weet friends: here in her hairs’ 
‘The Painter plays the Spider, and hath woven 

A golden mefh t’ intrap the hearts of men 

Fafter than Gnats in Cobwebs : but her eyes 
‘How could he fe to do them ? Having made one; 
Methinks it fhould have power to fteal both his , 
And leaveit felf unfurnitht: Yer look how far 5 
The fubftance of my praife doth wrong this fhadow 
In underprifing ; fo far this fhadow 

Doth limp behind the fubftance. Here’s the ferowl! 
The continent, and {ummary of my Fortune. ? 


You that coufe not by the view. * 

_ Chance as fair, aud chufe as trues 
Since this fertune falls t0 yon, + 

Be content, and feek nonew. ee | 

Tf you be wll pleafed with this, ; 


Ce) 


And hold you fortune far your bltfs, 
Turn you where your Ladyis, 
And claim her with a loving ksfs. 


A gentle fcrowl 5 Fair Lady, by yourleave, 

I come by note to give, and ‘o receive, 

Like one of two contending in a prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes 
Hearing applaufe and univerfal fhout, 

Giddy in ipirit, ft Il gezing ina doubt, 
Whether thofe peals of praife be his or no. 

So thrice fair Lady ftand I even fo, 

Asdoubtful whether what I fee be true, af 
Until confirm’d, fign’d, ratified by you. 

Por. You fee,my Lord Baffanio, where Iftand, 
Such as I am; tho for my felt alone, ' 
[ would not be ambitious in my with, 

To with my felf much better ; yet for you, 

I would be trebled twenty times my felf, 
Athoufand times more fair, ten thoufand times 
More rich, that to ftand high in your account, 
I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 
Exceed account; but the full {um of me 

Isfum of nothing 3 which toterm in grofs, 
Isanunlefloned Girl, unfchool’d, unpraétiz’d - 
Happy igthis, fheis not yetfoold 

But fhe may learn; happier then in this, 

She is net bred fo dull but fhe can learn 5 
Happiett of all is, that her gentle fpirit 
Commits it felf to yours to be direéted, 

As from her Lord, her Governour, ber King. 
My felf, and what is mine, to you and yours 
Isnow converted, But now | was the Lord 
Of this fair Manfion, Maftcr.of my Servants, 
Queen o’re my fclf, and even now 3 but now 
This Houfe, thefe Servants, and thisfame my felf 
Are yours, my Lord, | give them with this Ring, 
Which when you part from, lofe, or give away, 
Let it prefage the ruin of your love, 

And be my vantage to cxclaim on you. 

Baff. Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 

Only my blood {peaks to youin my veins, 

And there is {uch confufion in my powers, 

As after fome oration fairly {poke 

By abeloved Prince, there doth appeat 

Among the buzzing pleaied multitude, 

Where every fomething being blent rogether, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, fave of joy 

Expreft, and not expret 5 but when this Ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence ; 
Othen be bold to fay, Baffanio's dead. 

Ner. My Lord and L.dy, it is now our time, 
That have ftood by, and feen our wifhes profper, 
To cry good joys good joy, my Lord and Lady, 

Gra. My Lord Baffanio, and my gentle Lady, 
I with vou all the joy that you can with : 

For I am fure you can wifh none from me: 
Andywhen your honors meun to folemnize 
The bargain of your Faith, I do befcech you 
Even at that time I may be married tco. 

Baff. With all my heart, fo thou canft get a Wile. 

Cra. Ithank your Lordfhip, you have got me one. 
My eyes, my Lord, can look as {wift as yours : 
You faw the Miftris, I beheld the Maid - 

You lov’d, Ilov’d for iatersniffion. 

No more pertains tome, my Lord, than you: 
Your Forrune ftood upon the caskets there, 
And {fo did mine too, as the matter falls : 

For wooing heat, until I fweat again, 

And {wearing till my very Tough wasdry 
With Oaths of love, at laft, if promife laf, 

{ got a promife of this fair one here, 

Tohave her love; provided that your Fortutie 
Atchiv’d her Miftcils. 


7 be Merchant of Venice. . 
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Por, Is this true, Nerriff2 ? 

Ner Madam, itis fo, fo youfland pleas’d withal. 

Baff. And do you, Gratiano, mean good Faith ? 

Gra Yes Faith my Lord. 

Baff. Our Feaft fhall be much honoured in your Marri- 
age. 

Gra. We'l play with them, the firftboy for a thoufand 
Ducats. 

Ner, What, and ftake down? 

Gra. No, we fhall ne’re win at that fport, and ftake 

down, 

But who comes here? Lorenzo and his Infidel ? 
What, and my old Venetian Friend, Salerio ? 


Enter Lorenzo, Jcflica, azd Salcrios 


Baf. Lorenzo and Salerio , welcome hither. 
If that the youth of my new intereft here 
Have power to bid you welcome: by your leave 
I bid my very Friends and Country-men, 
Sweet Portia, welcome. 
Por.Sodo 1, my Lord 5 they areintirely welcome. 
Lor. I thank your honour: For my part, my Lord; 
My purpofe Was not to have feen you here ; 
But meeting with Salerioby the way, 
He did intreat me paft all faying nay, 
To come with him along. 
Sal, I did, my Lord, 
And have reafon for it, fignior Anthonio 
Commends him to you. 
Baf. E’re J ope this Letter 
I pray youtell me how my good Friend doth, 
Sal, Not fick, my Lord, unlefs it be in mind ; 
Nor well, unlfsinmind ; his Lecter there 
Will thew you his eftate. 


Opens the Letter. 


Gra. Nerriffa, cheer yond ftranger, bid her welcome. 
Your hand, Saleréo ; what’s the news from Venice ? 
How doth that royal Merchant, good Anthonio? 
I know he will be glad of our fuccefs: 
We are the Fafous, we have won the fleece. 
Sal. | would you had won the fleece that he hath loft. 
Por. There are fome fhrewd contents in yond fame Pa- 
per, 
That fteals the colour from Baffanio’s check ; 
Some dear Friend dead, elfe nothing in the world 
Could turn fo much the conftitution 
Of any conftant man. What worfe and worfe ! 
With leave, Baffanio, 1 am half your felf, 
And muft freely have the half of any thing 
That this ame paper brings you. 
Bif Ofweet Portia ! - 
Herearea few of the unpleafant’t words 
That ever blotted paper. Gentle Lady, 
When | did firft impart my love to you, 
I freely told you, all the wealth I had 
Ran in.my veins. J was a Gentleman, 
And then I told you true 5 and yet dear Lady, 
Rating my felf at nothing, you fhall {ec 
How much I was abeggar, when I told you 
My ftate was nothing, I fhould then have told you, 
That I was worfe than nothing: For indeed 
Ihaveengag'd my feif toa dear Friend 5 
Engag’d my Friend to his meer Enemy, 
To feed my means. Hereisa Letter, Lady 5 
The. paper as the body of my Friend, 
And every word inita gaping wound, 
Iffuing life-blood. But is it true, Salerio ? 
Hath all his ventures fail’d ! what, not one hit ! 
From Tripols, from AZexico, and England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India, 
And not one Veffel feape the dreadful touch 
* Of 
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' Of Merchant-marring Rocks ? 
| Sal. Not one, my Lord. . 
B:fides, it fhould appear, that if -he had 
| The prefent money to dilcharge the fem, 
| He would not take it: Never did I know 
A creature that did bear the fhape of many 
so keen and greedy to confound aman. 
He pliesthe Duke at morning and at night; 
| And deth impeach the Freedom of the States 
If they deny him Juftice. Twenty Merchants, 
| The Duke himfelfy and the Magnificoes 
Of greateft port have all perfwaded with him, 
Bur none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of Forfeiture of Juftice, and hisBond. 
Fe/. When 1 was with him, I have heard him fwear; 
To Tuball and to Chus, his Countrymsn, 
That he would rather have Anthonio’s flefh 
Than twenty times the value of the fum 
That he did owe him: and Iknow, my Lord, 
If law, authority, and power deny not, 
It will gohard with poor Anthonto. 
Por. Is it your dear Friend that is thus in trouble? 
| Baf. The deareft Friend tome, the kindeft many 
| The beftcondition’d, and unwearied fpirit, 
In doing courtefies : and one in whom 


The ancient Roman honour more appears 
Than any that draws breath in Jtaly. 


Por. What fum owes he the Few 2 

Baf. For me three thoufand Ducats. 

Por. What, no more? 
Pay him fix thonfand, and deface the bond : 
Double fix thoufand; and then treble that, 
Before a Friend of thisdefcription " 
Shall lofe a hair through my Baffanér’s Fault. 
Firft go with me to Church, and call me Wife, 
‘And then away to Vexice to your Frisnd : 
For never hall you lie by Portia’s fide 
With an urquiet foul. ‘You fhall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over. 
When it ispaid, bring your true Friend along ¢ 
My Maid Nerriffa, and my felf mean time, 
Willlive as Maids and Widows: Come away 3 
For you fhall hence upon your Wedding-day : 
Bid your Friends welcome 3 fhow a merry cheer: 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. 
But let mehear the Letter of your Friend. 


perfwade youtocome, let not my Letter. 


Por. O love! difpatch all bufinefs, and be gone. 
Baf. Since | have your good leave to go away, 
I will make hafte 5 but till | come again, 
No bed fhall-e’re be guilty of my flay, 
Nor reft be interpofer ’twixt us twain. 


Enter the Jew, andSalanio, and Anthonio, and the 
Jaylor. 


Few. Jaylor, look tohim ; tell not me of mercy: 
This is the Fool that fendsout money gratts. 
Jaylor, look to him. 

Ant. Hear me yet good Shylocke. ; 

Few. Ve have my bond: fpeak not againft my bond : 
[have fworn an Oath that 1 will have my bond. 
Thou call’ me dog before thou had’ft a caufe 5 
‘| Bot finee Tam adog, beware my phangs. 
The Duke fhall grant me Juftice. Ido wonder, 
Thou navghty Jaylor, that thou art fo fond 
‘To come abroad with him at his requeft. » 

: * 


1 be Merchant of Venice. 


: 1Since that the trade and profit of the City 


Sweet Baflanio, my Ships have all mifcarried, my Credi- 
tors grow cruel, my Eftate is very low, my Bond to the Jew ss 
forfeit : and fince in paying it it is impoffible I fhould Live, all 
debts are cleared between you and 1, if I might fee you at my 
death: Notwithftanding ufe your pleafure : if your love do not 


Exeunt, 
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Ant, 1 pray thee hear me fpeak. 
Few. Ve have my bond : I will not hear thee {peak ¢ 
Plehave my bond 5 and therefore {peak no more. 
Ple not be made a foft and dull-ey’d Focl, 
To fhake the head, relent, and figh, and yield 
To Chriftian interceffors. Follow not: . 
V'le have no {peaking ; 1 will havemy bond. 
Sol. It isthe moft impenetrable cur Be 
Thatever kept with men, if 
Ant. Let him alone ; ay 
l*le follow him no more with bootlefs prayers. “Hae 
He feeks my life; his reafon welll know; tae 
I oft deliver’d from his Forfeitures ie 
Many that have at times made moan to me 5 
Therefore he hates me. A 
Sal. Vam fare the Duke will never grant this Forfeiture} 
to hold. BG 
Ant, The Duke cannot deny the courfe of law 
For the commodity that ftrangers have : 
With us in Venice, if it be denied, 
Will much impeach the Juftice of the State, 


Fxit Jew | 
hie 


Confifteth of all Nations, Thereforr go, 
Thefe griefs and loffes have fo bated me, 

That | thall hardly {pare a pound of flefh 
To morrow tomy bloody Creditor. 

Well, Jeylor, on; pray God Baffamtocome 
To fee me pay his debt, and then! care not. 


Enter Portia, Nerrif_a, Lorenzo, Jcflica, 4 manof 
. Portia’s. ‘ : 
Lor, Madam, although! {peak itin your prefence, 

You have a noble and a true conceit Si eee? 

| Of god-like amity, which appears molt ftrongly 
In bearing thus the abfence of your Lord. 

But if you knew to whom you fhew this honour, 

How true a Gentleman you fend relief, 

How dear a lover of my Lord, your husband, 

I know you would be prouder of the work 

Than cuftomary bounty can enforce you. 

Por. never did repent for doing good, 

Nor fhall not now : for in companions 

That do converfe and wafte the time together, 

Whole fouls do bear an equal yoke of love, 

There muft be needs a like proportion 

Of lineaments, of mannersand of {pirit, 

Which makes me think that this Anthonio, 

Being the bofom-lover of my Lord, 

Muft needs be like my Lord. If it be fo, 

How little is the coft [have beftowed 

In purchafing the femblanee of my foul 

From. out the ftate of hellifh cruelty. 

This comes too near the praifing of my felf; 

Therefore nomore of it: here other things, 

Lorenzo, 1 commit into your hands 

The husbandry and manage of my houfe, 

Until my Lord’s return: For mine own part, 

I have toward heaven breath’d afccret vow, 

To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Only attended by Nerriffa here, 

Until her husband and my Lord’s return. 

There isa Monaftery two miles off 

And there we will abide. Ido defire you 

Not to deny thisimpofition, + 

The which my love and fome neceffity 

Now laysupon you. — 

Lor. Madam, withall my heart, 

1 fhall obey you in all fair commands. 

Por. My people do already know my mind, 

And will acknowledg you and Feffica P 

In place of Lord Baffanio and my felf. 

So fare you well till we fhali meet again. 

~ Lor, Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on your 


Tbe Merchant of Venice, 


Fef. | with your Ladyfhip al'Hearts content, 
Por. \ thank youfor your wifh, and am well pleas’d 
To wifh it back on you: Fare you well Fefica. Exeunt, 
Now Balthazar, as | have ever found thee honeft true, 
So let me find thee ftill ; take this fame Letter, 
And ufe thouall the endeavour of a man 3 
Infpeed to A¢antua, tee thou render this 
Into my Coufin’s hand, Deétor Bellario, . 
And look what notes and garments he doth give thee, 
Bring them | pray thee with imagin’d fpecd 
Unto the Tranect, to the common Ferry 
Which trades to Venice : wafte no time in words, 
But get thee gone ; I fhall be there before thee, 
| Bul. Madam, I go withall convenient fpeed, 
| Por, Come on Nerriffa, Lhave work in hand 
| That you yet know not of: we’l fee our husbands 
| Before they think of us? 
Ner.. Shall they fee us ? 
{| Por. They thall, Nerriffa; but in fuch a habit, 
That they fhall think we are accomplifhed 
With that we lack. le hold thee any wager 
When we are both accoutred like young men, 
Ple prove the prettier Fellow of the two, 
And wear my Dagger with the braver grace, 
And {peak between the change of manand boy, 
With a reed voice 5 and turn two mincing fteps 
Into a manly ftride, and {peak of Frays, 
Like a fine bragging youth ; and tell quaint lies, 
How honourable Ladies fought my Love, 
Which Idenying, they fell fick and died. 
I could not do withal : then lerepentr, 
And with for all that, that | had not kill’d them: 
And twenty of chefe puny lies Ile tell, 
That men fhall {wear ] have difcontinued fchool 
Above atwelvemonth, I have within my mind 
| A thoufand raw tricks of thefe bragging Jacks, 
Which] will praétice. 
Ner. Why, thall we turntomen'? 
Por. Fie, -what a queftion’s that, 
If thou wert near aleud interpreter ? 
But come, 1le tell thee all my whole device 
When! amin my Coach, which ftays for us 
Atthe Park Gate; and therefore hatte away 3 
For we muft meafure twenty miles to day. Exeunt. 
Enter Clown and Jcflica: 


Clown. Yes truly: For look you, the fins of the Father 
are to be laid upon the children 5 therefore | promife you, I 
fear you. | wasalways plain with you 3 and fonow Ifpea 
my agitation of the matter: therefore be of good cheer ; 
for truly. I think you aredamn’d: there is but one hope in 
it that can do youany good, and that is but akind of ba- 
ftard-hope neither. 

Fef. And what hope is that I pray thee? 

Clow. Marry you may partly hope that your Father got 

‘you not, that you are not the Few’s Daughter. 
| ef. That werea kind of baftard-hope indeed : fo the 
fins of my Morher fhould be vifited upon me. 

Clow. Truly then | fear you are damned both by Fa- 
ther aud Mother ; thus when | fhua Sylla, your Father, | 
fall into Charibdis, your Mother : Well, you are gone both 
ways. 

Fef. Tfhall befaved by my husband ; he hath made me 
a Chriftian. 

Clow. "Truly the more to blame he; we were Chriftians 
enow before, ¢’ne as Many as could well live one by another: 
this making of Chriftians willraife the price of Hogs, if we 
grow all to be Pork-eaters, we fhall nor thortly haye a rafh- 
er on the coals for money. 


Enter Lorenzo. 


Fef. Vle tell my Husband, Lancelet , What you fay ; 
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here he comes, 

Lor. I thall grow jealous of you fhortly, Launcelet, if 
you thus get my Wife into corners. 

Fef. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo; Lancelet and 
I are out; he tells me flatly, there is no mercy for me in 
Heaven, becaufe | ama Few’s daughter ; and he fays, 
you are no good member of the Commonwealth ; for in 
converting fews to Chriftians, you raife the price of 
Pork. 

Lor, 1 thall anfwer that better tothe Commonwralth 
than you can the gettingup.of the Negro’s belly: the Adoor 
is with child by you, Lazcelet. 

Clow. It is much that the Moor fhould be more than rea- 
fon: butif the be lefs than an honeft woman, fhe is indeed 
more than I took her for. 

Ler, How every Fool can play upon the word ! [ think 
the belt grace of wit will fhortly turn into filence, and dif- 
courfe grow commendable in none only but Farrats. Goin, 
firrah; bid them prepare for dinner. 

Clow. "That is done, fic; they have all ftomacks. 

Lor. Goodly Lord, what a wit-{napper are you / then bid 
them prepare dinner. 

Claw. That is done too, fir, only cover is the word. 

Lor, Will you cover then fir ? ; 

Clow. Not io fir, neither ; I know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occafion ! wilt thou fhew 
the whole wealth of thy wit in an inftant ? I pray thee un- 
derftand a plain man in his plain meaning : goto thy fellows ; 
bid them cover the table, ferve in the meat, and we will 
comein to dinner. 

Clow. For the table fir, it fhall be ferved in; for the meat 
fir, it thall be covered; for your coming in to dinner fir, 
why let itbe as humors and conceits fhall govern. 

' Exit Clown. 

Lor, O dear difcretion, how his words are fuited ! 

The Fool hath planted in his memory 

An Army of good words; and Ido know 

A many Fools that ftand in better place, 
Garnifht like him, that for a trickfieword 
Defie thematter: howchcer’it thou FefficaP 
And now good {weet fay thy. opinion, 

How doft thou like the Lord Baffanio’s wife ? 

Fef. Paft all exprefling: itis very meet 
The Lord Baffanio live an uprightlife 
For having fuch a bleffing in his Lady : 

He finds the joys of heaven here onearth: 

And if on earth he do not meanit, it 

Is reafon he fhould never come to heaven. 

Why, if two gods fhould play fome heavenly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 

And Portia one, there muft be fomething elfe 
Pawn’d with the other 5 for the poor rude world 
Hath not her Fellow. 

Dor. Even fuch a husband 
Haft thou of me, as the is fora wife. 

Fef. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that. 

Lor, | will anon: firft let us go to dinner. 

Jef. Nay, let me praife you while Ihave a ftomack, 

Lor, No, pray thee, let it ferve for table-talk ; 
Then howfome’re thou fpeak’At "mongtt orher things, 

{ fhall digeft it. 
Fef, Well, Vle fet you forth, 


Esennt. 


Atlus Quartus. 


Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes, Anthonio, Baflanio, and 
' Gratiano, 


Duk, What, is Anthonio here ? 
' int, Ready, fo pleale your a 


Duk: | 
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Duk, Lam forry for thee: thou art come to anlwer 
A ftéony advertary, aninhumane wretch, 
Llncapable of pity; void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 
eAnt. | have heard 4 
Your Grace hath ra’ne'gteat Pains to qualifie 
His rigorous courle: but fince he ftands obdurate, 
And that no lawful means'can carry me 
Out of his envies reach, Ido oppofe 
My P.tience to his Fury, and am arm’d 
To {uffer with aquietnets of fpirit. 
The very tyranny and rage of‘ his. © 
Du. Go one and call the Fem into the 
Sal. He is ready at the door : he comes, 
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Court. 
my Lord. 


Enter Shylocke. 


Duk. Make room, and let him ftand before our Faces 
Shylocke, the World thinks, and think fo too, 
That thou but lead’ft this Fafhion of thy Malice 
To rhe lafthour of aé, and then ’tis thought 
Thou’lr fhew thy Mercy and Remorfe more ftrange 
Thatris thy range apparent cruelty, 
Andwhere thou now exaév’it the penalty, 
Which is a pound of this poor Merchant’s fiefh, 
Tacu wilt not only lofe the Forfeiture, 
But touch’d with humane gentlenefs and love, 
Fos give a moiety of the principal, 
Glanciag aneye of pity on his loffes 
That have of latefo hudled on his back, 
Enow to prefs aroyal Merchant down, 
And pluck commiferation of his ftate 
From braflic bofoms, and rough hearts of flint, 
From ftubborn Turks, anc Tarters never train’d 
To offices of tender courtelic. 
We all expeét a gentle anfwer, Few. T 
Few. 1 have pofleft your Grace of what I purpofe,. 
And by our holy Sabbath have l fworn 
To have the Due and Forfeit of my bond. 
If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your Charter, and your Cities Freedom. 
You'l ask mewhy I rather chufe to have 
A weight of carrion fiefh, than to receive 
Three thoufand Ducats? Ple not anfwer that. 
But fay it ismy humour, isit antwered ? 
What if my houle be troubled witha Rat, 
And I be pleas’d to give ten thoufand Ducats 
To have it bain’d 2 What, are you anfwer'd yet ? 
Some men there are love not a gaping pig: 
Some that are mad, if they behold a Cat: 
And others, when the Bag-pipe fings th’ nofe, 
Cannot contain their Urine for affeétion. 
Matters of paffionfwaysit to the mood 
Of what it likes or loaths. Now for your an{wer. 
Asthereis no firm reafon to be rendred 
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig, 
Why he a harmlefs neceffary cat, Lisp en 
why he esculles bag-pipe, but of force Fa fuvoll i", 
Mutt yield to fuch inevitable fhame, ies 
As to offend himfelf, being offended , 
So can I give-noreafon, nor I will not, 
More than alodg’d hate, and acertain loathing 
[beat Anthonir, that lfollowthas | 
A lofing {uit againft him. Are you anfwered ? 
Baf. Thisisno an{wer, thou unfeeling man, 
To excufe the current of thy cruelty. 
5 w. Lam not bound to. pleafe thee with my an{wer, 
Baf. Doallmen kill the thing they do not love ? 
Few. Hates any man the thing he would not kill ? 
Baf. Every offence is not a hate at firft. 
Few. What, would’ thou have a Serpent fting thee 
twice? ; 
Ant. \ pray you think you queftion with a Few. 
You may as well go ftand upon the beach, ' % 
* 


‘ 


oy, 


And bid the main flood be St his ulual height, 
Or even as well ufe queftion with the Wolf, 
The Ewe bleat for the Lamb: When you behold, 
You may as well forbid the Mountain Pines 
To wag their high tops, ‘and to meke no noife 
When they are fretted with the gutts of heavens 
You may as well do any thing molt hards 
As {eek tofoften that, than which what harder, 
His Fewifh heart? Therefore I do befeech you 
Make no more offers, ufeno farther means, 
But with all brief and plain conveniency 
Let me have judgment, and the Feiy his will. 
Baf. For thy three thoufand Ducats here ts fix. 
Few. If every Ducat in fix thoufand Dueats 
Were in fix parts, and every part a Ducat, 
[would not draw them, 1 would have my bond. 
-Duk How fhali thou hope for mercy, rendring none? 
Few. What judgment fhall I dread, doing no wrong > 
You have among you many a purchas‘d flave, 
Which like your Affes, and your Dogs and Mules, 
You ufe in abje&t and in flavith part, 
Becaufe you beught them. Shall I fay to-you, 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 
Why {weat they under burthens ? Let their beds 
Be made as foft as yours, and ler their pallats 
Be feafon’d with fuch Viands: you will anfwer, 
The flaves are ours. So do { anfwer you. 
The pound of flefh which I demand of him, 
Is dearly bought, ‘tis mine, and I will have ir. 
If yon deny me, fie upon your Law, 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice: 


‘TL ftand for judgment; anfwer, fhallt have it? 


Duk, Upon my power I may difmifs this Court, 
Unlefs Bellario, alearned Dogtor, 

Whom { have fent for to determine this, 

Come here to day. <s 
Sal. My Lord, here ftays without 

A Meffenger with Letters from the Doctor, 

New come from Padua. 
Duk. Bring us the Letters, call the Meflengers: 
Baf. Good cheer Anthonio: Whatman, courage yct : 

The few fhall have my flefh, blood, bones, and all, 

E’re thou fhaltlofe for me one drep of blood. 

Art. 1am atainted Weather of the flock, 
Meeteft for death: the weakeft kind of Fruit 
Drops earlicft to the ground, fo let me. 

You cannot better beemployd, Baffanio, 

Than to live ftill, and write mine Epitaph. 


Enter Neriffa. 


Du. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 
er. From both. 

My Lord Bellario greets your Grace, 

Baf. Why doft thou whet thy knife fo earneftly ? 
Few. To cut the Forfeiture from that bankrout there.’ 

_ Gra. Noton thy foale, but on thy foul, harfh few — 

Thou mak’ft thy knifekeen: but ro metal can uy 

No, not the hangman’s Axe bear half the keennefs’ 

Of thy fharp envy. Cano prayers pierce thee? 
Few. No, none that thou haft wit enough to make, 
Gra. O be thou damn‘dinexorable dog, 

And for thy life let Juftice be accus‘d. 

Thou almoft mak’ft me waver in my Faith 

To hold opinion with Pythagoras, : 

That fouls of Animals infufe themfelves 

Into the trunksof men, ‘Thy currifh fpirit 

Govern’d a Woolf, who hang’d for humane flaughters 

Even from the Gallows did his fell foul fleet, 

And whil’it thou layeftin thy unhallowed Dam: 

Infus’d it felf in thee ; For thy defires : 

Are woolvifh, bloody, fterv’d, and ravenous. 

Few. Till thou canft rail the feal from off my-bond 

Thou but offend’ft thy Lungs to {peak fo. loud: 7 f 

: Repait | 
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/ Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fal Baf. Yes, here{ tender it for bim in the ¢ ourt, 
| Toendlefsruine, 1 ftand-here for Law. Yea, twice the fum, if that will not tuffice, 
Du. This Letter from Belario coth commend | L will be bound to pay.if ten times o’re, 
| A young and Learned Doétor in our Court. | On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart 
Sivhete is he? | If this will not fuffice, it mu appear 
Ner. Heattendeth here hard by | That malice bears down truth. And] befeech ¥ 


To know your anfwer, whether youl admit him ? Wreft once the Law to your Authoricy 
Du. Withallmy heart. Some Three or Fourof you. | To doa great right, do a little wrong, 
Go give him courteous condué to this place, | And curb this cruel devil of his will. 
Mean time the Court ihall hear Bellario’s Letter, |) Por. Itmuft not be; there is no power in Few: 
| Can alterva decree eftablifhcd. 
OUR Grace fhall underftand, that at the receit of your |? Twill be recorded for-a Pre fident, 

Letter, Lam very fick: but inthe inftant that your mef-| And many an error So a Apap 
fenger came, in loving vifitation, was wit» me a young | Will ruth into the States. It cannot be. 
Dottor of Rome, hw Name is Balthalar : Iacquainted him| Few. A Daniel cometo judgment, yea, a Danie! 

with the Cafein controver(ie, between the Jew and Anthonio, | © wife young Judg, howdo 1 honour thee ? 


| the Merchaut : We turn’d o’re many Books together : He ss fur- Por. | pray you look upon the bond. 
oe : 2 ; ith I on J earn-~ ¥ 3 ee ek 
| #ifhed with my Opinion, which bettered with bis own Learn Jew. Here tis, moft reverend Dogtor, here it is. 


ing, the greatne/s whereof I cannot enough commend, comes Por, Shylocke, there’s thrice thy moncy offered thee 
With bin at my importunity, to fill up your Graces Requejt in Sy. An cath, amoath, I have amoath in heaven. 

my ftead. I befeech you, let bis lack of years be no impeds- Shali I lay perjury upon my foul ? 

ment tolet him lack. a reverend eftimation: For J never knew No, not for Venite, 

fo young a body with fooldahead. I leave him to your gras | Por. Why, this bond is forfe 
cious acceptance, whofe trial fhall better publi{h his commenda- | And lawfully by this the ¥ew may claim 


tion. A pound of flefh} to.be by him cut of 


bl OFF 


Neareft the Merchant’s heart. Be merciful, 


oe 
if, 


Enter Portia for Balthafar. | Takethrice thy money, bid me tear the bond, 
| Jew. When it is paid according to the tenure. 
Du. Youhear the Learn’d Bellavio what he writes, It doth appear you area worthy Judg : 
And here’(I takeit) is the Doétor come. You know the Law, your expofition 
Give me your hand: Came you from old Bellario ? Hath been. moft found. J charge you by the Law. 
Por. I did, my Lord. Whereof you area well-deferving pillar, 
Ds. You are welcome : take your place. Proceed to judgment. _ By my foul I {wear, 
Are you acquainted with che difference There is no power in the tonsne of man 
That holds this prefent queftion in the Court ? To alterme. I ftay hereon my bond. 
.. Por.I am informed throughly of the Cafe. en. Molt heartily I do befeech the Court 
Which is the AZerchant here, and which the few 2 


To give the judgment. 
Por, Why then thus it is: 
You muft prepare your bofom for his knife. 
fiw. O noble Judg ! Orexceflent young man ? 
| Por. For the-intefit and purpote of the Law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 


Du, Anthonio and old Shylocke, both ftand forth. 

Por. Is your name Shylocke? 

Few. Shylocke is my name. 

Por. Of a ftrange Nature is the fuit you follow, 
Yet in fuch rule, that the Venetian Law 
Cannot impungne you, as you do pretend, Which here appearethdue upon the bond. 
You ftand within his danger, do you not ? Few. Tis very true. Ovwile'and upricht lude, 

eAnt. 1, fo he fays. How much niore elder art thou than thy louks 

Por, Do you confefs the bond ? Por. Therefore lay bare thy bofom. | 

Ant. 1 do. Few. I, his brett, 

Por. Then auf the few be merciful, Sotaysthe bond; doth it not, noble Judg 2 

1 
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Few. On what compulfion muft 1? tell me thaé. Neareft hisheart, thofe are the very words, 

Por. The quality of mercyis not ftrain’d, Por. It is fo. Are there ballance here to wei#h th 
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven fleth? “3 
Upon the placebeneath. Itis twice bleft, : Few. | have them ready. 
Hit bleffech him that gives, and him that takes. 


Por, Have by fome Surgeon, Shylock ¥ har 

hs ; : 5 4 : sie SBN 1 5 > IYLOGRy on your cnarge 
*Tismightieft in the mightieft, it b. comes To ftop his wounds, left he thould bleed to death, 
The throned Monarch better than his Crown. Few. It is not nominatedin the bord 


His Scepter fhews the force of temporal power, Por, Itis not fo expreft; but what of that? 
‘The attribute to Awe and Majetty, *Ewere.good you do fo much for charity. 
Wherein doth fit the dread and fear of Kings, Few. Kcimat find it, tis not in the bond. 

But Mercy is above this {ceptred fway, Por. Come Merchant, have you any thing fo ta y? 


It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings, efut. But little : Lam arm’d and well prepat*d. 

Itisan Attribute toGod himfelf ; Give me your hand, Baffanio: Fare you well. — 

And earthly power doth then thew likeft God’s, Grieve not that I am fall’n to this for you: 

When Merey feafons Juftice. Therefore Few, F or herein Fortune fhewsher felf more kind 

Tho Juftice be thy plea, confider this, Thanis his cuftom. dt is ftill her ufe 

That in the courfe of Juftice none of us To let the wretched man out-live his wealth, 

Should {ce falvation. » We do pray for mercy, To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow 

And that fame prayer doth teach us.all to render Anage of poverty. From which lingring penance 

The deeds of mercy, I have fpoke thus much Of fuch amifery, doth fhe cut me off. 

To mitigate the juftice of thy plea ; Commend me to your honourable Wife ; 

Which it thou follow, this fri& courfe of Fenice Tell her the procefs of Anthonio’s end ; 

Mutt needs give fentence againft the Merchant there, Say how I lov’d you; fpeak me fair in death : 
Shy. My deeds upon my head, I crave the Law, And when the tale is told, bid her be judg, 


The Penalty and Forfeit of my bond. Whether Ba //suio had not oncea Love : 


Por. Is he not able to difcharge the money? O2 Rep 
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I with you well, and fo [take my leave. , 
Bal. Dear fir, of force [ muft attempt you further. 
Take fome retnembrance of us as a tribute, 
Not as aFee: grant metwo things; I pray you 
Jot to deny me, and to parcon me, 
Por. San fest me far, and therefore | will yield. 
Give me your gloves, Pie wear them for your fake, 
And for your love V'le take this Ring from you, 
Do not draw back your hand, Ile take no more, 
And you in love fhall not deny me this. 
Baf, This Ring, good fir, alasit is a trifle ; 
L will nor fhame my felf co give you this. 
Por. Iwill have nothing elfe:but only this, . 
And now methinks 1 hgge"a mind to it. 
Baf. There’s more depends on this than on the value: 
The deareft Ring in Venice will I give you, 
) And find it out by Proclamation 5 
| Only for this I pray you pardon me, 
Por. I fee fir, you are liberal in offers 5 
You taught me firft to beg, and now methinks 
You teach me how a beggar fhould beantwer a: 
Baf«Good fir, this Ring was given me by my wife 5 
And when fhe put it on, fhemademe vow — | 
Thar I fhould neither fell, nor give, nor lofe it. 
Por. That feufe ferves many men to fave their gifts 5 
Andif your wife be nota mad woman, 
And know how well I have deferv’d this Ring, 
She wou'd not hald out enemy for ever 
For giving it tome : Well, peace be with you. 
Exeant. 
Ant. My Lord Baffanio, let hia have the Ring. 
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| Let his defervings, and my love withal, 
| Be valued againft your wives commandment. 
Baf. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him, 

| Give him the Ring, and bring himif thou canft 
Unto Anthonio’s houle: away, make hafte. Exit Grati. 
Come, you and I will thither prefently, 
And inthe morning early will we both 
Fly toward Brlwont, come eAnthonio. 


Extunt.| 


Enter Portia and Nerriffa. 
Por. Enquire the Few’s houle out, give him this deed, 
And let him fign it; wel away to night, 
And be a day before our Husbands home: 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 


Enter Gratiano. 


Gra. Fair fir, yoware well o’retane : 
My Lord Ba(fans upon more advice, 
Hath fent you here. this Ring, and doth intreat 
Your company at dinner. : 
Por. Thatcannot be; 
His Ring I do accept moft thankfully, 
Andfo I pray you tell him : Furthermore, 
I pray you fhew my youth old Shylock’s houfe. 
Gra, That will | do. 
Ner, Sit, Lwould {peak with you: 
Ile fee if 1 cansget my husband’s Ring 
Which L did make him {wear to keep for ever. 
Por. Thou maiftl warrant. We fhall have old {wearing, 
That chey did give the Rings away to men 5 
But we’l out-face them, and out-fwear them too : 
Away, make hatte, thou know’ft where I will tarry. 
Ner, Come good fir, wilbyou fhew me to this houfe ? 


Exeunt. 
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Enter Lorenzo and Jeffica. 


Lor. The Moon fhines bright. In {uch a night as this, 
When the fweet¢ wind did gently kils che trecs, 
And they did make no noile, in fucha night, 
Troylus methinks mounted the Troyaz wall, 
And figh’d hisfowl toward the Grecsan tents, 
Where Creffed lay that night. 

Fef. In fuch a night 2s 
Did Thisky fearfully o’re-trip the dew 
And faw the Lion’s fhadow ¢’re himieli, 

And ran difmayed away. 

Lor.In fuch a night 

Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand 


“Upon the wild Sea-banks, and waft her Love 


To come again to Carthage. 
Fe/. Intucha night 
Medea gathered the inchanted herbs 
That did renew old Efon, 
Lor. Infuch a night 
Did Fefica heal fromthe wealthy Few, 
And with an-unthritt Love did run from Venice, 
As far as Belmont, 
Fef. In fuch a night 


| Did young Lorenzo fwear he low’d her well, 


Stealing herfoul with many vows of Faith, 
And ne’re a true one. 
Lor. Infuch a night 
Did pretty Feffica (like alittle throw ) 
Stander her Love,.and he forgave it her. 
Fef. | would out-night you did no bedy come : 
But hark, I hearthe footingof aman. 


Enter Meffenger. 


Lor. Who comes fo faft in filence of the night ? 
Mef. A Friend. ‘ 
Lor. A Friend! what Friend? your name I pray you 
Friend ? 
Mef. Stephano is my name, and I bring word 
My Miftris will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont : fhe doth ftray about 
By holy croffes, where fhe kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hours. 
Lor, Who comes with her ? 
M€ef. None but a+holy Hermit and her maid, 
I pray you ismy Mafter yet return’d? 
Lor, He is not, nor we have not heard from him; . 
But go wein I pray thee Fe/ficay 
And ceremonioufly let us prepare 
Some welcome for the Miftris of the houfe. 


Enter Clowns. 


Clow. Sola, fola3 wo ha, ho, fola, fola. 

Lor. Who calls? ' 

Clow. Sola, did you fee M. Lorenzo, and Mrs. Lorenza 

fola, fola. 

Lor, Leave hollowing, man : here. 

Clow, Sola, where 2. witere ? 

Lor. Here. ; 

Clow. Tell him, there’s a Poft come'frommy Mafter, with 
his horn full of good news; my Matter will be here ‘re 
morning, fweet love. pot: 

Lor. Let’s in, and there expeét their coming. 


‘| And yet no Matter: why fhould we go in? 


My Friend Stephano, fignifie, pray YOU, 
Within the houfe, your Miftris isat hand, 
And bring your Mufick forth into the air. 
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How {weet the Moon-light fleeps upon this bank 5 
Here will we fit, and let the founds of Mutick 
Creep in our ears 3 foft ftilnefs, and the night 
Become the tutches of {weet ee ; 
Sit Feffica, look how the floor of heaven 
Is ee aves with patterns of bright gold a 
There’s not the {malleft Orb which thou behold’ft, 
But in his motion like an Angel fings, — 
Sul! quiring to the young ey’d Cherubims 5 
Such harmony isin im nortal fouls 5 
But whilit this muddy vefture of decay — 
Doth grofly clote in it, we cannot hear it: 
Come hoe, and wake Diana with a hymn, 
With {weeteft tutches pierce your Miitris ear, 
And draw her home: with Mofick. 

Fef, Lam never merry when [hear fweet Mufick « 


Play Mufick, 


Lor. The Reafon is, your fpirits are attentive: 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot condition of their blood , 
If they but hear perchance a trumpet found, 
Or any air of Mufick touch their cars, 
You thall perceive them make a mutual ftand ; 
Their favage eyes turn’d to a modeft goze 
By the fweet power of mufick : therefore the Poet 
Did fain that Orpheus drew tears, ftones, and floods,tyaes 
Since naught fo ftockith, hard, and full of rage, 
But mufick for the time doth change his Nature : 
The man that hath no mufick in himfelf, : 
Nor is not moved with concord of fweet founds, 
Is fit for treafons, ftratagems, and {poils; | 


| Tne motions of his {pirit are dull as night,” 


And his affeétions dark as Ercbus : 
Let no fuch man be trufted : mark the Mufick. 


Enter Portia and Nertifla. 


Por. That light we fee is burning in my hall: 

How far that little candle throws his beams, 

So fhines a good deed in a naughty world, 
er. When the Moonthone, we did not fee the candle. 
Por. So doth the greater glory dim the lets ; 

A fubitirute fhines brightly asa King 

Until a King be by, and then his ftate 

Empties itfelf, as doth an inland brook 

into the main of waters: Mufick, hark. 
Wer. Icis your mufick, Madam, of the houfe. 
Por. Nothing is good I fee without refpe&: 

Methinks it founds much fweeter than by day. 
Wer. Silence beflows that vertue on it, Madam. 
Por. The Crow doth fing as {weetly as the Lark 

When neither is attended :. and I think 

The Nightingale, if the fhould fing by day, 

When every Goofe is cackling, would be thought 

No better a Mufician than the Wren, 

How many things by feafonfeafon’d are 

To their right praife and tiue perfeétion? 

Peace, how the Moontleeps with Endimion, 

And would not be awak’d ! tageh 


Mufick, 


Mufick ceafes, 


Lor, That is the voice, 
Or I ammuch deceiv’d, of Portia, 

Por, He knows meas the blind man knows the Cuckow, 
by rhe bad voice. 

Lor, Dear Lady, welcome home. 

Por. We have been praying for our husbands welfare, 
Which {peed, we hope, the better for our words : 
Are they return’d ¢ 


. se 


Lor, Madam, they are not yet 5 
But there. is come a meffenger before; 
To fignifie their coming. 

Por. Goin Nerriffa, 
Give order to my fervants, that they take 
No noteat allof our being abfent hence, 
Nor you Lorenzo, Feffica nor you. 


A Ticket founds. 


Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his Trumpet : 
Weare no tell-tales, Madam, fear you not. 

Por, This night methinks is but the day-light fick, 
It looks alittle paler, *tisa day, 
Such as the day is when the Sun is hid, 


Enter Baffanio, Anthonio, Gtatiano, and their 
Followers. 


Baf: We fhould hold day with the Antipod:s, 
If you would walk inabferce of the Sun, 
Por. Let me give light, but let me not be light 5 
For alight Wife doth mske a heavy husband, 
And never be Baffanio fo from me ; 
But God fort all: you are welcome home, my Lord. 
Baf. f thank you, Madam, give welcome to my Friends} | 
This is the man, this is Anthonio, 4 fe 
To whom J am foinfinitely bound. 
Por. You fkould in all {enfe be much bound to him: 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. : 
Ant, Nomore than | am well acquitted of, 
Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our houfe 5 
It muft appear in other ways than words 5 


| Therefore I {cant this breathing courtefie. 


Gra. By yonder Moon I {wear youdome 
In Faith I gave itto the Judg’s Clerk ; © 
Would he were gelt that had it for my part, 


wrong 3 


Since you do take it, Love, fo much at heart. _ 


Por, A quarrel, hoe, already 5 what’s the matter ? 

Gra. Abouta Hoop of Gold, a paltry Ring 
That fhe did give me, whofe Poefie was 
For all the world like Cutlers Poetry 
Upon a Knife 5 Love me, and leave me not. 

Wer. What talk you of the Poefie or the value ? 
You fivore to me when I did give it you, 

That you would wear it till the hour of death, 

And thar it fhould ie with you in your grave, 

Tho notfor me, yet for your vehement Oaths, 

You fhould have been refpe€tive, and have kept ite 
Gaveita Judg’s Clerk ! but well I know 

The Clerk will ne’re wear hair on’s Face that had it, 

Gra, He will, and if he live tobe a man : 

Wer. lf, if a woman live tobea man. _ 

Gra, Now by this hand I gaveit to a youth 
A kind of boy, alittle ferubbed boy, , 

No higher than thy felf, the Judg’s Clerk, 
-A prating boy that begg’d it asa Fee ; 
Icould for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You were to blame, I muft be plain wi ; 
To part fo flightly with your Wives ft ain sas 
A thing ftuck on with Oaths upon yonr finger. . 

And fo riveted with Faith unto your fleth - : 

I gave my Love a Ring, and made him pate 

Never to part with it, and here he ftands : 

I dare be fworn to him, he would not leave it 

Nor pluck it from his finger for the wealth 

That the world matters. Now in Faith Gratiano. 

You give your Wife too unkind acaufe of grief : z 

And “twere to me ! fhould be mad at it, Z 
_, Baf- Why! were beft to cut my left hand off 
And {wear I loft the Ring defending it, : 

Gra. My Lord Baffanio gave his Ring away 
Unto the Judg that bege’d it, and indeed 
Deferv’d it too: and then the boy, his Clerk, 


That took fome pains in writing, he bege’d mine, 
And neither Man nor Mafter would take ought 
ut the two Rings. 
Por, What Ring gave you, my Lord ? 
Nor that, I hope, which you receiv’d of me. 
Baf. If {could add a Lie unto a Fault, 
1 would deny it; but you fee my finger 
Hath northe Ring upon it, it is gone. 
Por. And even fo void is your talfe heart of truth: 
By heaven,! will ne’ce come in your bed 
Until [ tee the Ring. 
Wer. Nor 1 in yours, till I again fee mine, 
Baf. Sweet Portsa, 
If you did know to whom gave the Ring, 
If you did know for whom I gave the Ring, 
And would ¢onceive for what I gave the Ring, 
And how unwillingly [left the Ring, 
When nought would be accepted bur the Ring, 
You would abate the ftrergth of your difpleafure. 
Por. If you had known the vertue of the Ring, 
Or half her worthinefs that gave the Ring, 
| Or your own horioar to contain the Ring, 
} You would nor then have parted with the Ring. 
What man is there fo much unreafonable, 
jf you had pleas’d ro have defended it 
Wich any terms of Zeal, wanted the modefty 
| To urge the thing held as a Ceremony ? 
Nerriffa teaches me what to believe, 
fe die for’r, but fome Woman had the Ring. 
Baf. No, by mine honour, Madam, by my foul, 
No woman had it, but a civil Doétor, 
Which did refule three thoufand Ducats of me, 
And bege’d the Ring; the which I did deny him, 
And fuffer'd him to go dilpleas’d away : 
Even he that had held up the very life 
OF my dear Friend. What fhould I fay, fweet Lady ? 
I was infore’d to fenditafter him; 
Iwas befet with fhame and courtefie ; 
} My honour would norlet ingratitude 
So much be-fmear it. Pardon me, good Lady, 
And by thefe olcfled candles of the night, 
Had you been there, I think you would have bege’d 
The Ring of me, to give the worthy Doétor. 
Por. Let not that Doftor e’re come ncar my houfe, 
Since he hath got the Jewel that I loved, « 
And that which you did {wear to keep for me: 
I willbecome as liberalas you, = 
Mle notdeny him any thing] have, 
No, not my body, nor my husband’s bed : 
Know him [| fhall, I am well fure of it. 
Lie not a night from home : Watch me like Argos : 
If youdo not, if 1 be left alone, 
Now by mine honour, which is yet mine own, 
le have the Doétor for my bedfellow. 
Wer. And this Clerk: therefore be well advis’d 
How you do leave me to mine own proteétion, 
Gra. Well, do you fo: let not me take him then 3 
For if I do, le mar the young Clerk’s pen. 
Ant. Lam th? unhappy fubjeé of thefe quarrels. 
Por. Sir, grieve not you, 
You are welcome notwithftanding. 
Baf. Po, tia, forgive me this enforced wrong, 
And in the hearing of thefe many Friends, 
I {wear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 
Wherein I fee my feif——_. 
Por. Mark you but that : 
In both mine eyes he doubly fees himfelf: 


clara te 


1 be Merchant of Venice. 


in each eye one, {wear by your double felf, 

And there’s an Oath of credit. ‘ 
Baf. Nay, but hear me: 

Pardon this Fault, and by my foul I fwear 

[never more wil] break an Oath with thee. 

_ Ant, Lonce did lend my bedy for thy wealth, 
Which but for fiim that had your husbands Ring 
Had quite mifcarried. I dare be bound again, 

My foul upon the Forfeit, that your Lod 
Will never more break Faith advifedly. 
. Por. Then you fhall be his furety ; give him this, 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 
Ant. Here Lord Baffanio, {wear to keep this Ring, 
Baf. By heaven it is the fame I gave the Do&tor, 
Por. {had itof him: pardon Baffanio ; 
For by this Ring the Doctor lay with me, 
Wer, And pardon me, my gentle Gratidno, 
For that fame fcrubbed boy, the Doétor’s Glerk, 
In liew of this, aft night did lie with me, 
Gra. Why, this islike the mending of high ways 
In Summer, where the ways are fair enough: 
What, are we Cuckolds e’re we have deferv’d it 2 
Por. Speak not fo grofly 5 you are allamaz’d : 
Here isa Letter, read it at your leifure ; 
It comes from Padua from Bellario : 
There you fhall find that Portia was the Doétor, 
Nerriffa there her Clerk. Lorenzo here 
Shall witnets I fet forth as foon as you, ; 
And but even now retutn’d : I have not yet 
Entred my houle. Anthonio, you are welcome, 
And I have better news in ftore for you 
Than you expeé 5 unfeal this Letter foon, 
There you thal find three of your Argofies 
Arerichly come to harbour fuddenly. 
You fhall not know by what ftrange accident 
I chanced on this Letter. 
Ant. lam dumb, 
Baf. Were you the Door, andI knew you not? 
Gra. Were you the Clerk that is to make me Cuckold ? 
Ner. 1, but the Clerk that never means to do ge 
Unlefs he live until he be a man. 
Baf.(Sweet Door) you hall be wy bedfellow, 
When | am abfent, then lie with my Wife. 
Ant. (Sweet Lady ) you have given melife and living ; 
For here | read for certain, that my fhips 
Are fafely come to Rhodes: 
Por. How now, Lorenzo? 
My Clerk hath fome good comforts too for you. 
Wer. I, and Ple give them him without a Fee. 
There dol give to you and Feffica, 
From the rich Few, a fpecial deed of gift 
After his death, of all he dies poffefs'd of, - 
Lor, Fair Ladies, you drop AZanna in the way 
OF ftarved people. 
Por. Itis almoft morning, - 
And yet 1am fure youare not fatisfied 
Of thefe events at full. Let usgo in, 
And charge us there upon interrogatories,” 
And we will anfwer all things faithfully. 
Gra. Let it be fo: the firft interrogatory 
That my Nerriffs hall be {worn on, is, 
Whether till the next night fhe had rather ftay, 
Or goto bed, now being two hours to day. 
But were the day come, | fhould wifh it dark, 
Till I were couching with the Doétor’s Clerk, 
Well, while L live, l’le fear no other thing 


Sofore, as keeping fafe Nerriffa's Ring. Exeunt. 
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Adlws Primus. 


Enter Orlando and Adam. 
Orlando. z : 
§ Tremegpet Adam, it was upon this 
iL safhiobequeattied me by will, but a 
oor freufand Crowns, and as thou 
{aift, charged my brother on his blef- 
fing to breed mé well 5 and there be- 
MS gins my fadnefs: My brother Jaques 
he keeps at fchool, and report {peaks 
goldenly of his profit : for my part 
he keeps me ruttically at home, or (to 
) ftlays me here at home unkept : for 
call youthat keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that 
differs not from the Malling of an Oxe? his horfes are 
bred better,for befides that they are fair with their feeding, 
they are taught their mannage; and to that end Riders dear- 
ly hir’d : but 1( hisbrother ) gain nothing under him 
but growth, for the which his Animals on is dunghills 
are as much bound to him as [> befidesfhis othing that 
he fo plentifully gives me, th omething that nature gave 
me, his countenance feems to take Trom me: he lets me 
feed with his hinds, barsme the place of a brother, and 
as muchas in him liee< mines my gentility with my edu- 
cation. Thisisit Adam that grieves me, and the fpirit 
of my Father, which I think is within me, begins to mu- 
tiny agairift chis fervitude. 1 will no longer endure it, 
tho yet 1 know no wiferemedy how to avoid it. 
a Enter Oliver. 
Adam, Yonder comesmy Matter, your brother. 
Orlan. Go apatt Adam, and thou halt hear how he 
wiliffakemevps > 
Oli. Now Sir, what make you here ? 
Orla. Nothing: 1am not taught to meke any thing: 
Oli. WHat mar you then Sir ? ae 
Orla. Marry Sir, f amhelping you to mar that which 
God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with idle- 
nefs. 
Oli. Marry Sit, be better employed, and be naught a 
while. Eases 
Oria.Shall | keep your Hogs. and eat Husks with them? 
what prodigal portion have | {pent, that I fhould come to 
fuch penury ? _ 
Oli. Know you where you are fir? . x 
Orla. O fir, very well: here in your Orchard. 
Oli, Know you before whom Sit ° 


fpeak moré properly 


O-la. 1, better than him 1 am before, knows me: I 


know you aremy eldéft brother, and in the gentle -con- 
dition of Blood you fhould fo know me: the courtely of 
Nations allows you my better, in that you are the firft 
horn; but-thé fame tradition takes not away my Blood, 
were there twenty brothers betwixt us; 1 have as much 
of my Father in'me, as you: albeit IL confefs your com- 
Jing before me is nearer to his reverenice. » ; ; 
Oli. What Boy. ( this. 
Orla, Come, come elder brother, you are too young in 
Olé. Wilt chou lay hands on me villain ? 
| Orla. 1am no villain: 1 am the youngeft Son of Sir 
Rowland de Boyes : he was my Father, and he is thrice a 
villian that faysfuch a Father begot villains: wert thou 
not my brother, 1 would not take this hand from thy 
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Scena Prima. 


throat, till thig other had pulPdout thy tongue for fay-} 

ing fo; thou haft rail’d on thy felf. : a 
“eAtdam. Sweet Malter be patient, for your Fathers res} 

membrance, be at accord. By 
Oli. Let me go I fay- 


Orla. Twill not till I pleafe : you fhall hear me 5 my fa- iE ‘ 


ther charg’d you in hiswillto give me good education: 
you have train’d me up like a peafant, ob{curing and hi- 


-ding from me all gentleman-tike qualities; the fpirit of my} 
father grows ftrong inme, and! will no longer endure} 


it: therefore allow me fuch exercifts as may become aj 


gentleman, or give me the poor allottery my father left me ae 


by teftament , with that | will go buy my fortunes. r 
Oli, And what wilt thou do? beg when thatisfpent ?} 
Well Sir, get you in. Iwill not long be troubied with 
you: you fhall have fome part of your will, IT pray you 
leave me. i 
Orla. Ywillno further offend you, than becomes me for} 
my good. 
Ol. Get you with him, you old dog. 
Adam. \sold dog my reward ? moft true I have loft} 
my téeth in your fervice: God be with my old mafter, hey > 
would not have fpoke fuch a word. Exit Orl, Ad.\ — 
Oli. Is it even fo, begin you to grow Upon me? | will] . 


phyfick your ranknefs, and yet give no thoufand crowns} 


neither ; holla Dennis. 
Enter Dennis- 
Den, Calls your worhhip, Pe 
Oli. Was not Charles the Duke’s Wraftler here to fpeak 


| with me? 
| Den. So pleafe you, he is here at the door, and impor: a 


tunes accefs to you. 

Oli, Call him in: “twill be a good way : and to mor- 
row the wraftling is. 

es Enter Charles. 

Char. Good morrow to your worfhip. 

Oli: Good Mounfieur (harles; whav’s the new news 
at the new Court ? 

Char. There’sno news at the Court Sir, but the old 
news: that is, the old Duke is banifhed by his younger } 
brother the new Duke, and three or four loving Lords} 
have put themfelvesinto a voluntary exile with him, whofe} 
Lands and vevenues enrich the new Duke, therefore he} 
gives them good leave to wander, i 

Oli, Gan you tell if Rofalind the Dukes daug bar} 
nifbed with es Father ? 4 : sie ee | 

Cha, Ono; for the Dukes Daughter her Coufin fo loves} 
her, being ever from their Cradles bred together that fhe} 
would have followed theirexile, or have died to fay behind} 
her 3 the is atthe Court,and no lefs beloved of her Unkle,} 
than his ownDaughter,and never two ladies loved as they. do} # 

Oli. Where will,the old Duke live ? ee 

Cha. They fay he is already inthe Forrelt of Ardem) 
and a many merry men with him ; and there they live} 
like the old Robi Hood of England; they fay many young} 
Gentlemen flock to him every day, and flset the time care: } 
lefly asthey did in the golden world. 

Oli: What,you wraftle to morrow before the new Duke? 

Charl. Marry do I fir ; and I come to acquaint you} 
with a matter ; I am given, fir, fecretly to underftand,that) 


has! 


4 
AS you 


your younger brother Orlando hath a dilpofition to come 
in difguis’d againft me to try a to morrow, fir, I 
wraftle for my credit, and he that efcapes me without 
{ome broken limb, fhail acquit him wells your,Brother is 
but young and tender, and for your love L would be loath 
to foile him, as1 muft for mine own honour if he comein ; 
therefore out of my love to you, | came hither to acquaint 
you withal, that either you might fay him from his in- 
tendment, or brook fuch difgrace well as he fhall run into, 
in that it #8 thing Of his own fearch, and altogether a+ 
gainft my will. 

Oli. Charles, 1 thank thee for thy love tome, which 
[hou flialt find 1 will mo& kindly requite: 1 had my felf 
noticeof my Brothers purpofe herein, and have by under- 


fol]. 
beable 


refolute. 
fellow of France, full of Ambition, an envious Emulator of 
every mans good parts, a fecret and villanous Contriver 
again me his natural Brother; therefore ufe thy Dilcre- 
\tion, I had as lief thou didi break his neck as his finger. 
| And thou wert beft look to’r; fer if thou doft him any 


I thee, he will-practice againft thee by poyfon, to entrap 
i thee by fome treacherous device, and never leave thee till 
he hath tane thy life by fome indirect means or other: for 
[affure thee (and almoft with tears | {peak it) there is not 
one fo young, and fo villanous this day living. I {peak but 
brotherly of him; but fhould I anatomize him to thee , 
as he is, I muft biuth and weep, and thou muft look pale 
and wonder. 

Cha. I am heartily glad 1 came hither to you::if he 
come to morrow, Vle give himhis payments ifever he go 
alone again, I’le never wraftle for prize more, and fo God 
keep your Worfhip. 

Exit. 

Oli. Favewel good Charles. Now will I ftir this Game- 
fter: I hope I fhallfee an end of him, for my foul (yet | 
know not why) hates nothing morethan hes yet he’s gen- 
\tle, never fchool’d, and yet learned, full of noble device, 
of allforts enchantingly beloved, and indeed fo much in 


who beft know him, that 1am altogether mifprifed; bur 


hand means laboured to diffwadeeh¢m from it 5 but he is | a 
ell thee Charles, Hig is the ftubborneft young | makes honeft; and thofe that fhe makes honeft, fhe makes 
t ; ’ 


flight difgrace, or if he do not mightily grace himicif on | 


ithe heart of the World, and efpecially of my own people, | 


it fhall not be fo long, this Wraftler fhall clear all: | 


like it. ? 159) 
. | ae | cae 
fter: thercfore my fweet Rofe, my ¢ be reed 
| . Rof. From henceforth} will, Coz, an | 


me fee, what think you of fal 
Cel. Marry I prethee do, ¢ 


love no manin good earnelt, nor no further in { 
than with fafety-of a purebiufh, thou maift in honour c 
off again. 


miftake in her gifts to Women. 
Cel, ’Tis true, for thofe that fhe makes fair, the tea 


pce 


very ill-favouredly. 
Rof. Nay now thougoeft from Fortunes Office to Na+ 


tures: Fortune reigns in gifts of the World, not in the 
| lineaments of Nature. 


Enter Clown. 


ee. 


Cel, No; when Nature hath made a fai P 

fhe: not by Fortune fall into ee The Noa “on 

) i ere? Tho Nature hath gis 
ven us wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune fentan 
this fool to cut off this argument ? 

Rof, Indeed Fortuneis there too hard for Nature, when 
Fortune makes Natures natural; the cutter off of Natures 
Wit. 

Cel, Peradventure this is not Fortunes. work 
but Natures, who perceiving our al wit: 
to reafon of fuch. goddeffes, hath fent 
our whetftone: for-always the dulnefs of 
whetftone of the wits,» How now Wit 
yous 2h 

Clow. Miftrefs, you muft come away'to your father; 

Cel.. Were you.made the Meflenger ? : ; 

Clow. No by mine honour, but | was bid to come for you. 

Rof. Where learned you that Oath fool ? 

(lo, Of a certain Kaight, that fwore by his Honour 
they were good:Pancakes, and {wore by his Honour the 
Muftard was naught: Now Ule ftand to it, the Pancakes 


Lae | 
J 
> 


t 
C 
_ 


whether wander 


nothing remains, but that I kindle che boy thither, which 
now Vie go about. 
Exit 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Rofalind and Celia. 


Cel. 1 pray thee Rofalind, {weet my Coz, be merry: 

Rof.. Dear Celia; | fhow more mirth than Jam Mi- 
ftrefs of, and would you yet were merrier: unlefs you 
could teach me to forget a banifhed Father, youmuft not 
learn me how to remember my extraordinary. piea- 
fure. 

Cel. Herein 1 fee thou lov’ ft me not with the full weight 
that I love thee; if my Uncle thy banifhed Father had 
banifhed thy Unele the Duke my Father, fo thou hadft 
been Mill with me, I could have taught my love to 
take thy Father for mine; fo wouldftthou, if the truth of 
thy love to me were forighteoufly temper’d, as mine is to 
thee. 

Rof. Well, I will forget the condition of my eftate, to 
rejoyce in yours. 

Cel. Youknow my Father hathno Child but I, nor none 
islike to have, and truly when he dies, thou fhale be his 
heir? for what he hath taken away from thy Father per- 
force, I will render thee again in Affeétion; by mine ho- 
nour I will, and when I break that Oath, let meturn mon- 


| were naugh’, and the Muitard was good, and yet wasnot 
| the Kuignt forfworn, 

Cel. How prove you that in the 
knowledg ? 

Kof. Imarry, now unmuzzle your wifdom, 

Clo, Stand you both forth now: ftroke your chins, and 
{wear by your beards that I am aknave, 

Cel. By our beards (if we had them ) thou art. 

_ Clo. By my knavery (if had it) then were; butifyou 
fwear by that that isnot, you are not forfworn - no more 
was this Knight {wearing by his Honour, for he never had 
any ; orif he had, he had fwornit away, before ever he 
faw thole Pancakes, or that Muftaid, 

Cel, Prethee, who is that thou means’t ? 

Clo. Onc that old Fredrick, your Father loves. 

tls Fathers love is enough to honour him enough ; 
fpeak no more of him, you'l be whipt for taxasion, ‘one 
of thefe days. 

Clo. The more pity that fools may not {peak wifely , 
what wile men do foolifhly. 

Cel, By my troth thou faieft true: For, fince the littles 
wit that fools have was filenced, the little foolery-that 
wife men have makes a great fhew ; Here comes Mounfieur 
Le Bew. 


great heap of your 


Enter Le Beus 


Rof. With his mouth full of news. 
Cel. Which he will put on us, as Pigeons feed their 
young. 
Rof. Then fhall we he news+cram’d. 
Cel, 


a 


Bee 


‘Cel. All the better 5 we flail be the more ma 
Boon-jour Mownfieur le Bew, what news? 
Le Bex. Fair Princes, 
You have lof much fport. é 
) : hat colour ¢ 

ast phen Madam ? How fhall 1 anfwer 
you ? 

Roof. As wit and fortune wil. 

(lo. Or as the definies decrees. 

Cel, Well faid, that was laid on with a Trowel. 

(io. Nay, if l keep not my rank. 

Rf. Thou lofeft thy old fmell. 

Le Ben. You atate me Ladies: I would have told you 
of good wraitling, which you have loft the fight of. 

Rof. Yet tell us the manner of the wraftling. 

Le Ben, \ will tell you the beginning 5 and’ if it pleafe 
your Ladithips, you may fee the end, for the beft isyet to 
do, and here where you are, they are coming to*perform 
i 


te 
Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. 
Le Beu. There comes an old Man, and his three Sons. 
Cel. I could match this beginning with an old tale. 
Le Bex, Three proper young men, of excellent growth 
and prefence. : 

Rof. With bills on-their necks : Beit known unto all 
men by thefe prefents, © 

Le Bem. The eldeft of the three, wraftled with Charles 
the Dukes Wraftler, which Charles in a moment threw 
him; and broke three of his Ribs, that there is little hope 
of life in him: So he ferv’d the fecond, and fo the third: 
yonder. they lie, the poor old man their Father, making 
fuch pitiful dole over them, that all the beholders take 
his part with weeping. 

Rof. Alas. re 

Clo, But what isthe {port Mounfieur, that the Ladies 
have loft ? 3 

Le Ben. Why this is that I {peak of.” 

Clo. Thus men may grow wiferevery day. It is the firft 
time that ever I heard of breaking of Ribs was {port for 
Ladies. 

Cel. Or I, I promife thee. ; 

Rof. But is there any elfe longs to fee this broken Mufick 
io his fides 2 Is there yet another doats upon Rib-breaking ? 
Shall we fee this wraftling Cofin? 

Le Ben. You muft if you flay here, for here is the 
place appointed for wraftling, and they are ready to per- 
form it. we 

Cel. Yonder fure they are coming, Let us now ftay 
and fee it. 


Flourifa. Enter Duke, Lords, Orlando, Charles 
and Attendants. 


Duk. Come on, fince the youth will not be entreated, 
His own peril on his forwatdnefs. 
Rof. Is yonder the man ? 
Le. Even he, Madam. ; 
Cel. Alas, heis too young: yet he looks fuccetsfully, 
Duk, How now daughter and Cofia : a 
Are you crept hither to fee the wraftling ? 
Rof. I my Liege, fo pleafe you give us leave. 
Du. You will take little delight init, Ican tell you, 
there isfuch odds inthe man: In pityof the challengers 
\ youth, I would fain diffwade him, but he will not be 
entreated. Speek to himLadies, fee if you can move 
him. - 
- Cel. Call him hither good Mounficur L. Ben, 
Duke. Do fo; I'le not be by. 
_ Le Bex, Mounfieur the Challenger, the princefs calls for 
you. “Ah 
Orla. 1 attend them with all refpeét and duty. 
Rof. Young man, have you challeng’d Charles the 
Wraftler ? 


Orl. No fair princefs : he is the general challenger, | 
p= * f 


AS yon Ike it, 


ketad\s.| 


}and give over this atrempr. 


come but as ovhersdo, to try with hia tt 
my youth. 

Cel. Young Gentleman, your fpirits are too bold for 
your years: you have feen’cruel proof of this mang 
ftrenpth, if you faw your iclf with your ey<s, or knew, 


your felf with your judgment, the fear of your adven- i) 


ture would counfel you to a more equal enterprife: We 


ie ftrength: of )) 


pray you for your oun fuke to embrace your own fafety,) 7 


Rof. Do young fir, your reputation 


the wraftling might not go forward. 


Orl. Ibeleech you, punnifh me not with your hard see 


fhall not therefore ; Fr 
be mifprifed : we will make it our fuit co the Dake, that} a 


thoughts, wherein I conféfs me much guilty to deny fo| 


fair and excellent Ladies any thing. But let your fair 


eyes, and sentle wifhes go with me tomy trial; where-| | 
in if I be foil’d, there. is but one fham’d that waS never} 
gracious : if kil’d, but onedead that is willing to be fo: I re 
fha lido my friendsno wrong, for 1 have none to lament) 


me; the world noinjury, for init I have nothing: only] 
in the world I fill up a place, which may be better tupplied, 


when I have mace it empty. . Ge 
rh 


Ref. The little ftrength that Ihave, I would it were 
with you. 6: 
Cel, And mine to eek-out hers. . 


a 
i 


Ss 


Rof. Fare you well : pray heaven I be deceiv’d in you. f 


Cel. Your hearts deftres be with you: y 
Char. Come, where is this young gallant , that is fo 
defirous tolye with his mother earth ? 


Orlo. Readyfir, but his will hath in it a. more mode} 


working. 
Duk. You fhall try but one fall. 


Char. No, I warrant your Grace you hall nat entreat} 
him toa fecond, that have fo mightily perfwaded him from} 


a firft. ‘ 


Orla. You mean to mock me after: you fhould not ‘se 


have mockt before - but come your ways. 
Rof. Now Hercules be thy fpeed young mah, 
Cel. I would I were invifible, to catch the ftrong 
by the leg. 
Rof. Ohexcellent young man. 
Cel. If I hada thunderbolt in mine eye, fean tell who. 
fhould down. Shout, 
Duk. Nomore,no more. 


Orla. Yes | befeech your grace, } am not yet well brea-} 
thed. 

Duk. How do’ft thou Charles ? 

Le Ben. He cannot fpeak my Lord. 

Duk: Bear him away : 
What is thy name young man ? 


fellow 


a 


e 


a 


& 


They Wraftle, i 


' 


Or. Orlando my Liege, the youngelt fon of Sir Row & . 


land de Boyes. 


Duk, \would thou had’@ been fon to fome’ man elle, ip 


The world efteem’d thy father honourable, 
But I did find him ftill mine enemy : 

Thou fhould’ft have better pleas’d me with this deed, 
Had’ft thou defcended from another houfe ; 
But tare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, 
1 would thou hadft told me of another Father. 


Cel. Were Imy Father ( Cozz ) would! do this ? 
Orl, Yam more proud to be Sir Rowlonds fon, 
His young<ft fon, and would not change that calling 


To be adopted heir to Fredrick. 


Rof. My Father lov’d Sir Rowland as his foul, 
And all the world was of my Fathers mind, 
Had I before known this young man his fon, 
I fhould have given him tears unto entreaties, 


Ere he fhould thus have ventur’d . 


Cel. Gentle Cofin, . 
Let us go thank him, and encourage him : 
My Fathers rough and envious difpofition 
Sticks me at heart 5 Sir, you have well deferv’d, 
If you do keep your promifes in love, 


Exit Dukj 


N 


Key, 


. . a, { 
a ee ee wis 
But juftly as you have exceeded allin promife, Cel. They are but Burs, Cofin, thrown upon theé in | 
Your Mittris fhall be happy. holiday foolery; if we walk notin the trodden paths, our | 
Rof. Gentleman, very petticoats will catch them. i 
Uvear this for me: one out of fuits with fortune, Rg. 1 could fhake theta off my coat, thefe Burs are iA | 
That could give more, but that her hand lacks means. my heart. 
Shall we go Coz: ? Cel. Hem them away. | 
Cel, 1: fare you well fair Gentleman. Rof. | would tryif I could cry hem, and have him. 
Orla. CanI not fay, Ithank you ? My better parts Cel, Come, come, wraftle with thy affeétions. 
Are all thrown down, and that which here ftands up Rof. O they take the part of d better wraftler than my | 
{s but aquintine, a more livelefs block. felf, | 
Rof. He calls us back : my pride fell with my fortunes.|_ Cel, O, agood wifhupon you s you will try in tine in 
Ple ask him what he would: Did you call Sir ? defpight of a fall; but turning thefe js out of fervice, let 
JSir, you have wraftled well, and overthrown us talk in good earneft; Isit poffiple on fuch a fudden 
More than your enemies. you fhould fall into fo ftrange a liking with old Sir Rowlands 
Cel. Will you go Coze? _ | youngeft fon ? 
Rof- Have with you: fare you well. Exit | of. The Duke my Father lov’d his Father dearly. 


Or. What paflion hangs thefe weights upon my tongue ¢ 


Ce/, Doth it therefore enfue that you fhould love his 
I cannot {peak to her, yet fhe urg’d conference. 


Son dearly? By this kind of chafe, I fhould hate him, 
for my Father hated his Father dearly; yet 1 hatenot 
Orlando. 

Rof- No faith, hate him not for my fake: 

Cel, Why fhould I not ? doth not he deferve well ? 


Enter Le Beu. 


O poor Orlando! thou art overthrown 
Or Charles, ot fomething weaker mafters thee. 

Le Ben. Good Sir, do infriendfhip counfel you 
To leave this place: Albeit you have deferv’d 
High commendation, true applaufe, and love 5 
Yet fuch is now the Dukes condition, 

That he mifconfters all that you have done. 
The Duke is humorous; what he is indeed 
More fuits you to conceive, than I to {peak a 

Orl. I thank you Sir 3 and pray you tell me this, 
Which of the two was Daughter to the Duke, 
That here was at the Wraftling ? 

Le Ben. Neither his Daughter, if we judg by manners, 
But yet indeed the taller is his Daughter, 

The other is Daughter to the banifh’d Duke, 
And heredetain’d by her ufurping Uncle 

To keep his Daughter company, whofeloves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of Sifters : 
ButIcan tell you, that of late this Duke 
Hath tane difpleafure gaint his gentle Neice, 
Grounded upon no other argument, 

But that the people praife her for her vertues, 
‘And pity her for her good Fathers fake ; 
And on my life his malice ’gainft the Lady 
Will fuddenly break forth: Sir, fare you well, 
Hereafter in abetter world than this, 

I hall defire more love and knowledg of you. 

Orl. 1 reft much bounden to you: fare you well ! 
Thus mutt I fromthe fmoke into the {mother. 

From tyrant Duke, unto a tyrant Brother, 
But heavenly ‘R gfaline. 


Enter Duke with Lords. 


Rof. Let me love him for that, and do you love him, 
Becaufe I do. Leok, here comes the Duke. 
Cel. With his eyes full of anger. 
Duk. Miftris, difpatch you with your fafeft haft, 
And get you from our Ceurt. 
Rof. Me Uncle! 
Duk. You Cofia , 
Within thele ten days if that thou becft found 
So near our publick Court as twenty miles, 
Thou dieft for ir. 
Rof, Ido befeech your Grace 
Let ate the knowledg of my fault bear with me- 
If with my {lf [hold intelligence , 
Or have acquaintance with mine own defires, 
If that [donot dream, or be not frantick, 
(As IdotruftI am*not) then dear Unkle, 
Never fo much as in a thought unborn, 
Did I offend your Highnefs. 
Duk. Thus do all Traitors , 
If their purgation did confift in words, 
They-are as innocent as grace it felf 
Let it fuffice thee that I truft thee not. 
Rof: Yet your miftruft cannot make me a Traytor ; 
Tell me whereon the liklihocd depends ? ‘ 
Duk, Thou art thy Fathers daughter, there’s enough. 
Rof. So was | when your Highnets took his Dukedom, 
So was I when your Highnefs banifh’d him; 
Treafon is not inherited my Lord, 
Or if we did derive it from our friends, 
What’s that to me, my Father was no fraytor - 
Then good my Leige, miftake me not fo much, 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 
Cet. Dear Soveraign hear me fpeak. 
Duk, 1 Celia, we ftaid her for your f:ke, 
Elfe had fhe with her Father rang’d along. 
Cel. I did not then intreat to have her ftay. 
It was your pleafure, and your own remorfe, 
I was too young that time to value her, 
But now I know her ; if fhe be a Traytor , 
Why fo am 1} we ftillhave flepe together, 
Rofe at an inftant, learn’d, plaid, eat cogether, 
And wherefoere we went, like 70's Swans, 
Still we went coupled and infeparable. ; 
Duk, She is too fubtilé for thee, and her fmoothnels 
Her very filence and her patience , 
Speak to the people, and they pity her: 
Thouart a fool, fhe robs thee of thy name, 
And thou wilt fhow more bright, and feem more vertuous 
When fhe is gone ; then opennot thylips, 


Exit. 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter Celia, and Rofaline. 


Cel, Why Cofin, why Rofeline; Cupid have mercy, 
Not a word? 

Rof. Not one to throw ata dog. 

Cel, No, my words are too precious to be caft away 
upon curs, throw fome of them at me; come, lame me 
with reafons. 

Rof. Then there were two Cofinslaid up, when the one 
-fhould be lam’d with reafons, and the other mad without 
any. 

Cel. Butis all this for your Father ? 
Rof. No, fome of it is for my Childs Father: Oh how 
full of briers is this working day-world. 


Firm 


172 ” As you like it, 


ae | Here feel lty of Adam 

i Firm, and irrevocable is my domb ere feel we not the penalty of Adamy | 

Which 1 have paft upon = fhe is baniflrd. The feafons difference, as the Icie phange 
my Liege, | And churlifh chiding of the winters wind, 


Cel. Pronounce that fentence then on me » 
Icannot live ouc of her company. Which whenit baits and: blows upon my body 
Duk. Youare a fool; you Neice provide your felf, | Even till I fhrink with:cold, I {mile, and fay 


If you out-ftany the time, upon mine honour, eg > a ural : se are cane 
- ¢ sreatnefs of my word youdie. at feelin erlwade me what J am * 
ee eieainl Oh PF / Exit. Duke &c. | Sweet are re th of. adverfity 
Cel. O my poor Rofaline, whither wilt thou go.? Which like the-toad, ugly and venemous, 
Wilt thou change father? I will give thee mine - Wears yet a precious Jewel in his head 
[charge thee be not thou more griev’d them lam. And this our life-exempr from publick haunt, ; 
Rof, Ihave more cant. Finds tonguesin trees, books in the running brooks, 
Cel, Thou hatt not Coufin, Sermons in ftones, and good in every thing. 
Prethee be cheerful; know’ft thou not the Duke Aer, | would not change it Sppy your Grace 
Hath banifh’d me his Daughter ? That can tranflate the ftabbornncfs of fortune 
Rof, That he hath not. Into fo quiet and fo {weet a ftile. 
| Cel, No, hath not? Rofalinelacks then the love Duk, Sen. Come, fhall we go and kill us venifon? 
| Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one, | And yet it irks me the poor dapled fools 
Shall we be fundred? fhall we part {weet girl ? Being native Burghes of this defert City, 
No, let my Father f-ck another heir + should in their own confines with forked heads 
Therefore devile with me how wemay fly, Have their round haunches goard. 
Whither to go, and what to bear'with us, 1, Lord. Indeed my Lord 
| and do not feek to take your charge upon you, The melancholy Faques grieves at that, 
To bear your griefs your felf, and leave me out - And in that kind {wears you do more ufurp 
For by this heaven (now as our forrows pale 3 ) Than doth your brother that hath banifh’d you: 
Say what thoucanft, Pie go along with thee. To day my Lord of Amiens, and my felf, 
Rof. Why, whither fhall we go? Did fteal behind him as he lay along 
Cel. To feck my Unkle in the Forreft of Arden. Under an oak, whofe antick roop-peeps out 
Rof. Alas, what danger will it be to us, Upon the brook that brawls along this wood, 
( Maids as we are ) to travel forth fo far ? . | To the which place a poor fequeftred Stag 
Beauty provoketh thieves fooner than gold- _ That from the hunters aim had tane a hurt, 
Cel. Vle put my felf in poor and mean attire, Did come to Languith ; and indeed my Lord 
And with a kind of umber {mutch my face, The wretched animal heay’d forth fuch groans 
The like do you, fo fhall we pafs along, That their difcharge did ftreatch hislethern coat 
And never ftir affailants. Almoft to burfting, and the big round tears 
Rof. Were it not better, Cfirs’d one another down his innocent nofe 
Becanfe that 1am more than common tall, If piteous chafe: and thus the hairy fool, 
That I did fuit all points like a man, Much marked of the melancholy Fagues, 
A gallant curtelax opon my thigh, Stood on thextreameft verge of the twift brook, 
A bore-fpear in my hand, and in my heart Augmenting in the tears. 
Lie there what hidden womans fear there will, Duk, Sen, But whatfay Faques? 
We’l have a fwafhing and amarfhal outfide, Did he not moralize this {fpeétacle ? 
As manv other mannifh cowards have, ; 1. Lord. O ycs, into a thoufazd fimilies. 
That do outface it with their femblances. Firft, for his weeping into the needlefs ftream 5 
Cel. What fhall I call thee when thou-art a man? Poor Deer, quoth he, thou mak’f a teftament 
Rof. Tle have no worfe aname then Foves own Page, | As wor Idlings-do, giving thy fum of more 
And therefore look youcali me Gamimed, To that which hadtoo much: then being alone, 
But what will you be call’d ? Left and abandoncdef his velvet friend ; 
Cel, Something that bath a reference to my ftate : Tis right, quoth he, thus mifery doth part 
No longer Celia, but Alena, The Flux of compdaéy : anon a carelefs herd 
Rof. But Cofin, what if we affaid to fteal Full of the pafture, jumps along by him 
The clownifh Fool out of your Fathers Court : And never ftays to greethim ; I, quoth Jaques 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? Sweep on, you fat and gr$fy Citizens, : 
(el. Heil go along o’re the wide world with me, °Tis juft the fafhion, wh€refore do you look 
Leave me alone to wooe him 5 Let’s away Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ? 
And get our Jewels and our wealth together 5 Thus moft inveétively he pierceth through 
Devile the fitteft time , and fafeft way The Body of the Country, City, Court, 
To hide us from purfuit that will be made Yea, and this our life, {wearing that we 
After my flight: now go we in cantent Are meer ufurpers Ayrants, and whats worfe 
To liberty and not to banifhment. Exeunt.|'To fright the Animals, and to kill them up : 
. In their aflign’d and native dweling place. 
Dae a ae you eae him in this contemplation ?} 
————S . ra. WE aid m Ord, weepi nti 
ore, Upon the robbing oir eerie ee 
Soe Du. Sen, Show me the place He 
Altus Secundus. Scena Prima. I love. tocope him in thefe fulle? fits, \ 
For then he’sfull of matter 4 
Enter Duke Senior, Amyens; and two or three Lorde 2. Lor. Vle bring you tohim ftraight: Excuse i 
: like Forrefters. sity etc i 


VM. 


e 


Lay 


Duk, Sen. Now my Coe-mates, and. brother in exile < oni 
Hath net old cuftome made this life more {weet aye iia 
Than that of painted pomp? Are not thefe woods Scena.) — 
More free from peril than the envious Court ? | 


= 


f 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Duke with Lords. 


Duk. Can it be poffible that no man faw them? 
It cannot be, fome Villains of my Court 
Are of confent and fufferance in this. 

1. Lord, | cannot hear of any that did fee her, 
The Ladies, her attendants of her Chamber, 

Saw her abed, and in the morning early 
They found the Bed untreafur’d of their Miftris, 

2. Lord, My Lord, the roynifh Clown, .at whom {o oft 
Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alfo mifling: 

Hifperia, the Priscefs Gentlewoman ; 

' Confeffes that fhe fecretly ore-heard 

; Your Daughter and her Cofin much commend 
The parts and graces of the Wraftler 

That did but lately foil the finowy Charles , 
And fhe believes where ever they are gone 
That youth is furely in their company. 

Duk« Send to his Brother, fetch that Gallant hither, 
If he be abfent, bring his Brother to me. 
Pie make him find him; do this fuddenly 5 
And let not fearch and inquifition quail 
To bring again thefe foolifh runaways. 


— LE A ene 


Excunt, 


Scena Tertia? 


Enter Orlando, and Adam. 


Orl. Who’s. there ? i 
Ad, What my young mafter, oh my gentle mafter, 
Oh my {weet mafter, O you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland? Why, what make you here? 
Why are you vertuous ? Why do people love you ? 
And wherefore are you gentle, ftrong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be fo fond to overcome 
The bonny prifer of the humorous Duke ? 
Your praifé is come too {wiftly home before you. 
Know you not Mafter, to fome kind of men, 
Their graces ferve them but as encuiies, 
Nomore do yours 5 your vertues gentle Mafter 
Are ianétified and holy Traytors to you: 
Oh whata world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it? 
Orl. Why, what's the matter ? 
Ad, Oushappy Youth, 
Come not within thefe doors; within this coef, 
The enemy of.all. yout graces lives, 
Your Brother, no, no Brother, yet the Son 
(Yet not the Son, 1 will not call him Son) 
Of fim I was about to call his Father, 
Hath heard your praifes, and this night he means 
To burn the lodging where you ufe to lie, 
And you within it; if he fail of that 
He will have other means to cut you off; 
I overheard him, and his Praétices: 
This isno place, this houfe is but a butchery 
Abhor it, fear it, do notenter it. 
Orl. VVhy, whither daw would thou have me go? 
e4da. No matter whither, for you come not here. 
Orl. What, would’ thou have me go and beg my food, 
Or with a bale and boiftrous Swordenforce 
A thievifh living on thecommon rode? 
This ] muft do, or know not what te do: 
Yet this | will not do, do how I can: 
[ rather will fubjeét me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody Brother. 
Ada. Butdo not fo; | have five hundred Crowns, 


As yon like it, 


once ne tn Ph rset i 


The thrifty hire I faved under you Father 
Which t did ftore to bz my fofter Nurfe, 
When fervice fhould in my old limbs 
And unregatded age in corners thrown, 
Take that, and he that doth the Ravens feed, 
Yea providently caters for the Sparrow, 
Be comfort to my age 5 here is the gold, 
All this 1 give you, let me be your fervant , 
Tho Ilook old, yet [am firong and lufty ; 
For in my Youth I never cid apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood, 
Nor did not with unbafhful forhead woo 
The means of weakne(s and debility, 
Therefore my age isasalufty winter, 
Frofty but kindly ; let me go with you, 
Vle do the fervice of a younger man 
inall your bufinefs and neceflities. 
Orl. Oh good old man, how wellin thee appears 
The conftant fervice of the antick world, 
When fervice {weat for duty, not for need? 
Thou art not for the fafhion of thefe times, 
Where none will fweat, but for promotion, 
And having that do choak their fervice up, 
Even with the having ; it is not fo with thee ; 
But poor old man, thou prun’ft a rotten tree, 
That.cannot fo much as a blofl 
In lien of all thy pains and husbandry ; 
} But comie thy ways, we'll go along togeth 
| And ere we have thy youthful wages {pene, 
| We'lllight upon fome fetled low content. 
eAda. Mafter go on, and I will follow thee 
! To tie laft gafp with truth and foyalry . 
From fevenry Years, till now almoft fourfcor 
Here liv’d I, butnow live here no more 
At feventeen Years, many their fortunes’ feck, 
But at fourfcore, it istoo late a week, 
Yet fortune cannot recompence me better 
| Than to die well, and not my Matters debter. 
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Scena Quarta. 


lown, alias Touchfiene. 


beeen Pee 
Rof. O Fupiter, how merry are my {pirits? 


9 


Clo, 1 éare not for my Spirits 
; weary. 
Ref. 1 could fisd in heart ‘to difsrace my mans 
apparel, and to cry like a Woman; but I mu% comfore 
the weaker veflel, as Doublet and Hole ought to fhow it 
felf couragious to a Petticoat; therefore courage, good 
Aliena. 
Cel, 1 pray you bear with me, 
Clo. For my part, T had rather bear wit! 


> if my legs were ni 


m 
thi 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| Enter Rofaline far Ganimed, Celia far Aliena, 

| | 
| 


think ycu have ne money in your purfe. 

Rof. Well, this is the Foreft of Ardea. 

Clo, I, nowam Jin Arden, themore iool I, wheniw 
at home I was ina better place 5 but Travellers muft be cou- | 
| tent. 


|. Rof. 1, be fo good Tonchffone; look you who ‘coms 
here, a young maa and an old, in folemna talk. 
Cor. That. is the way to make hér fcorn you ftill. 
Sil. O Corin, that thou knew'ftt how I do love hér. 
| Cor. I partly guefs5 for [ have low’d ere now. 
Sil, NoCerin, being old, thou can’ not guck, 
Tho inthy Youth thou waft as true a Lover , 
As ever igh’d upon a midnight pillow 5 
P But 
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Curif. thy love were ere [ike to mine, 

Asfure [think did never man love fo; 

How many ations moft ridiculous, 

Haft thou been drawn to by thy factafy ? 

Cor. Iato‘a thoufand that I have forgotten. 
| Sil, Ohthou did& then never love fo heartily 5 
If thov remembret not the flighteft folly, 
| Taat ever love did make thee run into, 
| Thou haft not lov’d. 
\Or i: thou haft not 
| Wearying thy hearer in thy 

Phou halt not lov’d. 

Or if thouhaft not broke from company, 

Abruptly as my paffion now makes me, 

Thou haft not lov’d. 

O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. ; Exeunt. 
Rof. Alas poor Shepherd! fearching of their wound, 

iL have by hard adventure found mine own. 
| Clo. And I mine ; 1 remember when I was in love, I 
broke my {word upon a ftone, and bid him take that for 
coming anights to Fase Smile, and I remember the kifling 
her batlet, and the Cows dugs that her pretty chopt 
[hands had milk’d, and I remember the wooing of a peaf- 
icod inftead of her, from whom I took two cods, and giv- 
ing her them again, faid with weeping tears, wear thefe for 
ny fake ; 
sas as all is mortal in nature, fois all nature in love, morta! 
in folly. 
| Rof. Thou fpeak’ft wifer than thou art ware of. 
Clo. Nay, 1 fhall ne’re be ware of mine own wit, till 
I break my fhins againft it. 
Rif. Fove, Fove, this Shepherds paffion 
{ Ismuch upon my fafhion. 
Clo. And mine, but it 
Me. > i 
Cel. I pray you, one of you queftion yond man, 
If he for gold will give us any food, 
I faint almoft to death. 
Ge. Holla; you Clown. 
Peace fool, he’s not thy kinfman- 
Cor, Who calls ? 
Clo. Your betters Sir. 
Cor. Elfe are they very wretched. 
Rof. PeaceI fay; good even to you friend. 
Cor. And to you gentle Sir, and to you all. 
Rof, Lprethee, Shepherd, if that love or gold 

Cen inthis Defert place buy entertainment, 

Bring us where we may reft our felves, and feed 5 

Here’s a young Maid with travel much oppreffed, 

And faints for fuceour. . 

Cor. Fair fic, I pity her, 

And with for her fakemore than for mine own, 

My fortunes were moreable to relieve her 5 

Bur 1 am fhepkerd toanother man, 

Aaddo net fheer the Fleeces that I graze - 

my matter is of churlifh difpofition, 

And little wreaks to find the way to heaven 

| By doing deeds of hofpitality. 

Befides his Coat, his flocks, and bounds of feed 

Are now on fale, and at our fheep-coat now 

By reafon of his abfence there is nothing 

That you will feed on : but what is, come fee, 

And in my voice moft welcome fhall you be. 
Rof. What is he that fhall buy his flock and pafture ? 
Cor. That young 

‘iwhile, 

‘That little cares for buying any thing, 

Rof. 1 pray thee, if it ftand with honefly, 
Puy thou the Cottage, and the pafture, and the flock, 
And thou fhalt have to pay for it of us. 

Cel. And we will mend thy wages ; 
like this place, and willingly could 
Watte my time in it. 

Cor. Affuredly the thing is tobe fold; 


—____—— 


fate as do now, 


Miftris praife, 


grows fomething ftale with 


As you hike its 


we that are true Lovers run into flrange capers ; 


‘| nothing. Will you fing. 


Swain that you faw here but ere-|. 


ES 


iaetcee 
Go with me, if you like upon reports - | 
The foil, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very faithful Feeder be, 


And buy it with your gold right fuddenly. Exeunt,| 


Scena Quinta 


Enter Amyens, Jaques, axd others. 


Song. 
Under the greenhood tree, 
who loves to lye with me, 
And tarn his merry Note, 
unto the fweet Birds throat 5 
Come hither, come hither, come hither , 
Here {hall he fee no enemy, 
But winter and rough Weather. 


¥aq. More, more, I prethee more. ie 

Amy. It will make you melancholy Mounfieur Fagues:| 

Faq. | thank it 5 More, I prethee more, 

I ean tuck melaneholly out ef a fong. 

As a Weazel fucks eggs 5 More, I prethee more, . 
Axy: My voice is ragged, 1 know I cannot pleafe you. 
Fa. Pdo not defire you to pleafe me, 

I do defite you to fing 5 

Come, more, another ftanzo: Call you’em ftanzo’s? 

cAmy. What you will Mounfieur Faques. . 

Faq. Nay, care not for their names, they own me . 

eAmy. More at your requeft, than to pleafe my felf. 

Faq. Well then, if ever {thank any man, [’le thank 
you ; but that they call complement is like th’encounter 
of two dog-Apes. And when aman thanks me heartily. 
methinks I have given him apenny, and he renders me the\ — 
beggerly thanks, Come fing, and you that will not, hold) — 
your tongues. : 1 

Amy. Well, Pie end the fong. Sirs, cover the while;} 
the Duke will drink under this tree 5 he hath been all this 2 
day to look you. ; 4 

Fag. Andl have been all this day to avoid him : 
He is too difputable for my company : 

I think of as many matters as he, but J give 

Heaven thanks, and make no boaft of them. 

Come, warble, come. 

Song. 
Who doth ambstion fhun, 
and loves tolye Pth Sun, 
Seeking the food be eats, 
And pleas’d with what he gets 5 
Come hither, come hither, come hither, 
Here fhall he fee, no enemy, 
But Winer and rough Weather, 


Altogether hert. 4 


Faq. Vlegive youa verfe to this note, 

Thatl made yefterday in defpight of my invention. 
eAmy. And Vle fing it- 
Faq. Thus it goes. 

If it do come to pafs, 

That any manturn Afs, 

Leaving his wealth and eafe, 

A fiubborn will to please, 

Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame ; 

Here fhall lee fee, grofs fools as he, 

And if he will come to me, : 2 
eA my. What’s that Ducdame ? ae 
Faq. ’Tisa Greek invocarion, to call fools into a cit} 

cle. Vlego fleep if I can: if I cannot, Ple rail againk q 

the firft born of Egypt. 
“my. And Vle go feek the Duke 

His banket is prepar’d. : 


As you 


Scena Sextd. 


Enter Orlando, and Adam. 


Adam, Deat Matter [ can go no further : 

O I die for food. Here lie I down, 

And meafure out my grave, Farewel kind mafter. 
Ort. Why how now Adam? No greater heartin thee! 

Live alitrle, comfort alittle, cheer thy felf a little: 

If this uncouth Forrcft yield any thing favage, 

I willeither be food for it, or bring it for food to thee: 

Thy conceit is nearer death, than thy powers. 

For my fake be comfortable, hold death a while 

At the armsend: 1 will here be with thee prefently, 

And if I bring thee not fomething to eat, 

1 will give theelcave to die ; bur if thou dieft 

Before] come, thou art a mocker of my labour. 

Well faid, thou look’ft cheerly, 

And Vie be with thee quickly ; yet thou lieft 

In the bleak air. Come 1 will bear thee 

i 'Tofome fhelter, and thou fhalt not die 

For lack of adinner; 

It there live any thing in this Defert. 

Cheerly good Adam, 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Duke Sen. and Lord, like out-laws, 


Da. Sen. I think he be transform’d into abcaft; 
For I can no where find him, 'ike a man. 

1, Lord. My Lord, he is but even now gone hence, 
Here washe merry, hearing of a Song. 

Du. Sen. Te he cogapa& of jarrs, grow Muficals 
We fhall have fhortly difcord in the Spheres : 
1Go feek him, tell bimI would {peak with him. 


Enter Jaques 
1. Lord. He faves my labour by his own approach. 


That your poor friends muft woo your company, 
What, you look merrily. 

Faq A fool, a fool; I meta fol ich Forreft , 
A motley fool ( a miferable world : ) 
As Idolive by food, | meta fool, 
Who laid him down, and bask’d him in the Sun, 
And rail’d on Lady Fortune in good terms, 
In good fet terms, and yet a motley fool. | 
Good morrow fool ( quoth 1: ) noir, quoth he, 
Call me not fool, till heaven hath fent me fortune , 
And then he drew a Dial from his poak, 
And looking onit, with lack-luftre eye, 
Says, very wilely, it is tena clock : 
Thus we may fee ( quoth he ) how the world wags: 
°Tis but but an hour ago fince it was nine, 
And after one hour more, ’cwill be eleven, 
And fo from hour to hour, we ripe, and ripe, 
And then from hour tohour, we rot, and rot, 
And thereby hangs a tale. When | did hear 
The motley fool, thus moral on the time, 
My Lungs began to crow like Chanticleer, 
's fhould be fo deep contemplative : 
And did laugh, fans intermiffion 
An hy ui | y his Dial, Oh noble fool, 
A werthy fool. Motley’s the.on'y wear. 

Du. Sen. What fool is this? 

Faqi O worthy fool ; one that hath been a Courtier, 
And lays, if Ladies be 5 oung, and fair, 
They have the gift to know it: and in his brain, 
Which is as dry. as the remainder bisket 


That foo 


Eeynt. | 
|For thou thy telf haft been aLibertine, 


like it. 


Alter avoiage: He hath ftrange places cram’d 

With obfervation, the which he vents 

fn mangled forms, O that I were a 

I am ambitious for a motley coat. 
Du. Sex, Thou thalt have cue, 
Faq. Itis my only fuir, 

Provided that you. weed your better judgments i 

Of all opinion that. grows rank in them, ' 

That I am wife. Imuft have liberty 

Withal, as large a charter as the wind, 

To blowon whom I pleafe, fer fo fools have 

And they that are moftgauled with my folly, 

They moft muft Laugh: And why firmut they fo ? 

The why is plain, as way to Parifh Church ; 

He, that a fool doth very wilely hit, 

Doth very toolifhly, altho he fart 

Seem fentelefs of the bob, If not, 

The wife-man’s folly is anatomiz’d 

Even by the fquandring glances of a fool, 

Inveft me inthe motley : Giveme leave 

To fpeik my mind, and] will through 

Cleanfe the foul bedy of th’infe&ted world, 

If they will paticatly receive my medicine, 
Du. Sen. Fie on thee, I can tell what thou wouldft do, 
Faq. Woat, for a Counter, would I do, but good? 
Du, Sen. Mott mifchievous foul fin, in chiding fin: 


tit EOE AID 


A‘ fenfual as the bruitith fting it felf, 

And all th’imboffed fores, and headed evils, 

That thou with licenfe of free foot haf caught, 

Would’ thou difgorge into the general world. 
Faq. Why who crics out on pride, 

That can therein tax any private party: 

Doth it not flowashugely asthe Sea, 

Till that the weary, very means do ebb, 

What woman inthe City do I name, 

When that [fay the City woman bears 

The coft of Princes on unworthy fhoulders ? 

Who can come in, and fay that I meanher, 

When fuch a oneasthe, fuchisher neighbour ? 

Or what is he of bafeft fun&icn, 

That fays-his bravery is not on my coft, 

Thinking that I mean him, but. therein fuits 


Du, Sen. Why how now Monfieur, what a life is this | His folly to the mettle of my fpeech, 
ig | There then, how then, whatthen, let me fee wherein 


My tongue hath wrong’d him ; if it do him right, 
Then he hath wrong’d himfelf ; if he be free, 
VVhy then my taxing like a wild-Goole flies 
Unclaim’d of any man. Buc who comes here? 
Enter Orlando. 
Orl. Forbear, and eat no more: 
Faq. VVhyl have eat none yet. 
Ort. Nor thalt not, till neceffity be ferv'd. 
Faq. Of whatkind theuld this Cock come of ? 
Du, Sen, Art thou thusbolden’d man by thy diftrefs? 
Or elfe a rude defpifer of good manners, 
That in civility thou feem’ft fo empty ? 
Orl. You touch’d my vain at firft, the thorny point 
Of} bare diftrefs, that hath tanefrom me the fhew 
Of {mooth civility 5 yet am] in land bred, 
And know fome nurture ; But forbear; I fay, 
He dies that touches any of this fruit, 
Till I, and my affairs are anfwered. 
Faq. And you will not be anfwer’d with reafon, 
I mutt die, 
Du. Sen, VVhat would you have ? 
Your gentlenei5fhallforce, more than your force 
Move us to gentlenefs. 
Orl. I almoft die for food, and let me have it. 
Du, Sen. Sit downand feed, and: welcome to our table 
Orl. Speak you fo gently ? Pardon me, I pray you, 
I thought that al! things had been favage here, 
And therefore put | en the countenance 
Of ftern commandment. But whate’re you are 
ea 


That 


As you like it. 


That in this defart inacceffible, 
Under the fhade of m:[incholy boughs, 
Lofe, and negle& the creeping Hours of time + 
If ever you have look’d on better days 5 
If ever been where Bells bave knoll’d to Church 5 
If ever fate at any good mans feaft 5 
if ever from your eye-lids wip’d a tear, 
And know what ’tis to pity, and be pitied, 
Let gentlenefs my {trong enforcement be, 
la tre which hope I bufh and hide my Sword. 
Du. Sen: Trucisit that we have feen better day’, 
And have with holy bell been knowld to Church, 
And fate at good mens featts, and wip’d our ey¢s 
Of drops, that facred pity hath engendred : 
And therefore fit you down in gentlenels, 
And take upon command, what help we have 
That to your wanting may be miniftred. 
Orl. Then but forbear your food a little while, 
Whiles ‘like a Doe ) 1 go to find my Fawn, 
And give it food. There is an old poor man, 
Who after me hath many weary ftep 
Limpt in pure loves till he be firft fuffic’d, 
Oppreft with two weak evils, ageand hunger, 
[ will not touch a bit. 
Du. Sen. Go find him out, 
And we will nothing wafte till you return. 
Orl. Ithank ye, and be bleft for your good comfort. 
Du. Sen. Thou feet we are not all alone unhappy: 
This wide and univerfal Theater 
Prefents more woful Pageants than the Scene 
Wherein we play t@- 
Faq. Allthe world’s a ftage, 
And all the men and women, meerly Players 5 
They have their Exsts and their Entrances, 
end one man in bis time plays many parts, 
‘His A&s being feven ages. Atfirft the Infant, 
Mewling, and puking in the Nurfes arms. 
Then, the whining School -boy with his Satchel, 
And fhining morning face, creeping like Snail 
Unwillingly to School, And then the Lover, 
Sighing like Furnace, with a woful Ballad 
Made to his MiftreSeye-brow. Then a Soldier, 
Full of ftrangeoaths, and bearded like the Pard, 
Jealous in honour, fudden, and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble Reputation, 
Even ip the Canons mouth. And then the Juftice 
Jn f.ir round belly, with good Capon lin’d, 
With ee and Beard of formal cut, 
Full of wi s, and modern inftances, 
And fo he playshis part. The fixt age thifts 
{nto the léan and flipper’d Pantaloon, 
| With {peétacles on nofe, and pouch on fide 5 
His youthful hofe well fav’d, a world too wide 
For his fhrunk fhank, and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childith trebble pipes, 
And whifties in his found, Laft Scene of a'l, 
That ends this ftrange eventful hiftory, 
Is fecond childifhnefs, and meer oblivion, 
Sans teeth, fans eyes, fans tafte, fans every thing: 


Enter Orlando with Adam. 


Du. Sen. Welcome: fet down your venerable burthen, 


and let him feed. 
Orl. \ thank you moft for him. 


oe 


Thy tooth is not fo kien. becaufe then art not feen , 
Altho thy breath be rude, 
Heigh bo, fing heigh bo, nntathe green helly, : 
Moff friend flip is faining , m: ft Loving meer folly : 
The heigh ho, the holly, 
This Life is. moft joly, 


Frieze, frieze, thou bitter skie, that dof not bite foni 
as benefits forget : | 
Tho thou the waters warp, thy jting is not fi fharp, 
as friend remembred not, 


Heigh ho, fing Ge. 


Du. Sen. lf that you were the good fir Rowlands fon, — 
As you have whifper’d faithfully you were, J 
And as mine eye doth his¢fligies witnels, 

Moft truly limn’d, and living in your face, 

Be truly welcome hither: I am the Duke 

That lov’d your father : the Refidue of your fortune, 
Go to my Cave and tell me. Good old man, 

Thou art right welcome, as thy Mafter is, 
Support him by the arm; give me your hand, 


And let me all your fortunes underftand Extunt 


Adtus Tertius. 
Enter Duke, Lords, and Oliver. 


Scena Prima. 


Du. Not fee him fince ? Sir, fir, that cannot be : 
But were I not the better parr made meicy, 
Lfhould not fee an abfent argument 
Of my revenge, thou prefent : butlook to ie, 
Find out thy brother wherefoere he is, 
Seek him with Candle: bringhim dead,or living, 
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more. 
To feek a living in our Territory. 
Thy Lands and all things that chou doft call thine, 
Worth feizure, do we teize into our hands, 
Till thou canft quit thee by thy brothers mouth, 
Of what wethink againft thee. 
Ol. Oh that your Highnefs knew my heart in this : 
I never lov’d my brother in my life. = 
Duke. More villain thou. Well, puth him out of doors,|_ 
Andlet my Officers of fuch a nature . 
Make an extent upon his Houfe and Lands: 
Do this expediently, and turn him going. 


Scena Secunda. 


Exter Oriando. 


Orl. Hang there my verfe, in witaefs of my love, 
And thou thrice Crowned Queen of night furvey 
VVith thy chaft eye, from thy pale {phere above 
Thy Huntrefs name, that my full life doth {way. 

O Rofalind, thele Trees thall be my Books, 

Andin their barks my thoughts I’le charaéter 

That every eye, which in this Forreft looks ; 

Shall fee thy virtue witne!s every where. : 

Run, tun Orlando carve on every Trees i 
The fair, the chafte, and unexpreffive the. Exit) | 


e4d. So had you need z : 
{ fearce can fpeak to thank you for my felf. er aaah heat ee 
Du. Sen. Welcome, fall too: I will not trouble you, Co. And how like you thi : . ‘ie 
: . u this Shepherds -Touchftone?\ — 
| As yet to queftion you about your fortunes : Clow. Truly Diephes aes refpeet Peet as 
Give us fome mufick, and good Coufin, fing. good life; butin refpe& that it is a Shepherds life. itis} 
F 1 y Ja 
navght. In retpect tharit is folitarys Ilike it very. well 
but inrefpeét thatit is private, itis avery vild life, Now 
in refpeét irisin tne fields, ir pieafeth me well: but in 
refpeét itis notin the Court, it is tedious. Asitisa {pare 
al 


+. ‘i 
cel 


Song. 
Bliw, blow, thou winter winde, 
Thon art not fo unkind, as mans ingratitude ; 


life (look you) it fitsmy humour well : but asthereis no 
more plenty init, it goes much againit my ftomack. Has’r 
any Philofophy in thee, Shepherd? 4 

Cor. No more, but that I know the more one fickens, 
the worfe at eafe heis: and thathe that wants moncy, 
means, and content, is without three good friends. That 
the property of Rain is to wet, and fire to burn: That 
good pafture makes fat fheep : and that a great caule of 
the night, is lack of the Sun + That he that hath learned 
no wit by Nature, nor Art, may complain of good breed- 
ing, or comes of a very dull kindred. 

Clo, Such aone is anatural Philofopher. 

Was’t ever in Court Shepherd ? 

Cor, Notruly. 

Clo. Then thou art damn’d. 

Cor. Nay, | hope. 

Clo, Teuly thou art damn’d, like-an ill roafted Eg, all 
on one fide. 

Cor, For not being at Court? your reafon- 

Clo. Why, if, thou never was't at Court, thou never 
faw' good manners; if thou never faw’ft good manners, 
then thy manners muft be wicked : and wickednels is fin, 
re fin isdamnation : Thou artin aparlous ftate, Shep- 

erd. 

Cor. Not a whit Zouchfone: thofe that have good 
manners at the Court, areas ridiculous in the Countrey, 
as the behaviour of the Countrey is mo% mockaole at the 
Court. You told me, you falute not at the Court, but 
you kifs your hands ; that courtely would be uncleanly, if 
Courtiers were Shepherds. 

Clo. Inftance, briefly ; come inftance. 

Cor, Why we are ftill handling our Ewes, and their 
Fels, you know, are grealy. 

Cla, Why, do not your Courtiers hands fweat ? and 
isnot the greafe of Mutton as wholfome as the fweat of a 
man? Shallow, fhallow ; a becter inftance I fay: Come. 

Cor. Befides, our hands are hard. 

Clo. Your lips will feel them the fooner. Shallow agen : 
4 more founder inftance, come. 

Cor. Andthey are often tarr’d overwith the furgery 
of our fheep ; and would you have us kifs Tar ? The 
Courtiershands are perfumed with Civet. 

(lo. Mott fhallow man: Thou worms meat in re- 
{peét of a good piece of fieth indeed, learn of the wife 
and perpend; Civet is of a baler birth than Tar; the 
5: uncleanly fluxof aCat. Mend the inftance, Shep- 

erd. 
~ Cor. You have too Courtly a witfor me; Ile reft. 

Clo, Wilt thou reft damn’d ? God help thee fhallow 
man; God make incilion in thee, thou art raw. . 

Cor. Sir, | ama true Labourer, learnthat [eat ; get 

thac I wear; owe go man hate, envy no mans happinels ; 
glad of other mens good, content with my harm 3 and 
the greatelt of my pride, is to fee my Ewes graz:, and my 
Lambs fuck. 
Clo. That is another fimple finin you, to bring the 
Ewes and the Rams together, and toc fler to get yourli- 
ving, by the copulation of Cattcl, to be a Bawd to a 
Bell-weather , and to betray a fhe-Lamb of a twelve- 
month to a crooked pated old Cuck .Idly Ram, out of all 
reafonable match. If thou bet not damned for this, the 
Devil himfelf will have no Shepherds 5 1 cannot fee how 
thou fhould’& {cape. 

Cor. Here comes Mr. Ganimed, my new Miftreffes 
Brother. 


Enter Rofalinde. 


Rof. From the Eaftto Weftern Fude, 
no jewel is luke Rofalinde, 
Her worth being mountedon the wind, 
throush all the World beards Rofalind. 
All the Pictures faireft Lind, 
: are but blackto Rofalind : 


As you 


like it. 
Let no face be kept in mind, 
but the moft fair Rofalind. 


Clo, Vlerime you fo, eight years togethers difnets, 
and fuppers, and fleeping hours excepted : it is the right 
Butter-womens rank to Market. 

Rof. Out Fool. 

Clo, For a tafte. 


If a Hart dolacka Hind, | 
Let him feck out Rofalind : 
If the Cat will after kind, 
fobe [ure will Rofalind : 
Winter Garments muft be lin'd, 
fo muft flender Rofalind 5 
They that reap muft fheaf and bind, 
then to Cart with Rofalind. 


Sweeteft meat hath fowreft rind, 
{uch anut is Rofalind. 
He that fweeteft rofe will find, 
mujt find Loves prick, and Rofalind. 


This is the very falfe gallop of Verfes; why do you infect 
your felf with them ? 

Rof. Peace you dull fool, I found them ona tree, 

Clo. Truly the tree yields bad fruit. 

Rof. Vie graff it with you, and then I fhall graff it 
with a Medler : then it will be the earlieft fruit i’th’ coun- 
trey : for you’l be rotten e’re you be half ripe, and that’s 
the right virtue of the Medler. 

Clo. You havefaid ; but whether wifely or no, let the 
Forreft judg. 


Enter Celia with a Writing, 
Rof. Peace, here comes my lilter reading, ftand afide. 
Cel. Why foould this Aefert be, 
for it is unpeopled? No; 
Tongs I’le hang on every tree, 
that fhallcsvil fayings fhow. 
Some, bow brief the life of man 
runs his erring pilgrimage, 
That the ftretching of a paz, 
buckléfein his fum of age. 
Some of violated vows, : 
*swixt the fouls of fiiend and fiend, 
But upon the faireft bows, 
or at every fentence end 5 
Will I Rotalinda write, 
teaching all that read, to know 
This quinte fence of every /prite, 
heaven would ix little fhow. 
Therefore bh: aven Nature chang’d, 
that one body fhould be fill" 
With all Graces wide enlarg’d, 
nature prefently diftill’d 
Helen’s cheeks, but not h®beare, 
Cleopatra’s Majefly 5 
Attalanta’s betrer part ; 
fad Lucretia’s A4ode/fy. 
Thus Rofalind of maxy parts, 
by Heavenly Sinod was devis’d, 
Of many faces, eyes and hearts, 
to have the touches dearef? priz’d. 
H. aven would that fhe thefe gifts fhould bave, 
and Ito live and ate her flave. 


Rof. O mot gentle Fnpiter, what tedious homily of 
Love have you wearied your Parifhioners withal, and 
never cri’d, Have patience geod people? 

Cel. How now ! back friends; Shepherd go off a little: 
go with him, firrah. 

Cle. Come Shepherd, let us make an honourable re- 
treat, tho not with bag and baggagc, y¢t with {crip and 

3 {crippage. 
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{crippage. 

Cel, Didfthou hear thefe Verfes ? 

Bof. O yess heard them all, and more tno, 
of them Had in them more feet than the Verfes would 
bear. 

Cel. That’s no matter; the feet might bear the Verfes. 

Rof. 1, but the feet werelame, and could not bear them- 
{elves without the verle, and therefore ftood lamely in the 
verte. , 

Cel, But did thou hear without wondring, how thy 
. |Iname fhould be hang’d anid carved upon thefe trees? 

Rof. 1 was feven of the nine days out of wonder, before 
lyoucame: for look here what 1 found on a Palm tree ; 
{was never fo berim’d fince Pythagoras time that 1 was an 
Irifh Rat, which L canhardly remctnber. 

Cel, Tro you, who. hath done this ? 

Rof Is itaman?- 

Cel. And a chain that you once wore, 
change your colour ? 

Rof. I prethee who ? ete 

Cel. O Lord, Lord, it is ahard matter for friends to 
meet ; but Mountains may be remov’d with Earthquakes, 
and fo encounter. 

Rof. Nay, but whois it ? 

Cel. Is it poflible ? eb 7 

Rof. Nay, Uprethee now, with moft petitionary vehe- 
mence, tell me whoit is. : 

Cel. © wonderful, wonderful, and moft wonderful won- 
derful, and yet again wonderful, and after that out of all 
hoping. 7 

Ro. Good my complexion, doft thou think though | 
am caparifon’dlike a man, I have a’ doublet and a hofe 


Exit. 


abouz his neck : 


in wy difpofition? One inch of delay more, is a fouth. | 


fea of difcovery. I prethee teflme, who is it quickly, and 
fpeak apace : I would thou could ftammer, that thou 
might'ft pour this concealed man out of thy mouth, as 
Wine comes out of a narrow-mouth’d bottle : either too 
much at once, ornone at all. I prethee take the Cork 
out of thy mouth, that [may drink thy tidings. 

Cel, So you may put a man in your belly. 

Rof. Is heof Godsmaking ? What manner of man ? 
Is hishead worth a hat? or hischin worth a beard ? 

(el, Nay, he hath but a lictle beard, 

Rof. Why God will fend more, if thtnan will be thank- 
ful; let me ftay the growth of his beard, if thou delay me 
not the knowledge of his chin. 

Cel, Itis young Orlando, that tript up the Wraftlers 
heels, and your heart, both in an inftant. 

_ Rof, Nay, but the Devil take mocking: fpeak fad brow, 
and true maid: 

Cel. Pfaith (Coz) ’tishe. 

Rof. Orlando? 

Cel, Orlando. 

Rof. Alas the day, what fhall I do with my. double 
and hofe >? What did he when thou faw’f him ? 


he here ? Did he ask for me ? Whereremainshe? How 


parted hewiththee? And then fhale thou fee him again 2, 


Anfwer me in one word. 
Cel. You muft borrow me Gargantuas mouth firft: 


*tis a Word too great for any mouth of this Ages fize: to |: 


fay I and no, to thefe particulars, is more than to anfwer 
in a Catechifm. 


Rof. But doth he know that T am in this Forreft, and! 


in mans apparel? Looks he as frefhly as he did theday 
he Wraftled ? 
Cel, It isaseafie tocount Atomes as to refolve the pro- 
pofitions of a Lover: but take a tafte of my finding him, 
and relith it with good obfervance. I found him under a 
tree like a dropp’d Acorn. 
~ Rof. It may well be call’d Joves tree,when it drops forth 

fuch fruit. ap 

Cel. Give me audience, good Madam. 

Rof. Procecd, 


: 


for fome | 


bring’ me our of tune. 


What | 
faid he ? How !ook’d he? Wherein went he? What makes | 


As you like: it. ; 
| Cel, There fay he ftretch’d along like a Wotndeg} 


knight. | 
Rif. Tho it be pity to fee fuch a fight, it well becomes) 
the ground. a 

Cel. Cry halla, to the tongue , I prethee: if curve) 


unfeaforably, He was furnifh’d like a hunter. : | : 


Rof. O ominous, he comes to kill my Hart. | 
Cel, I would fing my fong. without a burthen —— 
Rof: Do you nor know fama woman; when I think }] | 
mutt {peak : {weer, fay on. Bel 


Enter Orlando and Jaques. 


Cel, Youbring me out. Soft, comes hé not near > 

Rof. *Tis he, fling by; and nete him. “82-9) 

Jaq. \ thank you jor your company 5 but good faith-1| 
had as lief have been my {elf alone. 308% 

Orl, And fohad 1: but yet for fafhion fake 
Ithank youtoo, for your fociety. 

Jaq. God buy you, ler’s meet as little as we can: 

Ori, \do defire we may be better ftrangers, i 

Faq. I pray you marre no more trees with Writing! 
Love-tongs ip their barks. . a. | 

Orl. ¥ pray you marre no more of my verlés with fead-| 
ing them ilfavouredly. oe 

Jaq. Rofalinde is your loves name? 

Orl. Yer, Jutt. ; 

Pay moe like her name. ; 

rl. There was no thoughrof pleafin a when fie) 

was chriften‘d. : : Pe bidin oi Bi 

Faq. What ftature is fhe of ? 

Ori, Juft as high asmy heart. | 


a2¢ . 


Faq. You are full of pretty aniwers's have you not Been} 


: oh) vy 


eh 
ie 


atquainted with gold{miths wives,& cond them out ofrings:| 
Orl. Not fo: but lanfwer youright painted cloath 
from whence you have ftudied your quéftions, | =f 
Faq. You have animble wit; I think "twas made of 
eA ttalanta’sheels. Will. you fit down with me, and wel 
two will railagainft our Miftrefs the world, and all our) 
mifery. | 
Orl, 1 will chide no brether in the world but my if) 
againft whom I know no faults. ia 
Faq. The wort fault you have, isto be in love. | 
Orl, *Tis a fault 1 will not change for your beft virtue.} | 
Tam weary of you. Ba 
Faq. By my troth, I was fecking for a Fool, when 
found you. e 
Orl. He is drown’d in the brook, lod a 
han fe hin brook, look but in, 
Fg. There 1 fhall fee mine own figure. 
Or!, Which I take to be either a Fool, or a Cipher. | 
be ie le tarry no longer with you, farewel good figni-| 
Orl. Lam glad of your departure : 
Bi aietes 5 im | 
of. I will {peak to himlike a fawey Lack el | 
that habit play the knave with him: i 0 A Poe 3 
Orl. Very well, what would you ? ee 
eh {prey you, what is’t a clock 2 a 
vl. You fhould ask me what time o” : 5 tol 
clock in the Forreft. Se Bs 
of. Then there is no true Lover in the Forreft. elle} 
fighing every minute, and groaning every hour would de-} | 
tect the Izzy foot of time, a5 weil as aclock. 
Orl. And why not the iwift foot of time ? Had not} 
ae 1 as proper? : \ 
of. By no means fir; Time travels j i cesy} 
aie ee igh tell you who Taal E | 
, ime trots wi 
who he ftands ft:1l qiblar ees ra _ 
Orl. I prethee, whom doth he trot withall 2 
Ro. Marry he trots hard with a young maid, between | 
the contraétof her marriage, and the day itis, folemniz’d :,| 


Adieu good Mon- | | 


if the interim be but a fennight, Times pace is fo hard 
that it feems the length of feven years. 

Orl. Who ambles time withal ? 

if. With a Prieft that lacks Latine, and a rich man 
that hath not the Gout: for the one fleeps eafily becaule 
he cannot ftudy, and the other lives merrily, becaufe he 
feels no pain: the one lacking the burthen of lean and 
watteful Learning ; the other knowing no burthen of heavy 
tedious penury. Thete time ambles withal. 

Orl. Whom doth he gallop withal ? 

Rof. With a thief to the gallows: for though he go 
as foftly as foot can fall , he chinks himfelf too foon 
there. 

Orl. VVhom ftays it ftill_ witha ? 

Rof. VVith Lawyersin the vacation ; for they fleep be- 
tween Term and Term, and then they perceive not how 
time moves. 

Orl. VViiere dwel! you,pretty youth ? 

Rof. VVith this fhepherdels my fifter: here in the 
skirts of the Forreft, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

Orl. Are you native of this place ? 

Rof. As the Cony that you fee dwell where fhe is kind- 
Ied. 


purchafe in fo removed a dwelling. 
Rof. LT have been told fo of many: but indeed, an old re- 
ligious Unkle of mine taught me to fpeak, who was in 


ny Letures againft it, [thank God, Tam not’a VVoman 
to be touch’d with Yo many giddy offcnces as he hath 
generally tax’d their whole fex withal. 

Orl, Can you remember any of the principal evils that 
[he laid to the charge of women ? ' 

Rof: There were none principal, they were all like one’ 
another, as half-penice are, every ones fault feeming mon- 
ftrous, till his fellow faul: came to match it, 

Orl. 1 prethee recount fome of them. 


ithat are fick, ‘There isa man haunts the Forreft, that a° 
bufes our young plants with carving Rofalind’on their 
bar ks 5 hangs Odes upon Hawthorns, and Elegies‘on bram 
ibles ; all ¢ forfooth ) deifying the name of Rofalind. If 
Icould meet that Fancy-monger, 1 would give him fome 
igood counfel, for he feems to have the Quotidian of Love 
‘upon him. 

Orl. Lam he that is fo Love-fhak’d ; Ipray you tell me 
syour remedy. 

Rof. There is none of my Unkles marks upon you ; 
he taught me how to know amanin love: in which cage 
of rufhes, 1 am fure you are not prifoner. 

Or!l. What were his marks ? 

Rof. A lean cheek, which you have not; a blew eye 
and funken, which you have not; an unqucftionable {pirit. 
which you havenot: a beard negleéted, which you have 
not : (but I pardon you for that, for fimply your having no 
beard, isa younger brothers revenue ) then your hofe 
fhould be ungarter’d, your bonnet unbanded, your fleeve 
unbutton’d, your fhoo unti’d, and every thing about you 
demonftrating acarelefs defolation; but you are no fuch 
'| man, you arerather a point device in your accouftrements, 
as loving your felf , than feeming the Lover of any other. 

Orl. Fair youth, 1 would I could make thee bclieve 

1 Love. 

Rof. Me believe it?You may as foon make her that you 
‘Love believe it, which warrant the is apter to do, than 
to confefs fhe dos: that is one of the points, in the which 
| women ftill give the lye to their confciences. Burin good 
footh, are you he that hangs the verfes on the trees, where- 
in Rofalind is fo admired ? 

Ori. Ifwear to thee youth, by the white hand of Ro- 
falind\ am he, that unfortunate he. 


Orl. Neither rime nor reafon can expres how much. 


As you like it. 


Orl. Your accent is fomething finer, than you could}, 


his youth an inland man, one that knew Courtthip tod |) 
well ; for there he fell in love, 1 have heard him read ma-| the way, you fhall telf fie where in the Forres 


Rof. No: I willnot caft away my phyfick, but’on thofe |!" 
| Cla, Come apace Bond Audrey, 1 will feteh up your 


Rof. But are you fo much in love as your rimes {peak ? | foul. 


Rof. Love is meerly a madnefs, and! tel] you, ceferves 
as Wella dark houfe, and a whip, as mad men do: and 


the Lunacy is fo ordinary, that the Whippers are in love 


a 


Rof. Yes one, andin this manner. He was to imagine 
me his Love his Miftrefs : and J fet him every day to ai 
At which time would I, being but a moonith youth, 
gritve,be effemninaré, changeable,longing,and liking,proud, 
fantaftieal, apifi, Mallow,’ incon anc, full of teats. full of | 
{miles : for every pefion fomething, and for no paffion 
traly any thing,’as “boys and women are for the moft 
patt cattle of this colour’: woti!d now like him, now loath 
him 3 then entertain him, then forfwear him > HOW weep 
for him, then {pitarhims that I drave this fuitor for his 
mad humour’ of fove, to a living humour of madnefs , 
which was to forfwear the full ream of the world. and 
to live in anook meerly Monaftick : and thus I cur'd him, 
and this way will I take upon me te wathyour Liver as 
clear as a found fheeps heart, that there fhall not be one 
{pot of love in’r, 
Or!. I wou'd not'Be cur’d youth, 
_Rof. I would cure you, if you would but call aie Rofa- 
lind, and come every day to my Coat,and woo me, 
ido Det by the faith of my love, I wills Tell me 
Ref. Go with me toit, and Pe fhew it you: and by 
Wiliod co ht you live; 
Ort, With all my heart, good youth, . 
ROf! Nay, Na¥, You ult call ie Rofalind ; Comefifter 
will you go? ; Exeunt 


Lye tt 3 
dgeng Lertia. 
Enter Ciywn, Audrey, and Jaques, 


yas 


Goats, Andriy and now Audrey, am 1 the man yet ? 

Doth' my fimple fewtiire conrent you? ies 
Mud. Your features, Lord warrant us : What features? 
Clo. lau here with thee, and thy Goats, as the moft 

capricious Poet ‘hone Ovid was among the Goths. 

faq: Oknowiedg ill inhabited, worte’than Fove in a 
thatch’c houle, <4: . j 

Clo. When a ‘mans verfes canitiot be underftood, nor a 
mans good wit feconded with che forward child, ‘und er- 
ftanding : it ftrikes a man moredead than a great reckon- 
ing in a little room's truly, P would the Gods had made 
thee Poetical; 7 

Aud. | donot know what Poéticial is - 
deed and word: is is a true thing ? 
Clo. No truly + for the rruet Poetry isthe moft fain- 
ing; and Lovers are given to Poetry: and what they 
{wear in Poetry, may be faid as Lovers they dee feign 

4ud. Doyou with then that the Gods had 1 ‘ 

5 ] mice me 
Poetical ? 

Clo, [do truly : for thou fwear?t to me thou art ho- 
neft; Now if thot wert a Poet, I might have fome hope 
thou didft feign. ; = 

Aud, Would you not have me honeft ? 

Clo, No truly,-unlefs thou wert hardafavour’d: for 
honefty coupled to beauty, is to have Honey afawce to 
Sugar, 

Jaq. A material fool. 

Aud, Vicll,1 am not fair, and thereforel pray the Gods 
make me honeft. 

Clo. Trvly, and to.caft away honefty upon a fou! flyr, 
Were to put good méatinro an unclean difh. 

Aud, Lam not a flut, though Tthank the Gods Iam 


is it honeft in 


Clo. Will, praifed be the Gods for thy foulnef: ; 
fluttifhnes. 


elec Snawchage 
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fluttifhnefS may come hereafter. ay bE 
| will marry thee : and toth.tend, J have been with Sit 
Oliver Martext, the Vieat of the next Village, who hath 
promis’d to meet mein this place of the Forreft, and, to 
couple us. 

Faq. | would fain fee this meeting. 

And. ‘Well, the Gods give us Joy. « ‘Aah 

Clo. Amen. A man may,if he wereof a fearful heart, 
tagger in this attempt; for here we, haveno Temple but 
the Wood ; noaffembly but Horn beafts. But what tho? 
Courage. Ashorns are odious, they are neceflary- » {tus 
faid, many a man knews no end of his goods 5 right :ma- 
ny a man has good Horns, and knows 10 end of them. 
Well, that is the dowry of his wife, ‘tis none of hisown 
getting ; horns, even fo poor men alone 5 No, no, th¢ nor 
bic Deer hath them as huge as the Rafcal: Is the fingle 
men therefore blefled ? No, as a wall’d Town is more wor- 
thier thana village, fo is the forchead of a married man. 
more honourable than the. bare brow ofa Batchellor : 
and by how much defence is better than no skill, by fo much. 
is ahorn more precious than to want. 

Enter Siy Oliver Mar-texte | 


NY 


Here comes Sir Oliver : Sit Olsuer Mar-text, you ate well 
im t. Will you difpatch ushere under this tree, or fhall 
we gowith you to your Chappel? a \ 

Ol. 1s there none here to give the woman ? 

Clo. Twill nortake heron gift of any man. 

Ol Truly the muft be given,or the marriage is not lawiul. 

Jaq. Proceed, proceed ! [le give her. 52 

Clo. Good even, good M. What ye call’t: how do 
you Sir, you are very well met: godild you for your aft 
company, Lam vety glad tofee you, even a toy in han 
here Sir s-Nay, pray becovered. cori 

Faq. Will you be married, Motley? 

Clo. As the Ox hath his bow fir, the horfe his curb, 

jand the Fa'con his bells, (o-man hath his defre, and as 
Pigeons bill, fo wedlock wonld ‘be nibling. 

Faq. And willyou( beinga man af your breeding ) be 
marricd under a bufh likea beggar ? Get you to Church, 
and have a geod Prieft that can rell you what marriage 1S 5 
this f. low will but joyn you together as they joy Wain- 
fcot, thenone of you will prove a fhrunk-pannel; and: like 
green timber, warp, warp. % 

Cle. | amnot in the mind, but 1 were better to be,mar- 
ried of him :han of another; for heisnot like to marry 
me well ; and not being well married, it will be a- good 
excufe for me hereaftet to leave my wife. ree 

fag. Go thou with me, 
And let me counfel thee. 

Clo. Come fweet Andre: nfs ; 
We muft be married, or we muft live in bawdry - it 
Farewel good M. Oliver: Not O {weet Oliver, O brave 
Oliver, leave me not bebind thee: But wind away, be gone 

{{fay, ] will notto wedding with thee. 

Ol. ?Tis no matter ; ne’re a fantaflical knave of them 

all fhall four meout of my calling. Exeunt, 


But b: it, asic may be, 


Scena Quarta. 
Enter Rofalind and Celia. 


Rof. Never ta!k come, Iwill weep, 
| (el. DoLprethee, but yethavethe Grace to confider 
thac tearsdo not become aman. 
Rof, But have [not caufe to weep? 
Cel. As good caule a8 one would defire, 
Therefore weep. 
Rof. His very hair 
Is of the diffembling colour. 
Cel. Something browner than Fudas’s : 
Marry; his kiffes are Fudas’s own children, 
Rof. Pfaith his hair is of a good colour. 
Cel, An excellent colour : 


As you like it. 


Your Chefnuc was ever the onely colour: 
| Rof. And his kiffing is as fall of Landtitys 
As the touch of holy bread, ie ey 
Cel. He hath bought a pair of ehatt lips of Diana sa\ 
nun of wintersGiterhood kiffes not more teligioufly, the) 
very ice of chaftiry is in them, 
~ Rof. But why did de {wea he would come this morning, 
and comes not ? ; 
“Cel. Nay certainly thefe is no truth in him- 
Rof. Do you thisk fo ? Ae 
Cel., Yes, I think he is not a pic! -purfe, nor ahorfe-fteal-|. 
er: but for his verity in love, 1 do think him as contave} 
as acovered goblet, or a worm-Caten nut. 
Rof. Not true in love? , : 
Gel. Yes, when he is in, but J think he is fot if. . 
Rof. You have heatd him {wear downright he was. 
Cel, Was, is not is: befides, the oath of a Lover is no. 
ftronger than the word of a tapfter, they are both the con- 
firmer of falfe reckonings; he attends here in the forreft on 
the Duke, your Father __ . Bie 
_ Rof. Imet the Duke yefterday, ad had much quefti- 
on with him ; he askt me of what parentage | was ;1 told 
him of as good as he;{0 he laugh’c, and let me go.But what 
talk we of Fathers, when there is tuch a man as Orlando? 
Cel. O that’sa brave man, he writes brave verfes, {peaks 
brave words, {wears brave oaths, and Breaks them bravely, 
quite travers athwart the heart of his lover, as a puilny 
‘Tilter, that fpurs his horfe but on one fide, breaks his 
ftaff like a noble goofe; but all’s brave that youth mounts, | 
and folly guides : who comes here # eae 
i Enter Corin. 
Corin, Miftrefs and Mafter, you haveenquir.d 
After the Shepherd that complain’d of love, 
Whom you {aw fitting by me on the Turf, 
Praifing the proud difdainful Shepherdefs 
That was his Miftrets. 
Cel ‘Well, and what of him? 
Cor, If you will fee a pageant truly plaid 
Between the pale complexion of true Love, 
‘And the red glow of fcorn and proud difdain, 
Gohencea little and I fhall condué you, 
Af you will mark it. 
Rof.O come let us remove, . 
The fight of Lovers feedeth thofe in love : 
Bring us to this fight,and you fhall fay 
le prove a bufy aétor in their play. 


Scena Quinta. 
Enter Silvius and Phebe. 


Sil, Sweet Phebe do not {corn me, do not, Phebe, 
Say that you love menor, but fay not fo 
in bitternefs; the common executioner, , 
Whole heart th’ accuftom’d fight of death makes hard, | ‘ 
Falls nat the ase upon the humbl.d neck, | 
But firftbegs pardon? will you fterner be 
Than he that digs and lives by bloudy drops ? 

Enfer Rofalind, Celia, and Corin, 

Phe. I would not be thy executioner, 
Tflie thee, for! would not injure thre 5 
Thou tell’ me there is murther in mine eyes 
Tis pretty fure, and very probable, 
That eyes that are the frail’ft and fofteft things, 
Who fhut their coward gates on atomies, 
Should be called tyrants, butchers, murtherers. 
Now | do frown on thee with all my heart, 
And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee: 
Now counterfeit to fwound, why now fall down, — 
Or if thou can’t not, oh for fhame, forfhame, 
Lye not, to fay mine eyes are murtherers : 
Now fhew the wound mine eye hath made ia thees 
Scratch thee but witha pin, and there remains 


Some i 


oe ee 


ba 


= 


Some fear of ac: Lean but opon a ruih, 
The Cicatrice and capable impreffure 
Thy Palmfome moment keeps; but now mine eyes 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt,thee nor, 
Nor 1 am fure there is no force in eyes 
That can do hurt. 
Sil. O dear Phebe, 
If ever ( as that ever may be near ) 
You met in fome frefh check the power of fancy, 
Then fhall you know the wounds invifible 
That loves keen arrows make, 
Phe, But till chat time 
Comenot thou near me ; and when that time comes, 
Affii& me with thy mocks, pity menot, 
As till that time I fhall not pity thee. 
Rof. And why I pray you whomight be your mother 
That you iofult, exult, and all at once 
Over the wretched? What though you have no beauty 
As by my faith, I fee no more in you 
Than without Candle may go dark to bed : 
Muft you be thercfore proud and pitilefs ? 
Why what means this ? why do you look on me? 
I fee no more in. you than in the ordinary 
OF natures fale-work ? ’ods my little life, 
I think fhe means to tangle mine eyes too: 
No faith, proud Miftrefs, hope not after ir, 
*Tis not your inky brows, your black filk hair, 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor yout check of cream 
That canentame my {pirits to your worfhip. 
You,foolifh Shepherd, wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy South, puffing with wind and rain, 
Youarea thoufand times a properer man 
Than fhe a woman. Tis fuch fools as you 
That makes the world full of ill-favoured children : 
"Tis nother gla{fs, but you that flatters her, 
And out of you fhe fzes her felf more proper 
Than any of her lineaments can fhow her: 
But Miftrefs, know your felf, down on your knees 
And thank Heaven, fafting for a good mans love ; 
For] muft tell you friendly in your ear, 
Sell when you can, you are not for all markets: 
Cry the man mercv, love him; take his offer, 
Foul is moft foul, being foul to bea f{eoffer, 
So take her tothee, Shepherd, fare you well. 
Phe. Sweet youth, pray youchide a year together, 
Thad rather hear you chide than rhis man wooe- 
Rof. He’s fall’n ia love with your foulnefs, and fhe'l 
Fall in love with my anger. If it be fo, as faft 
As the anfwers thee with frowning looks, Ve fauce 
Her with bitter words : Why look you fo upon me ? 
Phe. Forno ill will I bear you. 
Rof. Ipray you do not fall in love with me, 
For I am falfer than vows made in wine: 
Befides, Ike you not: if you will know my houfe, 
Tis at the cuft of Olives, here hacd by : 
Will you go Sifter ? Shepherd ply her hard: 
Come fifter Shepherdets, look on him better 
And be not proud. thoall the world could fee, 
None could befo abufed in fight as he. 
Come to our flock. Exit. 
Phe. Dzed Shepherd, now I find rhy faw of might, 
Whoeverlov’d, that lov’d not at firft fizhe > 
Sil. Sweet Phebe. 
Phe. Hah: what faycft thou Silcias 2 
Sil. Sweet Phebe, picy me. 
Phe. Why Lam forry for thee, gentle Silvius. 
Sil. Where ever forrow is, rehef would be : 
If you do forrow at my grief in love, 
By giving love, your forrow and mv grief 
Were both extermin’d. , 
Phe. Thou haft my love, isnot that neighbour 
Sil. I would have you. 
Phe. Why that were covetoufnef : 
Silvins 5 the time was, that 1 hated thee ; 
* 


ly ? 


a 


As you like it, 
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And yet it isnot that | bear thee love, 

But fince that thou canft talk of love fo well, 

Thy company, wliich erft wasirkfome to me, 

Iwill endure 5 and Ile employ thee too : | 
4 
| 
f 
| 


But do not look for further recompence. 
Than thine own gladnefs, that thou art imployed. 
Sil, Soholy, and fo perfe& is my love, 
And fuch a poverty of grace, 
That J fhall think it a moft plentious crop 
To glean the broken cars after the man 
That the main harveft reaps : lofenow and then 
A fcattered {mile, and that Plc live upon. ( while ? 
Phe. Know’ft thou the youth that {poke to me ere- 
Sil. Not very well, but I have met him oft, 
And he hath bought the Cottage and the bounds, 
That the old Carlot once was Mafter of. 
Phe. Think not I love him, tho! ack for him ; 
’Tis but a peevifh boy, yet he talks well, 
But what care I for words ? yet words do well, 
When he that fpeaks them pleafes thofe that hear : 
lt isa pretty youth, not very pretty, 
But fure he’s proud, and yet his pride becomes him ; 
Hi.7l make a proper man: the beft thing in bim 
Is hiscomplexion: and fafter than his tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up: 
He is not very tall, yer for his years he’s tall 3 
Tis legis but fo fo, and yet °tis well ; 
There was a pretry rednefs in his lip, 
A little riper, and more lufty red 
Than that mix’d in his cheeck 5 *twas jut the difference 
Betwixt the conftant red, and mingled Damask. 
There be fome women, Silvis, had they mark’d him 
in parcelsas [ did, would have gone near 
To fall inlove with him ; but for my part 
I love him not, nor hate him not 3 and yet 
I have more caufe to hate him than to love him, 
For what had he to do to chide at me? 
He faid mine eyes were black, and my haif black, 
Anrdnow I am remembred, fcorn’d at me ; 
I marvel why I anfwered not again, 
But that’s all one; omittance isno quittance. 
Vl: write to him a very taunting Letter, 
And thou thalt bearit, wiltthou, Silvizs? 
Sil. Phebe, with all my heart. 
Phe. Vle write it ftraight ; 
The matters inmy head, and in my heart, 
I will be bitter with him, and paffing fhort ; 


Go with me, Si/vizs, Exeunr. 


Adlus Quartus. Scena Prima. 
Enter Rofalinde, and Celia, and Faques. 


Faq. I prithee, pretty youth, let me be better acquaint- 
ed with thee, 

Rof. They fay you are a melancholly fellow. 

Faq. 1amf{o 4 Ido love it better than laughing. 

Roj. Thofe that are in extremity of either, are abomi- 
nable fellows, and betray theimfelves to every modern cen- 
fure, worfe than drunkards, 

J2q. Why, tis good to be fad, and fay nothing, 

Rof. Why then ’tis good to be a poft. 

Jaq. Lhave neither the Scholars melancholly , which 
is emulation; nor the Muficians, which is fantaftical ; nor 
the Courtiers, whichis proud ; nor the Souldiers, which 
is ambitious 5 nor the Lawyers, which is politick ; nor 
the Ladies, which is nice, nor the Lovers, which is 
all thefe ; but itis a melancholly of mine own, compound. 
ed of many fimples, extraéted from many objeéts, and in- 
deed the fundty contemplations of travels in which my 
often rumination wraps me in a moft humorous {ad- 
nefs. 

Rof. A Travell. tr; by my faith you have great reafon 
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; t {ee o- 
to be fad : 1 fear you have fold your own Lands, to te 
ther mens 3 then to have feen much, and to have nothings 
is to have rich eyes and poor hands, — 

Faq. Yes, I have gain’d my experience. 


Enter Orlando. 


of. And your experience makes you fad : Thad rather 
Seta se pa merry, than experience to make 
me fad, and to travel for it too. 

Ori. Good day, and happinefs, dear Rofalinde. ‘ 

Faq. Nay then Gocbuy you, and you talk in pa 
Esk look you lifp, and 
wear ftrange {uits ; difable all the benefits of your own 

Country: be out of love with your nativity, and almoft 
chide God for making you that countenance you ares orl 
will {carce think you have fwam Ina Gundello. — Why 
how now Orlando, where have you been all this while?you., 
a lover ? and youferve me fuch another trick, never come 
in my fight more. 

Orl. My fair Rofalindes 
promife. : at ba te 

Rof. Break an hours promife in love ? he that will di- 
vide a minute into a thoufand parts, and break but a part 
of the thoufaud part of a minute in the affairs of love, it 

may be faid of him, that Cupid hath clapt him oth‘ fhoul- 
der, but Pe warrant him heart-whole. 

Orl. Pardon me deat Rufalinde. 

Rof. Nay, and you be fo tardy, come no more in my 
fight, 1. had aslief_be Wov'd of a Snail. 

Orl, Of a Snail? 

Rof. 1, of a Snail 5 
his houfe on his head : 
make a woman: befides, 
him. 

_ Orl. What’sthat ? : 

Rof. Why horns 5 which fuch as you are fain to be be- 
holding to your wives for: but he comes armed in his for- 
tune, and prevents the flander of his wife. 

Orl. Vertue isno horn-maker : and my Rofalinde is vet- 
tuous. 

R of. And Lam your Rofalinde. 

(el. It pleafes him to call you fo 
linde of a better leer than you. , 

Rof. Come, woo me, woo me: 
ly-day humour, and like enough to confent + 
you fay to me now, and I were your very, 
linde ? 

Orl. Fwould kifs before TF fpoke. 

Rof. Nay you were better {peak firft, and when you 
were gravell'd for lack of matter, you might take occafion 

co kifs ! very good Orators when they are out, they will 
fpir, and for lovers, lacking (God warn us) matter, the 
cleaslieft thift is tokifs. 

Orl. How if th: kifs be denied ? 

Rof. Then fhe puts youtoentreaty, ‘and there begins 
new matter. 

Orl. Who could be out, being before his Beloved Mi- 
firefs ? 

Rof Marry that fhould you if I were your Miftrefs, or 
I fhould think my honefty ranker than my wit. 

Orl, What, of my fait? 

Rof. Not out of your apparrel, and yet out of your 
fait. : 

Am not I your Rofalinde ? 

Orl. Iteke fome joy to fay you are, 
talking of her. 

Rof, Well, in her perfon,! fay I will not have you. 

Ori, Then in mine own perfon, Idye. 

Rof. No faith, die by Attorney : the poor world is 
almoft fix thoufand years old, and in all this time there 
was not any man died in his own perfon ( vidilicet ) in 
a love caule: Troilus had his brain dafh’d out with a 


Farewel Mounfieur Traveller 5 


I come within an hour of my. 


for tho he comes flowly, he carries 
a better jointure I think than you 
he brings his deftiny. with 


; buthe hath a Rofa- 


for now | amin a ho- 
What would 
very Rofa- 


becaufe I would be 


5 yon like it. 


e did what he could to te before, and! 


Grecianclub, yet h ; 
of leve. Learder, he would 


he is one of the patterns 
have liv’d many a fair yeer,t 
it had not been fq { 
youth ) he went but forth to wath inthe Hellefpont, and 
being taken with thecramp, was drown’d, and the foolifh) 
Chroniclers of that age, found it was Hero of Seftos, 
But thefe are all lies, men have died from time to time, and 
worms have eaten them, but not for love. ; ery 

Orl. Lwould not have my right Rofalinde of this mind; 
for | proteft her frown might kill me. 

Rof. By this hand, it will not kill a flie; but come. now. 
[will be your Rofalinde in a more coming-on difpofition : 
and ask me what youwill, | will grant it. 

Orl. Thenlove me, Rofalsnde. 


all. 

Ori, And wilt thou have me ? 

Rof. |, and twenty fuch. 

Orl. What faift thou ? 

Rof. Are you not good? 

-Orl. \hope fo. 

Rofalinde. Why then,can one defire too much 
good thing: Come fifter, you fhall be the Pricf, and. 
ry us: give meyour hand Orlando: VVhat do you 
fifter ? . 

Orl. Pray thee marry us. 

Cel. \cannot fay the words. 

Rof. Youmuft begin, will you Orlando. 


of 
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linde? 
Orl. \ will. 
Rof. But when ? 
Orl. VVhynow, as faft as fhe can marry us. 


wife. 
Orl, Itake thee Rofatinde for wife. 

Rof. 1 might ask you for your commiffion, 
But {do take thee Orlando for my husband : 


runs before her a€tions. . 
Orl, So do all thoughts, they are wing’d. 
Rof. Now tell me how long you would have 

you have poffeft her ? 

Orl. For ever anda day. 
Rof. Say aday, without theever : 
are eA pril when 


ee. 
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Rof. Yes faith will 1, Fridays and Saturdays, and| 
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ho Hero had turtd Nun, if yo 
a het Miciummer- night, for ( goed it 
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‘Cel. Goto}4 will you Orlando have to wife this Rof ye 


Ref, Then you muft fay, | take thee Rofalinde for\ 


there’s a girly 
goes before the Prieft, and certainly a womans thought) 


i: 
in 
her, after} 
a a 
a 


No, no Orlando,men| 
they woo, December when they weds] — 


Maids are Afay when they are maids, butthe sky chane}” 
ges when they are wives I will be more jealous of thee, ia 
than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen , more clamorou ‘a 
than a Parrat againft rain; more new-fangled than} 


an ape; 


more giddy in my defiresthan a monkeys ‘I will a 


weep fornothing like Diana in the Fountain, and 1 will} | 
do that when you are difposd to be merry: I wi ae 


auch like a Hyen, and that when thou art inclind t0 
| cep. 
Orl. But will my Rofalinde do fo ? 
Rof. By my life fhe will do as1 do. 
Orl. O but the is wife. 
Rof. Or elfe fhe could not have the wit to do this: | 


 wifer,the waywarder : make the doors upona womans wit| 
and ict will out at the cafement: fhut thar, and ’twill out} 


at the key-hole : ftop that, it will fiye with the fmoak outat) 
the chimney. a 
Orl. Aman that had a wife with fuch a wit, 
fay, wit whither wilt ? 
Rof. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till you 
met your wives wit going to your neighbours bed. | 
Orl. And what wit could wit have to exeufe that eee 
of. Marry to fay, the came to feek you there : you fiial 
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it 
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he might ” 
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never take her without her’ anfwer, unlefs you take het) — 


withour her tongue : © that woman that cannot make hit) 
fault ber husbands occafion, lether never nurfe her child) 


her felf, for the will breed it like a fool. 


Orl. For thefe two hours, Rofalinde. 1 will leave thee. 

Rof. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours. 

Orl. 1 muft attend the Duke at dinner, by two a clock | 
will be with thee again. 

Rof. I, go your ways, go your ways: Iknew what you 
would prove, my friends told me 2s much, and I thought 
no lefs ; that flattering tongue of yours won me “tis but 
one caft away, and fo come death: two o° clock is your 
hour. 

Orl, \fweet Rofalinde. 

Rof. By my troth, and in good earneft, and fo God 
mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dangerous, 
if you break one jot of your promife, or come one minute 
behind your hour, I will think you the moft pathetical 
break-promife, and the moft hollow lover, and the moft un- 
worthy of her you call Rofalinde, that may be choten out 
of the grofs band of the unfaithful ; therefore beware my 
cenfure, and keep your promife. 

Orl. With no lefs religion, than if thou wert indeed 
my Rofalinde ; fo adieu. 

Rof. Well, Time is the old Juftice that examines all 
fuch offenders, and let time try : adieu. Exit, 


Cel. You have fimply mifus’d our fexin your love-prate : 
we moft have your doublet and hofe pluckt over your head, 
and fhew the world what the bird hath done to her own 
neft. 

Rof. O coz, coz, coz my pretty little coz, that thou 
didft know how many fathom deep! am inlove 5 but it 
cannot be founded : my affeétion hath an unknown bottom 
like the Bay of Portugal. 

Cel. Or rather bottomlefs, that as faft as you pour af- 
fe&tion in, it runs out. 

Rof: No, that fame wicked Baftard of Venus, that was 
begot of thought, conceiv’d of {pleen, and born of mad- 
nefs, that blind rafcally boy, that abufes every ones eyes, 
becaufe his own are out, let him be judg, how deep] 
am in love ; V’le tellthee e4idena, I cannet be out of the 


‘| fight of Orlanda : Vie go find a fhadow, and figh till he 


come. 


Cel, And I’le fleep. Exeunt.| 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Jaques and Lords, Forrefters, 


Faq. Which ishe that killed the Deer ? 

Lord. Sir, it was I. 

Faq. Let’s prefent him to the Duke like a Roman Con- 
queror, and it would do well to fet the Deers horns upon 
his head, fora branch of Viétory ; have youno fong For- 
refter for this purpofe? 

Lord. YesSir. 

Faque. Singit : *tisno matter how it be in tune, fo it 
make noife enough. 


Mofick, Song. 
What fhali be have that killedrhe Deer? 
His Leather skin and borns to wear ; 
Then fing him howe, the reft {hall bear this burther 3 
Take thou no feorn to wear the born, 
_ dt was acreft ere thon waft born, 
Thy fathers father wore it, 
And thy father bore it, 
The horn,the born,the lufty horn, 


Is not a thing t0 laugh to {corn. Exeunt. 


Scena; 


As you like it. 
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Scena TL ertia. 
Enter Rofalinde and Celia: 


Rof. How fay you now, is it not paft two aclock ? 
And here much Orlando. 


Cel. 1 warrant you with pure love and troubled brain. 
Enter Silvius. 


He hath ta’ne his bow and arrows, and is gone forth 
To fleep : look who comes here. 
Sil. My errandis to you, fair youth, 
My gentle Phebe, bid me give you this : 
{ knew not the contents, but as I guefs 
By the fern brow, and wafpifh aétion 
Which fhe did ufé as fhe was writing of ir, 
It bears an angry tenure ; pardon me, 
Tam but asa guiltlefs meflenger. 
Ko/. Patience her felf would ftartle at this letter; 
And play the fwaggerer, bear this, bear all: 
She fays Iamnot fair, that! lack manners, 
She calls me proud, and that the could not love mé 
Were man as rare as Phenix: ’od’s my will, 


| Her love isnot the Hare that I did hunt, 


Why writes the fo to me ? Well Shepherd, well, 
This is a letter of your own device. 
Sit. No,I proteft,1 know not the contents, 
Phebe did write it. 
Ro/. Come come, you area fool, 
And turn’dinto the extremity of love: 
I faw her hand, fhe has aleathern hand, 
A free-ftone coloured hand : Iverily did think 
That her old gloves were on, but ’twas her hands ¢ 
She has a hufwives hand, but that’s no matter; 
I fay fhe never did invent this letter, 
This is a mans invention, and his hand: 
Sil. Sure it is hers, 
Rof. Why, tis a boifterous and a cruel ftile, 
A ftile for challengers 5 why, the defies me, 
Like Turk to Chriftian ; womens gentle brain 
Could not drop forth fuch giant rude invention, 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their Efe & 
Than in their countenance 5 will you hear the letter ? 
Sil. Sopleafe you, for ! never heard it yet ; 
Yet heard too much of Phebes cruelty. 
Rof- She Phebesme ; mark how the ryrant writes. 
Read. Art thou god, to fhepherd turn’d? 
That amaidens heart bath burn’d 2 . 
Cana woman rail thus. 
Sil. Call you this railing ? 
Rof, Read. Why, thy godbead laid apart, 
Walt thou with a womans heart 2 
Did yon ever hear fach railing? 
Woiles the eye of man did wove me, 
That could do no vengeance to me, 
Meaning me a beaft. 
If the {corn of your bright eyne : 
Have power to raife {uch love in mine,” 
Alack,t n me, what range effect 
Would they workin mild afpett ? 
Whiles you chid me, I did love, 
How then might your prayers wove ? 
He that brings thes love to thee, 
Little knows this love sn me : 
And by him feal up thy mind, é 
Whether that thy youth and kind- 
Willthe faithful cffer take 
Of me, and all that I can make, 
Or elfe ty hime my love deny, 
end then Ple (hudy how to dye. 


Sil. 
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“Sil, Call you this chiding ? 
Cel. Alas poor thepherd. 
Rof> Do you pity him ? 

thou love {uch a woman ? 


pe 


Nos lie deferves no pity: wilt 


Well, g6 your way 10 her, C 
thee attatme tnake ) and fay this to her » 


: STA | i “ili ne- 
me, t charge her to love thee: if fhe willnot, I will 


ver have: her, volels thou entzeat for her: if you bea 
for here comes more 
Exit. Sil. 


true lover, hence, and not award 4 
company. 


Enter Oliver. 


know ) 
Oliv. Good morrow, fair ones; pray you, ( if you 


Wherein the Purlews of this Forreft ftands. 
4 theep-coat, fenced about with Olive-trees. 

Cel. Welt of this place down in the neighbour bottom 
The rank of Ofiers, by the murmuring fiream : 
Left on yourright hand, bring you to the place: 
But at this hour che houfe doth keep it felf, 
There’s none within. 

Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then fhould 1 know you by defcription, 
Such garments, and {uch years: the boy is fair, 
Of female favour, and beftows-himfelf 
Like a ripe Sifter : Bur the woman low 
And browner than her brother: are not you 
The ownér of the houfe I did enquire for? 

Cel. It is no boaft being ask’d, to fay we ate. 

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And to thac youth he cails his Rofalinde, 

Ee fends this bloody Napkin ; are youhe? 
| Rof. 1am 3 what muft we underftand by this? 
Ok, Someof my fhame, if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how, and, why, and where 
This handkercher was ftain’d, 
Cel. | pray you tell it. 
Oli, When laft the young Orlando parted from you, 
He lefe a promife to return again 
Within an hour, and pacing through the Forreft, 
Chewing th: food of fweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo what befel; he threw his eye afide, 
And mark what objeét did prefent it telf, , 
Under an old Oak, whofe bows were mofs?d with age,” 
And high top bald with dey antiquity ; 
A wretched ragged man, ore-grown with hair 
Lay fleeping on his back 5 about his neck 
| 4 green and guilded {nake had wrearh’d ic felf, 
Who with her head, nimble in threats approach’d 
The opening of his mouth ;. but fuddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it-unlink’d it felf, 
and with indented glides did flip away 
Into abufh, under whofe buthes fhade 
A Lionefs, with udders all drawn dry, 
Lav couching head on ground, with catlike watch 
When that the flzeping man fhou’d ftir; for ’tis 
The royal difpofition of that beaft ; 
To prey on nothing that doth feem as dead 5 
_| This feen, Orlando did approach the mas, 
And found, it was his brother, his elder brother. 

Cel. O Lhave heard him {peak of that fame brother, 
And he did render him the moft unnatural 
That liv’d amongf men, 

Oli. And well he might fo do, 

For well I know he was unnatural. 

Rof. Butto Orlando, did he leave him there 
Food to the fuck’d and hungry Lioncfs : 

Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos’d fo ; 
But Kindnefs nobler ever than revenge, 

And nature ftronger than_his juft occafion, 
Made him give barttel to the Lionefs , 

Who quickly fell before him, in which hurtling 
From miferable flumber I awaked, 


As you like it. 


Whatto make thee an inftru- 

; : | > endured 
ment, and play falic firings upon thee ? not to be pages 
for I fee love hath made 
That if fhe love 


arie. 


Cel. Are you his brother > 
Rof. Wav’: you he refcu’d ? Ag i 
Cel. Was’t you that did fo oft contrive to killhim? 4 7 
Oli, >Twast but’tis not! ; Ido not thame tan 
To tell you what I was, fince my conveifion 
So fweetly tafts, being the thing Lam. 
Rof: But for the bloody napkin ? 
Ol. By and by. | ; 
When from the firft to laf betwixt ustwo, -_ 
Tears our recountments had moft kindly bath’d, 
As how I cameinto that defert place. 
In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me frefh array, and entertainment, 
Committing me unto my brothers love, 
Who led me inftantly unto his Cave, 
There ftript himtelf, and hereupon his arm: 
The Lionefs had corn forme flefh away, 
whictrall this while had bled ; and now he fainted, 
And cri’d in fainting upon ‘R efalinde, ‘ 
Brief, Irecover’d him, bound up his wound, 
And after fome mall {pace, being ftrong at hearts - 
He fent me hither, ftrenger as 1am 
Totell this, that you might excule 
His broken promife, and to give this napkin 
Died in his blood, unto the Shepherd youth, 


| That hein {port doth call his Rofalinde. 


Cel. Why how now Ganimed, {wect Ganimed? 

Oli, Many. will{woon when they do look-on blood. 

Cel. There is no more in it 5 Cofin Ganimed, ig 

Oli. Lock he recovers, 

Rof; 1 would were at home. 

Cel. We'llead-you thither. 

[ pray youtake him by the arm. 

Oli. Be of good cheer,youth: you aman ? 
You lack a mans heart. 

Rof. 1 do fo, { confefs it. Pe: 
Ah‘icra, abody would think this was well counterfeited, bs. 
Ipray you tell your brother how well I counterfeited :)_ 
heigh-ho. . 

Oli. This was not counterfeit, theré is too great teft 
many in your complexion. that it was paflion of ear-| 
neft, : 

R,of. Counterfeit, I affure you. ” 

Oli, Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeie to 
be a man. = 

Rof. So Ido: butifaith, 1 fhould have been a woman} _ 
by right. |. 

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler - 
homewards; good fi:, go with us. a 

Oli. That willl ; for I muft bear anfwer back | 
How you excufe my brother, Rofalizde. ; 

Rof. 1 fhall devitetomething : but! pray yeu commend] 
my counterfeiting to him , will you go? d 

Exeunti 


q 
ay 


Pray you draw} 


Adlus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Clown and Andrie. 
Clo. We fhall find a time ef udrie, patience gentle Au 
ead, Faith the Prie& was good enough, for all the old ‘ : 


Aud J, 1 know who ° js 


5 he hathno intereft j alt 
} > intereft in me in} 
the world; here comes the man youmean. a 


fe Enter William. . 
Clo. It ismeat and drink tome tofeea Clowns by my] 


| 
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troth, we that have good Wits have much to anfwer for : my Father’s Houte, and all the Reveny , that’ was old Sir | 
we fhall be flouting : wecannot hold, jRowland’s, will | eftate upon you; ; é atid dies 

Will. Good evn, Audrey. Shepherd. 
Aud, God ye good ev'n, William, 
Will, And good ev'n to you fir, Enter Rofalind. 
Clo. Goodev'n, gentle Friend. Cover thy head, cover 
thy head 5 Nay, prethee be cover'd. How old are you); Orl. Youhave my confent. 
Friend ? Let your Wedding be to morréw : thithe will 
Will. Five and twenty, fir, Invite the Duke, and all’s contented follower: 
Clo. Aripe age : is thy name William 2 Go you, and prepare Aliena; for look yo 
Will. William, (ir. Here comes my Rofalinde. : | 
Clo. A fair name. Was’t born i? th’ Forreft here ? | Rof. God fave you, brother, 
Will.t fir, 1 thank God. | Orl. And you, fair fifter. 
Clo, Thank God : a good anfwer : : | of; Oh my dear Orlando, how ‘it Srieves me to fee thee | 
Art rich ? | Wear thy heare in a fearfi 
Will, Faith fir, fo, fo. - | Ori: It is my arm. i 
Clo. So, fo, is good, very good, very excellent good: and| Xo/. Ithought my Heart had been wounded with the claws | 
yet itis not 5 it is but fo, fo. | of a Li n. : 
Art thou wife ? Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a Lady. / 
Will. | fir, 1 havea pretty Wit. _ Kof. Did your brother-tell you how 1 counterfeited: to | 
Clo, Why, thou fayeft well : 1 do now remember a fay-| ‘wound, w ihew’d me your ‘handkerchief ? 
ing; The Fool doth think he is wife, but the wife man} Ori. 2 ane Sreater wonders than that, 
knows himfelf to be a Fool. The Heathen Philofopher.| Rof O, I know where you are: Nay, “tis true: ‘there 
when he had adefire to eat a Grape, would open his lips| was never any thi ig {0 fudden, but the ficht of two Rame 
when he put it into his mouth, meaning thereby, that | : ar’s Thrafonical brags of, I came. wh andae roe 
Grapes were made to eat, and Lips to open. brother, ; n me they H 
You do love this maid ? ; but they los y | 
Will. I do, fir. but they figh’d’; no foorer heh’d, but tap 
Clo; Give me your hand; Art thou Learned ? ther the reafon s no fooner knew the tans } 
Will. No, fir. the remedy : add in thefe di Srees hav: va 
Clo. Then learn this of me, To have, is tohave. For it is} fairs to Marriage they will cli 1continerit, orelfe | 
a Figure in Rhetorick, that drink being poured out of a cup} be incontinent before mat e 3'the 1 the y Ww ' 


into a glals, by filling the one, doth empty the other. For| of Love, and they will together. .<Glubs ca {not ‘part 
all your Writcrs do confent, that ip/e ishe : now you arenot| them. 
ipfe ; for 1 am he. Or. They fhall be married to'merrow - and I will hid ch 
Will, Which he, fir 2 Duke to the Nuptial. But O, how bitter a in 
Clo. He fir, that wuft marry this woman : Therefore you | into happineis through another man’s eves: by fo much ¢ 
Clown, abandon: whichis in the vulgar, leave the focie-| more fhall I to morrow be at the height of heart-heavines 
ty: which in the boorifh, is company, of this Female : by how much J fhall think my brother happy, in-having what 
which in the common, is Wothan? which together, is, a | he wifhes for. 5 4 
bandon the fociety of this Female ; or; Clown, thou perith-| Ro.’ Why then to merrow I cannot ferve your tira for 
eft: or to thy better underftanding, dieft ; or (to wit) 1] Rofalinde ? a : 
kill thee; make thee away> tranflate thy life into death,| Or. Lcan live no longer by thinking. 
thy liberty into bondage: J will deal in poyfon with thee,|  Ro/.1 will weary you then no longer with idle talkin: 
or inbaftinado, or in fteel : | will bandy with thee in faéti-| Know of me then (for now | fpeak to jome purpofe ) 
on, I will o’re-run thee with policy 5 1 will kill thee a hun-| that I know you are 4 Gentleman of good conceit. f {peat 
dred and fifty ways; therefore tremble and depart. | 


a 


a 


steal aeeetntihedadendenemecieaeemmamenenenenneae en ae 


Aud. Do, good William. 
VVill. God ret you merry, fir. ; Exit. 
Enter Corin. 


Cor. Our Mafter and Miltris feeks vou: come away, a- 
way- 


Clo. Trip e4udrey, trip eA ndrey, | attend, heart, as your gefture cries it out, when your brother 
I attend, Exeunt | Marries Aliena you fhall marry her. 1 know int: 
| freights of Fortune the-is driven; and it is not impoffible } 
|_| | to me, if it appear not inconvenient to you, to fet her before | 
your eyés tomorrow, humane as fhe j >and without any | 

ang ‘ 

Scena Secunda oS eeesies Ge ee 
Na Secunda. Or, Speak’ft thou in fobér meanings? 


Rof. By my Lifeldo, which I tender dearly, tho I fay | 
: ama Magician: Therefore put you in your heft arr bid 
Enter O LOli if Se) sat your belt arrayy bic 
tlando and Oliver. your Friends: For if you will be married to morrow, you 
hall, and to Rofalinde, if You will 
PS Pm : ° ? = ie 
_ Or. 1s’: poffible; that on fo little acquaintance you fhould r f 
P) Be oa e y a pd . . ' 
like her ? that, 7 lecing, you fhould love her 2 ; Enter Silvius, and Phebe. 
And loving woo ? and wooing, the fhould grant ? And will _ 
you perievere to enjoy her ? 

Ol. Neither call the giddinefs of it in queftion, the po. 
eth: of her, the fall ae quaentss my fudden wooing, | To thew the Letter that f writ to you. 
nor fudden conicnting ; Mccelie = me, I love Alieng : Rof. Tcare not if Phave: irismy tudy 
fay with her, that fhe loves me 7 content with both; that | To feem dilpitefal and ungentle to you: 
we may ehjoy each ogher : is thalt be to your good 3°For 


Look, here comes a Lover of mine, anda Lover of hers, 
Phe, Youth, you have done me much angentlene(s, 


You 
* } 
SS eteersapatinen = . 
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oo ee es 
vid bya faithfol Shepherd 5 
Look: pon him, love him: he wor {hips you. 
Phe. Good Shepherd, tell his youth what 
Sil, tvis to be mate allof fighs and tears > 
and fo am for Phebe. 
Phe. And} for Ganimed. 
| @r. And | for Refalend. | 
of And 1 for no woman. ' 
| a fis ro beall made of faith and fervices 
; Ard fo ain l ‘or E hebe. 
Phe, and { for Ganimed, 
Or. And for Rofalind. 
Rof, And Lior no woman. 
Sj]. It is to beall made of fantafie, — 
All made of paffion, and all made of wifhes, 
All adoration, duty and obfervance, 
| All humblenets, all patience, and impatience, 
| All puricy, all trial, allobfervance 5 
| and fo am J for Phebe. 
Phe. And fo ara I for Ganimed. 
Or. 4nd foam I for Rofalind. 
Rof, Aad fo am I for no woman. 
| ye 1: this be fo, why blame you me to love you? 
| sf Tf this befe, why blame you me to Jove you? 
Or \f thisbe fo, why blame you me to love you? 


"tis to loves 


Rof. Why do you fpeak too ? Why blame you me to love 
you? 


Or. nor doth not hear. 


To her that isnot here; 


Rof Pray you no more of this; *tis like the howling of 
ir Wolves againft the Moons 


Lwillhelp youif Ican; I 
would love you if I could: To morrow mect me all together; 
Lwillmarry y 4, if ever [marry Woman, and ble be matri- 
ed tomorrow: I will fatishie you, if ever | fatisfird man, and 
you fhall be married to morrow. i will content you, if what 

pleafes you contents YOU, and you fhall be married to mor- 
row. As youlove Rofalind meet, as YOu love Phebe mest, and 
as Lloveno woman, Vlemeet. So fare you well, 1 have left 

you comm :nds. ‘ 

1” Sif. Ple aot fail, if Llive. 

Pio. Nor 1. 
Or, Nor lL. Exeunt. 
aaa nee 

i 


Scena Lertia. 
Enter Clown and Audrey: 


* 
Ch. Te morrow isthe joyful days Audrey, to morrow 
will we be married. 
4m. (do defire it with all my heart: and! hopeitis no 
dithoneft defire, to defire to be a woman of the world. 
Here come twoof the banifh’d Duke’s Pages. 


Enter two Pages, 


t. Pa, Well met honeft Gentleman. 

Clo By my troth well met: come, fit, fit, and a fong. 

+ Pa. Weare for you, fir i’th’ middle. 

1. Pa, Shatl we clap inco’troundly, without hauking, or 
fpitring, or faying we are hoarfe, which are the only pro- 
logues to. a bad voice. ; : 

>, Pa. Vfaith’ faith, and both in tune, like two Gyp/ics en 

1a horle. : 
» Song. 
Je was a Lover and bis Lafs, 
with « hey,and aho, and a hey nonind, 
That o're the green corn field did pals 
Inthe {pring time; the only pretty rang time, 
When birds do fing, bey ding a ding, ding. 
Sweet Lovers love the {pring. 


| Te it. 


Meee ene ee on FAT Pa 


And therefore take the prefent times 
Wish a bey, and abo, and a bey nontila 5 
For love is erowned with the prime. 

In [pring-time, &c. 


Beeween the acres of the Rie, 

With abey, and abo, and a bey nonine 5 

Thefe pretty Country-folks would lie, 
Inthe {pringstime, &. 


T he Carrol they began that hour, 
VVith abey, and abo, and a bey nonino s 
How that a Life was but a Flower, 

Inthe {pring-time, &ic. 


€lo. Truly young Gentlemen, though there wasno great} 
matter in the ditty, yet the note was very untunable,  f 
t. Pa. Youare deceiv’dofir, we keep time, we loft notour a 
time. ; eye 
Cle, By my troth, yes: Teount it but time loft to hear fuch | 
a foolith fong, God buy you, and Ged mend your voices, | 
Come Audrey. ; Exewu.| 


oe 


Scena Quarta. 


2 
f 


Enter Duke Senior, Amye 
sa Celia. 


Du. Sen. Dok thou believe, Orlando, thatthe boy | 

Can do all this that he hath promifed ? be 
Or. | fometimes do believe, and fometimes de not 5 

Asthofe that fear they hope, and know they fear. 


* Enter Rofalinde , Silvius, awd Phebe. 


Rof. Patience once more, whiles our compaét is urg” 
You fay, if 1 bring in your Rofalinde, q 
You will beftow her on Orlando here? a 
Du. Sen. That would I, had 1 Kingdoms to give with het 
Rof. And you fay you will have her when Ibring her ? | 
Or. That wouldl, were lof all Kingdoms King. ‘¢ 
Rof. You fay you'l marry me, if 1 be willing. 
Phe. That will 1, fhould | die the hour alter. 
Rof. Butif you do refule to marry me, 
You’l give your felf to this moft faithful Shepherd. 
Phe. Sois the bargain. 
Rof- You fay, that you’lhave Phebe, if fhe will? 
Sil. Tho to have her and death were both one thing. 
Rof. Lhave promis’d to make all this matter even: 
Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your Daughter 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his Daughter: 
Keep you your word, Phebe, that you'l marry me 4 
Or elfe refufing me, to wed this fhepherd ; 
Keep your word, Silvius, that you’imarry her, 
if the refule me; and from hence | go 
To make thefe doubts all even. 
ExigRof and Cali 
_ Da. Sen. Udo remembet in this fhepherds boy, 
Seme lively touches of my daughte:’s favour, 
Or. My Lord, the firft time that Lever faw him, 
ethought he was a brother to your daughter 5 
But my good Lord, this boy is Forreft bora, 
And hath been tutor’d in the Rudiments 
Of many defperate fludies by his Unckle, 
Who he reports to bea great Magician. Bas: | 
| 
Enter Clown and Audrey. 4 | 


1 
Obfcured in the circle of this Forreft. aa. ‘| 
Fag: There isfure another flood toward, and thefe co i 


a) 


As you like it. 


les are coming to the Ark. Here comes a pair of very 
ftrange bealts, which in all tongues are Call’d Fools. 

Clo. Salutation and greeting to you all, 

Faq. Good my Lord bid him welcome, This is the Mot- 
ley-minded Gentleman that | have fo often met in the For- 
reft: he hath been a Courtier he {wears 

CLifany man doubt that,let him put me to my purgation, 
{have trod a meafure, I have flattred a Lady, | have been 
policick with my friend, {mooth with mine enemy, I have 
undone three Tas/ors, | have had four quarrels, and like to 
have fought one. Phe. lf. fight and thape be true, wh RS 

Faq. And how was that tane up? Rof. Vle fa no Raney i vod Ke Iden ny Loveddiev. 

Cly, Faith we met, and found the quarrel was upon the fe- | I’le have no Husband, if yoube not he: 
venth caule. Nor ne’re-wed woman, if you be not the, 

Faq. How the feventh caufe ? Good my Lord, like this] _ Aly. Peace hoa: I bar confufion 5 
fellow. Tis I muft make conclufion 


rt ht 


Good Duke receive thy daughter, 
Hymen from heaven brougkt her, 

Yea, brought ber hither, 
That thou mighs’/? j-yn her band with kis, 
Whofebeart within his bofom is. 


Rof. To you T give my felf ; for 1am yours. 

Or, To youl give my telf; for 1am yours. 

Du. Self there betruthin fight, you are my davghter. 
Or. If ‘there be truth in fight, you are my R ofalind, ) 


See ceeinneiamnenenmenen cpeneecee 


Clo. God’sld you fir, 1defire you of the like: 1 prefs in | Here’s 


eafes. 

Faq. But for the feventh caufe: How did you find the 
quarrel on the feventh cautfe ? 

Clo. Upona Lie feven times removed. (bear your body 
more feeming Audry): as thus, fir: [did diflike the cut of a 
certain Courtier’s beard: he f:nt me word, If I faid his 
beard was not cut well, he wasin the mifd it was:_ this .is 
call’d the retort Courteous, If] fent him word again, it was 
wellcut, he would fend me word, he cut it to pleafe him- 
felf: this is call’d the quip modeft. If again, it was not well 
cut, he difabled my judgment : this is call’d the reply chur- 
lifh, If again, ic was not wellcur, he would anfwer, I fpake 
hot true: this is call’d thereproof valiant. If again, it was 
not well cut, he would fay, Lie: this is call’d the counter. 
check quarrelfome : and fo to the Lie circumftantial, and che 
Lie dire&. - 

F2q. And how oft did you fay his beard was not well 
cut ?. 

Clo. Idurft go no further than the Lic circumftantial : nor 
he durft not give me the Lie direét.: and fo we meafur’d 
fwords, and parted. 
bs 7aq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of the 

ies 

Clo. O fir, we quarrel in Print, by the book: as you have 
books for good manners : I willname you the degrees. The 
firft, the Retort courteous: the fecond, the Quip modett : 
the third, che Reply churlifh ; the fourth, the Reproof va- 
liant : the fifth, the Countercheck quarrelfome: the fixth, 
the Lie with circumftance: thefeventh, the Liedire&. All 
thefe you may avoid, but the Lie direét: and you may a- 
void that too, with an If. I knew when feven Juftices could 
not take up a Quarrel, but when the parties Were met 
themfelves, one of them thought but of an If; as, If you 
faid fo, then I faid fo: and they fhook hands, and fwore 
ras Your Ii isthe only peace-maker: much virtue in 

Faq. Is not this a rare fellow, my Lord? He’s as good at 
any thing, and yet,a Fool. 

Du, Sen. Fe ufes his Folly like a ftalking-borfe, and un- 
derthe prefentation of that he fhoots his Wit. 


Ext.r Hymen, Rofalind, and Celia. 
Still Mufick, 
Fymen: Tien ss there mirth in b aveny 


When earthly things made even 
attone yogether. 
* 
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Whiles a Wedlock Hymn we fing, 
| Feed your felves with queftioning: 
That reafon, wonder may dimini 
| How thus we mit, and thefe things § 


\ Pl. : 
‘Wedding %& great Jox0’s crown, 
atl Oo bleffed bond of board and bed: 
*Tis Hymen peoples every toun, 
Fiigh wedlock then be honoured - 
Honour, bigh bonour and renown 


To Hymen, Ged of every Town. 


Du. Set. O my dear Neece, welcome thou art to me; 
Even daughter, welcome, in no lefs degree. 

Phe. | will not eat my word, now thou art mine, 
Thy Faith, my Fancy to thee doth combine. 


Enter Second Brother: 


2, Bro Let me have audience for a word or 

I am the fecond Son cf old Sir Rowland, 
That bring’ thefe tidings to this fair Affembly. 
Duke Frederick hearing how that everyday’ =: if 
Men of great worth reforted to thigForreft,: 
Addreftamighty power which wéré dn foot 
In his own conduc, purpofely’te take! — 

His brother here, and put: him t6 thefword : 
And to the skirts ofothis:wild’ Waod he cames 
Where meeting with an‘old réligiousman, 
After fome qu: ftion with him, was coriverted © 
| Both from his enterprize, and from the world : 
| His Crown bequeathing co his banifh’d Brother, 
| And all their Lands reftor’d to him again 

That were with him exif’d. Thistobe true, 

I do engage my life. GS.8 

Du. Sen. Welcome, young man : 

Thou offer'ft fairly to thy brother’s wedding ; 
To one his Lands with+held, and to the other 

A Landirfelf at large, a potent Dukedome. 

Firft, in this Forreft, let us'dd thofé ends’ 

That here were well begun, and well begot ¢ 

And after, every of this happy number 

That have endur’d (hrewd days and-nights with us, 

Shall fhare che good of our returned Fortune, 

According to the sheafure of their tates. 

Mean time, forget this new-fal’n dignity, 

2 


twos. 


And} 
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Fbe taming of the Shrew. 
oaeS : As we docruft, thev'] end in true delignts. a 
And fall into our Rufick Revelty ¢ af 5 all Rof. le is not the fafhion to fee the Lady the Epilo 
Ply Mu‘ick, and you) Brides ee ait : but as no more unhandfome than to fee the Lord the Pro} 
" hiieaad you rightly, logue. If it be true, that good Wine needs no Bufh, "tis ty | 
that a good Play needs no Epilogue. Yet to good Wine 
they do ufe good Bufhes ; and good Plays prove the be r| 
by the help of good Epilogues. What a cafe am] in then,| 
2. Bro, He oe I «out of thefe convertites ‘that am neither a good Epilogue, nor cannotinfinvate with! 
544. To dnj sane A be beard and learn’d: youin the behalf of agood Play? 1 am not furnify'd tik | 
There 1s muct ee at bequeath Beggars therefore to beg will not become me. My, 
You to your ee your vertue weildeferves it : isto conjure you 3 and Ple begin with the women, | charge) 
ey a “ sont true Faith doth merit 5 you (O women) for the love you bear to men, tolike val 
You toa Loves és ha" Love; and great Allies 5 much of this Play as pleafes you: And 1 charge you (0) 
5 ap ee vel deferved bed 5 {men ) for the love you bear to women (as I perceiveby yx 
You toa one pee shp for thy loving Voyage fimpring, none of you hates them), that between you and) 
And you fo pape ota OR ; Soto your pieafures 5 the women, the Play may pleafe. If l were a woman, j]_ 
iebut tor eae ea for dancing meafures: '«: would kifs as many of you as had beards chat pleagd mel 
Fama for ornee t vib aol flay. : complexious that lik’d mes and breaths chat Rae 4 
ee Ses a eet 1: what you would have,’ And | antfure,-as many a have good beards, ot good face| 
, a nag ei Bins abandon’d caves vs Exit, | or {weet breaths, will for my kind offer, when I make 
; poh a. Piocacd; proceed, we will begin thefe rights, | fic, bid me farewel. 


| 
With meature heep’d. in joy, 

%aq. Sir, by your patience: Lt | hear 
rhe Duke hath q. religious Life 

The Duke bath put on a.reugious “3 

And.thtown into neglect the pompeus Court. 


= 


faming of the Shrew. 


Attus Primus. Scena Prima. 


oe pa \ | Han. Why, Belman is as food ashe, my Lords; 
sar and Hoftefs, Chriftophero Sly. He cried upon it at the meereft lofs 
oe aces nag - hege de x m : And twice today pick’d out the dullett fent: 
ges ss ae Truft me, I take him for the better dog. 
ae Le Oe Kah Lord, Thou art a Fool, if Eccho were as fleet, 
9, Le pheeze you in Faith; I would eftecm him worth a dozen fuch. 
» oft. A pairof Stocks, you Rogue. | But fup them well; and look unto them all, 
1, - wBeg. Varea baggage’; the Siiessare | To morrow Fintend to hunt again. 
WWE SS no, Rogues., Lookin the Chronicles,| Han. Iwill, my Lord. ee 
AMO Ze, we-came in with Richard Conquerour:| — Lord. What's here? one dead, or drunk ? See, doth he a 
therefore, Pancus pallabris , Let. the'] breathe ? Ui S03 ae 
world flides; Seflasc: . 2. Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Were he not warm’d with 
Ni. ‘Heft.Youwiitinotpay for the glaffes | Ale, this werea bed but cold to fleep fo foundly. 
; oyaouhave burfelns diiw oeinoso syd" Lord. © monftrous beaft !! ‘how like a Swine he lies! 
Beg. No, not adenicre s, goby.Si Fexonimy, goto thy cold'| Grim death; how foul and loathfom is thine image ! 
bed, and warar thee, - bog gscaiqisiea e | or croc] Sirsy Twill pratife on this drunken man. 
| Hoff.i know my,Remedys 1 muft-go fetch theHeadbo- | What think you if he were convey’d to bed, 
rough. g-mid or b*rofisrebrs. le be s| Wrap’d in tweet cloaths: Rings put upon his finger 5 
| Beg: Third, or fouith, or fifeBoroughs!’leianfwer himby | A moft delicious banquet by his bed, 
Liw ; lle not budg an inch, boy: Letihimcome, and | And>brave attendants near him when he wakes, 
Kindly. = nBiP RA Pallswafleep. | Would not the Beggar then forget himfelf? 
: oo” eee = ye 1 logod | a Eun, Believeme, Lord, lthink he cannot chufe. | 
Wind horus. Enter a Lord from hunting, with bistrain, | 2. Hun. It would’feem ftrange unto him when he wak’d. | 
sitatuCl 109 att toned | Lord. Even as a flitv’ring dream, or worthlefs fancy, | 
, Lo. Huntfman, I charge thee tender well my hounds, Then take him up, and manage well the jeft : 
Erach Merriman, the poorOur isimboft, i ovo se? | Carry him gently to my faireft Chamber, 
And courle (lowder withthe deep-mouth’d brach. And hang it round with all my wanton pitures : 
{ Sev thou, not, boys how Sslwer made it good © Balm his foul head in warm diftilled Waters, 
At the hedg corner, in the coldeft fault, And burn {weet wood to make thé Lodging {weet : 
1 would not lofe the dog for twe ity pound. Procure me Mufick ready when he wakes, 
fools a eid pasty MTT 


ce. 


To make a dulcet anda Heavenly found ; 
And if she chance to fpeak, be ready ftraigh 
( And witha low {ubmiflive reverence 
Say, what is it your Honour will command ; 
Let one attend him with a filver Bafon 
Full of Rofe-water, and beftrew’d with Flowers, 
Another bear the Ewer : the third a Diaper, 
And fay, will pleafe your Lord fhip cool your hands ? 
Some one be ready with acoftly fuit, 
And ask him what apparel he will wear : 
Another tell him of his hounds and horte, 
and that his Lady mourns at his diieafe, 
Perfwade him that he hath been Lunatick , 
And whenhe fays heis, fay that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty Lord : 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle firs; 
| It will be paftime pafling excellent, 
‘If it behusbanded with modefty. 

1. Hun. My Lord, I warrant you we will play our part, 
As he fhall think by our true diligence 
Heis nolefs than what we fay he is, 

Lord, Take him up gently, and to bed with him, 
And each one to his cffice when he wakes. 

Soud Trumpets. 

Sirrah, go fee what Trumpet ’tis that founds , 
Belike fome noble Gentleman that means 
( Travelling fome journey ) to repofe himf<If here. 


Enter Servingman, 


How now? (whois it ) 
Ser, Ant pleafe your henour, Playrs 
That offer fervice to your Lorcthip. 


Enter Players. 


Lord. Bid them come near : 
Now fellows, you are welcome. 
Pla. We thank your honour- 
Lor. Do youintend to ftay with me to n'ght ? 
2. Pla. So.pleafe your Lordthip to accept our duty. 
Lord. With all my heart. This fellow Lremember, 
Since once he plaid a Farmer’s eldett fony 
*Twas where you woo’d the Gentlewoman fo well : 
I have forgot your name: but fure that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturaliy perform'd 
Sim: I think ?twas Soto thac your honour means. 
Lord. ’Visvery true, thou cidft it excellent: 
Weil you are come to mein happy time, 
The rather for | have fome {port in hand, 
Wherein your cunning can affift me much. 
There is a Lord will hear you play to night : 
But Lama doubtful of your modefties, 
Left over eying of his odd behaviour, 
| (For yet his honour never heard a Play ) 
You break into fome merry paflion, 
and fo offend him: for I tell vou firs, 
If you fhould {mile, he grows impatient. 
Pla. Fear not my Lord, we can contain our felves, 
Were he the verieft antick in the world. 
Lord. Go fizra, take them to the Buttery, 
And give them friendly we/come every one, 
Let them want nothing that my houte affords, 
Exit one with the Players. 
Sirra go you to Bartholmew my page, 
And fee him dreft in all fuits like a Lady: ‘ 
That done, condu& him tothe Drunkards: chamber, 
And call him Madam, do him obsifance : 
Teli him from me (as ke will-winmy love J 
He bear himfe!f with honourable aétion 
Such as he hath obfery'din noble Ladies 
Unto their Lords, by them accomplithed, 
Such duty to the Drunkard let him do: 
With foft low songue, and lowly courtefy, 


to 
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The Taming of the Shrew. 
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| Andiay: What is’cyour Honour will command, 
Wherein your Lady, and your humble Wife, 


May fhew her duty, and make -known hr love 
And then with kind embracements, tempting 
And with declining head into his bofome 

Bid him fhed tears, asbeing overjoyed 
To fee her noble Lord refior’d to healet 
VVho for this feven years hath efteemed him 
No better than a poor and Isach{om begger : 
And if the boy have not a wom:ns gif 
To raina fhower of commandcd tears, 

An Onion will do well for Sich fhift, 
VVhich in a Napkin (being clofe convey J) 
Shall in defpight enforce a watry eye: 

See this difparch’d with all. the hafie thou ca: 
Anon Vle give thee more inftructions. 


fe 
*? 


Exit a Servingman, 


I Know the boy will well ufurp the grace, 

Voice, gate, and ation of a Gentlewoman. 

I long to hear him call the Drunkard, husbands 

And how my men will ftay themfelves from laughter, 
VVhen they do homage to this fimple pealant, 

Plein tocountfel them: haply my pretence 

May well abate the over merry ipleen, 

VVhich otherwile would 


Brow into extreams, 


Enter aloft the Drunkard with attendants, fome with apparel, 


ev 


Bafon and Ewer, and other appurtenances, aia Lord, 
Beg. For Gods fake a pot of fmall Ale. 


1. Ser. Wwe pleafe your Lorcthip drink acu 


2. Ser. Wil’e pleafe your Honour 

ferves ? 
3» Sere Whatraiment will your Honour wear to day? 
Beg. lam Chriftophero Shie,-call not me honour, ner 


Lordfhip: | ne’re drank fack*in my lifes andif you give 
me any Gonferves, give me Conferyes of Beef: ne’re ask 
me what raiment Pile weary for L have no more Doub'sts 
than Backs one! more, Stockings than. Leggs: nor no 
more Shuoes thanFeet, nay. fometimes more Fect than 
Shooes, or fuch Shoocsas my Toes look through the over- 
leather. 

Lor, Heavirceafe thisidle humour in your Honour. 
Oh that a mighcy man of fuch deicent, 
Of tuch poff fions,.-and fo high efteem, 
Should be infated veith fo foul a fpicir. 


Beg. What, would you make memad ? Am not 1 Chri- 
frophero Slie, old Sirs ton of Bu ton heath, by bitth aPed- 


ler, by ecucation a Card-makers by tranta utation a bear- 
herd, and now by pretent.profeffion a ‘Tinker. Ask A4ar- 
rian Hacket the fat Ale-wite of Wincet, if fhe know me 
not: ifthe fay | ammot xiv.d. on the {core for iheer Ale, 
{core me up for thelying‘t.inave in Chriftendome. What I 
am not beftraught: her €’s 
1. Man. Oh this it is that makes your Lady mourn. 
2, Man. Oh this.is it that.makes your fervants droop. 
Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred fhuns your 
.As beaten hence. by your ftrange Lunacy. Choule, 
‘Oh Noble Lord, bethink thee of. thy, birth, 
Call home thy ancient thoughts from banifhmcat, 
And banifh hence the abje&t lowly dreams : 
Look how thy fervants do attend on thee, 
Each in his office ready at thy beck. 
Wilt thou have Mufick ? Heark, Apollo plays 
And twenty caged Nightingales do fing. 
Or wilt thou fleep ? -We’l have thee toa Couch, 
Softer-and tweeter than the lufiful bed 
On purpofe trimm’d up for Semiramis. 
Say thou wilcwalk , we will beftrow the ground. 
Or wilt thou ride ? thy hoffes fhall be trapp’d, 
Their harnefs ftudded all with Gold and Pearl. 
Doft thou lovehawking ? thou haft Howks will foa 
Above the morning Lark. Oc.wilt thou hunt, 
Q 3 Thy 


EP 


er 


ea 
Ca 


Mufick. 


e 
& 


} 
{ 


1196 | 


i be 1 aming of aSbrem, 
aie ee era errand em PLSRRARS 3S ielielasoicandeaaa ERR 


i Being all this time abandon’d from your bed, 


Thy Hounds thallimake: the Welkia aufwer them, 1 os 
’ Beg. Tis much, fervants leave me and her alone’ 


And ferch fhrill ecchots from the hollow earth. 


1. Man, Say thou wils courfe, ea ; . 
As breathed Stags: 1, fecter than the> Roe. fwalt La. Thrice noble Lord, let me entreat of you 
{ 


2.4. Dok thou love pitures ? we will fetch thee ftraight | To pardon me yet for anight or two: 
Adonis painted by a running brook, Or if not fo, until the Sun be fer. 
And Citberea allin fedges hid, For your phyficians have exprefly charg’d; 
Warch feem to move, and wanton with her breath, In perilto incur your former malady, 
Evcn as the waving fedges play with wind, That I fhould yet abfent me from your bed 5 
Lard We'lthew thee Fo, as fhe was a ‘maid, I hope this reaton ftands for my ¢xcule. 
And how fhe was beguiled and turpriz’d, Beg. I, it ands fo that I may hardly tarry fo long ae. 
As lively painted, asthe dged was done. But I would be loth to fall into my dreams again: | will] 
3. Man. Or Daphne roming through a thorny.woed, therefore tarry indefpight of the fieth and the blood, es 
Scratching her Legs, that one {hall wear fhe bleeds, 
And at that fight thail fad Apollo weep, Enter a Meflenger. 
So workmanly the blood and tearsare drawn. ee Y 
Lord: Thou arta Lord, and nothing buta Lord : Mef. Your honours Players hearing your amendment, 
Thou halt a Lacy far more beautiful, Arecome to play a pleafant Comedy, ’ 
Thanany woman ia this waining age. | For fo your Doors hold it very meet, 
1. Man. And till rhe tears that the bach fhed for thee, | Seeing too much fadnefs hath congeal’d your blood, 
Like envious floods, o’rerun-her lovely face, | And melancholly is the Nurfe of frenzy, 
She was the faireft creature in the world, Therefore they thought it good you hear a Play; 
And yet the. is iaferior to none. | And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 
‘Beg. Amv} a Lord,and have f fucha Lady ? Which birs a thoufand harms, and lengthens life. 
Or do | dream ? or have I dream’d till now ? Beg. Marry I will, let them play, is it not a Comon| 
do not fleeps Ifee,T hear, Ufpeak : ty, a Chriftmas gambold, or a tumbling trick? A 
Timell {weet favours, and I feel foft things: Lady. No my good Lord, it is more pleafing ftuff, : 
Upon my life am a Lord indeed, Beg. What, houfholdftuff ? : 
And nota Tinker, nor Chriftopbero Slie. Lady. It is akind of hiftory. 
Well, bring our Lady hither co our fight, Beg. Well, we'l fee’t : 
And once apain a poto’ch’ {mallet Ale. Come Madam Wife, fit by my fide, 
2. Le bee pleafe your Mightinefs to wafh your | And let the world flip, we fhall ne’re be younger: 
ands? oy 
Oh how we joy to fee your wits reftor’d, Flourifh. Enter Lucentio, and bis man Tranio 
Oh that once more you knew but what you are : : : 
Thefe fifteen years you have bees ima dream, Lue. Tranio,fince forthe great defi 
Or when you wak’d, fo wek’d asif -you flept. To fee fair Padua, nurfery Se nae sie ap 
Beg. Thefefifteen years, by my fay,.a goodly nap, { am arriv’d for fruitful Lambardy, 
Burdid I never {peak of all that time? The pleafant garden of great Italy 
1, Man, Oh-ves, my Lord, but very idle words, And by my fathers love and leave am arm’d 
For tho you lay here inthis goudly chamber, With his good will, and thy good company. 
Yet would you fay, ye werebeaten out of door, My trufty fervant well approv’din all 
And rail upon the Hoftels of the houle, Here let us breathe, and happly inftitute 
And fay you would prefent her at the Leet, A courfe of Learning, and ingenious ftudies. 
Becaule fhe brought Stone Jugs, and no feal’d quarts : Pifa renowned for grave Citizens 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacker. Gave me my being, and my father firft 
Beg, 1, the womans maid of the houte. A Merchant of great Traffick through the world: 
3. Ma. Why fir, you Kaow no houl*, nox no fuch maid, | Viacentio’s come of the Bentivolié ‘ 
Nor no fuch men as you have reckon’d up, Vincentio’s fon, brought up in Florent, 
As Stepber Slie, and old Fobn Naps of Greece, It fhall become to ferve all hopes conceiv'd 
And Peter Turph, and Henry Pompernell, To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds 
And twenty more fuch names and men asthefe, And therefore Tranio, for the time I ftud 
Which never were, nor no man ever faw. Virtue and that part of Philofophy 7 
Beg. Now Lord be thanked formy good amends. Willlapply, that treats of happinefs, 
All. Amen. argohees {pecially to be atchiev’d: 
ain tes ell me thy mind, for | have Pi/@ 
Enter Lady with etttendants, Andam Padna come, ashe patna 
; A thallow plath, to plunge him in: ; 
Beg. 1 thank thee, thou fhalt not tofe by it. And with fatiety ‘tke = ssi ae 
Lady How fares my noble Lord? Tra. Me Pardonato, gentle matter dive 
Beg. Marty 1 fate'wel, for here is cheer enough. ‘Lam ina'l affetted as your felf ol: 
Whereis my Wifes? Seyi s Glad that you thus continue your refolve 
La. Here noble Lord, what is thy will with her ? To fuck the fweets of {weet Philofophy, 
Beg. Sreyoumy Wife, and will not call me Husband ? | Only (good mafter ) while we do yr 
My men fhould call me Lord, Tam your good man, This virtue, and this moral difci iia 
La, My Husband and my Lord, my Lord and Husband, | Let’s be no Stoicks, nor no flocks | or ‘ 
{am your Wife ina f obedience. Or fordevote to eAriffotles check pray 4 
Beg. Tknowit wel, whit muft Teal her ? ; As Ovid be an outcaft qui nes 
Lord: Madam. alk Logick with ae dices mi oe ) 
Beg. Alce Madam, or Foue Madam ? And practice hewitt i aves atyouhave, 
Lord, Madam, and nothing elfe, fo Lords call Ladies: | Mufick and Poefy ufe to qui k a 
Beg. Madam wife, they fay that [have dream’d, The Mathematicks, and een bs 
And flept about fome fifteen year and more. Fall to them as your fhowaict rhe _ 
Lady. 1, and the time feems thirty untome, | No profit grows, where is io slates tane : 


thy Grayhounds are as} Madam undrefs you, and come now to bed. 
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In brief fir, fudy whac you moft affea. 
Luc, Granercies Tranio, weil doft thou advife, 
If Biondello thou wert come afhore, 
Wecould at once put us in readinefs, 
And take a lodging fic to entertain 
Such friends (as time) in Padua thall beget. 
But ftay a while, what company is this ? 
Tra. Mafter fome fhew to welcome us to Town. 


Enter Baptifta with his two daughters, Katherina and 


Bianca, Gremio a Paxtalown, Hortenfio a Snitor 
to Bianca, Lucen. Tranio, fand by. 


Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farthe, 
For how I firmly am refolv’d you know : 
| ‘That is, not to beftow my youngeft daughter, 
} Before i have a husband for the elder : 
| If either of you both love Katherina, 
Becaufe | Know you well, and love you well, 
Leave fhall you have to court her at your pleafure, 
Gre. TYocarther rather. She’stoo rough forme, 
There, there Hortentio, will you any Wife ? 
Kat. | pray you fir, is it your will 
Tomake a ftale of me amongft thofe mates? 
Hor, Mates maid, how mean you that ? 
No mates for you, 
Unlefs you were of gentler milder mould. 
Kat, Pfaith fir, you fhall never need to fear, 
I wis it isnot half way to her heart : 
But if it were, doubt not, her care fhall be, 
To comb your noddle with a three-legge’d fool , 
And paint your face, and ufe youlikea fool. 
Hor, From ail fuch Devils, good Lord, deliver us. 
Gre. And me too, good Lord: 
Tra. Hufh'd mafter, here’s fome good paftime tow ard, 
That wench is ftark mad, or wonderful froward, 
Lac. But in the others filencedol fee, 
Maids mild behaviour and fobriety. 
Peace Tranio, 
Tra, Well faid Mafter, mum, and gaze your fill, 
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may foon make good 
What Ihave faid, Bianca get youin, 
And letit not difpleafethee, good Bianca, 
For L willlove thee ne’re the lefs my girl. 
Kat, A pretty peat, it is beft put finger in the eye, 
and fhe knew why. 
Bian, Sifter content you in my difcontent. 
Sir, to your pleature humbly I fub{cribe : 
My books and inftruments fhall be my company, 
On them ro look and praétice by my felf. 
Tuc. Heark Tranio,thou maift hear Atinerva {peak. 
Hor. Signior Baptijta, will you be fo ftrange, 
Sorry am I that our goad will effc&s 
Branca’s grief. 
Gre. Why will you mew her up 
( Signior Baptifta ) for this fiend of hell, 
And make her bear the penance of her tongue ? 
Bap. Gentlemen content ye: I am refolv’d : 
Go in Bianca. 
And for I know fhe taketh moft delight 
In Mufick, Inftruments, and Poetry, 
School-mafters will keep within my houfe, 
Fit to inftruG her youth. If you Hortentio, 
Or fignior Gremio you know any {uch, 
Prefer them hither, for to cunning men, 
I will be very kind and liberal, 
To mine own children, in good bringing up, 
And fo farewel: Katherina you may ftay, 
For { have more to commune with Bianca. 
Kat. Why, and I truft [may go'too, may I not ? 
What fhall I be appointed hours as tho 
(Belike.) Iknew not what to take, 
And what to leave ? Ha. Exit. 
Gre. You may go to the devils dam : your gifis are fo 


Exit. 
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good, here is none will hold you; our love is not fe great 
Hortentio » but wemay blow our nails together, and” faft 
it fairly out. .Ourcake’s dow on both fides, Farewe} . 
yet for the love I bear my {weet Biarez, if 1 cen by any 
means light ona fit mano teach her that wherein the de- 
lights, I will with him toher father. 

for. So will 1 Signior Gremiosbut a wérd | pray : 
the nature of our quarrel yet never brook’d parlee, know 
how upon advice, it toucheth us both 5 that we may yet 
again have zecefs to our fair Miftrefs, and be happy 
tivals in Bianca’s love, tolabour and effet one thing tpx- | 
happy man be hisdole ; ie chat runs faltcft gets the Ring ; 


cially, | 
How fay you Signiot Gremio? { 


Gre. What’s that I pray ? 
Hor, Marry fir, to get a husband for her fifter, 
—é F . t 
Grem. | am agreed, and would! had given him the beft 
horfein Padua to begin his wooing that would throughly 


Gra. A husband ; a Devil. 
Hor, (fay a husband. 

woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the houfe of her. 

Come on. 
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Gre. Ifay a devil: Think’sthou, Hortentio, though her 
father be very rich,any man isfo very a fool to be married 
tohell ? 

Hor, Tuth Gremio 4 tho it pafs your patience and mine 
to endure her lewd alarums, why man, there be good fel- 
lows in the world, and a man could lighton them, woul, 
take her with all:her faults, and money enough. 

Gre Icannot tell 5 but I had as ‘lief take her dowry 
with this condition , to be whipt at the high crofs every 
morning. 

For, Faith ( as you fay ) there’s {inall choicein rotten 
apples: come, fince this bar in law makes us friends; it 
fhallbe fo forth friendly maintain’d, till by helping Bap- 
tiffa’s eldeft daughter to a husband, we fet his younget free 


for a husband, and then have to’t afrefh: Sweet Branca; 


Exeunt ambo, Manet Tranio and Lucexcio 
Tra. I pray fir te!l me, is ie poffible 
That love fhould on afudden takeduch hold ? 
Lue. Oh Tranio, til! I fcund it tobe true, 
[ never thought it poffible or likely. 
But fee, while idly I flood looking on, 
{ found the effet of Love inidlencf, 
And now in plainnefs toconfels to thee 
That art to meas fecret and as dear 
As Anna tothe Queen of Carthage was: 
Tranto \ burn, | pine] perith Tranio, 
If Latchieve not this young modeft girl : 
Counfel me Tranio, for 1 know thou canf : 
Affilt me Tranio, for i know thou wilt. 
Tra. Mafter, itis no time to chide you now, 
Affetion is not rated from the heart; 
if love touch’d you, nought remains but fo, 
Redime te captum quarh queas minimo, : 
Luc. Gramercies Lad : go forward, this contents, 
The reft will comfort, for thy counfel’s found. 
Tra. Mafter, you look’d fo longly on the Mad 
Perhaps you marked not what’s the pith of all. 
Luc. O yes, I faw {weet beauty in her fece 
Such as the daughter of e#genor had, 
That made great Jove to humble him to her hand, 
When with his knees he kift the Cretan ftrand. 
Tra. Saw youno more ? mark’d you not howher fifter}| . 
Began to fcold, and raife up fach a form, 
That mortal ears might hardly endure thedin , 
Luc. Tranio, 1 faw her coral lips tomove ; 
And with her breath fhe did prefume the air, 
Sacred and {weet was all] {aw in her. 
Tra. Nay, then’tis time to ftir him from his trance : 
I pray awake fir 5 if you love the Maid ; 
Bend thoughts and wits to atchieveher. Thus it Lands: 
Her eldceft fifter ig fo curft and fhrevi"d, t 
7 Thar } 
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Thar tii the father rid his hands of her, 
Matter, your love muft live a maid at home, 
And therefore has he clofely mew'd het up, 
Becaule fhe will cot be annoy’d with tuiters. 
Lac. Ap Tranio, what a cruel Fathers he ? 
| 
} 
{ 
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But art thou not advis’d, he took fome cate 
| To get her cunning School-matters toinftruét her. 

Tra. I warry em | fir, and now ’tis plotted. 

Lue. \ have it Trania. 
\ Tra. Mafter, for my hand, 
Bo hur inventions meet and jump in one. 

Luc. Tell me chine firft. 

Tra You will be {chool-mafter, 

Aad undertake the teaching of the maid : 
That’s your device. 

Luc. Itis: May it bedone ? : 

Tra, Not poflible: for who fhall bear your parf,. 
And be in Padua here Vincentio’s fon, 
Keep houfe, and ply his book, welcome his friends, 
Vilt his Countreyman, and banquet them ?° 

Luc. Bafta, content thee : for Lhave it full, 

We have not yet been feenin any houle, 

Nor can we be diftinguifh’d by our faces, 

For man or mafter: then it follows thus5 
Thou fhalt be matter, Zranio in my fted : 

&.ep houfe, and port, and fervants, as I fhould, 
1 will fome other be, fome Florentine, 

Some Neapolitan ,or Meaner man of Pifa. 
Tishateh’d, and fhall be fo 5 Traio at once . 
Uncate thee : take my colour’d hat and cloak, 
When Biondelo comes, he waits on thee, 

Bue f will charm him fir to keep his tongue. 

Tra. $0, had you need: 
in brief Sir, Gith it your pleafure is, 
Andtam tied to be obedient, 

For fo your father charg’d me at our 
Be ferviceable tomy fon (quoth he ) 
Alcho I think ’cwas in another fence, - . 

Lam content to be Lucentio, 

Bec.ufe fo well [love Lucentio. 

Lu. Traniobe fo, becaule Lucentio loves, 

And let me be a flave, t’atchicve that maid, 
whole fudden fight hath thral’d my wounded eye. 


parting :. 


Enter Biondello. 


ere comes the rogue. Sirra, where have you been > 
Pion. Where have Lbeen? Nay, how now, where are 


you? Mafter, has my fellow T, anio ftol’n your clothes; 


or you ftol’n his or both? Pray what's the news ? 

Luc. Sirra,come hither, "tis no time to jeft. 
And therefore frame your manners to the time. 
Vout fellow Traniohere to fave my life, 

Pots my apparel and my count’aance on, 

| And I for my efcape have put on his: - 
For in a quarrel fince I came afhore, 
1 kil’daman, and fear 1 am delcried : 
Wair you onhim, I charge you, as becomes: 
While I mzke way fom hence to fave my life 
You underftand me ? 

Rios. (fir, ne’re a whit: ; 

Luc. Avdnot ajotof Tyanioin your mouth, 
Tramiois chang’d into Lucentio. ' 

Bien. The better forhim, would I were fo too, 

Tra, So would I, faith boy, to have the next wifh af- 
ter, that Lucentio indeed had Baptifta’s youngelt daughter. 
But firra, notfor my fake, but your mafters, | advife you 
ufe your manners difcreetly in all kind of companies : 
Whenl am alone, why then I am Tranio: but in all places 
clfe; your Matter Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio let's go: : 

One thing more refts, that thy felf execute, 
To make one’mong thefe wooers: if thou ask me why, 
Sufficeth my reafons are both good and weighty, 


eee ION nema aE «i 1k Se 
—— f be i arming af the Shrew 


oo 


I 
a 


Excunt. The Prefenters above {peak. 
1. Man. My Lord you nor, you do act mind the} 
play. q 
Reg. Yes by Saint dan dol, a good matter {urely2) ~ 
Comes there any more of it? : 
Lad. My Lord ’tis-but b gun, 
Beg. ?Tisa very excellent picce of work, Madam is 
Lady : wuld’: were done. They fit and mark.) 


Exter Petruchio, and bis man Gromio. 


Pet. Verona for awhile I take my leave, 
To fee my friends in Padua ; but or all 
My beft beloved and approved friend 
Hortentios and [ trow this is rhe houle: 
Here firea Grumio, knock t fay. 

Gra. Knock fir 2 whom {hould [knock ? Is there any] © 
man has rcbus’d your worlhip ? a 

Pet, Villian I{ay, knock me here foundly. 

Gru. Knock you here fir ? Why fir, what aml firs 
That I fhouldknock you heve fir ? 

Pet. Villian I fay knock me at this gate, 

And rap me well,or I’le knock your knaves pate. 

Gra. My. Mafter is grown quatrellome : 
{fhould knock you firft, pape 
And then Iknow after, who comes by the wo. ft 

Pet. Willit not be ? 
Faith Girra, and you'll not knock, Ple ring it, 
le try how you can So/, F'a, and fing it. ; ts 

He rings bin by the Ears. | 

Gru. Help miftris help, my. maft-r is mad. “4 

Pet, Now knock when I bid you: firra villain. 


Exter Hortentio. 


Hor. How now what’s the matter? My old frie 
Grumio, and my good friend Petruchio ? How do you 2 r 
at Verona ? : : i 

Pet, Signior Hortentio, come you to part the fray? 
Contutti le core bene trovatto, may 1 fay. = 

Hor. eAllanofira cafaben venuto multo bonorato figniar| 
mio Petruchio. a 
Rife Grumio, we will compound this quarrcl. aa 

Gru. Nay tisno matter fir, what he leges in Latine. If 
this be not a lawful caufz for me to leave his fervice, looky 
you fir: Hebid me knock him, ond rap him foundly fir. | 
Well, was it fic fora fervant to ule his mafter fo, bein 5 | 
perhaps ( for ought I fee ) two znd thirty, a peep out ¢| 
Whom would to God | had well knock’t at firft, then hat 
not Grumia come by the wort. 

Pet. A fencelefs villain : good Hortentio, 

I bad the rafcal knock upon your gate, e| 3 
And could not get him for my heart to doit. iy 

Gru. Knock at the, gate ? O heavens: {peak you not} - 
thele words plain? Sirra, Knock me kere: rap me here ais 
knock me well, and knock me foundly? And come yoo)” 
now with knocking atthe gate ? 

Pet. Sirra, be gon, or talk not J advife you. 

Hor. Petruchio patience, | am Grumio’s pledg : 

Why this a heavy chance ‘twixt himand you, 
Your ancient trufty pleafant fervant Gramio 5 

And tli me now ({wect friend ) what happy gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona? 

Pet Such wind as {catters young men through the world, 
To feck their Fortunes farther than at home, y 
Where {mall expericnce grows but in afew. , 
Signior Hortentio, thus it ftands with mey : 

‘eAntonio my father is deceaft, 

And havethruft my felf into this maze, 

Happily to wive and thrive, as beft Imay : 
Crownsinmy purfe I have, and goods athome, . 

And {o am come abroad to feethe world. fis 

Hor. Petruchio, hall then come roundly to thee, 
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And very riche but.th’art too much my friend, 

And Ple not wifhthee to her. — Enter Gremio and Lucentio d:/zuifd 
Pet, Aignior Hortentio, ’ewixt fuch friends as we, sR Sgad Pad 

Few words fuflice : and therefore, if thou know 

One.rich enough to be Petruchio’s wile : 

( As wealth is burthen of my wosing dance ) 

Be fhe as foul as was Flovensins Love, 
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And with thee toa, threw'd ille'avour’d wife? PEMD Luiay by thiedévnd 4. Hosa oe poe et 
Thou’dft thank me buta Jitile for my counfel : Have leave and ‘leifure to make love to her { 
And yet-D’le promife thee fhe thall be rich, And unfinfpe&ted' court her by'her felf ; 
| 

i 

f 


: Gra. Her’sno knavery. See, to beguile the 
ow the young folks !ay their heads together. 
mafter, look about you : Who goes there? ha. 

Flor. Peace Grumio, it is the Rival of tny Love 


i 


So. 

Gra. A proper ftripling, and an amorous. 
| 

{ 


As old as Sibed, as curft and threw’d | Petruchio ftand by awhile. 
As Socrates Zantippe, or a worfe : ‘ 

She moves me not, or not removes at Jeaft | Gre. O very well, ‘Ihave perus’d the note 
AGetionn sdgcinatime. » Were (he as rough | Hark you fir, Plehave them very fairly bound 
As are the fwelligg Adriatick feas. | All booksof Ge Geteacatehed 
I come to wive it. wealthily in Padua: | And fee you read'noether Le@turcs to her : 

If wealthily,'chen happily in Padua. | You underftand me, over and bifide : 


Gru, Nay look you fir, he tells you flatly! what, his | Sicniog Baptéfta’s Liberality 
mindis: why.give him Goldenough, and marry him to a | Tle mend it witha Largefs, > ivclydiloibe ia, 
Puppet or an Aglet baby, or an old trot with ne’re attooth | AndJet me have them very well perfum’d He 
in her head, tho fhe have as many difeafesas two and fifty For the is fweeter than perfume itfelf 
horfes. Why nothing comes amifs, fo money comes with-! To whom they go to: what will you read to her? 


| ail. Luc. Whatere] readtoher; Viep! 
| ; é readt ; plead for you \ 
Hor. Petruchio, fince we are ftept thus far in, : As formy Patron; ftand you fo affured ; ie 
I will continue rhat | broach’d in jeft, As firm'y as yourfelf were fill in place, 
. t P ; F i ; Pas 
I can Petruchiohelp thee to a. wife Yea and perhaps with more fuccefsful words 


Than you 5 unlefs.you Were a {cholar, fir. 

Gre. Oh this learning, what a thing it is. 

Gru. Oh this Woodcock, what an afsit is. 

Pet. Peace firra: 

Hor, Gru. mum: God fave you fignior Gremié. 

Gre. And you arewell met, Signior Hortentio. 
Trow you whither! am going ? ‘To Baptifta Minolo 
I promis’d to enquire carefully 
About a’School-mafter for the fair Bianca, 

And by good fortune I have lighted well 

On this yonng man: For learning and behaviour 
Fit for her turn,:well read in Poetry 

And other books; good ones, I watrant ye. 

For, ’Tis well 5 and I have mers Gentleman 

Hath promis’d meto help! one to another, 
A fine Mufitian to inftru& our Miftrefs, 
So fhall I no whit be behind is cuty 

To fair Bianca fo below of me, 

Gre. Belovedof me, and that my deeds hall prove. 

Grw. And that his bags thal! prove. 

Flor, Gremio, *iis now no tine to vent our love. 
Liften tome, andif you {peak ine fair, 

Ple tell you news indifferent goad for either, 
Here is a Gentleman whom by chance] met : 
Upon agreement frorn us to his liking, 

Wil! undertake to woo curft Katharine, 

Yca and to marty her, if her dowry pleafe, 

Gre. So faid, fo done , is well ; 4 
Hortentio, have you told him all her faults ? 

Pet. | know the is anirkfome brawling fold ; 

If that beail, Mafters, L hear no farm. 
Gre. No, fayeft me fo, friend ? What Countré;man ? 
Pet, Born in Verona, old Butonio’s fon ; ; 

My Father dead, my fortune fives for me, 

And Ido hope, good days and long, to fee. 

Gre. Onfir, fuch a life with fuch a wife were ftrange ; 
But if you havea ftemach, to’ta Gods name, 
You fhall have me aflifting you in all, 

Buc will you wooe this Wi'd-cat ? 

Pet. Will 1 five? 

Grau, Will hé wooeher ? [, or Vie hang her. 

Per. Why camel hither, but to that intent ? 

Think you alittle din can daunt mine ears? 
Havel notin my time heard Lions roar ? 
Have [notheard'the fea, puft up with winds, 
Rage like an angry Boar, chafed with {weat ? 
Have I net heard great Ordnanee in the field ? 
And Heavens Artillery thunder ia the skies ? 


With wealth enough, and youug and beautious, 

Brought ap as be& becomes a Gentlewoman. 

Her only faplt, and that is fault enough, 

Is, that fhe is intolerable curft, 

And fhrew’d, andfroward, fo beyond all meafure, 

That were my-ftate far worfer than it is, 

I would not wed her for a thine of Gold. 

{__ Pet, Hortentio peace: thou knowf novgolds effest, 
Tell.me her fathers name, and’tis.enough : 

For I will boord her, tho fhe chide as loud 

As thunder, when the-clouds in Autumn crack, 

Zor, Her father is Baptiffe Minola, 
_Anaifable.and courteous Gentleman, 

Her name is Katherina Minol, 
| Renown’d in Padua for her icolding tongue. 

Pet. 1 know her Father, tho I know not her, 

4 And he knew my. deceafed Father well : 

[I will notfleep Hortenfiotill | fee ber, 

And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
1 To give you over at this firft encounter, 
Ualefs-you will accompany me thither. 

Gru, 1 pray you fic let him go while the humour Iafts. 
A my word andthe knew him as well-as I do, the would 
think fcolding would do little good upon him. She may 
perhaps call him half a {core Knaves, or fo: Why that’s 
nothing 5 and he’begin once, he’l rail in his rope tricks. 
Ple tell you what fir, and fhe ftand him buta little, he will 
throw a figure in her face, andfo disfigure her with it, 
that fhe fhal! haveno more eyes to fee withal than a Cat: 
you know him not fir. 

Hor, Tarry Petruchio, 1 muft go with thee, 

For in Baptéfia’s keep my treafure is : 

He hath the Jewel of my life in hold, 

His youngeft daughter, beautiful Biancz, 

And her with-holds he from me. Other more 

Sutors to her, and rivals inmy Love : 

Suppoling it a thing impoffible, 

For thofe deteéts i have before rehearft, 

That ever Katherine will be woo’d : 

Therefore this order hath Baptiftaranc, 

That none fhell have accefs unto Bianca, 

Till Katherine the Curt have gota husband. 
Gru; Katherine the curk, 

A title for a maid, of all titles thewort: 

Hor. Now fhall my friend Peirzebio do me grace, 
And offer me difpuis’d in fober robes, 

‘To old Baptifiqas a {chool-mafter. 
Well feen in Mufick: to infteu& Biarea, = 
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Hav: [not in apitched batrel heard 
Loud Larums, neighing fteeds, and trumpets clangue ? 
And do you tellme of awomans tongue ? 

That gives not half fo great a blew to hear, 

As wilia Chefepur in a Farmers fire. 


Scafetuth, tufh, feartboys with bugs. . 
Gru. For he fears none. 
Gre. Hortentiohatk: 
This Genzlemanis happily arriv’d, 
My mind prctumes for his own good, and yours. 
Hor. Ipromis’d we would be Contributors, 
Gre. And fo we will, provided that he win her. 


4ud bear his charge of wooing whatloever. 
Gru. | would I were as fure of a good dinner. 
Enter Tranio brave, and Biondello. 
Tra. Gentlemen God fave you. If Imay be bold, 
Tell me 1 befeech you, which is the readieft way 
To the houte of Signior Baptifia Adinola ? : 
Pio, He that has the two fair daughters: ist he you 
me2n ? 
Tra. 
Gre. 
Tra. 


Pet. 
Tra. 


Even he Biondello. 

Hark you fir, you mean not her to 

Perhaps himand her, whathave you to do ? 

Not her that chides fir, at any hand | pray. 

Llove no chiders fir: Biondello, let’s away. 
Luc. Well begun Trani: 

Hor. Sir, a wordere you go: 

Are you aSuitor to the Maid you talk of, 
Iva. And if I be, Sir, isit any offence? 
Gre. No: if without more words you will get you hence, 
Tra. Why fir,1 pray,are not the ftreets as ftee 

For me, as for you? 

Gre. But fo is. not fhe. 
Tra. For what reafon I befeech you. 
Gre. For this reafonif you’l know, 

That the’s the choice love of Signior Gremio. 

Hor. That fhe’s the chofen of Signior Hortentio, 
Tra. Softiy my Matters: If you be Gentlemen, 

Do me this right: hear me with patience.. 

Baptifte is a noble Gentleman, 

To whom my Father is not all unknown, 

And were his daughter fairer than fhe is, 

She may more futors have, and me for one. 

Fair Ledaes daughter had a thoufand wooers, 

Then well may one more fair, Biauca have, 

And fo the fha!!. Luetatéo fhall make one, 

Tho Paris came, in hope to fpeed alone, . 

Gre. What, this Gentleman will out-talk us all, 
Lu. Sir, give himhead, [know he’l prove a Jade. 
Pet. Hortentio, to what end are all thefe words ? 
Hor, Sir,\ct me be fo bold, as to ask you, 

Did you yet ever fee Baptiffa’s daughter ? 

Tra. No fir, but hear Ido thathe hath two: 

‘The one as famous for a fcolding tongue, 

Asis the other for beauteous modefty- 

Pet, Sir, fir, the firfl’s for me, let her go by. 

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules, 
| And let it be more than Alcides twelve, 

Per. Sit, underftand you this of me infooth ) 

The youageft daughter, whom you hearken for, 

Her facher keeps from all eccefs of fuitors, 

And will not promife her to any Many 

Until the elder filter irft be weds 
The younger thenis free, and not before. 
Tra. lf itbefo fir, that you are the man: 

Moft ficed us all, and me amongft the reft: 

And if you break the ice, and do this feek, 

Atchieve the elder : fet the younger free, 

For our accefs, whofe hap fhall be to have her, 
Will not fo gracelefs be, to be ingrate. 
Hor, Sir you fay well, and well you do conceive, 

And fince you do profefs to bea futor, 


yeaor no ? 
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You muft as we do, gratifie this Gentleman 

To whom we all reft generally beholding. 
Tra. Sir, | fhall not be flack, 10 fign whereof, - 

Pleafe ye we may conttive this afternoon, 

And quaff carowles to our Miftrefs health, 

And do as adverfaries do in law, 

Strive mightily, buceat and drink as friends. 
Gru. Bion, O excellent motion: fellows let’s be 
Hor. The motions good indeed, and be it fo, 

Petruchio, lfhall be your Ben venuto, 


a 


gone, | 
Exeumy,| 
_ Enter Katharina aad Bianca: 


Bian. Good fifter wrong me not, ‘nor wrong your felf| 

To make a bondmaid and a flave of me be: j 

That I difdain: but for thefe other goods, 

Unbind my hands, I’le pull chem off my felf, 

Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat, : 

Or what you will. command me willldo ; 

So welll know my cuty to my elders. 
Kat. Of allthy fuiters here I charge thee tefl 

Whom thou lov’ft beft : fee thou diffimble nor. 
Bian. Believe me fitter, of ell the men alive, 

I never yet beheld thar fpecial face, 

Which I could fancy. more than any other. 
Kat. Minion thou lyeft, is it not Horrentio ? 
Bian. If you affe& him fitter, here I twear 

Pie plead for you my fe!f, but you fhall have him. 
Kat. Oh then belike you fancy riches more, 

You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 
Bian, Is it fot him you envy me fo> 

Nay then you jeft, and now I weil perceive 

You have but jefted with me all chis while ; 

I prethee fitter Kate,urtie my hands, eh. ; 
Kat. lf that be jeft, then all che reft was fo. Ssrakes her 

Enter Baptifta, ys 


Bap, Why how now Dimz, whence grows this info-| 
lence ? & 
Bianca ftand afide, poor girl fhe weeps: 

Go ply thy Needle, meddle not with her, 
For fhame thou Hilding of a devilith {pirit; ae 
Why doeft thou wrong her, that did ne’re wrong rh ee. ie 
When did the erofs thee with a bitter word ? 
Kat. Her filence flouts me, and lie be reveng’d. 4 
Flies aft iance 
Bap. What in my fight ? Beanca get thee = 5 ae ; 


Kat: What will younotfufferme: Nay Ifee tae. | 


She is your treafure, fhe muft have a husband, 

I muft dance bare-foot on her wedding day, 

And for your love to her lead apes in hells 

Talk not to me, I willgo fit and weep, : 

Till Ican find occafion of revenge. 
Bap. Was ever Gentleman. thus griev'd asI ? 

But who comes here ? : 

Enter Gremio, Lucentio, inthe habit of a a »; Pe 
truchio with T'ranio, with his boy ica yrs ye : 
Books. fe ae 


or arg morrow neighbour Baptifia, i e 
ap. Good morrow neighbour io: i 
5 ag tiiabe ) g Gremio : God fave you 
Pet. And you good fir: pray hav hter,| 
call’d Katherina, fair and seed - Bi af ee 
Bap. | have a daughter fir, cal’d Katheriva 
ag ee aré too blunt, go to it orderly ; 
et. You wrong me fignior Gremio, sive 
SS eee of bat fir, a a8 ee eee 
hat hearing of her beauty and her wi 
Her affabiliey end bafhful modeiie ; se 
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, 
Am bold to thew my felf a forward gueft 


within} 


Within your houle, to meke mine eye the witnels 
Of that report, which to oft have heard, 

And for an entrance to my entertainment, 

| do prefent you with a man of mine 

Cunning in Mufick, and the Mathematicks, 

To infiruét her fully in thofe fciences, 

Whereof I know fhe is not ignorant: 

Accept of him, or elfe you do me wrong, 

His name is:Licto, born in Afantua, 

Bap. Y’are welcome fir, and he for your good fake. 
But for my daughter Katherina, thisi know, 

She isnot for your turn, the more’s my grief. 

Pet: [fee youdo not meanto part with her. 

Or elfe you like not of my company. ; 
Bap. Mittake me not, | {peak but what I find, 
Whence are you fir? What may Icall your name. 

Pet. Petruchio is my name, Antonie’s fon, 

A man well known throughout all /taly. 

Bap. \ know him weil : you are welcome for his fake. 

Gre. Saving your tale Petruchio, I pray let us that are 
poor petitioners {peak too ? Baccare, you are matvailous 
forward. 

Pet: Oh, Pardon me fignior Gremie, 1 would fain be do- 
ing. 
Gre. Y doubt it not fir. But you will curfe 
Your wooing neighbours : this is a gift 
Very grateful, 1 am fure of it, to expref 
Thelike kindnefs my felf, that have been 
More kindly beholding to you than any : 
Free leave give unto this young Scholar, that hath 
Been long ftudying at Rbemes, as cunning 
In Greek, Latine, and other Languages, 

As the other in Mutick and Mathematicks : 
His nameis Cambio: pray accept his fervice. 
Rap. A thoufand thanks fignior Gremio: 
Welcome good Cambio. But gentle fir, 
Methinks you walk lke a ftranger, 
May [ befo bold, to know the caufe of your coming ? 

Trz. Pardon me, fir, the boldnets is mine own, 
That being a ftranger in this City here, 

Do make my felf a fuitar to your Daughter, 
Unto Bianca, fai and vertuous: : 

Nor is your firm refolve unknown to me, 

In the preferment of the eldeft fiter, 

This liberty is all that I requett, 

That upon knowledg of my parentage; 

I may have welcome ’mong ft the reft that woo, 
And free accefs and favour as the reft. 

Aad toward the education of your Daughters, 
I here beftow a fimple infiromenr, 

And this {mall packet of Greek and Latine books, 
If you accept them, then their worthis great: 

Bap. Lucentio is your name: of whence I pray. 

Tra. Of Pi/a fir, {on to Vincentio. 

Bap. A mighty man of Pi/a by report, 

[know him well: you are very welcome fir : 
Take you the Lute, and you the fet of books, 
You ‘uall go fee your pupils prefently. 
Holla, within. 


Enter a Setvant. 


Sirra, lead thefe Gentlemen 
Tomy two Daughters, and thentell them both 
Thefe are their Tutors, bid them ufe them well, 
We will go walk alittlein the Orchard, 
And then to dinner: you are paffing welcome, 
And fo I pray you allto think your felves, 

Pet. Signior Bapteflaymy bufinefs asketh hatte, 
And every day | cannot come to-woo, 
You knavwimy Father well, andin him me, 
Left fely heir to all his Lands'and Goods, 
Which | have bettered rather then decreatt, 
Then tell me, if I get your Daughrerslove, 


ee 
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| What dowry fhall Ihave with her to wife. 


Bap. After my death, the one half of my Lands; 
And in poff.ffion twenty thoufand Crowns. : 
Pet. And for that dowry, 1’le affure her of 
Her widow-h ood, be it that fhe furvive me; 
In all my Lands and Leafes whatfoever, 
Let {pecialities be therefore drawn betweenus, 
That covenants may be kept on either hand. 
Bap. 1, whenthe fpeciai thing is well obtain’d, 
That is, her love: for that is all in all. 
Pet. Why that is nothing : for] tell you Father, 
[ am as peremptory as fhe proud minded: 
And where two raging fires meet together 
They do confume the thing that feeds their fury- 
Tho little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extream gufts will blow out fire and all : 
So Ito her, and fo fhe yildstome, 
For | am rough, and woo notlike a babe: 
Bap. Well maiftthou woo, and happy be thy {peed : 
But be thou arm’d for fomeunhapy words, 
Pet. I, eo the proof, as Mountains are for winds, 
That fhake not,tho they blow perpetually, 


Enter Hortentio with his bead broke. 


Bap. How now my friend, why doft thou look fo pale . 
Hor. For fear, I promife you, if Ilook pale. ; 
Bap. What, will my Daughter prove a good Mufitian? 
Hor. 1 think fhe’il fooner prove a fouldier, 
Iron may hold with her, but never Lures. 
Bap. Why then thou car’ not break her to the Lute? 
Her, Why no, for fhe hath broke the Lute tome: 
1 did but tell her fhe miftook her frets, 
And bow’d her hand to teach her fingering, 
When ( with a moift impatient devilifh fpirit ) 
Fretscall you thefe? (quoth fhe ) Vie fume with them : 
And withthat word fhe ftruck me on the head, 
And through tny inftroment my pate made way, 
Andthere I ftood amazed for a while, 
4s ona Pillory, looking through the Lute, 
while fhe did call me Rafcal, Fidler, 
And twangling Jick, with twenty fuch vild terms, 
As had the ftucied to mifufe me fo. 

Per. Now by the world, itis a lufty Wench, 
Ilove her ten times more thenere I did, 

Oh how I long to have fome chat with her. 

Bap. Well go with me. and be not fo difcomfited. 
Proceed in praétife with my younger Daughter, 
She’s apt to learn, and thankful for good tui ts 5 
Signior Petruchio , will you go with us, 

Or fhall [fend my daughter Kaze to you. 


Exit. Manet Pettuchio. 
Pet. [pray youdo. [attend her here, 
And wooher with fome {pirit when fhe comes. 
Say that fhe rail, why then [’le tell her plain 
She fings as {weetly asa Nightingals 
Say that fhe frown, I’le fay fhe looks as cleat 
As morning Rofesnewly wafh’d with Dew ; 


| Say fhe be mute, and will not fpeak a word, 


Then le commend her volubility, 

And fay the uttereth piercing eloquence: 

If fhe do bid me pack, I'le give her thanks, 

As tho fhe bid me ftay by her a week , 

If the deny to wed, [le crave the day 

When I fhallask the banes, and when be married. 
But here fhe comes, and now Petrachio {peak. 


Enter Katerina. 


Good morrow Kate, for that’s your name I hear: 

Kat. Well have you heard, but fomething hard of 
hearing. , 
They call me Katerine, that do talk of me, 
“ Pep 


' 


e 
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Pet. Youlye infaith, for you are call’d plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and fometimes.Kate the curt: 
But Kate, the prettieft Kate in Chriftendom, 

Kate of Kate-ball, my {upper dainty Kate; 

For daintiesare all Kates, and therefore Kate 
Take this of me, Kate of my confolation, 
Hearing thy mildnefs prais'd in every tebe 
Thy vertues fpake of, and thy beauty founacc, 
Yet not fo deeply as to thee belongs, ;, 

felf am mov’d to woo thee for my wife. 

, in good time, tet him that mov 


ft 
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Kat. Mow'd 
hither. i 
Remove you hence: I knew you at the fir 
You were a movable. 

Pet, Why, what’s a movable ? 

Kat. A joyn'd fool. 

Pet, Thou haft hit it: come fit on me. 

Kat. Affesare made to bear, and fo are you. 

Pet. Womenare made to bear, and fo are you. 

Kat. No fuch Jade fir as you, if me you mean. 

Pet, Alas good Kate, | will not burthen thee, 
For knowing thee to be but young and light. 

Kat. Too light for fuch a fwain as you to catch, 
And yet as heavy as my weight fhall be. 

Pet, Should be, fhould: buz. 

Kat. Well tane, and like a buzzard, 

Pet, Oh flow-wing’d Turtle, fhall a Buzzard take thee ? 


Kat. 1, for a Turtle, as he takes a buzzard. 
Pet. Come, come you Wafp, T’faith. you are too an- 


"d you 


gry. 
Kat. lf 1 be wafpith, ’beft beware my fting. 
Pet, My remedy is then to pluck it out. . 
Kat. 1, If the fool could find it where it.lies. 


Pet. Who knows not where a Wafp does wear his fting ?} 


in his tail. 

Kat. In his tongue ? 

Pet. Whofe tongue ? 

Kat. Yoursif you talk of tales, and fo fare well. 

Per, What with my tongue in your tail. 
Nay, come again , good Kate, 1am a gentleman. 

Kat. That Vle try. fhe trikes him. 

Pet. 1 {wear Ple cuff you, if ‘you ftrike again. 

Kat. So may youlofe your arms. 
Ifyou ftrike me you are no gentleman, 
And if no gentleman, why then no arms. 

Pet, A Herald Kate? Ohput me in thy books. 

Kat. What is your Creft, a Coxcomb ? 

Pet. A comblefs Cock, fo Kate will be my Hen: 

Kat. No Cock of mine, youcrow too like a craven. 

Pet, Naycome Kate; come; you muft not look fo 
tower. 

Kat. tismy fafhion wheh | fee a Crab. 

Pet, Why here’s no Crab, and therefore look not 
{ower. 

Kat. There is, there is. 

Pet. Then fhew it me: 

Kat, Had 1a glafs, I would. 

Pet. What, you mean my face. 

Kat. Well aim’d of fuch a young one: 

Pet. Now by S. George lam too young for you. 

Kat. Yet you are wither’d. 

Pet. "Tis with cares, ° 

. Kat: Ucare not. 

Pet. Nay hear you Kate. Infooth you fcape not fo. 

Kat. 1 chafe you if | tarry 5 Let me go.. ° 

Pet. No, not a whit,I'find you pafling gentle 
Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and fullen,. 
And now! find report a very liar, 
For thou art pleafant, gamefome, pafling courteous, 
‘Bur flow in {peech, yet fweet as{pring-time flowers. 
Thou can?ft not frown, thoucan’t not looka fcance,: 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will, 
Nor haft thou pleafure to be crofs in-talk : 
But thou with mildnefs entertain’ thy wooers, 


ey 
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With gentle conference, foft, and affable. 

Why does the world report that Kate doth limp? 

Oh fland’rous world: Kate like the Hez'e twig 

Is ftraight, and flender, and as brown in hue 

As Hazle Nuts, and fweeter than the Kernels: 

Oh let me fee thee walk: thou doft not halt. 

Kat. Go fool, and whom thou keep’2 command, 
Pet. Did ever Dian fo become a Grove, 

As Kate this chamber with her princely gate 5 

O be thou: Dian, and let her be Kate, 

And then let Kate be chaft, and Dian fportfal. 
Kate. Where did you ftudy all this goodly fpeech? 
Pet. \tis extempore, from my mothcr wit- 

Kate. A witty mother, wiglefs elfe her fon- 

Pet. AmI not wife ? 

Kate. Yes, keep you warm. 

Pet. Marry fo I mean {weet Katherine in thy bed: 

And therefore fetting all this chat afide, 

Thus in plain terms : your father hath confented 

That you fhall be my wife;, your dowry ’greed on; 

‘And will you, nill you, 1 will marry you. . 

Now Kate, ] ama husband for your turn, 

For by this light, whereby I fee thy beauty, 

Thy beauty that doth make me like thee well, 

Thou muft bemarried tono man but me: 


$$$, 


Ester Baptifta, Gremio, Trayno. 


For I am he am'born to tame you Kate, 

And bring you froma wild Kat to a Kate 

Conformable as other houfhold Kates ; 

Herecomes your father, never make denial, 

I muft, and will have Katherine to my wife. . 
Bap. Now Signior Petruchio, how, {peed 
Pet. How but well fir? how but well? $ 

It were impoffible! fhould fpeed a mifs. €dumps?} 
Bap. Why how now Daughter \Katherine,.in yout\ 
Kat. Call-you me daughter ? now I promife you 

You have fhew'd a tender fatherly regard, 

To with me wed to one half Lunatick, 

A madcap roffian,.and a wearing Jack, 

That thinks with oaths to face the matter out: 

Pet. Father, tis thus, your felf and all the world 

That talk’d of her, have talk’d amifs of her ; 

If the be curft, it is for policy, 

For he’s not froward, but modeft as the Dove; 

She is not hots. but temperate as the moras 

For patience the will prove afecond Griff 

And Roman Lwerece for her chaftity . 

And to conclude, we have greed fo well together} 

That upon Sunday is the wedding day. 

Kat. [le fee thee hang’d on Sunday firft. 


(daughter? | 
you. with, my 


(fink. 

Gre. Hark: Petruchios fhe fays fhe’l fee thee hang’d| 
Tra.Is this your ipeeding? nay then good night our part. | 
Pet. Be patient gentlemen, I choofe her for my felf, 


If fhe and I be pleas’d, what’sthat to you? 

"Tis bargain’d “twixt us twain being alone, 

That fhe thall ftill be curf in company. 

Itell you ’tis incredible to believe 

How much fhe loves me ; ohthe kindeft Kate 

She hung about my neck, and?kifs.and kifs : 

She wid fo faft, protefting oath on oath, 

That in a twink fhe won me to-her love: 

Oh you are -novices;’tis'a world to fee 

How tame when men and women are alone, 

Ameacock wretch can make the“curfteft Shrew 3 

‘Give me thy hand Kate, | will unto Venice y 

To buy apparel ’gainft rhe wedding day; 

Provide the feaft Father, and bid the gueftss 

I will be fure my Katherine thal be fine. - 
Bap. |know not what to fay» but give me 

God tend you joy, Petruchio, tis a match. 
Gre: Tra. Amen fay we, we will be witnefles. 
Pet. Father, and Wife, and Gentlemen adieu» 


ee ee 
ands; | 
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will to Venice, Sunday comes apace, Bap. Well, Gentlemen, fam thus refolv’d, 
{We will have rings, and things, and fine array, On Sanday next, you know, 
and kifs me Kate, we will be married a Sanday. My daughter Katherine isto be married ; 


Exit Petruchio, and Katherine. | Now on the Sunday following fhall Biane 
Be Bride to you, if you make this aflurance 5 


Gre, Wasever match clapt up fo fuddenly 2 If not, to fignior Gremio; 

Bap. Faith Gendleman, now | play a Merchant’s part, And fo Itake m* Jeave, and thank you beth. Eby, 
And venture madly ona defperate Mart. Gre. Adieu good neighbour : now I fear thee not : 

Tra. ‘Twas a commodity lay fretting by you > Sirrah, young Gamefter, your Father were a fool 
Twill bring you gain, or perifh on the feas. To give thee all, and in his waining age 

Bap. The gain { fcek, is quiet. me the match. Set foot under thy table: tut, a toy 3 

Gre, No doubt but he hath gora quiet catch: An old Italian Fox isnot fo kind, ty boy. ea 
Burt now Baptifia, to your younger daughters Tra A vengeance on your crafty withered hide ; 
Now is theday we long have looked for 5 Yet Lhave fac’d it with a card of ten: ? 
| am your neighbour, and was fuitor firft. Tis in my head to domy matter good : 

Tra. And Lamone that love Branca more I fee no reafon but fuppos’d Lucentio 
Than words can witnefs, or your thoughts can guefs. Mutt get a Father, call’dfuppos’d Vincentto ; 

Gre. Youngling, thou canft notlove fo dear as I. And that’s a wonder: Fathers commonly f 

Tra. Grey-beard, thy love doth freeze. Do get their children ; but in this cafe of wooing; 

Gre. But thine doth fry - A child fhall get a fire, if 1 fail not of my cunning. 
Skipper, ftand back 5 tis age that nourifheth. Bxts: 


Tra. But Youth in Ladies eyes that flourifheth. 
Bap. Content you Gentlemen; 1 will compound 0 SSSR Saal 


ftrife 5 
‘Tis deeds rout win the prize, and he of both We 
That can aflure my daughter greatelt dowery Aétus Tertius 
Shall have Bianca’s Love. aise fg 
Say Signior Gremio, what can you allure her: * , . 
Ge Birk, as you know, eT att within the City Enser Lucentio; Hortentio, and Bianca. 
Is richly furnifhed with place and gold, 
Bafons and Ewers to lave her dainty hands : Luc. Fidler, forbear 5 you grow too forward fir : 
My Hangings all of T#rzs7 Tapeftry : Have you fo foon forgot the entertainment 
In ivory Coffers 1 have ftufe my Crowns: Her fifter Katherine welcom’d you withal ? 
In Cyptefs Chefts my Arras Counterpoints : Hort. But wrangling pedant; this is 
Coftly Apparel, Tents and Canopics, The patronefs of heaverly harmony 5 
Fine Lionen, Turky Culhions boft with Pearl, That giveme leave to have prerogative 5 
Vallens of Venice gold, in needle-work 5 And when in Mufick we have fpent an hour, 
Pewter and Bras, and all things that belongs Your Leéture fhall have leifure for as much, 
To honfe, or hovfe keeping: then at my Farm Luc. Prepofterous Afs that never read fo far, 


| have a hundred milch-kine go the Pail, To know the caufe why Mufick was ordain’d ; 

Six fcore fat Oxen ftanding in may Stalls 5 Was it not to refrefh the mind of man 

‘And all things anfwerable to this portion: After hs ftudies; or his ufual pain ? 

My felf am ftruck in years, Imutt confefs ; | Then give me leave to read Philofophy ; 

| And if Edie ro morrow, this is hers, And while I paufe, ferve in your harmony. 

Tf whilti I live fhe will be only mine. Hort. Sirrah, | will not bear thefe braves of thine. 


1 Tra. That only cameweil in: Sir, lift to me 5 Bian. Why, Gentlemen, you co me double wrong; 
{am my Fathers Heir, and only Son, To ftrive for that which refteth in my choice: 
if Imay have your Daughter to my Wile, Lam no breeching fcholar in the fchools ; 
1 Ple leave her Houles three or four as good, Picnot be tied to hour, nor pointed times, 
Within rich Pifa Walls, as any one But learn my Leffons as | pleafe my felf 
| Old Signior Gremio has in Padua ; And to cut off all ftrife, here fit we down, 
4 Befides two thoufand Ducats by the year Take you your inftrument, play you the whiles, 
Of frvitiul Land; all which fhall be her Joynter. His Le&ture will bedone e’re you have tun’d. 
What, have I pincht you, fignior Gremio? Hort. You'lleave his Lecture when I am in tune ? 
1 Gre. Twothoufand Ducats by the year of Land ¥ Luc. That will be never: tune your inftroment. 
1 My Land amounts not to fo much in all : | Bian, Where left we Jatt? 
1 That'the fhall have, befides an Argofe Luc. Here, Madam: Hie ibat Simoss, bic eft Ségeia tem, 
} That pow.is lying 19 Mai fells Road. hic fieterat Priami regia celfa fenis. 
What, have I choakt you with an Ay gofie ? ; Bian. Conftrue them. 
_ | TrayGremio, us known my Father bath no Tels Luc Hic ibat, as 1 told you before, Simois, Tam Lucentio, 
Than three great Argolics, befides two Galliailes hic eft, fon unto Vincentso of Péfa, Sigera tellus, difguifed | 
And twelve tite Gallics; thefe I will affure her, thus to get your Love, hic fleterat, and that Lucentio that f 
‘And twice asmuch, what ere thou offer’ft next. comesa wooing, Priami, is my Man Tranio, regia, beat- 


Gre Nay, Uhave offer’d all ; Ihave no mores ing my Port, ¢elfa ents, that we might beguile the old Pan- | 
And-fhe canhaye nomorethan alllhave; -., taloon. 
If youlike me, fhe fhall have me and mine. ; Hort. Madam, my inftrument’s in tune. 


Tra Why then the Maid is mine {rom all he World Bian. Let’s hear. O fie, the treble‘ jars. 
| By your firm promife 5 Gremio is out-vied. Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and rune again. 
Bap. 1 mut confels your Offer is the belt 5 Bian, Now let me fee if can conltrue it: Hie that fimo- 
¥ Andler your Father make her the affurance, is, Lknow younct, hic eft figeia tellus, Itruft younct, hic | 
4 She is your, own » elfe you muft pardon me: fleterat priami, take heed he hear us not, regiayprelume nor,} 
T1! youdheuld cie before. him, where's hen dower ? celfa fenss, defpair not. 
‘Tra. Thavs buta cavil; he is old, T young. Hort. Madam; ’tis now in tune.’ 
Gre. Aud maynot youag men die as well.asold ? _ ‘Lue. All but the Bafe. 


R Hort. 
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H rv, The bafe istight 5 "tis the bafe knave that jars. 
i uc. How Gery and froward our Pedant is! 

Now for my Life tht knave doth court my Love: 

Pedafcule, Vie watch you better yer: 

In time I may believe, yet I miftrutt. 

Bian. Mifirvft it not 5 for ture ae 
Ns eA jax cali’d fo from his Grandfather® 
Lore | cautt believe my Matter ; elfe | promife you, 

i fhould be arguing {till upon that doubt : 

Setter arr ft: now Litioto you: 

Goad mafter, take it notunkindly, pray, 

thatl h ve been thus pleafant with you both. 
Biaw You may go walk, and give me leavea while 5 

Vy Leffons make not Mufick in three parts. 

Luc. are youfo formal, fic ? well, { muft wait 

And watch withal: for but I be deceiv’d, 

Ovr fine Mufician groweth amorous. 

Hor, Madam, before you touch the inftrument, 

To learn the order of my fingering, 

I muft begin with Rudiments of Art, 

fo teach you Gamoth in a brieferfort, 

More pleafant, pithy, and effeétual, 

han hath been taught by any of my trades 

and there it is in writing fairly drawn, 

Sian, Why, | am paft my Gamoth long ago. 
Her, Yetread the Gamoth of Hortenfio. 
Bian. Gamoth\am, the ground of all accord : 

4re, to pieafe Aortenfio’s paffion : 

Beeme, Bianca take him for thy Lord, 

Cfaut, thatloves me with all affection : . 

D folre, one Cliff, two Notes have I, 

Elams, fhow pity, or | die. 

Call you this Gamoth? tut, | like it not 3 

Old fafhions pleafe me beft 5 1 am not fo nice. 

‘To change true rules for old inventions. 


Enter a Meffenger, 


N ck. Mittris, your Father prays you leave your books, 
And help to drefs your fifters chamber up5. : 
You know to morrow is the Wedding-day. 

Bian. Farewel {weet-Mafters both ; Imuft be gone. - 

Lac. Faith Miftris then I have no caufe to ftay. 

Hor. But \-have caufe to pry into this pedant 5 
Methinks he looks as tho he were in Love : ~ 
Yet if thoughts, Bianca, be fo humble. 

.| Tocaft thy wandring eyes on every ftale 5 

S.ize thee that Lift; if once! find thee ranging, 
Hort nfi) will be quit with thee by changing. Exit. 
Enter Baptifta, Gremio, Tranio, Katherine, Bianca,, and 
2 others, attendants. kbs 


Bap, Signior Lucentio, this the pointed day 
That Katherine and Petrachiefhould be married , 
} And yet we hear not of our foo in Law. 
What will be faid ? what mockery will it be, 
To want the Bridegroom when the Prieft atrends — 
To {peak the ceremonial Rites of Marriage ? » 
What fays Lucentio to this fhame o! ours 2 
Kate, No fhame but mine 5 1 mutt forfooth be fore’t 
To give my hand oppos’d againft my heart, 
Unto a mad-brain Rude:by, fullof fpleen, — 
Who woo’d in hafte, and means to wed at leifure. 
| told you I, he was a frantick Fool, 
Hicirg his biteer jefts in blunt behaviour 3, 
Asc to be noted for amerry man : in. 
Hx wooathoufand, point the diy of Marriage, © 
Make Friends, invite 5 yes and proclaim the Banes ; 
Yet never means to wed where he hath woo'd. 
Nu mul the World point at poor Katherme, 
And fay, lothere is mad Petruchio’s Wife, 
If it would pleafehim come and marty her: 
Tra.-Patience good Katherine and Baptiita too 3. 


Upon my Life Petruchio means but wel, 

Whatever Fortune ftays him from his word; 

Tho he be blunt, I know him ‘paffing wile 5 

Tho he be merry, yer withs! he’s horeft. 
Kate, Would Katherine hid never {een him tho, 

Extt ‘wee 2 , ‘ 

weep; °° | 


* 
i 


Bap. Go Girl: I cannot blame thee now to 
For {uch an injury wou'd vex a faint, fo 
Much more a fhrew of thy impatient humour. ” + 


Enter Biordello. 


Bion, Matter, 
heard of. 

Bap. 1s itnew and old too? how may that be? 

Bio. Why, is it not news to hear of Petruthis con} 

in ? Viste 

Bap. Te he come ? 

Bio, Why no fir. 

Bap. What then ? 

Bio, He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here ? ‘ ie 

Bio. When he ftands where f am, and fecs you there. © 

Tra. Butfay, what to ty o!d news ? 

Bie, Why Petruchio is coming in anew hat and an 
jerkin; a pair of old breeches thrice rurn’d 3 4 pa 
boots that have been candle-calvs, one buckled, another) 
lac'd s an old rafty fword tane out of the Town. Armory) 
with a broken hilr, end chaplefS 3 with two broken points! 
his horfe bip’d with an old mothy faddle, rhe Rirrops of no 


Mafter, news, andfuch news as you never] 


‘| kindred : befide poffeft with the Glanders, and} ke to mok} | 


in thechine ; troubled wirh the Lampaffe, infeéted with the 
Fafhions, full of Windgalls, {ped with Spavins, raicd with} 
the Yellows, patt cure of the Fives, ftark {poit’d with the 
Staggers, begnawn with the Bets, Waid in the back, at 
thoulder-fhotten, neer leg’d before, and witha half ch 
Bit, and a headftali of fheep’s Leather; which being t-) 
ftrain’d to keep him from ftumbling, hath been often burkh| 
ard now repaired with knots ; one Girth fix cimes pie” 
and a Womans Crupper of Velure, which hath two Letter 
for her names fairly fet downin fiuds, and here and thete 
piec’d with packrhred. “e 
Bap. Who comes with him ? " 
Bio, Oh fir, his Lackey, for all the World compat: 
fon’d like the Horfe 5 with a Linnen ftock on one Lee 
and akerfey boot-hofe on the other, gartred with a 
and blew Lift; anold hat, and the humor of forty fa 
-prickt up in’c fora feather: a Monfter, avery Mon 
apparel, and not like a Chriftian Foot- boy, ar Geatlen 
Lackey. 20mm 
Tra. *Tisfome odd humor pricks him to this fafhion: 


| Yet oftentimes he gocs but mean appare!l’d. 


Bap. 1am glad he’s come, howfoever hecomes.° 9 
Bio. Why_fir, he comes not. | 
Bap. Didft thou not fay he comes ? 
Bio, Who ? that that Petruchio cam ? 
Bap.1,. that Petruckiocame. 

Bio. No fir ; | fay his horfe comes with 

* Bap. VVhy that’sall one. 


Bso. Nay byS. Famyl hold you a Penny, a horfe and 


him on his bac 


| tan is more than one ; and yet not many. 


Enter Petruchio and Grumio. 


Om 
: 


Pet. Come, where be thefe Gallants? who's at home ?] 
Leyva 


‘Bap. You are welcome fir. a 
“Pet, And yet I come not well, 
Bap. And yet you halt rot. =e 
Tra. Not fo well appareli’d as 1 with you were, 
Pet, VVcre it better I fhould rofh in thus. 
But where is Kate ? where ismylovely Bride?” 
How does my father? Gentles, methinks you frown, 
And wherefore gaze this goodlycompany, © | 
Asif they faw fome wondrous Monument, 


— 


eT mente 


Lbe £ aming of the 


Some Comet, or fome unutual prodigy ? 
Bap. VVhy fir, you know chis is your VVedding-day: 
Firft were we fad, fearing you wouldnot come; 
Now fadcer that you come unprovided, 
Fie, doff this habit ; fhame to your Eftate, 
An eye-fore to our folemn feftival, 
Tra. And tell us what occafion of import 
Hath allfolong detaio’d youfrom your wife, 
And fent you hither fo unlike your felf ? 
Pet; Tedious it were to tell, and harfh to hear 3 
Sufficeth I am come tokeep my word, 
Tho in fome part enforced to digrefs , 
VVhich at more leifure ] will fo excufe, 
As you fhal] well be fatisfied withal. 
But where is Kate? { ftay too long from her. 
The morning wears  *cis time we were at Church. 
Tra. Seenot your Bride in thefe unreverent Robes 5 
Gotomy chamber, put on cloachs of mine. 
Pet. NotI; believeme, thus ile vific her. 
Bap. But thus I truft you will not marry her. 
Pet. Good footh even thus; Therefore ha? done wich 
words 
To me the’s married, not unto my clothes: 
Could I repair what fhe will wear in me, 
As | could change thefe poor accoutrements, 
*T were well for Kate, and better for my felf. 
But what a fool amI tochat with you, 
When I fhould bid good morrow to my Bride , 


re nnn ey 


And feal the title with alovely kifs 2 Exit. 
Tra. He hath fome meaning in his mad attire: 

We will perfwade him, be it peflible, 

To put on better e’re he goto Church, 
Bap. Vie after him, and fee the event of this, Exit. 


Tra. But fir, Love concernethus toadd 
Her tather’sliking; which to bring'to pals 
As before I imparted to your Worfhip ; 

Iamrto geta man; what e’re hebe 

It skills not much ; we’l fit him to our turn ; 
And he fhall be Vincentio of Pifz, 

And makeaflurance bere in Padua 

Of greater fums than I have promifed : 

So fhall you quietly injoy your hope, 

And marry {weet Bé inca with confent. 

Luc. VVere it not that my fellow fchool-mafter 
Doth watch Bianca’s fteps {o narrowly, 

’*T were good methinks to fteal our Marriage 5 
VVhich once pertorm’d, lee all the world fay no, 
Pie keep mine own defpight of all: he world. 

Tra. That by degrees we inean to look into» 
And watch our vantage in this bufinc(s : 
VVe'l over-reach the gray-beard Gremio 
The narrow prying father Adinola, 

The quaint Mufician amorous Litio ; 
All for my Mafter’s fake Luceutio. 


> 


Enter Gremio, 


Signior Gremio, came you from the Church ? 
Gre, As willingly as e’re I came from {chool. 
Tra. Andis the Bride and Bridegroom coming home ? 
Gre. A Bridegroom fay you? ‘tisa groom indeed, 
A grumbling groom ; and that the gir! fhall find. 
Tra. Curtter than fhe ? why ’tis impoffible. 
Gre. VVby he'sadevil, a devil, avery fiend. 
Tra. VVhy fhe’s a devil, adevil, the devil’s dam. 
Gre. Tut, the's'a Lamb, a Dove, a Fool to him: 
Tle tell you fir Lacentio , when the Prieft 
Should ask if Kathersne fhould be his wife? 
I by gogs woons quothhes andtwate fo loud, 
That all amezd the Prieft let fall’ the book ; 
And as he ftoop’d again to take it up, 
This mad-braio’d bridegroom tock him fuch a cuff, 
That down fell Pyict and book, and book and Prieft. 
Now take themup (queth he) if any hie 
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Shrew, 


Tra. What {aid the Wench when he rofe up again ? 
Gre. ‘Trembled and fhook : for why, he fampd and 
{wore, : HEN oft 
Asif the Vicar meant to cod-n him. 
But after many Ceremonies done, 
He calls for Wine: a health quoth he ; as if 
He had been aboard carowzing to his Mates 
Afteraftorm: quaft off the Mufcadel, 
And threw the Sops all in the Sexton’s face : 
Having no other re. fon, but thar his beard 
Grew thin and hungerly, and feem’d to ask 
His fops as he was drinking. This done, he took 
‘he Bride about the neck, and kift her lips 
With tuch a clamorous {mack, that at the parting 
Allthe Church dideccho: andi feeing this, 
Came thence for very fhame ; and after me 
[know the Rout iscoming: Such amad Marriage 
Never was before. Hark, hark, Ihear the Minftreis play. 
' Maufick plays. 
Enter Petruchio, Kate, Bianca, Hortenfio, Baprifta. 


oe 


Pet. Gentlemen and Friends, I thank you for your 
pains : 

I know you think to dine with meto day, 

And have prepar’d great ftore of Wedding. cheer ; 

But fo itis, my hafte dothcall me hence ; 

And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 
Bap. \s’t poflible you will away to night ? 
Pet. Imuft away to day before night come : 

Make it no wonder: if youknew my bufinefs, 

You would intreat me rather go than ftay. 

And honeft company, I thank you all, 

That have beheld me give away my felf 

To this asoft patient {weet and vertuous Wife : 

Dine with my father, drink a health to me ; 

For I muft hence, and farewel to you all. 

Tra. Let usintreat you ftay till after dinner. 
Pet. It may not be. 

Gre, Let me intreat you, 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kat. Let me intreat’you: 

Pet, [am content. 

Kat. Are youcontent to ftay ? 

Pet. lamcontent you fhallintreat me flay ; 

But yet not ftay, intreat me how you can. 
Kat, Now ii youlove me ftay: 

Pet. Grumis, my horle. 

Gru. | fir, they be ready ; the Oats have 
horfes, 

Kat. Nay then 

Do whatthou canft, I willnot goto day ; 

No, nor to morrow, nor till I pleafe my felf: 

The door isopenfir, there lies your way, 

You may be jogging whiles your boots are green: 

For me, le norbe gone till | pleafe my felf: 

’Tis like you’l prove a jolly furly groom, 

That take iton you at the firt fo: roundly. 

Pet, O Kate content thee; prethee be not angry, 
Kat. I will be angry: Whathaft thou todo ? 
Father, be quiet; he fhall ftay my teifure. 
Gre. I marry fir, now it begins to work. 
Kat. Gentlemen, forward to the Bridal-dinner, 
fec a woman may be mide a fool, 

If the had noe a {pirit to refift, 

Pet. They thall go forward Kate, at thy command. 

Obey the Bride, youthat attend on her: 

Go to the feaft, revel and domineer ; | 


eaten the 


Carowfe full meafure to her Maiden-head ; 
Be mad and merry, or go’hang your felves: 
But for my bonny Kate, fhe muft with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor ftamp, nor ftare, nor fret, 
I will be Mafter of what is mine own; 
She is my goods, my chattels, fheismy houfe, 
My houfhold-ftuff, my eee = barn, 
2 
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| My horle, my oxy, my afs, my any thing ; 
And here the ftands, touch her who ever dares 
(le bring mise a€tion on the proudeft he 

Toat tops my way in Padua: Grumio 

L 

A 


a 


}raw forth thy Weapon ; we are belet with thieves 5 
ictcve thy Miftris if thou bea man : i 
Fear not {weet Wench ; they thall not touch thee Kate 5 
‘le buckler thee againft a Million. Exeunt P. Kas 
? y, let ehem go 4 acouple of quiet ones. 
Gre. Went they not quickly ,I fhould die with laughing. 
Tra. Of all mad matches never was the like. 
Luc. Miftris, what’s your opinion of your fifter ? 
Rian That being mad her felf, fhe’s madly mated. 
Gre Twarrant him Petruchio is Kated. 
Bap. Neighbours and Friends, tho Bride an 
wants 
For to fupply the places at the table, : 
You know there wants no junkets at the feat: Lucentio, 
You fhall fupply the Bridegroom’s place, 
And let Bianca take her filters room. 
” Tra. Shall {weet Bianca pradtice how to bride it ? 
Bap. She fhall Lucentio ¢ Come gentlemen, let’s go. 
:  Exeunt. 


Hd. Na 


d Bridegroom 


Enter Grumio. 


Gru. Fie, fie onall tired Jades, on all mad Mafters, and 
all foul ways: Was ever man fo beaten? Wasever man fo 
raide ? Was ever man fo weary? Iam fent before to make 
a fire, and they arecoming after to warm them: now were 
Inot alittle pot, andfoon hot, my very lips might freeze 
tomy recth, my tongue to theroof of my mouth, my heart 
in my belly, e’re I fhould come bya fire to thaw me; but | 
with blowing the fire thall watm my felf: for confidering the 
weather, a taller man than I will rake cold = Holla, hoa Cur- 
ti. 


Ente? Curtis. 


Curt, Who is it that calls fo coldly ? 

Gru, A piece of ice: if thou doubt it, thou maift flide 
from my fhoulder to my heel, with no greater arun but my 
head and my neck. A fire good Cartes. 

Cur. Is my Mafter and his Wile coming, Grumio? 

Gru. Ohl, Curtis, 15 and therefore fire, fire, caftonno 
water. ; 

Cur. Isthe fo hot afew as fhe’s reported ? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this Froft; but thou 
know’ Winter tames Man, Woman and Bealt: for it hath 
tam’d my old Mafter, and mynew Miftris, and my felf, fel- 
low Curtis. 

Cur. Away you three-inch fool, Tam no beatt. 

- Gru. Am Ubut three inches? Why thy horn isa foot, 
and fo long am at the feaft. But wilt thou make a fire, or 
fhall 1 complain on thee to our Miftris, whofe hand (the be- 
ing nowathand) thou fhalt foon feel to thy cold comfort, 
for being flow in thy hot office. 

Cur, \prethee, good Gramio, tell me. 
World? 

Gru. Acold world, Cartis, in every office but thine ; and 
therefore fire: do thy duty, and have thy duty; for my Ma- 
fter and Mittris ate almoft frozen to death. 

Cur. Theres fire ready 5 and therefore good Grumio the 
news. 

Gru. VVby Jack boy, ho boy, and asmuch newsas thou 
wilt. 

Cur. Come, you are fo full of conicatching, . 

Gru.VVhy therefore fire: for I have caught extream cold, 
VVhere’s the Cook? is fupper ready, the houfe trimm/d, 
suthes frew'd, cobwebs fwept, theferving-men in their new 
Ff an, their white Rockings, and every officer his wedding 
garment on ? Be the Jacks fair within, the Jills fair without, 
Carpets faid, and every thing in order ? 

Cur, All ready: and therefore I pray thee what 


Be teed 
Hews: 


of the Shrew. 


———— 


fal’n out. 
Cur. How? ° 
Gru. Out of their faddles into the 
a tale. 
Cur. Let’s ha’t good Grumio. 
Gru. Lend thine ear. 
Cur. Here. : 
Gru. There. 
(ur: This tis to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. pe 
Gru. And therefore’tis call’d afenfible tale : and this Caf 


| was but to knock at your car, and befeech liftning : aowh}) 
begin : Imprimis, we cacae down a foul hill, my matter viding} 


behind my Maftris. 
Car. Both of one horfe ? 
Gru. VVhat’s that to thee ? 


how goes the, 


Cur, VVhby ahorfe. 
Gru, Tell thou the tale- 


a 
Gru. Firft, know my horte isticed, @y Matter and Miftris 


dirt; and thereby hangs} 


( but had’ thou not ere me} 
thou fhould’@ have heard how her horfe fell; and dhe under} 


herhorfe: thou fhould’t have heard in bow mierya plat} 


how fhe was bemoil’d, how he left her withthe horfe upan 
her, how hebeat me becaule her horfe ftumbled, how ihe 
vvaded through the dirt to pluck him off me; hovy be lwore, 
hovv fhe pray’d that never pray’d before, howw I cri’d, how, 
the horfes ran avvay, how her bridie vves burf, hovy | lol 

my crupper, vvith many things of vvorchy memory, vvhich 


thy grave, : 
Cur. By this reckoning he is more fhrew than fhe. 7 
Gru. I, andthat thou and the proudeft of you ail flull 


| 


But vvhat talk lof this? Call] 


Cur. Do you hear ho ? You muft meet my. mafter 
countenance my miftris. 

Grn. VVhy fhe hatha face of her ovvr. 

Cur. VVho knovwvs not that ? 

Gru. Thou it feems, that calls for company to couatenat 


pe 


er. 
Cur. I call them forth to credit her. 


Enter four or five Serving men, 


Gru. VVhy fhe comes to borrovwv nothing of them, 
Nat. VVeicome home Grumio: 
Phil. Hovy nowy Gruwmio ? 

Fof. What Gramio. 

Nick. Fellow Gram». 

Nath, How now old lad- 
Gru. Welcome you . how now you: what you 


— 


; fel 


i 
2 
novv fhall diein oblivion, and thou return uncxperienc’d (0) 
‘a 
| 


i 


i 


b 
f 


fi 
» 

‘ 
« 


to} 


low you: andthus much for greeting. Now my fprust) 


companions, is al! ready, and all things neat ? rie 
Nat. Allthings are ready; how near is our matter ? 
Gru. E’ne at hand, alighted byithis: and therefor 


not —_——-~ Cocks paflion, filence, 1 hear my ¥ | 
fg? > 


Enter Petruchio and Kate. 


Pet. Where be thefe knaves ? What no man at; dot t0} 
hold my ftirrop, norto take my horfe? Where is Matha 
niel, Gregory, Philip? : 

All Ser, Here, here fir, here fir. 

Pet. Here fir, here fir, here fir, here firs 
You loggerheaded and unpolifht grooms: —_. 

What ? noattendance ? no regard ? no duty ? 
Where is the feolith knave I fent before ? 


t 
i 


i 


er 


Gru Here fir, as foolith as 1 was before: 

Pet, You pefant, fwain, you whorefon malt-horfe drudg, 
Did I not bid thee meet me inthe Park, 
And bring, along the rafcal knaves withthee? 

Gru. Nathanici’s coat fir, was not fully madey 
And Gabriels pumps were all unpink’t i’th’ heel: 
There was-no Link tocolour Peters hat, 
And Waiters dagger was not come from fheathing : 
There were none fine, but Adam, Rafe, and Gregory, 
The reft were ragged, old, and beggarly, 
Yet asthey are, they come to meet you. 

Pet. Go rafcals, go and fetch my {upper in. 
Where is the life that late Lled ? 
Where are thofe ? Sit down Kate. 
And welcome. Soud, foud, foud, foud. 


Ex. Ser, 


Enter Servants with fupper. 


Why when I fay ? Nay good {weet Kate be merry. 
Off with my boots, you rogues: youvillians, when ? 


It was the Friar of Orders gray, 
As be forth walked on his way. 


Out you rogue, you pluckmy foot awry, 
Take that, and mend the plucking of the other. 
Be merry Kate: Some wa:er here. what hoa. 


Enter one with water. 


| Where’s my Spaniel Zroslus ? Sirrah, get you hence, 
| And bid my Coufin Ferdinand come hither: 
| One Kate that you mutt kifs, and be acquainted with, 
| Where are my flippers ? fhall I have fome water ? 
| Come Kate and wath, and welcome heartily : 
| You whorefon villain will you let it fall ? 
| Kat. Patience lpray you, *twasa faule unwilling. 
Pet. A whorefon beetle-headed flap-ear’d knave: 
Come Kate fit down, [know you have a ftomack, 
Will you give thanks, iweet Kaze, or elfe fhall 1? 
What's this, Mutton ? 
1. Ser. 1. 
Pet. Who brought it ? 
Ser. I, 
Pet. *Tis burnt, and fo is all the meat : 
What dogs are theft? where is the rafcal Cook ? 
How durft you villains bring it from the dreffer, 
And ferve it thus ro me that love it not 2 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups and all: 
You heedlefs jolc: heads, and unmanner’d flaves. 
| Whar, do you grumble ? Plebe with you ftraight. 
Kat, 1 pray you husband be nor fo difquiet, 
The meat waswell, if you were fo contented. 
Pet. L tell thee Kate, *twas burat and dried away, 
And [ exprefly am forbid to touch it: 
For it engenders choller, planteth anger, 
And better ’cwere that both of us did faft, 
Since of our felves, our felves are chollerick, 
Than feed it with fuch over-rofted flefh : 
Be patient, to morrow’t fhiil be mended, 
And for this night we'l faft for company. 
| Come I will bring theeto thy Bridal Chamber- 
j 


| Cur. Inher Chamber, making a fermon of continency 
| to her, and rails, and {wedars, and rates, that fhe ( poor 
| foul ) knows not which way to fland, to look, to fpeak, 


Exeunt. 
Enter Servants feverally. 

Nath. Peter, didi ever fee the like ? 

Peter He kills her in her own humour. 


Gru. Where is he ? 


Enter Curtis, a Servant. 
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and fits as one new rifen from a dream. Away, away, for 


| 15 oming wae 


Pet, Thus have I politickly begun my reign, 

| And ’tis my hope to end fuccefitully : 

My faulcon now isfharp, and paffing empty, 
And till fhe ftoop, fhe mutt not be full gorg’u, 
For then fhe never locks upon her lure, 
Another way L have to man my haggard, 

To make her cone, and know her Keepers call : 
That is, to watch her, as we watch thefe Kites, 

That bait and beat, and will not be obedient : 

She eat no meat to day, nor none fhall ear. 

Laft night the flept not, nor to night thall not : 

As with the meat, fome undeferved faule 

Vle find about the making of the bed. 

And here Vile fling thepillow, there the bolfter, 
This way the Coverlet, another way the Sheets ; 

J, and amid this hurly | intend, 

That all isdonein reverend care of her, 

And in conclufion, fhe fhall watch all night, 

And if fhe chance to nod, I’le rail and brawl, 

And with the clamour keep her ftill awake , 

This is a way to killa Wife with kindnefs, 

And thus |’le curb her mad and head-ftrong humour, 
He that knows better how to tamea threw 
Now let him {peak, *tis charity to thew. 


3 


Enter Tranio and Hortenfio, 
Tra. Is*t poflible friend Liffo, that Miftrels Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio? 
I tell you fir, fhe bears me fair in hand. 
Hor. Sir, to fatisfie you in what I have faid, 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching; 


Enter Bianca: 


Luc, Now Miftrels, profit you in what you read ? 
Bian. What Matter 1ead you firft, refolve me that > 
Luc, | read that | profefs the art to fove. 
Bian, And may you prove fir, mafter of your art ? 
Luc. VVhile you fweet dear prove miftrefs 
heart. . 
Hor, Quick proceeders marry; now tell me I pray, you 
that durft twear that your miftrets 2:2xea lov’d me in the 
VVorld fo well as Lucentio, 
Tra. Oh defpigntful Love, unconftaat woman kind; | 
tell thee Lifio this is wonderful. : 
Hor. Miftake no more, Lamnot Lifia, 
Nor a Mufician as I feem to be, 
But one that {corn to live in this difguife, 
For fuch a one as leaves a Gentleman; 
And makes a God of {uch a Cullion; 
Koow fir; thatIam caltd Hortentfio, 
Tra. Signior Hortenfio, Ihave often heard 
Of your entire affeétion to Bianca, 
And fince mine eyes are witnefs of het lightnefs, 
Iwill wich you if you be fo contented, 
For{wear Béancaand her love for ever. 
Hor, Sce how they kifS and court 5 Signior Lucentio, 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow 
Never to woo her more, but do forfwear her, 
As one unworthy all the former favours 
That 1 have fondly flatter’d her withal. 
Tra. And here I rake the like unfained oath, 
Never to marry with her, tho fhe would intreat. 
Fie on her, fee how beaftly the doth court him. 
Hor. VVould all the world but he had quite forfworn 
For me, that I may furcly keep mine oath: 
I will be married to a wealthy Widow, 
E’re thtee days pafs, 7 hasas long low’d me, 


3 


of my 


As 
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As L have lov'd this proud difdainful Haggard : 
Aad fo tsrewel Signior Lusentto: 
Kindne{sin Women, not their beauteous looks 
Shall win my Love: and fol take my leave, 
in retolution as I {wore before. 
Tra, Miftris Bianca, blefs you with fuch grace 
| As longeth toa Lover’s bleffed cafe: 
| Nav, Ihave tane younapping, gentle Love, 
And have forfworn you with Hortenfio- 
Bian. Tranio you jeft: but have you both forfworn me? 
Tra. Miftriss we have. 
Luc. Then we areridof Lifio. 
Tra. Y faithhel havea lufty Widow now, 
That frall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 
Bian. God give him joy. 
Tra, \,and he’l tame her: 
Bian, He fays fo Tranio. 
Tra. Faith he is gone unto the taming fchool. 
Bian. The taming {chool: what is there fucha place? 
Tra. | Mifris, and Petruchio is the Matter 
That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long, 
To tame a fhrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 


Enter Biondello. 


rion. Oh Mafter, Mafter, Ihave watcht fo long 
That I amdog-weary 5 but at laft I {pied 
Anancient Angcl coming down the hill 
Will ferve the turn, 
Tra. What is he, Béondello ? a: 
Bio, Mafter, a Mareantant, or a pedant 5 
I know not whats but formal in apparel ; 
{n gate and. countenance furly, like a father. 
Tuc. And what of him, Tranio ? 
Tra \{ he be credulous, and rruft my tale, 
Vie make him glad tofeem Vencentio, 
And give affurance to Baptifia Minola, 
As if he were the right Vincentio = 
Take me your Love, and then let me alone, 


Entcr a Pedant. 


Ped. God fave you fir. 
Tra. And you fir: you are welcome: 
Travel you far on, or are you atthe fartheft ? 
Ped. Sir, at the fartheft for a Weck or two5 
Bat thenup-.farther, and as far as Kome ; 
And fo to Tripoly, if God lend me life: 
Tra What Countreyman | pray ? 
Ped. Of Mantua. ony 
Tra. Of Mantua fir; marry God forbid ; 
And come to Padua, earelefs of your life? » 
Ped. My life Gr ! how I pray ? for that goes hard. 
Tra, Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua , know you not the caufe ? 
Your Ships are ftaid at Venice, and the Duke 
For private quarrel *twixt your Duke and him, 
Hath publifh’d and proclaim’d it openly: 
Tis marvel, but that you are but newly come, 
You might have heardit elfe proclaim’d about. 
Ped, Alas fir, itis worfe for me than fo; 
For jhave bills for money by. exchange 
From Florence, and muft here deliver them. 
Tra. Well fir, to do you curtefie, 
This will ] do, and this { will advife you : 
Fir ft tell me, have youever been at Pifa? 
Ped. \ fir, in Pifa have I often been;, 
Pifa renowned for grave Citizens. 
Tra. Among themknow you one Vincentio? 
Ped. iknow himnot, but | have heard of bim 5 
A Merchant ef incomparable Wealth. 
Tra. He is my father, fir, and footh to fay, 
fn count’nance fomewhat doth refemble you. 
Bion. As touch as an apple doth an oyfter, and all one. 
< . * 


Tra, To fave your life in this extremity, 
This favour will 1 ao you for his fake 5 
And think it not the worft of all your Fortunes 
That you are like to fir Vincentio: 

His nameand credit fhal! you undertake, 

And in my -houfe you fhall be friendly lodg’d : 
Look that you take vpon you as you fhould : 
You underftand me fir : fo fhall you ftay 

Till you have done your bufinefs in the City: 
If this be court’fie fir, accept of it. . 

Ped. Oh fir Ido, and will repute you ever 
The patron of my Life and Liberty. - 

Tra. Then go with me to make the matter good : 
This by the way I let you underftand, ' 
My father is here look’d for every day, 

To pafs affurance of a dowre in marriage 

°>Twixt me and one Baptifta’s daughter here: 

In all thefe circumftances ‘le inftru& you : 

Go with me fir to cloath you as becomes you. 
Exeunt, 


Avius Quartus. 


Scena Prima. 


Enter Katherina and Grumio. 

Gru. No,no forfooth, I dare not for my life. 2 

Kat. The more my wrong; the more his {pite appears:| 
What did he marry me to famifh me ? 
Beggars that come unto my father’s door, 
Upon intreaty have a prefent alms; 
If not, elfewhere they meet with charity : 
But I, who never knew how to intreat, 
Nor never needed that I fhould intrear, 
Am ftarv’d for meat, giddy for lack of fleep 5 
With Oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed ; 
And that which fpights me more than all thefe Wants, | 
He does it under nameof perfe& Love: : 
As who would fay, if I fhould fleep or eat 
’T were deadly ficknefs, or elfe prefent death: 


‘| I prethee go and get me fome repaft ; 


I care not what, fo it be wholfome food. 
Gru What fay you to a Neats-foot? 
Kat. ’Tis pafling good; I prethee let me have it. 
Gra. | fear it is too phlegmatick a meat : 
How fay you to a fat Tripe finely broil’d ? 
Kat. [like it wells good Gruwio fetch it me. . 
Gru. Ucannot tells I fear’tis chollerick : 
What fay youto a piece of Beef and Muftard ? 
Kat. A dith that I do love to feed upon. 
Gru. I, but the Mufterd is too hot a little, 
Kat. Why then the Beef, and let the Muftard reft. 
Gra. Nay thenI will not 3 you fhall have the Muftard 
Or elfe oe get ne Beef of Grumis, 
Kat. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 
Gru. Why then the Muftard arithon: roe 
Kat, Go get thee gone, thou falfe deluding flave, 


Beats him 


gee | 


That feed ft me with the very name of meat : 
Sorrow on thee, andall the pack of you 
That triumph thus upon my mifery : 

Go get thee gone, fay, 


Enter Petruchio and Hortenfio with meat. 


Pet. How fares my Kate ? What, {weeti a : 
Her. Miftris, whet cheer? » {weeting, all amort? a 


Kat. Faith as cold ascan be. 
Pet, Pluck up thy {pirits ;leok cheerfully upen me: 


Here Love, thou feeft how diligent I am, 
To drefs thy meat my felf, and bring it thee : 


a a 


1 am fure, tweet K.re, this kindnets merits thanks. 
Whar, not a word ? Nay then, thoulov’fit not: 
And all my pains is fort.d to no proof. 

Here take away the difh. 

Kat. (pray youlet it fiand. 

Pet. The poorett fervice is repaid with thanks, 
And {fo fhail mine before you touch the meat, 

Kat. 1 thank you fir. 

Hor, Signior Petruchio, fie you are too blame : 
Come Miftris Kate, V’le bear you company. 

Pet. Eat itup all Hortenzio, if thou loveft me: 
‘Much good doit unto thy gentle heart +5 
Kate eat apace , and now my honey love, 

Will we return unto thy Fathers houfe, 

And revel it as bravely as the belt, 

With filken coats and caps, and golden Rings, 

With Ruffs and Cuffs, and Fardingals, and things: 

With Scarff:, and Fanns, and double change of brav’ry, 
With Amber Bracelets, Beads and all this knav?ry. 

With haft thou din’d? The Tailor ftays thy leafure, 

To deck thy bedy with his ruffling treafure. 


Enter Tailor, 
Come. Tailor, let us fee thefe ornaments, 
Enter Hab: tdafher, 


| Lay forth the gown. What news with youfir? 
Fel. Here isthe cap your worfhip did befpeak, 
Pet. Why this was moulded ona porrenger, 
A Velvetdith: Fie, fie, ’tis lewd and filthy, 
Why ’tis a cockle or a walnut-fhell, 

| A knack, a toy, a trick, ababics cap : 

j Away with it, come let me have a bigger. ; 

| Kat. le have no bigger, this doth fit the time, 

| And gentlewomen wear fuch caps as thefe., 

Pet. When you are gentle, you fhall have one too, 

And not till then. 

Hor, That wiil not be in haft. 
Kat. Why fir, I truft I way have leave to fpeak, 

And fpe2k I will. I am no child, no babe, 

Your betters haveendur’d me, fay my mind, 

And if you cannot, beft you ftop your ears. 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 

Or elfe my heart concealing it will break, 

And rather than it fhall, I will be free, 

Even tothe uttermoft as I pleafe in words. 

Per. Why thou fay’d true, it is a paltry cap, 

A cuftard coffen,a bauble, filkenpie, 

I love thee well in that thou lik’Rit not. 

Kat, Love me, or love me not, [like the cap, 

And it I will have, or I will have none. 

Pet. ‘Thy gown, why I: come Tailor let us fee’r, 

O mercy God, what masking ftuffis here ? 

What ? this a fleeve? ‘tis like a demi-cannon, 

What, up and down carv’d like an apple. tart ? 

Here fnip, and nip, and cut, and flith and flath, 

Like toa Cenfor in a barbers fhop: 

Why what a Devi's name Trilor call'ft thou this ? 
Hor. 1 {ee the’s like to have neither cap nor gown. 
Tai, You bid me make it orderly and well, 

According to the fafhion, and the time. 

Pet. Marry and did: but if you be remembred, 

Idid not bid you mar it to thetime. 

Go hop me over every kennel home, 

| For you fhall hop without my cuftome fir : 

| Ple nene of it: heace, make your beft of ir. 

K.t. | never faw a better fathion’d gown, 
More queint, more pleafing, nor more commendable : 
Belike you mean ro make a puppet of me 

Pet. Why true, he means to make a puppet of thee. 

Tai. Suefays your Worfhip means to make a puppet 
of her. 


| 
| 
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Pet. Oh moft monftrous arrogance : 
Thou lyeft, thouthred, thouthimble, 
Thou yard, three quarters, half yard, quarter, rail ; 
Thou Flea, thou Nir, thot winter-cricket thou : 
Brav'd in mine own houfe witha skein of thred : 
Away thou Rag, thou quantiry, thou remnant, 
Or I fhall fo be meet thee with thy yard, 
As thou fhalt think on prating whil’ thou liy’A- 
Ttell thee I, that thou’ haft mar’d her gown, 

Tasl. Your worthip is deceiv’d, the gown is made 
Juft as my Mafter had dire€tion: 

Grumvo gave order how it fhould be done. 

Gru. | gave him no order, I gavehin the fluff 

Tail. But-how did you defire it fhould be made ? 

Gru. Marry fir with needle and thred. 

Ta:l, But did you not requeft to have it Cut ? 

Gr#, Thou halt fac’d many things. 

Tail. I have. 

Gru, Face not me: thou haft brav’d Many men, brave 
not me: I will neither be fac’d nor brav’d. I fay unto thee, 
I bid thy mafter cut out the gown, but I did not bid him 
cut it to pieces. Ergo thou lieft. 

Tsil. Why here is the note of the fafhion to teftify. 

Pet. Read it. 

Gru. The note lies in’s throat if he fay 1 faid fo. 

Tas. Imprimis, a loofe bodied gown. 

Gru. Mafter, if ever [faid loofe-bodied gown, fow me 
in the skirts of it, and beat me to death with a bettome 
of brown thred : 

Pet, Proceed. 

Tail. With a {mall compat cape. 

Gru. I confels the cape. 

Tal. With a trunk fleeve. 

Gru. -I confels two fleeves. 

Tail. The fleeves curiouily cut. 

Pet. Y there’s the villany. 

Gra. Error i’chbill fir, error ith bill: I commanded 
the fleeves fhould be ‘cut out, and fow’d up again, and that | 
[Ne prove upon thee, tho thy little finger be armed in a 
thimble, ; 

Tail. This is true that I fay, and 1 had thee in place 
where, theu fhouldft know it: 

Gru. lam for thee ftraight : take thou the bill, give me 
thy meet-yard, and {pare not me. , 

Hor, God-a-mercy Gramio, then he thall have no 
odd’s, 

Pet. Well fir in brief the gown is not for me. 

Gra, You arei’th right fir, tis for my miftris. 

Pet. Go take it up unto thy mafters ufe. 

Gru. Villain, not for thy life: Take up my Miftrefs 
gown for thy mafters ufe, 

Pet. Why fir, what’s your conceit in that ? 

Gra, Oh fit, the conceit is deeper than you think for ; 
Take up my Miftris gown unto his mafters ufe. 

Oh fie, fie, fie, 

Pet. Hortentio, fay thou wilt fee the Tailor paid: 
Go take it hence, be gone, and fay no more. 

Hor. Tailor, Vie pay thee for thy gown to morrow, 
Take no unkindaels of hishafty words: 

Away I fay, commend me'to thy Mafter. Exit. Tasl’ 

Pet. Well, come my Kate, we will unto your fathers; 
Even in thefe honeft mean habiliments : 

Our purfes fhal! be proud, obr garments poor: 

For *tis the mind that maks the body rich. 

And as the Sun breaks through the darneft clouds, 

So honor peereth in the meanett habit. 

What is the Jay more precious than the Lark, 

Becaufe his feathers are more beauriful 2 

Or is the Adder better than the Eel, 

Becaute his painted skin contents the eye ? 

Ohno, good Kate: neither art thou the worfe 

For this poor furniture, and mean array. 

If thou accounted’ft it fhame, lay it on me, 

And therefore frolick, we will hence forthwith; 
: To 
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To feaft and fport us at thy fachers houfe, 

Ge cill my men, and let us firaight to him, 

Aad bring our horfes unto Long-lane end, 

There will we mount, and thither wa'k on foot. 

Let’s fee, 1 think "cis now fome feven aclock, 

And well we may come there by dinner time. 
Kat \dareaffure you fir,’tis almofttwo. 

Aad ’twill be fupper cime ere you come there. 
Per, It {hall be feven ere 1 go to horfe : 

Lock what I (peak, of do, or think to do, 

You are ftill creffing it ; firs let'c alone, 

1 will not go to day> andere | do, 

tt thall be whata clock I fay it is. 
Hor. Why fo: this gallant will command the fun. 


Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dreft like Vinentio. 


Tra. Sirs, this is the houfe, pleafe it you that I call. 
Ped. Uwhat elfe, and but Ibe deceived, 
Signior Baptifia May remember me 
| Near twenty years ago in Genoa, 
- Tra, Where we were Lodgers, at the Pegafus: 
Tis well, and hold your own in any cafe 
with fuch aufterity a6 longeth to a Father. 


Enter Biondello. 


Ped. Y warrant you: but fir, here comes your boy. 


’Twere good he were fchool’d. 
Tra, Fear you not him : firrah Biondello, 
Now do your duty throughly | advife you * 
Imagine ’twere the right Vincentio. 
Bion. Tur, fearnotme. 
Tra. But hatt thou done thy errand to Baptifta? 
Bion. 1 told him that your Father was in Venice, 
Ang that you look’c for him in Padua. 


Tra. That’s a tall fellow, hold thee that to drink, 


Here comes Baptifta: fet your countenance, fir. 


Enter Baptifta and Lucentio 5 and Pedant booted 
ana bare-headed. 


Tra. Signior Baptifia youare happily met : 
Sir, this isthe geatleman | told you | ae 
L pray you fand good Father to menow, 
Give me Bianca for my. patrimony. 


Ped. Soft fon : fir by your leave, having come to Padus 


To gather in fome debts, my fon Lucentio 

Made me acquainted with a weighty caufe 

OF love between your daughter and himfelf : 
And for the good report I hear of ‘you, 

‘And for thelove he beareth to your daughter, 
And fhe to him s to ftay him not too long, 
Tamcontent in a good fathers care 
To have him matcht, avdif you pleafe to like 
No worfe than I fir upon fome agreement, . 
Me fhall you find moft ready and moft willing 
With one confent to have her fo beftowed : 
For curious | cannot be with you, 
Signiot Baptifte, of whom 1 hear fo well. 

Bap. Sir, pardonme in what I have to fay, 
Your plainnefs and your fhortnefs pleafe me well ; 
Right true it is, your fon Lucentio here 
Doth love my daughter, and fhe loveth him, 

Or both ciffemble deeply their affe&tions 5 
And therefore if you fay no more than this, 
That like a Father you will deal with him, 
And pafs my daughter a {ufficient dowre, 

The match is made and all isdone, 

Your {cn fha'l have my daughter with confent 

Tra. 1 thank you fir, where then do you know beft 
We be affied, and fuch aflurance tane, 

As hall with cither parts agreement ftand. 
Bap. Not in my houfe Lucentio, for you know 


Pitchers have ears, 2nd | have many fervanis, 
Befides old Gremiois harkning ftill, 
And haply we might be interrupted. — 

Tra. Then at my lodging, and it like you fir’; 

There doth my father lie, and there this night 
We'l pafsthe bufinels privately and well: 
Send for your daughter by your fervant heres 
My Boy fhall fetch the Scrivener prefently. 
The worft is this, that atfo flender warning, 
You are like tohave a thin and flender pittance. 

Bap. It tikes me well: 


Cambio hie you home, and bid Bianca make her ready | 


ftraight : 
And if you will tell what hath hapned, 
Lucentio’s Father is arriv’din Padua, 
And how fhe’s like to be Lucentio’s wife. 
Bion. 1 ptay the gods fhe may with all my heart, 


Exit. 4 a Z 


Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 


Enter Peter. 


Signior Baptiffa, fhall flead the way, 
VVecome, one meds is like to be your cheer 
Come fir, we will better itin P2/s. 

Bap. I follow you. 


Enter Lucentio, and Biondello. 


Bion. Cambio. 

Luc. VVhat fait thou Biondello ? =, 

Biond. You faw my Matter wink and laugh upon you.) 

Luc. Biondello, what of that? . 

Biond. Faith nothing ; but has left me here behind 
* expound the meaning, or moral of his figns and to-| 
ens. mt 


Luc. \pray the moralize them. 


Biond. Thenthus. Baptifta is fafe talking with the de- y 


ceiving Father of a deceitful Son. 


Luc. ‘And what of him? a 
Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you to the fup-| 


per: 
Luc. And then? ie 
Bion.The old Prieft at St. Luke's Church is at your com a 

mand at ail hours. . 
Lue. And what of all this? 


Bion. I cannot tell, except they are bufied about a 


countefeit afurance 3 take you affurance of her, Cum prt- i. 
vilegio ad Imprimendum folum , to th’ Church take the] 
Prieft, Clark, and fome fufficient honeft witneffes : 1 
If this be not that you look for, | haveno more to fay, 
But bid Bianca farewel for ever and a day 

Luc; Hear’ft thou Biondello, 


Bion. [cannot tarry 3 I knew a wench married in an af Bi | 


ternoon as fhe went to the Garden for Parfeley to ftuffa 


'Rabit, and fo may you fir: and fo adieu fir, my Mafter 
jhath appointed me to go to Saint Luke’s to bid the 
| Prieft be ready to come againft you come with your appen- 
dix. Exit 


a 

Bie 
Luc. I may and will, if the be fo contented : 2 | 

She will be pleas’d, then wherefore fhould I doubt? t 


Hap what hap may, I’le roundly go about her: 
Ir fhall go hard if { Cambio go without hak 


Enter Petruchio, Kate, Hortenfio. 


Pet. Comeon a Gods name, once more towards out} 
_ Fathers. 
Good Lord how bright and goodly fhines the Moon : 
ae Moon, the Sun ; it is not Moon-light 
ow. 


Pet. I fay it is the Moon that fhines fo bright. 
Kat. 1 know itis the Sun that fhinsfo bright. 


Pet) 


Exevt| 


Evit.| | 
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Pet. Now by my Mothers Son, and that’s my felf, Pet. Con adfce the truth hereof, 
[t fhall be moon, or far, or what 1 litt, For our firft merrimence hath m h:ejzalous, Exepnr. 
Or ere{ journey to your fathers houfe : Hor. Well Petruchio, this has put me in heart, 
Go on, and fetch our horfes back again, Have to my Widow, if fhe be froward, 
Ever more croft and croft, nothing but croft; Then haft thou taught Hortentioto beuntoward. Exp 
Hor. Say ashe fays,or we fhall never go, 
Kat. Forwatd I pray, fince we have come (o far, Enter Biondello, Lucentio. and Bianca, Gremio 
And be it moon, or fun, or what you pleafe : is out before: | 
And if you pleafe tocall it arufh Candle, 
Hence forth I vow it fhall be fo for me. | Bion. Softly and fwiftly: fir, for the Prieft isready. 
Pet, Ifay it isthe moon, Lue. | fly Biondello, but they may chance to need thee 
Kat, [know it is the moon. j at home; therefore leave us. Bie | 
Pet. Nay then youlie: it is the bleffed Sur. | Bion. Nay faith, Vie fee the Church a your back, anc 


Kat. Then God be bleft, it is the: bleffed Suny 
But Sun it is not, when you fay it is not. 
And the Moon changes even as your mind: 
What you will have it nam’d, even thatitis, 
And fo it fhall be fo for Katherine. 
Hor. Petruchio, go thy ways, the field is won. 
Pet, Well, forward, forward, thusthe bowl fhould run, 
And not unluckily againft the Bias: 
But fofr, Company is comming here. 


Enter Vincentio. 


Good morrow gentle Miftris, where away ? 
Tell me {weet Kate, and tell me troly too, 
Haft thou beheld a frefher Gentlewoman: — 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks : 
What Stars do fpangle Heaven with fuch beauty, 
As thofe twoeyes become that heavenly face? 
Fair lovely Maid, once more good day to thee : 
Sweet Kate embrace her for her beauties fake. 
Hor. A will make the man mad to make’ a woman of 
} him. 
Kat, Young budding Virgin, fair, and frefh; and {weet, 
Whither away, or where is thy aboad ? 
Happy the Parents of fo fair a child 5 
Happier the man whom favourable Stars 
Allots thee for his lovely bedfellow. 
Pet. Why how now Kate, | hope thou art nct mady 
Thisis a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered, 
And not a Maiden, as thou fai’ft he is. 
Kat. Patdon old father my miftaking eyes, 
| That have beén fo bedazied with the tun, 
‘That every thing I look onfeemeth green: 
Now I perceive thou art areverend Father : 
Pardon I pray thee for my mad miftaking. 
Pet. Do good old grandfir, and withall make known 
Which way thou travelleft, if along with us, 
We fhall be joyful of thy company. 
Vin, Fair Sir, and you my merry Miftris, 
That with your ftrange encounter much amaz’d me : 
My namie is call’d Vincentio, my dwelling Pifas 
And bound lam to Padua, thereto vifit 
Afon of mine, which long I have not feen: 
Pct, What is his name ? 
Vin, Lucentio, gentle fir, 
Pet. Happily met, the happier for thy fon : 
And now by Law, as well as reverent age, 
I may intitle thee my loving father ; 
The fifter to my wife, this gentlewoman, 
Thy Son by this hath married : wonder not, 
Nor be not grieved, fhe is of good efteem, 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ; 
Befide, fo qualified, as may befeem 
The Spoufe of any noble gentleman : 
Let me ecobrace with old Vincentio, 
And wander we to fee thy honeft fon, 
Who will of thy arrival be full joyous, 
Vin, Butis this true, or isit elfe your pleafure, 
Like pretent travellers to break a jeft 
Upon the company you overtake? 
Hor. i do afiure thee father forit is: 


EEE OA SE TA LL LT 


then come back to my miftris as foon as! can. 
| Gre, | marvael Cambio comes not all this while. 
| 


Enter Petruchio, Kate, Vincentic, Grumio 
with Attendants, | 
i 
Pet. Sir heres the door, this is Lucentio’s houte, 
My Fathers bears more toward the Market-place, 
Thither muft [, and here [leave you fir. 
Vin. You fhall not choofe but drink before you go, 
Ithink | fhall command your welcome here ; 
And by alllikelihood fome cheer is toward. 


it 
Gre. They’rebuly within, you 


Kzock 
were beft knock louder 


; 
} 


Pedant looks ont of the 


window. 

Ped. What’s he that knocks as he would beat down the 
gate ? 

Vin, \WsSignior Lucentio within fir ? 

Ped, He’s within fir, but not to be {fpoken withal. 

Vin, What if aman bring him a hundred pound or 
two to make merry. withal. 

Ped: Keep your hundred pounds to your felf, he’ fhall 
need none as longas I live. 

Pet. Nay, | told you your fon was well beloved in Padua; 
do you hear fir, to leave frivolous circumftances , 
[ pray you tell fgnior Lucentio that his Father is 
come from Pifa, and is here at the door to {peak with 
him. 

Ped, Thou lieft, hisfather is come from Padua, and 
here looking out at the window. 

Vin, Artthou his father ? . 

Ped, | fir, fo his mother fays,if I may believe her, 

Pet. Why how now Gentleman : why this is flat tena-| 
very to take upon you another mans name. 

Ped. ‘Lay hands on the villain, I believe he means to 
cozen fome body in this City under my countenance. 


Enter Biondello. 

Bion, \have feen them in the Church together, God 
fend ’em good fhipping : but whoishere? mine old Ma- 
fter Vincentio: now we are undone and brought to no- 
thing. 

Vin. Come hither Crackhemp. 

Bion. | hope | may choole Sir. 

Vin. Come hither yourogue,wh«t have you forgot me? 

Bion, Forgot you, no fir: | cou'd not forget you, for I 
never faw you before in all my life. 

Vin, What, you notorious villain, did’& thou never fee 
thy Mafters Father Vincentio? 

Bion, What my old worfhipful old mafter ? yes mar- 
ry fir, fee where he looks out of the window. 

Vin Ist fo indeed ? He beats Biondello. 

Bion. Help, help, help, here’s a mad manwill murther 
me, 

Peda. Help, fon, help Signior Baptiffa. 

Pet. Prethce Kate let’s ftand afide and fee‘the end of 
this controverfy. 


ater Pedant with fervants, Bap'ifta, T'ranie. 
* Tra.| 


The Taming of the Shrexw. 


Tr+. Sir, what are you that offer co beat my fer- 
vant ? 

Vin. What am I'fir 5 nay what are you fir? oh immor- 
tal God’s : oh fine villain, a filken doublet, a velvet hofe, 
afcarlet cloak, and a copatain hat : oh lamundone, I am 
undone: while I play the good husband at home, my fon 


i ' ee 


Bap.But do you hear fiz, have you inarried my daughter] 
without asking my good will ? a 
Vin, Fear not Baptifia, we will content you, goto;} 
but I will in, to be revenged on this villain. Exit. 
Bap. And Ito found the depth of thisknavery. Ewin) 
Lue. Look not pale, Bianca, thy father will not frown | 


and my fervant {pend allat the Univerfity. 

Tra. How now, what’s the matter ? 

Bep. What is the man lunatick ? 

Tra Sir, you feema fober ancient Gentleman by. your 
habit ; but your words fhew you a mad man; why fir, 
what concerns it you, if Twear Pearl and Gold; I thank 
my good Father, am able to maintain ite 

Vin. Thy father { oh villain, he is a Sail-maker in Ber- 
gamo. 

hintish 
think is his name ? Kat. Nay, | willgive thee a kifs, now vel 

Vin. His name, as if] knew not his name: 1 have brought | fay. Ys & ? pray thee Love| E 
him up ever fince he was three years old, and his name is) “Pep, Js not this well? come my {weet Kate, 
Trane, : , Better once then never, for never too late. 

Ped. Away, away mad afs, his name is Lucentio, and he 
is mine onlyfon and heir to the Lands of me Signior 
Vincentio. 

Vin, Lucentio! oh he hath murthered his Matter, lay 
hold on him I charge you in the Dukesname 4 oh my fon, 
my fon, tell me thou villain, where is my fon Lwucen- 
tio ? ‘ 

Tra. Call forth an officer 5 Carty this mad knave to the 
Goal ; father Baptifta, 1 charge you fee that he be forth 
coming. 

Vin. Carry me to the Goal? 

Gre. Stay officer, he fhall not go to prifon. 

Bap. Talk not Signior Gremio; 1 tay he thall go to 


Exeunt,| 
Gre. My cake is dough, but Plc in among the reft, ti 
Out of hopeof all, but my fhare of the teait. 
Kat. Husband let’sfollow, to fee the end of this ado, 
Pet. Firft kifsme Kate, and we will. 
Kat. What in the midft of the ftreet ? 
Pet, What art thou afham’d of me? 
= i fir, on, fordid, but afham’d to kifs. ie 
et, Why then let’s home again: Come fir "5 adie | 
You miftake fir, you miftake fir, pray what do you | way. : re ie q | 


Exeunt | 


Scena Quarta. 


Ent er Baptifta, Vineentio, Gremio, the Pedant, Lucentis, and | 
Bianca, Tranio, Biondello, Grumio, and Widdow : 4 
The Serving. men with Tranio bringing 
in a banquet. 


Luc. Atlaft tho long, our jarring notes agree, 
And time it is when raging war is come, . 
To {mile at {capes and perils over blown : 
My fair Bianca bid my father welcome, 
While I with felf-fame kindnefs welcome thine = 
Brother Petruchio, filter Kathersna, 
And thou Hortentio with thy loving Widdow = 
Feaft with the beft, and welcome to my houle, 
My Banquetistoclofeourftomachsup * 
Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio, After our great good cheer : pray you fit down, 
to the Goal with him, | For now we fit co chat as wellas eat. 
Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat. 
Bap. Padua affords this kindnels, fon Petruchio. ‘ 
Pet. Padua affords nothing, but whatis kind. | F 
Hor. For bothour fakes] would that word were trug:| 
Pet. Now for my life Hortentio fears his widdow. Bs Z 
Hor. Then never truft me if 1 be afeard. | 
Pet, You are very. fenfible, and yet you mifs my} 
fence : : ee 
I mean Hortentiois afeard of you. 
Wid. He that is giddy thinks the world turns round. 
_ Pet. Roundly replied. 
Kat. Miftris, how mean you that? 
Wid, Thus I conceive by him; 5 
Pet. Conceives by me, how likes Hortentiothat? 
Hor. My Widdow fays, thus the conceives her tale. 
Pet. Very well mended; kifs him for that, goo 
Widdow. . 
Kat: He thatis giddy thinks the world turns round 
I pray you tell me what youmeant by that, 
Wid. Your Husband being troubled with a fhrew, 
Meafurs my husbands forrow by his wo 
And now you know my meaning, 
Kat. A very Mean meaning. 
Wid. mgt I mean you. 
Kat. And [ am mean indeed, refpedti ° 
Pet, To her Kate. > HEEB ae 
Hor. _ ast Widdew. 
Pet: Ahundred marks, my Kated he 7 
Hor. That’s my office. eligi. lsd ee 
Pet. Spokelike an officer 5 ha to thee lad. 
Drinks to Hortentio. 


prifon. : 
Gre. Take heed fignior Baptifta, left you be coni- 
catch’d in this bufinefs, 1 dare {wear this isthe right ¥#7- 
eentio. 
"Ped. Swear if thou dar’ft. 
Gre. Nay, [dare not fwear it. 
Tra. Then thou wert beft fay that | am not Lucen- 
tioe : 
Gre 
Bap, Away with the dotard , 


Enter Bfondello, Lucentio, amd Biancas 


Vin. Thus &rangersmay be hald and abus’d, oh mon- 
{trous villain. 
Bion, Oh we arefpoil'd, and yonder heis, deny him, for- 
{wear him, or <lfe we are all undone. 
Exit Biondello, Tranio, ad Pedant as faft as may be 


Luc, Pardon {weet father: 
Vine Lives my tweet fon? 
Bion, Pardon dear Fathers ~ 
Bap. How haft thou offended, where is Lucentio? 
Luc. Here’s Lucentio, right fon to the right Vincen- 
£406 
That have by marriage made thy daughter mine. 
While counterfeit fuppofes bleer’d thinecins 
Gre. Here’s packing with a witnefs to deceive us all. 
Vin, Where is that damned villain Tramo, 
That fae’d. and brav’d me in this matter fo ? 
Bap. VVbY> tell me if not thismy Cambio? 
Bios. Cambio is chang’d into Lucentio. 
Luc. Love wrought thefe miracles. Bianca’s love 
Made me exchange my ftate with Tranvo, 
| VVhile he did bear my countenance in the town, 
And happily Ihave arriv’d at laft 
Unto the wifhed haven of my blifs ; 
VVhat Tranio did, my felf enfore’d him to ; 
Then pardon him {weet Father for my fake. 
Fin. Pile flit the villains nofe that would have fent me 
to the Goal. 


Bap, How likes Gremio thefe quick witted folks? 
Gre. Believe me fir, they But together well: 
Bizn. flead,/and but an halty witty body, 
Would fay your Head and But were head and horn, 
Vin. | Miftrefs Bride, hath that awakened you ? 
Bian. I, but not frighted me, therefore Ple fleep a- 
ain. 
Pet. Nay that you fhall not fince you have begun: 
Have at you fot a better jet or two. 
Bian. Art| your Bird, I mean to'fhife my bufh, 
And then purfue meas you draw your Bow. 
Youare welcome alJ. Exit Bianca. 
Pet. She hathprevented me, here fignior Tramio. 
This bird you aim’d at, tho you hit her not, 
herefore a health toall thar fhot and mitt. 
Tra. Oh fir, Lucentio fipt me like his Gray-hound, 
Which runs himfelf, and catches for his Mafter. 
Per. A good {wiftfimile, but fomething currifh. 
Tra: ’Tis well fir, that you hunted for your felf : 
’ Tis thought your Deer does hold you at a bay: 
Bap. Oh, oh Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 
Luc. \thank thee for that gird good Tranio. 
Hor. Contefs, confefs, hath he not hit you here ? 
Pet. A has alittle gall’d me I confefs: 
And as the Jeft did glance away from _me, 
Tis ten to one it maim’d you too outright. 
Bap. Now in good fadnefs fon Petrruchio, 
think thou hat the verieft (hrew of all. 
Pet. Well, { fay no ; and therefore for affurance, 
Let’s each one fend unto his wife, 
And he whole wife is moft obedient, 


i 


1 be ¥ aming of the Shrew, 


Tocome at firft when he doth fend for her, 
Shall win the wager which we will propofe. 
Hor. Content, what's the wager? 

Luc. Twenty Crowns. 

Pet. Twenty Crowns. 

Ple venrure fo much of my Hawk or Hound, 
But twenty times fo much upon my Wife. 
Luc. “A hundred then. 

Hor, Content. 

Pee. A match, ’tis done. 

Hor, Who fhall begin ? 

Luc. That will 1. 

" {Go Biondello, bid your Mifirefs come tome : 
Bion. | go. 

Bap. Son, le be yonrhalf, Bianca comes. 


Exit, | 


Lac. Me have no halves: ile bear it all my felf. 


Enter Biondello, 


How-now, what news ? 
Bion, Sir, my Miftrefs {nds you word 

That ihe is bufie, and cannot come. 

Pet. How? fhe’s bufic, and cannotcome: is that an an- 
fwer ? . 

JsGreol; and akind-one too: 

Pray God Sir your wife fend you not a worfe, 

Pet, 1 hope better. 

Hor, Sirta Biondello, go and intreat my wife to come to 
me forthwith. Exit Biondello. 
Pet. Oh ho, intreat her , nay then fhe muft needs 
comé.: . 7? 

Hor. lam-afraid Sir, do what: you-can, 


Exter Biondello.. 


Yours will not beentreated - Now; whiere’s my wife ? 
Bion, She fays you have fome goodly-Jeft in hand, 
She willnotcome : fhe bids you come to her. 
Per. Worfe and worte, fhe will not come: 
Oh vild, intolerable, not to be indur’d: 
Sirra Grumio, go tol yout Miltrefs, 
Say Icommandher to come tome. 
Aior. \know her anfwer. 
i St. 


Exit: 


Per. What 2 
fZor, She will not, 
Pet. The foulsr fortune mine, and there an end, 


Enter Katherina. 


Bap. Now by my hollitam here comes Katherina. 

Kat, What is your wiil Sir that you {fend for me ? 

Pet, Where is your Sifter, and Hovteritio’s wife ? 

Kat. They fit con ferring by. the Parlor fire. 

Pet. Go fetch cheat hither, if they deny to come, 
Swinge me them foundly forth unto their husbands : 
Away I day, and bring them hither ftraight. 

Lac. Hereis a wonder, if vou talk of a wonder. 

Hor. And fo it is: Twonder what it boads. 

Pet. Marry peace it boads, and love, and quiet life, 
An awful rule and right fupremacy : 

And to be fhort, what not, that’s{weet and happy. 

Bap. Now fair befal the good Petruchio; 

The wager thou haft won,and I will add 
Unto their foffes twenty thouland Crowns, 
Another dowry to another daughter, 
For fhe is chang’d as fhe had never been. 

Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet, 

And fhow more fign of her obedi 
Her new built verttie and obedienc: 


Enter Kate, Bianca, and Widdow, 


See where fhe comes, and brings your froward Wives 

As prifoners to her womanly p<rtwafion : 

Katherine, that cap of yours becomes you not, 

Off with that bable, and throw itunderfoot. 

Wid; Lord let -me-never have acaute to figh, 

Till I be brought to fucha filly pats 
Bian, Fie what afoolifh duty call_you this? 

Luc, [would your duty were as foolifh too: 

The wifdom of ‘your duty, fair Bianca, 

Hath cot me five hundred Crowns fince fupper time. 
Bian: The more fool you for laying.on my duty. 
Pet. Katherine, I chargethee tell thefe headftrong wo- 

men, what duty they owe to their Lords and husbands. 
Wid. Come, come, you're mocking : we will have no 

telling. 
Pet. Comeonifsy, and firk begin with her. 
Wid, She thall not. 
Pets 1 fay fhe-fhall; and fir begin with her. 
Kate, Fie, fie, unkoit thatehreatning unkind brow, 

Aad dart not{fcornful glances from thole eyes, 

To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy Governour. 

ic blots thy beauty as frofts bite the‘tneads, 

Confounds thy fame, whirlwiods fhake fair'buds, 

And.in no fence is meet or-amiab le. 

A womaamov’d is like a Faun tain troubled, 

Muddy, ill feeming, thick, bereft of beauty, 

And whileit.is fo, none fo dry or thichy 

Willdain tofip, or couch one drop of it. 

Thy Husband is thy Lord, thy Life, thy keeper, 

Thy Head, thy, Soveraign: One that cares for thee, 

Aad for thy maintenance. Commits his body 

To. painful labour, both by fea and land: 


To watch the night in ftorms, the day if.cold, 


Whil® thou 1’ warm at home, fecure and fafe, 
And craves no-o ther tribute at thy hands, 
But love, fair looks, and rrue obedience’s 


‘Too little payment for fo great a debt.” 


Such duty-as the Subjcét owes the Prihcé, ~ 
Even fuch a woman oweth to her busband « 
And when the is froward, peevith fallea, fower, 
And not obedient-to his honeft will, 
VVhat.is fhe butafoul contending Rebel, 
And gracel: fs traitor to her loving Lord? 
Jam afham’d that women are fo fingle, 
To offer war where they fhould knee! for peace: 
Or 


eile 


All's well that ends well 


mi Intokenof which duty, if he pleafe, Ha 


fupremacy, and way, 
When they are bound to ferve, love, and obey: 
Why are our bodies foft, and weak, and fmooth; 
| Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 
Bur that our foft conditions, and our hearts, 
Should well agree with our external parts ? 
Come, come, you froward unable worms, 
My mind: hath been as big as one of yours, 
My hrartis great, DY reafon haply more, 
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown 3 
But now I fee our Launces are but ftraws : 
Our ftrength as weak, our weaknefs paft compare, 
That feeming to be mof, which we indeed leaft are, 
Then vale your ftomacks, forit isno boot, 
And place your hands below your husbands foot : 


Or feek for rule, 


My hand is ready, may it de him eafe. 
Pet, Why there’s a wench: Come on, and ki& me 
Kate. 
Luc. Well go thy ways old Lad, for thou fhalt ha’e, 
Vin. *Tisa good hearing when children are toward, 
Luc, But a harfh hearing, when women are froward, 
Pet.. Come Kate, we’l to bed, 
We three are married, but youtwo are {ped, 
’Twas I won the wager tho you hit the white, 
And being a winner, God give you good n‘ght. 
Exit Petruchio, 
Hortenf. Now go thy ways, thou haft tam’d acurf 
Shrow. 
Luc. Tis a wonder, by your teave, fhe will be tam’d{g, 


All's well that ends well. 


Atlus Primus. 


Entr young Bertram Couut of Roffilion, his Mother ,and He- 
lena, Lord Lafew, allin black; 


(3 N delivering my fon from me, bury a 
we fecond husband. 
< _ Rof. And in going, Madam, weep 
o’re my Father’s death anew , but I 
mutt attend his Majefties command, to 
whom Iam now in Ward, evermore 
in fubje&tion, 
&  Laf. You fhall'find of the King a 
husband , Madam, you fir a father. 
He that fo generally is at all times good, muft of neceffity 
hold his virtueto you, whofe worthincls would ftir it up 
‘were it wanted, rather than lackit where there is fuch 
abundance. 

Mo. What hopeis there of hig, Majefties amendment ? 

Laf. He hath abandon’d his Phyfitians, Madam, under 
whofe practices he hath perfecuted time with hope, and 

‘finds no other advantage in the proccf, but only the lofing 
of hope by time; 

Mo. This young Gentlewoman had a Father, O'that bad! 
how fad a paflage tis, whofe skill was almo% as great as 
his honefty, had it ftretch’d fo far, would have made nature 
immortal, and death fhould have play for lack of work. 
Would, for the-Kings fake he were living, t think it would 

| be the death of the Kings difeale. 

Laf, How call’d you the man you fpeak of Madam ? 

Mo. He was famous fir, in his profeffion, and itwas ‘his 
great right to be fo: Gerard de Narbon. 

Laf. He was ‘excellent indeed, Madam, the King very 

| lately fpoke of himadmiringly and mourningly: he was 
skilful enongh to have liv’d fill; if knowledg could be fet 
} Up again mortality. eae ae 
; — What isit (my good Lord) the King languifhes| 
of? / 
Laf. A Fiftula my Lord. 


I eee 


Scena Prima. 


Rof. T heard not of it before. a 

Laf. I would it were not notorious. Was this Ga: 
tlewoman the Daughter of Gerard de Narbon? 

Mo. Hisfole child my Lord, and bequeathed to my @ 
ver-looking. | have thofe hopes of her good, that her edi? 
cation promifes her difpofitions fhe inherits, which maki 
fair gifts fairer 5 for where an unclean mind carries verfaoll 
qualities, there commendations go with pity, they a 
vertues and traitors too : in her they are the better 
their fimplenefs 5 fhe derives her honefty, and atchievedlie 
goodnefs, 

Lafew. 
tears. 

Mo. “Tis the beft brine a Maiden can feafon her prail 
in, The remembrance of her Father never approac 
her heart, but the tyranny of her forrews takes all liveli 
hood from her-cheek, No more of this Helena, go.to, 0 
~ left it be rather thought you:affeét a forrow,thant 

ave ——— 

He!. Idoaffe& a forrow indeed, but Ihave it too. 

Laf. Moderate lamentations is the right of the dead 
exceflive grief the enemy to the living. 

Mo, If the living be enemy to the igriefypthe exceb 
makes it foon mortal. a 

Rof. Madam, I defire your holy wifhes. 

Laf. How underftand we that ? 

Mo. Be thou bleft Bertram and fucceed thy Fathety 
In manners as indhape : ‘thy blood and virtue 
Contend for Empire in thee, and thy goodnefs 
Share with thy birth-right : Lovevall, truft a few, 

Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy 

Rather in power'than ufe > andkeep thy-ftiend 
Undenthy own lifes key : Becheckt forfilence, 

But never tax'd for fpeech : What heaven more will, 
That thee may'furnifh, and my prayers pluck down, 
Fallon thy hand : ‘Farewel my Lord, 


Your commendations, Madam, get from th 


| Tis an unfeafon’d Courtier, good my Lord 


Advife him: 


a ee 


His arched arrows, his hawkiag eye, his curls 
In our hearts table: heart too capable 

| Of every line and crick of. his fweet favour, 
But now he is gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Muft fanétify his Relick. Who comes here ? 


Enter Parolles. 


Al's wellthatends well. 


A mother, and a miftre(s, and a friend, 


a macs ee 


- ON 


A Phoenix, Captain, and an enemy, 

A guide, a goddets, and a foveraign, 

A Counfellor, a Traitrefs, and a Dear : 
His humbleft ambition, proud humility : 
His jarring concord : and his difcord dulcct : 
His faith, his {weet difafter: with a world 


| OF pretty fond adoptious chriftendoms 


One that goes with him: 1 love him for his fake, 
And yet I know him a notorious Liar, 

Think him a‘great way fool, folcly a coward, 

Yet thefe fixt evils fic fo fir in him, 

That they take place, when Virtues fteely bones 
Looks bleaki’ch cold wind 5 withal, fulloft we fee 
Cold wifdom waiting on fuperfluous folly. 

Par. Save you fair Queen. 

Hel, And you Monarch. 

Par. Nos 

Hel. And no, 

Par. Are you meditating on Virginity >? 

Hel. 1: you have fome ftain of fouldier in you: Let 
me ask you aqueftion. Man is enemy to virginity, how 
may we barrocado it againft him ? 

Par. Keep him out. : 

Hel. But he affails, and our virginity though valiant, 
in the defence yet is weak: unfold us fome warlike refift- 
ance, 


undermine you, and blow you up. 


eee OT 


blower's up. Is there no Military policy how Virgins might 
blow up men? 

Par. Virginity being blown down, Man will. quicklier 
be blown up - marry in blowiug him down again, with 
the breach your felves made, you lofe your City. It isnot 


Par. There is none : Man fetting down before you will | 


Hel, Biefs our poor Virginity from underminers, and | 


politick, in the common-wealth of natufe, to’ preferve 
virginity. Lodfs of Virginity, is rational encreafe, ,and 
there was never virgin got, till virginity was firft loft. 
That you were made of, ismetal to make Virgins. Vire 
ginity, by being once joft, may be ten times found : bv 
being ever kepc, it is ever loft: ’tis too cold a companion : 
away with’. 

Hel. \ will ftand for’ a little, though therefore I die a 
Virgin. 

Par. There’s little can be faid in’t 5 tis againft the rule 
of Nature. To fpeakon the part of virginity, is to ac- 
cufe your Mothers 5 whichis mo infallible dilobedience, 
He that hangs himf:lf is a Virgin: Virginity murthers 
it felf, and fhiould be buried in high-ways out of all 
fanétified limit, as. a defperate Offendrefs againft Na- 
ture, (Virginity breeds mites, much like a Cheefe, con- 
fumes it felf to the very pairing, and fo dies with feed- 
ing his own ftomack. Befices, Virginity is.peevifh, proud, 
idle,made of (elf-love, which is the moft inhtbited fia in the 
Canon. Keep it not, you cannnot choofe but lofe by’t. 
Out with’c: within ten years it will make it felf two, 
which is a goodly increafe,and the principal it felfnot much 
the worfe. Away with’t. : 

Hel. How might one do fir,to lofe it to her own liking 

Par. Let me fee. Marry, illto like him that ne’re 
it likes. Tis. a commodity will lofe the glofs with 
lying, The longer kept, the lefs worth: Off with’ 
while *tis vendible. Anfwer the time of requeft. Vir. 
ginity like am old Courtier, wears her cap outof fa- 
fhion, richly futed, but unfutable, juft like the brooch 
and the toothpiek, which were not now : your Date is 


better in your Pye and your Porredg, then in your cheek: | (The Kings difeafe )my projcét may deceiveme, 
and your virginity, your old virginity, is like one of our | But my intents are fixt, and will not leave me. 


French wither'd Pears ; it looks ill, it eats drily, marry 
‘tis a owither’d Pear: it was formerly petter, marry 
yet “tis a wither’d Pear. Wilh you any thing with 
it? 

Hel, Not my virginity yet. 
There fhall your Mafter have a thoufahd loves, 


| 


That blinking Cupid goffips. Now fhall he : 
I know not what he fhall, God fend him well. 
The Courts alearning places andheis one. 

Par. What oneli’faith ? 

Hel, That] with well, ’tis pity. 

Par. What’s pity 2 

Hel. That withing well had not a body in’t, 
Which might be felt, that we poorer born, 
Whofe bafer ftars do fhut them up in withes, 
Might with effeéts of them follow our friends, 
And fhew what we alone muft think, which never 
Returnsus thanks, 


Enter Page, 


Page. Monfieur Parolles, 
My Lord calls for you. 

Par, Little Helley farewel, if 1 can remember thee, 
Iwill think of thee at Court, 

Hel. Monfieur Parolles, you were born under a chari- 
table ftar. 

Par. Under Mars 1, 

Hel, Lefpecially thinkunder AZars, 

Par, Why under AZars 2 

Hel. The waters hath fo kept you under, that you muft 
needs be born under Mars. 

Par. When-he was predominant. 

Hel. Whenhe was retrograde Ithink rather. 

Par. Why think you fo ? 

Hel. You go fo much backward when you fight: 

Par, That’s for advantage. 

Hel. So is. running away, 

When fear propofes fafety : 

But the compofition that your valour and-fear makes in 
you, is a vittue of a good wing, and I like the wear 
well. 

Paroll. I am fo fall of bufinefs, I cannot anfwer thee 
acutely : I will return perfeét Courtier, in the which 
ray inftruétion fhall ferve to naturalifethee, fo thou wilt 
be capable of the Courtiers countel, and underftand what 
advice fhall thruft upon thee,elfe thou dieft in thine un- 
thankfulnefs, and thine ignorance makes thee away ; fare- 
wel : When thou haft leifure, fay thy prayers : when thou 
haft none, remember thy Friends: get thee a good huf 
band, and ufe him as he ufes thee: So farewel. 

Exit. 

Hel, Our remedies oft in our felvesdolie, 

Which we afcrible to heaven : the fated sky 
Gives us free fcope, only doth backward pull 
Our flow defigns, when we our felves are dull, 
What power is it, which mounts my love fo high, 
That makes me fee, and cannot feed mine eye ? 
The mightieft {pace in fortune, Narure brings 
To joyn like likes 5 and kifs like native things. 
Impoffible be ftrange attempts 10 thofe 

That weigh their pains in fence, and do fuppofe 
What hath been, cannot be. Who ever ftrove 
To thew her merit, that did mifs her love ? 


} 
Exit. 
Flouvifh Cornets. 


Enter the King of France with letters, and 
divers Attendants. 


S King. 


aE SENT Tks Re Tee Gas oe Se 
All's well that ends well 
. “ é . rr 
he Floventines and Senoys are by th’ eats, ( Since I, nor wax, nor honey car bring home, ) 
Jave tought with equal fortune, and continue I quickly were diffolved from my hive 
A braving wat, To give fome Labourers reom. : 
1. Lo, G. So "tis reported fir. ‘ 2, L. E. Yowre loved Sir 
Kin. Nay "tis moth credible, we here receive it, They that leaft lendit you, fall lack you firft, 
Acestaiary vouch’d from our Coufin Auftria, Kia. | fill Se 4 9 
Cortana. ran Kaa, a place I know’t 5 how long ist Count. 
Wath Caution, that the Florentene wil] move us Since the Phyfician at your fathers died . 
For fpeedy aid : wherein our deareft friend He was much fam’d i aaa : 
Prejudicaics the cesta and would tcem Ber. Some fiz months fince, my Lord. 
To have us make Cental, Kin. If he were living, 1 would try him yet 
1. L. G. His love and wildom Lend me an.arm 3 the teh have ibe me a 
Approv’d fo to your Majefty may plead With feveral applications; Nature and ficknefs 
For -ampleft credence. Debate it at their leifure. Welcome Cou 
Kin. He hath arm’d our anfwer, My fons no dearer pr 
And Florence is deni’d before he comes : ; Ber. Thank ' ; 
Yet for our Gentlemen that mean to {ee ; ee 
The Tufeanfervice, freely have they ‘leave 
To -ftand on either part. ; ee” 
? 2. Lo. €: Ir may well ferve : cela 
nurfery to our Gentry, who are fick 
For breathing and exploit. Enfer Counttls pStpward, atl Clowns 
Kin. What’s he comeshere?*- i 
agi Iwill now hear, what fay you of this Gentley 
Enter Bertcam, Lafew and Paroles. St. Madam, the care [have had to even | oie 
: gis iy "he I with mi h . your content } , 
ia “ G. It is the Count Rojillion, my good Lord, | vours, re echegnen ehh igs ey ae or % 
oung Bertram. ‘ : | ge »and make foul the} 
2 Kin. Youth, thou bear’ft thy fathers face, Sig of our defervings, when-of our telves We ia 
rank Nature rather curious than in haft, : C Bohs 2 
Hath well compos’d thee : Thy Fathers moral parts the occu sao h aan ee 
Maitt thou inherit roo? welcome to Paris. "tis my flownefs that I aa = yout dora ae 
Ber, My thanks and duty are your Mayefties. folly to commit them ; La: > for 1 know you lacknot 
Kin,-L would Whad that corparal foundnefs now fuch knaveries yours Lae cay ape etongn tan 
As when thy father and my felf in friendfhip sent | Gla Ts oa inka a | 
Firft tr’d our fouldierfhip : he did look far Meng 3 nown to-you Madam, Lam a poor fl 
into the fervice of -the'time, and was i Cons Will fi 
Difcipled of the bravelt. He lafted long, Cle. No nal 
But on us both did haggifh Age fteal on, ‘Tis not fo well that I | 
And wore us out of a€t 5 itmuch repaitsme = rich ae@damh'ds boeit a Poor's thoush mae 
To talk of your good Father 5 in his youth sie to go the world, Isbel ave your Ladifhips gooc’ aii 
Ms - the wit, which I can well obferve sade world, Isbel the woman and 1 will do as aq 
oday in our young Lord: ; but they ma jeft : - 
Till their own feornreturn to them Rt i Ole "1 ‘co te EL 
Ere they can hide theit levity in honour = Pa Wee good will in this cafe. 
So like a Courtier, contempt nor bitternefs © care ate ai cae ‘ a 
Were in his pride, or fharpnefs, if they were; age Cat Ae Hs mine own 34 ferviceis no het} 
His equal had awak’d them, and his honour till have iff ait verte have che Sictiag aaa 
Clock to it felf, knew the true minute when ~ | fings ave iflue amy body, for they fay Barns are 
Exception bid him fpeak, and at this time sae Tell 
His tongue obey’d hishand. Who were below him, Clo. My sats hy ae eee ts ee 
He us’d as creatures of another place, # i Pas ody Madam requires it, [am driven on} 
And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks. cay th, and he muft needs go that the deri 
Making them proud of his humility, - Cou Is thi j a 
In their poor praife aro a man od Bibi all your worfhips reafon ? q 
Might be a copy to thefe younger times 5 tig aith Madam Thave other holy reafons 5 fuel #) 
Which followed well. would demonftrate them now Pi Wi th Id : eI 
pm et a ures > S > Clo. tive bedi Caiphiny a ‘ . 
_Ber. His good remembrance ir 1 a wicked creature, asyo 
Lies richer in your thoughts, ria ‘ee a eo : andall flefh and blood are, and indeed I do marry thi i 
So in approof lives not his Epitaph, : a xe pepe s ae 
As Naat wer ee ie Bd eae et ed Py thy wickednefs. 
King. Would! were with him: he would always f: mOrOy triehdss ‘Madam, and “| opm 
( Methinks I hear him now ) his plaufive words ata te. < ha eae fake. ‘ ; : 
He featter’d not in ears, but grafted them Clo : are thallo are thine enemies, knave. ‘ 
To grow there and to bear ; fet me not live, enaves etme a ow Madam, in great friends, for tne) 
This his good melancholly oft began S beecatae to dothat for me which I am a weary 93] 
On the Cataftrophe and heel of paftime : at ears my Land, fpares my team, and gives! 
When ; leave to in the crop: if y » and § 
it wasout: let me not live, (quoth he) drudg 3 he th p; if Ibe his Cuckold, he’s © 
ter my flame lacks oyl, to be the fnuff flefh and blo a my wife, {is the cherifher of MY)” 
f younger {pirits, whofe apprehenfive fenfes loves my ff ih 5 he that cherifheth my ficth and blood,| 
butnew things difdain 5 whofe jadgments are -blood se i : 54 blood ; he that loves my flefh ane), 
Eck fathers of their garments; whofe conftaacies friend : if y friend : Ergo, he that kiffes my wile is Y) 
; spite before their fafhions: this he wifh’d. there ews could be contented to be what they arty] 
after him, do alter him with (00: no fear in marriage 5 for young Charbon th) 
| puritat) 
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Al's wellthat ends well. | “Gt 


Puritan, and old Poyfam the Pap Rshowfomere their hearts 
are fever’d in Religon, their heads are both one, they may 
joulhorns together ke any Dear ’th Herd. 

Con. Thou wile ever b. afoul mouth’dand calumnious 
knave. 

Clo. A prophet, | Madam, and I {peak the troth the next 
way, for I the Ballad will repeat, which men full true ha! 
find, your marriage comes by deftiny, your Cuckow fings 
by kind. 

Cou. Get you gone fir,’le talk with you more anon. 

Stew. May it pleafe you, Madam, that he bid Hellen 
come to you, of herl am to fpeak. 

Cou. Sirrahtell my G<ntlewoman | would fpeak with 
her, Hellen \ mean. 

Clo. Was this fair face the caufe, quoth fhe, 

Why the Grectans fackel Troy ? 


' Fond done, done fond, was this King Priam’s joy ? 


‘ With that fhe fighed as fhe ftood, b¢ 


And gave this fentence ther, anong nine bad if one be 
good, among nine bad if o.e be good, there’s yet one 
good in ten. 

~ Cou, What, one good in ten? 
firrah. 

Clo. One good woman in ten, Madam, which is the pu- 
rifying ath fong: would God would ferve the world fo all 
the year, we'd findno fault with the tithe woman if] were 
the Parfon; one in ten quoth a? and we might have a good 
woman born but o’re every blazing Star, or at an earth- 
quake, ’cwould mend the Lottery well, aman may draw 
his heart out ere a pluck one. 


you corrupt the fong 


Cow You'l be gone fir knave,and do as{ command you? | 


Clo. That man that thould be at a womans command, 


and get no hurt done, tho honefty be no Puritan, yet it will | 


dono hurt; it will wear the Surplis of humility over the 
black Gown of abigheart: | am going forfooth, the bufi- 
nefs is for Hellen to come hither. . 
Exit 

Con, Wellnow. 

Stew. | know (Madam) you love your Gentlewoman in- 
tirely. 

Cot. Faith I do: her Father bequeath’d her to me, and 
fhe her felf without other advantage, may lawfully make 
title to as much love as fhe finds; there is more owing her 


than is paid, and more fhall be paid her than fhe'll de-| 


‘mand, 

Stew. Madam,| was very late moré near her than I think 
the with’d me 3. alone fhe was, and did communicate to her 
felf her own words to her own ears; fhe thought, I 


fe REC ES CS) ES 
It is the fhow and feal of natures truth, 
Where loves ft: ong paffionis impreft in youth, 
By our remembrances. of days forgone, 
Such were our faults, or then we thought them none 
Her eye is fick on’t, I obferve her now. i 
Hel, what is your pleafure, Madam ? 
OL, Cou, Youknow, Hellen, 1 am amother to you. 
Hel, Mine honourable Miftris. 
Ol, Cou. Nay aMother,.why not a Mother ? when | 
fed Mother, 
Methought you faw a ferpent; what’s in Mother, 
That you ftart at it? Ifay,1 am your mother, 
And put you in the Catalogue of thofe 
‘That were enwombed mine 4 ’tis often {een 
Adoption ftrives with nature, and choice breeds 
A native flip to us from forrain feeds : 
| You ne’re oppref me with a mothers groan, 
Yet I exprefs’to you a mothers care: 
| (Gods mercy Maiden ) do’s ir curd thy blood 


| ae . 

| Lo fay | am thy mother ? what’s the matter, 
| That this diftempered meffenger of wet, 

| The many colour’d Jris rounds thine eye ? 


————Why, that you are my daughter ? : 


Hel, That l amnot. 

Ol. Con. 1 fay am your Mother. 

Hel, Pardon Madam. 

| The Court Roffillion cannot be my brother 5 

| 1 am from humble, he from honoured name 5 

_ No note upon my Parents, his all noble, 

My Mafter,my dear Lord he is, and I 

| His fervans live, and will his vaffal die : 

| He muff not be my brother, 

Ol. Cou. Nor your Mother, 

| Hel. Youare my Mothcr Madam, would you were 

| So that my Lord your Son were not my brother, 

Indeed my Mother, or were you both our mothers, 

|Tcareno more for, than! do for heaven, 

So I were not his fifter, cant no other, 

i But I Your Daughter, he muft be my Brother. 
Ol.Cou, Yes Hellen, you might be my Daughter inlaw, 

God fhield you mean it not, Daughter and Mother 

So firive upon your pulfe ; what pale agen? 

My fear. hath eatch‘d your fondnefs ! now I fee 

The Miftcy of your lovelinefs, and find 


| Your falt tears head, now to all fence’tis grofs : 


You love my Son, invention is afham’d 
Againtt the proclamation of thy paffion 
To fay thou doft not : therefore tell me true, 


dare vow forher, they touch’d not any ftranger tence 5) pur teff-me then ’tis fo, for look, thy cheeks 


her matter was, fhe loved your Son ; Fortune the faid 
was no goddefs, that had put fuch difference betwixt 
their two eftates ; Love no God, that would not extend 
his might, only where qualities were level: Queen of 
Virgins, that would fuffcr her poor Knight furpris’d with- 
out refcue in the firft affavlt or ranfome afterward ; 
This the celiver’d in the moft bitter touch of forrow 
that e’re | heard Virgin exclaim in, which Lheld my duty 
fpeedily to acquaint you withal ; fithence in the lofs 
that may happen, it concerns you fomething to know 
it. 

Coun. You have difcharg’d this honefty, keepit to your 
felf; many likelihoods inform'd me of this before, which 
hung fotottering in the ballance, that could never believe 
nor mildoubt : piay youleave me, ftall :hisin your bolem, 
and I thank. you for your honeft care; 1 will {peak with 
you fucther anon. “e 


Confefsit ’cone to th’other, and thine eyes 
See it is fo grofsly fhown in thy behaviour, 
That in their kind they {peak it, only fin 
And hellifh obfinancy tie thy tongue 
That truth fhould be fufpeéteds fpeak, is’t fo ? 
If it be fo, you have wound a goodly clew: 
If it benor, forfwear’t: how erel charge thee, 
As heaven fhall work in me for mine avail 
To tell me truly. 
Hel. Good Madam pardon me. 
Cou. Do you love my Son ? 
Hel. Your pardon noble Miftris. 
Cou. Love you my Son ? 
Hel, Do not you love him Madam ? 
Cow, Go not about; my love hathin’t a bond 
Whereof the world takes note: Come,come, difclofe 
The ftate of your affection, for your paffions 


Exit Steward. | Have to the full appeach’d. 


Enter Hellen, 


Old Cou. Even fo it was with me when! was young 5 
If ever we are natures, thefe are ours, this thorn 
Doth to our Role of youth rightly belong, 
Our blood to us, this to our blood is born, 


Hel. Then I confels 
Here on my knee, before high heavens and you, 
That before you,and nextunto high heaven, I love yourSon; 
My friends were poor but honeft, fo’s my love ; 
Be not offended, for it hurts not him 
That he is lov'd of me: | follow him not 
By any token of prefumptuous fuir, 
= Nor 


All's well 
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Nor would I have him, till Ido deferve him, 
Yer never know how that defert fhould be: 
i know 1 love in vain, rive againft hope 5 
Yet inthis captions, and intenible Sive 

| Rill pour in the waters of my love, _ 
And lack not to lofe ftill; thus Indian like 
Religious in mine error,ladore 

The sun that looks upon his worfhipper, 
But knows of him nomore. My dearft Madam, 
Let not your hate incounter with my love 

For loving where you do ; but if your felf, - 
Whofe aged honour cites a vertuous youth, 

Did ever in fo true a flame of loving» 
VVith chaftly, and love dearly, that your Dian 
VVas both her felf and love. O then give pity 
To her whofe ftate is fuch, that cannot chcofe 
But lend and give where fhe is fure to lotes 

That feeks not to find that, fearch implies, 

But riddle like, lives fweetly where fhe dies. : 

Cou. Had you not lately an intent, fpeak truly, 
To go to Paris? 

Hel, Madam I had. 

Con. VVherefore? tell true. 

Hel. \will tell crue, by grace it felf lfwear 5 
You know my Father left me fome prefcriptions 
Of rare and prov’d effets, fuch as his reading 
And manifeft experience had colle&ted 
For general foveraignty 5 and that he will’d me’ 
Inheedfull’t refervation to beftow them, 

As notes, whofe faculties inclufive were, 

More than they were innote: Amongft the reft, 
There is a remedy; approv’d, fet down , 

To cure the defperate langufhings whereof 

The King is rendet’d loft. 

Cou. This was your motive for Paris, was it, {peak? 

Hel, My Lord, your fon, made meto think of ‘this; 
Elfe Paris, and the medicine, and the King, 

Had fromthe converfation of my thoughts, 
Happily been abfent then. 

- Con. But think you Helen, 

If you fhould tender your fuppofed aid, 
.| He would receive it ? He and his phyficians 

Are of one mind, He, that they cannot help him: 
They, that they cannot help: how fhall they credit 
A poor unlearned Virgin, when the Schools 
Embowel’d of. their doétrine, have left off 

The danger to it felf. 

Hel. There’sfomethingin’e _ 

More than my Fathersskill , which was the great’ 
Of his prof.ffion, that his good receipt, ” 

Shall for my legacy be fanétified 

By th’luckieft Stars in heaven, and would your honour 
But give me leave, to fuccefs ’de venture 

The well loft life of mine, on his Graces cure, 

By fuch a day and hour. 

Cox. Do'ft thou believ’t ? 

Hel.] Madam knowingly. 

Cou, VVhy, Hellen, thou thalt,have my leave and love, 
Means and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To thofe of mine in Court, le flay at home 
And pray Gods blefling unto thy attempt : 

Be gone tomorrow, and be fure of this , 
VVhat | can help thee to, thou fhalt not mifs, 


* 


Exeunt: 


that ends well. : 


Actus Secundus. 


Enter the King with divers young Lords,taking leave for the) 
Florentine war : Count Rofs, and Paroles: iy 
F tonrifh Cornets. j se 


Kin. Farewel young Lords, thefe warlike principles | 
Do not throw from you; and you my Lords farewel 5 
Share the advice betwixt you, if both gain, all i 
The gift doth ftretch it felf as tis receiv’d. 

And is enough for both. 

Lord. G. ’Tis our hope fir, 

After well entered Souldiers, to return 
And find your grace in health. 

King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart 
Will not confefs he owes the malady 
That doth my life befiege ; farewel young Lords, 
Whether I live or die, be you the fons 
Of worthy French men ; let higher /ealy 
(Thofe bated that inherit but the fall 
Of the laft Monarchy ) fee that you come 
Not to woo honour, but to wed it, when 
The braveft queftion fhrinks 5 find what you feek, 
That fame may cry you loud: I fay farewel. 

L. G. Health at your bidding ferve your Majefty. 

King. Thofe girls of Iraly, take heed of them, 
They fay our French lack languageto deny 
If they demand: beware of being Captives 
Before you ferve, 

Bo, Our hearts receive your warnings. _ 

King. Farewel, come hither to me. 


Ps 
1. Lo. G. Oh my {weet Lord that you will ftay a 4 
Par. ’Tis not his fault, the fpark. ate 
2. Lo. E: Oh’tis brave wars. 

Par. Moft admirable, I have feen thofe wars. 


Roffill, 1 am commanded here, and kept acoil with, a 


. 


Too young, and thenext year, and "tis too carly. 


Par. And thy mind ftand to it boy, 
Steal away bravely. 
Roffil. I thall ftay here the forehorfe toa {mock, 


Creeking my fhooes on the plain Mafonry, 
Till honour be bought up, and no {word worn 
But one to dance with : by heaven, I’le fteal away. 
1. Lo. G. There’s honour in the theft. 
Par, Commit it Count. 
2. Lo. E. 1am your acceffary, and fo farewel. 
Rof. | grow to you, and our partingis a tortur’d body.| 
1. Lo.G. Farewel Captain. :a 
2. Lo. E. Sweet Monfieur Paroles, 
Par. Noble Heroes; my fword and yours are kit, aw 
good {parks and luftrous, a word good metals, a 
fhall find in the Regiment of Spinsi, one Captain Spario a 
his Cicatrice, with anemblem of war here on his. finifter ia 
cheek 5 it was this very {word entrench’d it; fay to hit 
I live, and obferve his reports of me. “igs 
L.G. We thall noble Captain. . 
Par. Mars doat on you for his novices, what will yed 
Roff. Stay: the King. : hig i 
Par. Ule amore fpacious ceremony to the noble Lords} 
you have reftrain’d your felf within the Lift of too cold 
an adieu: be more expreffive to them; for they were 
themfelves in the cap of the time, there do mufter true gat 
eat, {peak, and more under the influence of the @ 
recciv’d ftar, and tho the devil lead the meafure, fuch a 


to be followed: after them, and take a more dilated far 
w : : ES 


{ doit 


el. 
Roff. And will do fo. 3 | 


Par, Worthy fellows, and like to prove moft finewi 
fword-men. oi : Exeun 
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Our great felfand our credit, to efieem 
Enter Lafew, A fencelefs help, when help paltfenfe we deem, 
L. Laf, Pardon my Lord for me and for my tidings, Hel, My duty then fhall pay me for my Pains, 
King. Vie fee thee to ftand up, (pardon, | [ will no more enforce my office on you, 
L.Laf, Tnen here’s a man ftands that hath brought his | Humply intreating from your royal thoughts, 
{ would you had knecl’d, my Lord, to ask me mercy, A modeft one to bear me back again. 
And that at my bidding you could fo ftand up. Kén, I cannot give thee lefs to becall’d grateful ; 
King. 1 would] had, fo I had broke thy. pate Thou thought*it to help me, and fuch thanks ] give, 
And ask’c thee mercy for’r, As one near death to thofe that with him live ; 
Laf. Goodfaith a crofs, but my good Lord tis thus, | Bur what at full iknow, thou know’ft no part, 
Will you becur’dof your infirmity ? I knowing all my peril, thou no art. 
King. No. Hicll, What I can do, can do no burt to try, 
Laf. O will you eat no grapes my royal Fox ? Since you fet up your reft "gaint remedy 3 
Yes but you will, my noble Grapes, and if _. | He that of greateft works is finifher, 
My royal Fox could reach them: I have feen a Medicine | Oft does them by the weakeft Minifter ; 
That’s able to break life into a ftone, So holy Writ, in babes, hath judgment fhown, 
Quickea a Rock, and make you dance Canary When Judges have been babes, great floods have flown 
With {prightiy fire and motion, whofe fimple touch From fimpte fources 5 and great Seas have dried, 
Is powerful to araile King Pippez, nay When Miracles have by the great*ft been denied. . 
To give great Charlemain a pen in’s hand, Oft expeétation feils, and moft oft there 
And write to her a love-line. Whrre moft it promifes: and oft it hits, 
Kin. What-her is this ? Where hope is coldeft, and defpair, moft thifte. 
Laf. Why do&or fhe: my Lord, there’s one arriy’d, Kin. | muft nothear thee, fare thee ‘well kind Maid, 
If you will fee her: now by my faith and honour, Thy pains not us*d, moft by thy felf be paid, 
If ferioufly | may convoy my thoughts Proffers not took, reap thanks for their reward. 
In this my light deliverance, I have {poke | Zell. Infpized Merit fo by breath is bard : 
With one, that in her fex, her years profeffion, _ | [t isnot fo.with him that all things knows 
Wifdom and Conftancy, hath amaz’d me more (| As "tis with us, that fquare our guels by fhows: 
Than I dare blame my weaknefs: will you fee her ? Bur moft it is prefumption in us, when 
For that isher demand, and know her bufinefs 2? The help of heaven we count the a&-of men, 
That done, laugh well at me, Dear fir, to my endeavours give confent, 
Kin, Now good Lafew. Of Heaven, not me, make an experiment, 
Bring inthe admiration, that we with thee lam not an Impoftor, that proclaim 
May {pend our wonder too, or rake off thine My felfagain& the level of mine aim, 
By wondring how thou took’ it. But know, | think, and think I know moft fure, 
Laf. Nay, Vle fit you, My arejis not paft power, nor you paft cure. 
And not be all day neither, Ksrg. Art thou toconfident ? within what {pace 
Kin, hus he is {pecial nothing ever prologues. Hop7it. chou my cure ? 
Laf. Nay, come your ways. Hel, The greateft grace lending grace, 
Ere twice the horfis of the fun thall bring 
Enter Hellen, Their fiery torcher his diurnabring, 
Ere twice in murk and occidental damp, 
Kin. This haft hath wings indeed. Moilt Hefperns hath quench’d her fleepy Lamp; 
Laf. Nay, come your ways, Or four and twenty umes the Pilots gla 
This is his Majefty, fay your mind to him, Hath told the thievifh minutes, how they pafs, 
Atraitor youdo look like, but fuch traitors What is infirm, from your found parts fhall A 3 
His Majefty feldom fears, lam Creffeds Uncle, Health fhalllive free, and ficknefs freely die. 
That dare leave two together, fare you well, Exit.| King. Upon thy certainty and confiderce, 
Ksn. Now fair one, do’s your bufinc{s follow us? Whar dar’ft thou venture ? 
Hel. I my good Lord. Hel. Tax of impudence, 
Gerardde Narbon was my. father, . | Aftrumpets boldvels, adivulged fhame 
In what he did. profefs, well found. Traduc’d by odious ballads : my Maidens name 
King. [knew him. _ Seard otherwife, no worfe of work extended 
fel. The rather will I fpare my praifes. towards him, | With vileft torture, let my life be ended. 
I\nowing himis enough: on’s.bed of death, Kia. Me thinks in thee fome bleffed Spirit doth foeak 
Many receits he gave me, namely one, His powerful found, where’ hn Organ weak 5 ' 
Whichas the deareft iffue of his praétife, And what impoflibility would flay 
And of his old experience, th’ only darling, In common fence; fence faves another way : 
He bad me ftore up, as a triple eye, Thy life. is dears for all that lifecan rate 
Safter then mine own two: more dear I havefo, Worth name of life, in thee hath eftimate: / 
And hearing your-high. Majefty istouch?d Youth, Beauty, Wifdoms Courage, all : 
With that malignant caufe, wherein the honour That happine(s and. prime, can happy call ; 
Of my dear fathers gift, ftands chief in power; Thou this-to hazard, needs mot intimate 
1 come to tender ity and my appliance, Skill infinite, or monftrous defperate 5 


With all bound humblenefs. . 

Kixg. We thank you Maiden, 
But may not be fo credulous. of cure, 
When our moft learned Doftors leave us, and 
The Congregated Colledg have concluded, 
That labouring art can-neveg, ranfome nature 


Sweet practiler, thy-Phyfick | wilbtry, 
That minifters thine. own death if 1 die. 

Hel. lf L break time, or flinch in, property 
Of what | {poke,unpitied let me die, 
And welldeterv’d: not-helping, death’s my fees 
But if help, whatido you promile me? 


~ Cee ae 


From her unaydible eftate : 1 fay de-onft not Kin. Make thy demand, 

So ftain our judgment, or corrupt opr hope, Hel. But will you makeiteven ?: ; 

To proftitute ourpaft cure malady Kin, | by, my Scepter, and my hopes of help. 
To empericks, or to diffever fo S 3 
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Hel. Then fhalt thou give me with thy kingly hand, 
What husband in thy power I will command 
Exrmoced be from me the arrogance 
To choofe from forth the royal blood of France, 
My low and-humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of thy ftate: 
But fuch a one thy vaflal, whom I know 
{s free for me to ask, thee to beftow. 

Rin. Here is my hand, the premifes obferv’d, 
Thy will by my performance fhall be ferv’d : 
So make the choice of thine own time, for I 
Thy refolv’d Patient, on thee ftill rely 5 
More fhould I queftion thee, and more | muft, 
Though more to know; could not be more to truft ; 
From whence thou cam’, how tended on, but reft 
Unqucftion’d welcome, and undoubted blef. 
Give me fous help here hoa, if thou proceed, 
As high as-word, my deed fhall match thy deed. 

Exeunt: 


Enter Countefs, and Clown. 


Lady, Come on, fir, 1 fhallnow put you to the height 
of your breeding. 

Clown, \will thew my felf highly fed,and lowly taught; 
i know my bufiaefsisbutto the Court. 

Lady, Tothe Court, why what place make you {peci- 
al, when you put off that with fuch contempt, but to the 
Court? 

Clo. Truly; Madam, if God have lent a man any manners 
he may eafily putit off at Coute: he that cannot make a 
leg, put off’s cap, kifs his hand,and fay nothing,has neither 
jeg, hands, lip, nor cap 5 and indeed fuch a fellow, ‘to fay 
I -have an 


precifely, were not for the Court, but for me, 
antwer willferve all men. 
| Lady.Marry tha’sa bountiful anfwer that fits all quefti- 


Clo. It is like a Barbers Chair, that fits all buttocks, the 
{pin-burtock, the quateh-buttock, the brawn-butteck, or 
any buttock. 

Lady, Wil your anfwer ferve fit to all queftions? 

Clo, As fitas ten groats is for the hand of an Attarney, 
tas your French Crown for your Taffaty Punk, as Tibs 
Roth for Tom's fore-linger, asa Pancake for Snrovetuefday, 
a Mortis for May-€ey, as the nail to his hole, the Cuck- 
old to his Horr, sa {coding Queen to aw rangling Knave, 
as the Nuns lip to the Friar’s mouth, nay, as the Pudding 

to his skin. 

Lady. Have you, I fay, an anfwer of fech fitne!s for all 
queflions ?” 

Clo. Frombelow your Duke, to beneath your Con- 
ftab'ey it will fit any queftion. 

Lady. It muft bean an{wer of moft monftrous fize, that 
rnuft fic all demands. 

Clo. But a trifle neither io good faith, if the learned 
thould {peak truth of it: here it is, and all that belongs 
rot. Ask meif Iam a Courtier, itfhall do you no harm to 
learn. : 

Lacy, To be young again if we could: 1 will be a 
fool in queftion, hopir.g to be the wifer by your an- 
wer, 

Lady. I pray you fic, are you a Courtier ? 

Clo. OLord fie there’s a _fimple putting off: more,more, 
a hundred of them. i po, 

La. Sit Lam a poor friend of yours, that loves you. 

Clo. O Lord fir, thick,’ thick, {pare not me. 

La. | think fir, “you can eat none of this homely 
meat. 

Clo. D Lord fir 5 nay put me to’t, 1 warrant you. 

La. You were lately whipt, fir, as I think, 

Clo, O Lord, fir, fpare not me. 

La. Do youcry, O Lord fir, at your whipping, and 
{pare not mie ? Indeed your, O Lord/fir, is very fequent to 

| your whipping : you would anfwer very well to awhip- 


be 


ping if you were but bound to’r. 

Clo. Lnere had worfe luck in my life, in my, OL ord 
fir: I fee things may ferve long. but not ferve ever : 

La.\ play the noble hulwife with the tithe, to enter. 
tain it fo merrily with a fool. 

Clo. O Lord fir, why there’t ferves well agen. 

La. And end ;firto your bufinefs : give Helen this, 
And urge her toa prefent anfwer back. 

Commend meto my kinfmen, and my fon, 
This is not much. 

Clo, Not much commendation to them, 

La. Not much imployment for you, you underftand 
me. 
Clo. Moft fruitfully, 1 am there, before my legs. 
La. Hafte you agen- Exeunt. 

Enter Count, Lafew, and Parolles. 

Ol. Laf. They {ay miracles are paft, and we have our 
Philofophical perfon, to make moderen and familiar 
things fupernatural and caufelefs, Hence is it, that wel 
make trifles of terrors, enfconfing our felves into feem- 
ing knowledge , when we fhould fubmit our felves to an 
unknown fear, 

Par. Why tis the rareft argument of wonder, that}. 
hath fhot out in our latter times. 

Rof. And fo ’tis. 

Ol, Laf. to be relinquifh'd of the Artifts, 

Par. So | fay both of Galen and Paracelfus, 

Ol. Laf. Of all the learned and authentick fellows, 

Par. Right, fo I fay. 

Ol. Laf. That gave him out incurable, 

Par. Why there °tis, fo fay I too. 

Ol. Laf. Not to be help’d. 

Par. Right ,as ’twere aman _affur’d of a— 

Ol. Laf. Uncertain life, and fure death. 

Par. Ju you fay well: fo would I have faid; 

Ol. Laf.1 may truly fay, itis a noveltytothe world: 

Par, itis indeed if you will have it in the thewing, 
you fhall read it in what do you call there. 

Ol. Laf. A fhewing of a heavenly effeét in an earthly 
Agtor. 

Par. That’s it, 1 would have faid the very fame. 

Ol. Laf. Why your Dolphin is not Inftier: for me 
fpeak in reipect 

Par. Nay ‘tis ftrange, ’cis very ftrange, that is the 
brief and the tedious of it, and-he’s of a moft facinerious 
fpirit,that will not acknowledge it to be the ——— 

Ol. Laf. Very hand of heaven. 

Par, \, fo 1 fay. 

Ol. Laf. Ina moft weak 

Par. And debile Minifter, great power, great tran- 
fcendence , which fhould ss deed aie us eae aa 
be made, than only the recov’ry of the King, as tobe — 

Ol. Laf, Generally thankfal, 

Enter King, Helen, and Attendants. 

Par. 1 would have faid it, you faid well: here come’ 
the King. 

Ol. Laf. Luftick, as the Dutchman fays ; I'le like 
a Maid the better whileI have a tooth in my head ; why 
he’s able to lead her toa Carranto. 

Par. Mor du vinager, isnot this Helen ? 

Ol. Laf. Fore God I think fo, 

King. Go call before me all the Lords in Court 
Sit, my preferver, by thy patients fide, ? 

And with this healthful hand whofe banith’d fence 
Thou haft repeald, afecond time receive 
The confirmation of my promis’d gift 
Which but attends thy naming. : 


Enter three or four Lords. 
Fair Maid, fend forththine eye, this youthful parcel 
Of Noble Batchellors, fiand at my beftowing, 
Ore whom both Soveraign power, and fathers voice 
have to ule; thy flank eleétion make, 


Veep i 


hou 


| 
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Thou hat power to chute, and they none to forlake. 

Hel.*'To each of you, one fair.and vertuous Miftrefs 
Fail when love pleafe : marry.to each, but one, 

Id. Laf. Vde give bay curtal, and his furniture, 
My mouth no more were broken than thele boys, 
And writ aslittle beard. 
King. Pecufe them well: 
Not one of thofe, but had a noble father. 
She addreffes her toa Lord. 

Hel, Gentlemen, heavenhath through me, reftor’d the 
King to health. . 

All, We underftand it, and thank heaven for you. 

Atel, lama fimple Maid, and therein wealthieft, 

Thati proceft ; I imply ama Maid: 
Pleafe it your Majefiy, | have done already: 
The blufhes in my cheeks thus whifper me. 

Kin. We biufh that thou fhouldft chufe but be refufed ; 
Let not white death fit on thy cheeks for ever, 

We’ ne’re come there again. 
Make choice and fee,. 
Who fhuns thy love, fhuns all his love in me. 

Hel. Now Dian fromthy Altar dol fly, 
Arid toimpartial Fove, that God moft high 
Do my fighs ftream : Sir, wiil you hear my fuit ? 

1, Lo. And grantit. 

Hel, Thanks fir, all the reft is mute. 

Ol. Laf. I had rather be in this choice, than throw 
A deau!-ace for my life. 

Hel, The honour fir, that flames in your fair eyes, 
Before I {peak too threatningly replies : 

Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that fo wifhes, and her humble love. 

2. Lo. No better if you pleafe. 

Hel, My with receive, 

Which great ove grant, and fo I take my leave. 

Ol. Laf. Do allthey deny her? And they were fons 
of mine, P’'de have them whip’d, or 1 would fend them 
to’th Turk to make Eunuchs of. 

Hel. Be not afraid that | your hand fhould take, 

Pe never do you wrong for your own fake : 
Bleffing upon your vows, and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, if you ere wed. 

Ol. Laf. Thefe boys are boys of Ice, they’le none have 
her : fure they are baltards to the Exglifh, the French ne’re 
got ’em. 

Hel. Youare too young, too happy, and too good 
To make your fon out of my blood. 

4. Lo. Fair one, I think not fo. 

Ol, Lor. There’s one grape yet, I am fure my father 
drunk wine. But if thou be’ft not an afs, Iam a youth of 
fourteen: I have known thee already. 

Hel, | dare not fayI take, but I give 
Me and my fervice, ever whil’{t Llive 
Into your guiding power : This is theman. 

King. Why then young Bertram take her, fhe’s thy 
wife. 

Ber. My wife my Liege? | {hall befeech your highnefs, 
Infuch a bufinefs, give me leave to ule 
The help of mine own eyes. 

Kin, Know’it thounot, Bertram, what fhe hath done 
for me ? 

Ber. Yes my good Lord, but never hope to know why 
I fhould marry her. 

‘ os Thou know’ft the has rais’d me from my fickly 
ed. 

Ber. But follows it my Lord to bring me down 
Muft aniwer for your raifing ? I know her well: 

She had her breeding at my Fatherscharge : 
A poor Phyficians daughter my wife? Difdain 
Rather corrupt me ever, 

Kin.’ Tis only Title thou difdain& inher, the which 
Ican build up: ftrange is it that our bloods 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour’d all together, 
Would quite confound diftinétion: yet ftands of 
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In differences of mighty. If fhe be 

All that is virtuous ( favewhat thou diflik’ft ) 
A poor Phyficians daughter, thou diflik’#t 

Of Vertue for the name : but do not fo: 

From loweft place, whence vertuous things proceed, 
The place is dignified by th’ doers deed. 

Where great addition fwells, and vertuenone, 
Ic is a dropfied honour, Good alone, 

Is good without a name. Vilenefs is fo: 

The property by what it is, fhould go, 

Not by the title. She is young, wife, fair, 

In thefe, to nature fhe’s immediate heir : 

And thefe breed honour : that is honours {corn, 
Which challengesit felf as honours born, 

And is not like the fire: Honours beft thrive, 
When rather from our aéts we them derive 

Than our fore-goers: the meer word’sa flive 
Debofh’d on every tomb, on every grave : 

A lying Trophee, and as oft is dumb, 

Where duft, and damn’d oblivion is the Tomb- 
Of honour’d bones indeed, what fhould be {aid ? 
if thou canft like this cteature asa Maid, 
I can create the reft: Vertue and fhe 

Is her own dower : Honour and wealth from me, 

Ber. 1 cannot love her, nor will ftrive to do’t. 
a Thou wrong’ft thy {clf, if thou fhouldft ftrive to 
chute. 

Hel, ‘That you are well rcftor’d my Lord, ’me glad : 
Let the reft go. 

Kin. My Honor’s at the ftake, which.to defeat 
I muit produce my power. Here, take her hand, 

Proud fcornful boy, unworthy this good gift, 
That doft in vile mifprifion thackle up 
My love, and her deferc : that canft not dream, 
We poizing usia her defective {cale, 
Shall weigh thee to the beam: That wilt not know, 
Itisin Us to plant thine Honour, where 
We pleafe to have it grow. Check thy contempt ; 
Obey our will, which travels in thy good : 
Believe not thy difdain, but prefently 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right 
Which both thy duty owes and our power claims, 
Or I will throw thee from my cares for ever 
Into the ftaggers and carelefs lapfe 
Of youth and ignorance: both my revenge and hate 
Loofing upon thee inthe name of juftice, 
Without all terms of pity. Speak thine anfwer, 

Ber. Pardon my gracious Lord: for I fubmit 
My fancy to your eyes, when I confider 
What great creation, and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid it ; 1 find that fhe which late 
Was in my noblerthoughts moft bafe: is now 
The praifed of the King, who {fo enobled, 
Is as ’twere born {o, 

King, Take her by the hand. 

And tell her fhe is thine: to whom I promife 
A counterpoize : if notin chy ¢fate, 
A ballance more replear. 

Ber. Itake her hand. 

Kin. Good fortune, and the favour of the King 
Smile upon the contract: whofe Ceremony 
Shall feem expedient on the now born brief, 
And be perform’d to night 3 thefolemn Feat 
Shall more attend upon the coming ipace, 
Expe&ting abfent friends. As thoulov’& her, 
‘Thy love’s tome religious ; elfedo’serr. Exeunt, 
Parolles and Lafew ffay bebind, comment- 

ang of this weddings 


Laf. Do-you hear Mounficur ? a word with you, 
Par. Your pleafere fir. 
Laf. Your Lord and Mafter did well to make his Re- 
cantaion: 
Pa 


vr. 


Paani aaa 


Par. Recantation? my Lord? my Mafter ? 
Laf. |, is it not aLanguage t fpeak ? $e 
Par. Amoft harfh one, and — in be underftood with: 
bloody fucceeding, My Matter © 
eo an you entes to the Count Rojillion ; . 
Par. Toany Count, toall Counts; to what isman- 
Laf. To what is Counts man 5 Counts matter is of ano- 


ther itile. de ti 
Par. You are too old fir: Let it fatisfy you, you are too 


old. ; J 
Laf, 1 muft tell thee firrah, I write Man: to which 
itle age cannot bring thee. 

nae Whartdare 200 well do, I dare not do. 

Laf, I did think thee for two ordinaries to be a pretty 
wife fellow. If thoudidft make tollerable vent of thy tra- 
vel, itmight pafs; yet the f{carfs and the banners about 
thee, did manifoldly diffwade me from believing thee 
a veflel of too great a burthen. I have now found thee, 
when I lofe thee again, I care not: yet art thou good 
for nothing but taking up» and that thou’rt fcarce 

orth. 

r Par, Hadf&t thounot the priviledg of Antiquity upon 
thee. 

Laf. 


Do not plunge thy felf too far in anger, leftthou 
haften thy trial 5 which 4s, 


Lord havemercy on thee for 


ahen ; fo my good window of Lattice, fare thee well,thy 


cafement I need not open, I look through thee, Give me 
thy hand: ae oa. FEE. 

Par. My Lord, you give moft egregious indignity. 

Laf. 1, withal my heart, and thou art worthy of it. 

Par. {have not my Lord deferv’d it. 

Laf. Yes, good faith, ev'ry dram of it, and 1 will not 
bate thee a fcruple. . ; 

Par, Well, I fhall be wifer: 

Laf. Ev’n as foon as thou can’tt, for thou haft to pull at 
a fmacka’th contrary. Ifever thou beeft bound in thy 
skarf and beaten, rhov hale fied what itis tobe proud of 
thy Bondage. Phave a defire to hold my acquaintance with 
thee, or rather my knowledg, thet I may fay in the default, 
he is a man I know. 

Par, My Lord youdo me moft infupportable vexati- 


on. 

Laf. I would it were Hell pains for thy fake,and my poor 
doing eternal : 
what motion ay e-will give me leave. Exit. 

Par. Well,thou hat a fen fhall tke this difgrace off me, 
fcurvy, old, filthy, feurvy Lord: ‘Wal, latte patient, 
there is no fettering of authority © Pile beat him ( by my 
fife )if I can meet hia withany convenience, and he were 
doutle and doub’e a Lord: Pie have no mote: pity of his 
age than Pwould have of Vie beat him, andai Lcould 
but meet him agen. 


for doing | am palit, as 1 will by thee, in |_ 


All's well that ends vill 


norable perfonages, than the commiffion ot your birth and 
vertue gives you Heraldry. You are not worth another} 
word, elfe Pde call you knave. Ileave you. Ext | 
Enter Couxt R offillion. 1: ¢ ee 
Par. Good, very good, it is fo then : good, very goody) 
let it be conceal’d a while. ee ae 
Rof. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever, pee | 
Par. What is the mateer {weet heart? 
Rof. Although before the folemn Priet I have fworn,| — 
I will not bed her. Ha 
Par. What ? what {weet heart? 
Rof. O my Parrolles, they have married. me : 
[le to the Ta/can wars,and never bed her. 
Par. Franceis a dog-hole, and it no more merits, 
The tread of amans foot: to’th wars. 5 
Rof. There's letters frommy mother : What th’import) — 
is, | know not yet. a 
Par. I that weuldbe known: to’th wars my boy, to’th| 
wars : i 
He wears his honour ina box unfeen, 
That hugs his kick(y wickfy here at home, 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms 
Which fhould fuftain the bound and high curvat 
Of Mars’s fiery fteed : to other Regions, 
France is a ftable, we that dwell in’t fades, 
Therefore to th war. | 
Rof. It fhall be fo, Vle fend her to my houfe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fled: write to the King 
That which I durft not fpeak. His prefent gift 
Shall furnith me to thofe Italian fields 


| Where noble fellows ftrike: war isno ftrife 


To the dark houfe, and the detected wife. 
Par. Will this Caprichio holdin thee, art fure ? 
Rof. Go with me to my chamber, and advife me. 
Ple fend her ftraight away : To morrow | 1 
I’le to the wars, fhe to her fingle forrow. PSs 1 
_ Par.Why thefe balls bound, theres noife in it. *Tis Hard) 
A young man married, isa man that’smar’d: 4 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go, 
The King ha’s done you wrong : but huth’tis fo. 


Enter Helena and Clown 


Hel, My Mother greets me kindly, is fhe well ? 

Clo, She is not well,but yet the ha’s her health,the’s very 
merry, but yet the is not well: but thanks be given thes} 
very well, and want's nothing i’th world : but yet fhe’) 
not well. ee 
_ Hel. If the be very well, what do's the ayl, that he’s] 
not very well ? 


Clo. Truly fhe’s very well, indeed, but for two things: | 

Hel. What two things ? 0:0 
_ Clo. One that the isnot in heaven, whither God fend] 
her quickly : the other that fhe’s in earth, from whence] 
God fend her quick!y. a a 


Enter Lafew. 


Laf. Sirrah,your Lord and M ifter’s: married, there's 
newsfor you: you havea new Miftris. ; 

Par. {mot unfaisedly befeech your Lordthip to make 
fome refervationof your wrongs. He is my good Lord, 
whom [ferve above is my Malter. 

Laf. Whe ? God?’ 

Per. I fir. 

Leaf. The Devilitis, that’s my Matter. Why doef thou 
garter up thy arms a this fathion? Doft make hofe of thy 
fleeves? Doth other fervants fo? Thou wert beft fet thy 
lower part where thy nofeftands. By.mine Honour, if I 
were but two hours younger, Pde beat thee : methink’it 
thou arta general offence and every man fhould beat thee. 
L think chou waft created for men to breath themfelves up- 
on thee. 

Par. This is hard and undeferved meafure, my Lord. 

Laf. Go to fir, you were beaten in Italy for picking a 
kerne} out of aPomeranat, you afe a vagabond, and no 
true traveller : you are more fawcy with Lords and ho- 


. 


Entér Parolies. 


Par. Blefs you my fortunate Lady, at 
Hel. 1 hope fir | have your good will to have mine own i 
good fortune. : 2G 
Par. Youhad my prayers to tead them on, and to keep) 
them on, have them ftill. O my knave, how do’s my Old} | 
Lady? ae 
Cl. So that you had her wrinkles and Thermoney, | | 
I would fhe did as: youfay, j z: 
Par, Why I fay nothing. : e.. 
Clo. Marry you are the wifer man: for many ama} 
tonguefhakes out his mafters undoing: to fay aothing, 


to donothing, to know nothing, and to have nothing, 18 a 
tobea great part of your title, whieh is withina very litt 
of nothing. oe nes 


ee | ia 
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‘ 
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Par. Away, th’art a knave. and all: like him that leaps into the cuftard, and out of 


Clo, You thould have faid ‘fir before a knave, th’art afit, you’%trun again,rather than fuffer queftion for your re- 
knave, that’s before th’art a knave: this had been truth fidence. 


ALP’s well that ends well. 


fir. 


Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found 


thee. 


Clo, Did you find me in your felf fir ? or were you 


taught to find me ¢ 
Clo. The fearch fit was profitable, and much Fool may 


you find in you, even to the worlds pleafure, and -the en- 


creafeof laughter. 

Par. A good knave ifaith, and well fed, 
Madam, my Lord will go away tonight, 
A very ferious bufinets callson him: 

The great prerogative and riteof love, 
Which as your due time claims, he do’s acknowledg, 
But puts it off by acompell’d reftraint : ; 
Whote want, and ‘whofe delay, is ftrew’d with {weets 
VVhich they diftil now in the curbed time, 

To make the coming hour o’reflow with joy, 

And pleafure drown the brim. 

Hel, VVhat’s his will elfe2 

Pars That you will take your inftant leave a’th King, 
And make this haft as your own good proceeding 
Strengthned with what Apology youthink 
May make it probable need, 

Hel, VVhhat more commands he ? 

Par. That having this obtain’d, you prefemrly 
Attend his further pleafure. 

Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will. 

Par. \ fhall report it fo. 

Hel. | pray you come, firrah. 


Exit: Par. 
Exit. 


Enter Lafew and Bertram: 


Laf. But I hope your Lordfhip thinks not him a foul- 

dier. 

Ber. Yes my Lord, and of very valiant approof. 

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance. 

Ber. And by other warranted teftimony. 

Laf. ‘Then my Dial goes not true, I took this Lark for 
a bunting. 

Ber, \do affure you my Lord, he is very great in know- 
ledg, and accordingly valiant. 

Laf. \have then finned againtt his experience, and tranf. 
sake againft his valour, and my ftate that way is dangerous 
nce I cannot find in my heart to repent: Here he 
comes, I pray you make us friends, | will purfue the ami- 
ty. 


‘ 


Enter Parolles. 


Par. Thefe things fhall’be done fir, 

Laf. Pray you fir who's his Tailor ? 

Par. Sir? 

Laf. O! know him well, I fir, he fir’sa good workman 
avery good Tailor. 

Ber, Is the gone tothe King? 

Par; She is. 

Ber. VViil fhe away to night ? 

Par. As you’l have her. 

Ber. i have writ my letters, casketed my treafure, 
Given order for our horfe, and to night, 

VVhen I fhould take poffeflion of the Bride, 
And ere I do begin. 

Laf. A good traveller is fomething at the latter end of a 
dinner, but on that lies three thirds, and ufes a known 
truth to pafs a thoufand nothings with, fhould be once 
heard, and thrice beaten. God fave you Captain. 

Ber, Is there any unkindnefs between my Lord and you 
Mounfieur ? 

Par, | know not how I have 
Lords difpleafure. 

Laf- You have made fhift torun into’t, boots and fpurs 


deferved to run into my 


| Gives him a worthy pals. 


Ber, It may be youhave miftaken him my Lord. 

Laf. And thal} do fo ever, tho [took him at’s prayers, 
Fare you well my Lord, and believe this of me, there can 
beno kernel in this light Nut : the foul. of this man is his 
cloaths: Truft him not in matter of heavy confequence; 
I have kept of them tame, and know their natures. Fare- 
wel Mounfieur, | have {poken better of you, than you 
have or will deferve at my hands, bur we muft do good a- 
gaint evil, 

Par. Anidle Lord, I {wear. 

Ber. 1 think to, 

Par, Why do you not know him ? 

Ber. Yes, ido know him well; and common fpeech 
Here comes my clog. 


Enter Hellena. 


Hel. I have, fir, as1 wascommanded from you 
Spoke with the King, and have procored his leave 
For prefent parting, only he defires 
Some private {pecch with yoo, 

Ber. | thall obey his will, 

You muf not marvel Helen at my courfe, 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The miniftration, and required office 


On my particular, Prepai’d Lwas not 

For fucha bufinefs ; therefore am ] (ound 

So much unfetled: This.drives me toentreat you, 
That prefently you take your way for home, 


And rather mufe than ask why Lentreat you, 


For my refpects are better than they feem, 


And my appointments have in them a need 
Greater than fhews it felf at the firft view, 

To you thar know them not. This to my mother, 
Twill be two days, ere I thal fee you, to 


[leave you to your wifdom, 


Hel: Sir, 1 cannothing fay, 
But thatIam your moft obedient fervant. 
Ber, Come, come, no more of that. 
Hel. Andever thall 
With true obfervance feek toeke out that 
Wherein toward memy homely ftars have fail'd 
To equal my great fortune. 
Ber, Let that go: my haft is very great. Farewel : Hie 


home. 


Hel Pray fir your pardon. 

Ber. Well, what would you fay ? 

Hel, 1 am not worthy of the wealth I owe, 
Nor dare I fay tismine: and yet ir is, 
Bat like a timerous thief, mot fain would fteal 
What law do’s vouch mine own. 

Ber: What would you have > 

Hel, Something, and {carce fo much: nothing indeed, 
I would not tell you what I would my Lord : Faith yes, 
Strangers and foes do funder, and not kif, 

Ber, |pray you ftay not, butinhafte tohorfe- 

Hel. | thall not break your bidding, good my Lord: 
Where are my other men? Mounficur, farewel. Exit, 

Ber. Go thou toward home, where | will never come, 
Whil’ftIcan fhake my fword,: or hear the drum: 
Away, and for our flight. 

Par. Bravely, Coragio. 


A&l us 


All's well that ends well. : a 


Aitus Tertius. 


Enzer the Duke of Florence, the two Frenchmen. 


Flouri{h. 
with a troop of Souldiers. 


Du. So that from point to point, now have you heard, 
The fundamental reafons of this war, eZ 
Whofe great decifion hath much blood let forth, 
And more thirfts after. 
1. Lord Holy feems the quarrel 
Lpen your Graces part: black and fearful 
On the oppofer. 
Duke ‘Therefore we marvel much our Coufin France 
Would in fo juft a bufinefs fhut his bofom 
Againft our borrowing prayers. 
French E, Good my Lord, 
The reafonsof our ftate I cannot yield, 
But lise a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a Council framesy 
By felf- unable motion, therefore dare not 
Say what I thinkof it, fincehavefound _ 
My {elf in my incertain grounds to fail 
As often as I gueft. 
Du. Be it his pleafure: 
Fre, G. Buti am fure the younger of our nature, 
That forfeit on theireafe, willday by day 
Come here for Phyfick. 
Du. Welcome fhall they be : 
And all the honours that can flye from us, 
Shallon them fettle: you know your places well, 
¥Vhen better fall, for your avails they fell. 
‘To morrow to the fisld. 


Enter Countefs and Clown. 


Count. It hath happend as1 would have had it, fave that 
he comes not ae with her. 

Clo. By my trothI takemy young Lord to be a very 
melancholly man. 

Cou. By what obfervance I pray you ? 

Clo, VVby he will look upon his boor, and fing : mend 
the ruff and fing 3 ask queftions, and fing ; pick his teeth 
and fing: I know a man thathad this trick of melanchol- 
‘ly fold a goodly Mannor for a fong. Ee 

Lad, Let me fee what he writes, and whcn he means to 
come. ; 

Clo. Lhaveno mind to Ishel fince I was at Court. Our 


old Ling, and our Isbels ath Countrey, are nothing like | 


| your old Ling, and your Ishels.ath Court : the brains of 
| my Cupid’s knock’d.out, and I begin to love, as an old man 
loves money, with no ftomack. 
Lad, VVhat have we here ? 
Clo. In that you have there. ate: 
A Letter, 


Ihave fent you a daughtr-in-Law: fhe hath recovered 
the King, and undone me : I have wedded her, Not bedded 
her, and [worn to make the Not eternal. You {hall hear I am 
run away: know it before the report come, if there be breadth 
enough in the world, I willhold a long diftance. Ady duty to 
you 

Your unfortunate Son, 
Bertram. 


Thisis not well ( rafh and unbridled boy, } 
To flye the favours of fo good a King, 
To pluck hisindignation on thy head, 

| By themifprifing of a Maid too virtuous 


| My fon corrupts a well derived 
| With his inducement. es 


For the content of Empire. 


Enter Clown. 

Clo. O Madam, yonder is heavy news within between 
two fouldiers, and my young Lady. ; 

La. Whatis the gaatter ? coe 

Clo. Nay there isfome comfort in the news, fome com-| — 
fort, your fon will not be kill’d fo foon as 1 thought he} 
would. i 

La. Why fhou'd he be kill’d ? 

Clo. So fay 1, Madam, if he run aways as 1 hear 
does; the danger is in ftanding to’t ; that’s the lots of) 
men, tho it be thegetting of children. Here they come] 
will tell youmore. For my part, | only hear your fon. was) 
fun away. te 


Enter Helen and two Gentlemen. 


French E. Save you, good Madam. ge 
Hel. Madam, my Lord is gone, for evergone. | 
French G, Do not fay fox “Fh 
La. Think upon patience: pray you Gentlemen, 


| Thave felt fo many quirks of joy and grief, 


That the firft face of neither on the fart i 
Can woman meunto’t. Whereis my fon, I pray you? | 
French G. Madam, he’s gone to ferve the Duke of Fla) 
rence, | 


We met him thitherward, for thence we came: r 4 


| And after fome difpatch in hand at Court, 


Thither we bend again. 
Hel. Look on his Letter , 


Madam, here’s my Pat} | 
port. ; 


| 
When thou canft get the Ring upon my finger which ne ; 
fhall come off, and {hew me @ child begotten of thy body 


t.- 


[ Then ] J write a [ Never; ] 4 


that I am father to, then call me husband : but $n {uch ‘* 


% 


This isa dreadful fentence. Ss } 


La. Brought you this Letter, Gentlemen ? 
1, Gen. I, Madam, and for the Contents fake are ff 
for our pains, 
Old. La, Iprethee Lady, hve abetter cheer , 
If thou engroffeft all the griefs are thine, 
Thou robb’it me of a moity : He was my for, 
But I do wafh his name out of my blood, 
And thouart all my child. Towards Florence is he ¢ 
Fren. G. 1, Madam. 
La. Andtobea foldier ! ; 
Fren G. Suchis his noble purpofe, and believ’ 
The Duke will lay upon him al 8 fae - 
That good convenicnee claims: » sae 
La Return youthither ? : 
Frenc. E. 1,Madam, with the fwifteft wing of {peed 
eae Ihave no wife, I have nothing in France, © 
La. Find you that there? 
Hel. 1, Madam.  . 
French. €. ’Tis but the boldnefs of his hand happilys| 
which his heart was not confenting te. 3 
La. Nothing in France until he have no wife : . 
There’s nothing here that is too good for him 
me only fle, ane the deferves a Lord 
at twenty fuchrude boys might te tal 
And call her hourly Mie lb Saas. a him? — 
Fren, E. A fervant only, anda Gentleman: wht 
have fometimes known, 
La, Parolles, wasitnot ? 
French. E. 1, my good Lady, he. 
La. A very tainted fellow, and full of 


an 
i 


wickednelay : ian q 
Fren. E. Indeed good Lady, the fellow hes a del a 
: thats 


a RR 


’ 


wy 


a ee 


that, too mach, which holds him much to have. 

La. Y’are welcome, Gentlemen, I will entreat you 
when you fee my fon, to tell him that bis {word can never 
win the honour that he lofes: more l’leentreat you writ- 
ten to bear along. 

Fren, G. We ferve you Madam, in that, and all your 


All's wellthat ends well. 


His name with zealous fervour fantlify 

His taken labours bid him me forgive , 

I his defpightful Funo fent him forth 

From Courtly friendss with camping foes to live, 
Where death and danger dogs the heels of worth. 
He is too good and fair for death, and me, 


en 


worthicft affairs. 
L2a Not fo, but as we change our courtefies, 


Will you draw near ¢ 


Hel, Till 1 have no wife, I have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France until he has no wife: 
Thou fhale have none Ru/jillion, none in Frances 
Then haft thou all again: poor Lord, is’t I 
That chate thee from thy Countrey, and expofe 
Thof: tender limbs of thine, tothe event 
Of the none {paring war ? And isit I, 
That drive thee from the fportive Court, where thou 
Was't fhot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 
Of fmoaky Muskets ? O youleaden meflengers; 
That ride upon the violent {peed of fire, 
Fly with falfe aim, move the ftill piercing air 
That ftings with piercing, do not touch my Lord : 
Who ever fhoots at him, I fet him there, 
Who ever charges on his forward breft, 
Lam the Caitiff that do hold him to ir, 
And tho 1 kill bim not, I am the cauie 
His death was fo affeéted. Better ‘twere 
I met the raving Lyon when he roar’d 
With fharp conftraint of hunger : better ‘twere, 
That all the miferies which nature owes 
Were mine atonce. No, come thou home Rofillion, 
Whence honour but of danger wins a {car, 
As oft it lofes all. J will be gone : 
My being here it is, that holds thee hence, 
Shall 1 ftay here to do’t ? No, no, altho 
The air of Paradife did fan the houfe, 
And Angels offic’d all, I willbe gone, 
That. pitiful rumour may report my flight 
To confolate thine ear. Come night, and day, 


For with the dark ( poor thief )I’le fteal away. Exit, 


Flourifh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Roffillion, 
Drum_and Trumpets, Soldiers, Parolles. 


Duke. The General of our horfe thou art, and we 
Great in our hope, lay our beft love and credence 
Upon thy promifing foriune, 

Roff. Siry it is 
A charge too heavy for my ftrength, but 
We’l ftrive to bear it for your worthy fake, 

To th’extream edg of hazard. 
Du. Then go thou forth, 
And fortune play upon thy profperous helm 
As thy aufpicious Miftrefs. 
Roff. This very day, 
Great Mars, I put my felf into thy file, 
Make me but like my thoughts, and I fhall prove 
A lover of thy Drum; hater of love. 


Enter Counte/s and Steward. 


La. Alas! and would you take the letter of her ? 
| Might you notknow fhe would do, as fhe has done, 
| By fending mea Letter. Read it agen: 


Letter. 
Lam St. Jaques Pilgrim, thither gon 5 
Ambitious love bath fo in me offended, 
That bare- foot plod I the cold ground Apo 
With fainted vow wy faults to have amended, 
Write, write, that from the courfe of. war, 
My deareft Mafter, your dear fon, may hie, 
Ble fs bia at home in peace, whil ft L from far, 


Exeunt omnes, 


Whom I my felf embrace, to fet him free. 


Exit. | Ah what fharp ftings are in her milde& words? 


Rynaldo, you did never lack advice fo much, 
As letting her pafs fo 5 had I {poke with her, 
I could have well diverted her intent:, 
Which thus fhe hath prevented: 
Ste. Pardon me, Madam, 
If Thad given you this at over night, 
She might have been o’retane: and yet fhe writes 
Purfuit would be but vain. 
La. What Angel fhall 
Blefs this unworthy husband ? he cannot thrive, 
Unlefs her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear, 
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greatcf Juftice.. Write, write, Rynaldo, 
To this unworthy husband of his wife, 
Let every word weigh heavy of her. worth, 
That he does weigh too light: my greateft grief, 


} Tho little hedo feel it, fet down fharply. 
i Difpatch the moft convenient meffenger, 


When haply he fhall hear that fhe is gone, 

He will return, and hope I may that fhe 

Hearing fo much will {peed her foot again, 

Led hither by pure love : which of them both 

Is deareft to me, I have no skill in fence 

To make diftin&tion ; provide this Meffenger ; 

My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak, 

Grief would have tears, and forrow bids me fpeak. 
Excunt. 


ATucket afar off. 
Enter an old Widow of Florence, her Daughter, Violenta and 
Mariana, with other 
Citizens 


Widow. Nay come, 

For if they do approach the City, 
We fhall lofe al] the fight. 

Dia. They fay, the French Count has done 
Moft honourable fervice. 

Wid. \t is reported, 

That he has taken their great’ Commander, 
And that with his own hand he flew 
The Dukes brother 5 we have loft our labour, } 
They are gone a contrary way: hark, 
You may know by their ‘Trumpets: 
Maria, Come let’s return again, 
And fuffice our felves with report of it. 
Well Diana, take heed of this French Earl, 
The honour of a Maid is in her name, 
And no legacy is fo rich 
As honeity. 

Wid. \have told my neighbour 
How vou have been folilicited by a Gentleman 
His companion. 

Mar. iknow that knave, hang him, one Paroles .a fil- 
thy Officer he is in thofe Suggeftions for the young Earl ; 
beware of them Diana; their Promifes, Enticements, 
Oaths, and Tokens, and all the Engines of Luft, are not 
the things they go under; many a Maid hath been feduced 
by them, and the Mifery is Example, that fo terrible 
fhews in the wrack of Maiden-hood, cannot for all that 
diffwade fucceffion, but that they arelimed with the twigs 
that threatens them. I hope [need not to advile you 
further, but I hope your own grace will keep you where 
you are, tho there were no further danger known, bur the 
modefty which is fo loft. 


| Her heart weighs fadly 5 this 


na ee 


220 


pase RTE SR RAREST. cr8 De a 


“Dia. You thall not need to fear me. 
Enter Hellen. 


Wid. 1 Wope {o's look here comes a°Pilgria 5 I know 
the will tay houfe ; thither they fend one another ; 
Ple queftiomher, God fave you Pilgrim, whither are you 
bound ? 

Ficl. ToS, Faques le grand. 
Where do the Palmers lodg, I do 

Wid. At the S. Frances here befide the 

Hel, Isthis the way ? 

Wid. imarryist. Hark you, 
If you will tarry, holy Pilgrim, 
Bur till the troops come by, : 
I will condu& you where you fhall be lodg’d, 

The rather for I think [know your hoftefs 
As ample as my felf. 

Hel, \s it your felf ? wa 

Wid, \f you fhall pleafe fo Pilgrim. 

Hel. {thank you, and will Ray upon your leifure. 

Wid. You camé I think from France ¢ 

He!: | did fo. 

Wid. Here you fhallfee a Countreyman of yours, 
That has done worthy fervice. 

Hel, His name TD pray you ? 

Dia, The Count Rofillian : Know you fuch a one? 

Hel. But bythe ear that hears moft nobly of him. 
His face I know not. ~ 

_ Dia. Whatfomere he is, 
He’s bravely taken here. He ftole from France 
As’cis reported : for the King had married him 
Againft his liking. Think you it is fo? 

Fiel. \farely, meer the truth, I know his Lady. 

Dia: There is a Gentleman that ferves the Count, 
Réports but courfely of her: 

Hel. What's his name? 

Dia. Monfieur Paroles. 

Hel, Oh, 1 bélieve with him, 
fn argument of praife,or to the worth 
Of che great Count himfelf, fhe is too mean 
Tohave her name repeated 5 all her deferving 
Is areferved honefty, and that 
I havenot heard examin’d. 

Dia. Alas poor Lady. 

‘Tis a hard bondage to become the wife 
Of a detefting Lord. 

Wid. 1 right good creature, wherefoe’re the is, 

young Maid might do her 


beféech you ? 

Port. 

A marcha far. 
they come this way: 


A fhrewd turn if the pleas’d. 
Hel, Howdo you mean ? 
May be, the amorons Count follicites her 
in the unlawful purpofe. 
Wid, Be does indeed, 
Aad brokes with all that can in fuch a fuit, 
Corrupt the tender honour of 2 Maid: 
Sut the is arm’d for him, and keeps her guard 
in honcfteft defence. 


Drum and Colours. 
Enter Count Roflillion, Parolles, and the whole Army. 


Mz. The Gods forbid elfe. 
Wid. So, now they come : 
‘That is e #ntonio the Dukes eldeft fon, 
That Efcalus. 
Hel, Which is the Frenchman? 
Dia. He, 
That with the plume, "tis 2 moft gallant fellow, 


{1 would he fov’d his wife: if he were honefter 


Hewere much goodlier. Is’c not a handfome Gentleman? 


“ “Feel. A fike him well. 


Dia. *Tis pity he isnot honeft: yondsthat fame knave 
* 


that ends well, 


That leads him to thefe places, 
I would poyfon that vileRafeal: 
Hel. Which is he? whee 
Dia: ThatJack-an-apes with {carfs. Wy is he melap: 
cholly 2 
Hely Prechance he’s hurt ’th battel, 
Par. Lofe our drum? Well. ; 
lig fhrewdly vext at fomething.Leck he has fpi- 
ed us. 
Wid. Marry hang you. 
Mar. And your curtefy , for a ring-carrier, 4 
Exit. 
Wid. The troopispat: Come Pilgrims] will bring 
You, where you fhall hoft : Of injoy’d penitents 
There’s four-or five, to great S. Faques bound, 
Already at my -houfe, 
Hel, { humbly thank you: 
Pleafe it this Matron, and this Gentle Maid 
To eat with us to night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me; and to requite you further, 
I will beftow fome precepts on this Virgin, 
Worthy the note, 
Both; We'l take your offer kindly. 


were | his: Lady, 


{| 
{ 
i 
{ 


Exennt,| 


Enter Count Roffillion and the Frenchmen, 


as at firft. : : 


Cap. E. Nay good my Lord put him to’c: let him have 
his way. aj 
Cap. G. If your Lordfhip find him not a Hilding, hold 
me nomore in your refpect, a 
Cap. E. Onmy life, my Lord, a bubble: 
Ber. Do you think Iam fo far ‘uk 
Deceived in him ? we 
Cap. E. Believe it, my Lord, in mine own dired 
knowledg, without any malice, but to fpeak of him 3 
my Kinfman, he’s a moft notable Coward, and infinite) 
and endlefs Liar, an hourly promife-breaker, the ot 
er of noone good quality, worthy your Lordfhips enter)” 
tainment. | 
Cap. G. it were fit youknew him, left repofing too fai) 
in his virtue which he hath not, he might at fome grail 
and tfrufty bufinefs, ina main danger, fail you. aI 
Ber. I would I knew in what particular ation to tty 
him. A 
Cap. G. None better than to Jet him fetch off his} 
ee which you hear him fo confidently undertake : 
oO. id 
Cap. E. I with atroop of Florentines will fuddenly i 
prife him ; fuch I will have whom [am fure he knowsfot 
from the enemy : we will bind and hood-wink him fo, 
that he fhall fuppofeno other but that he is carried into) 
the Leaguer of the adverfaries, when we bring him toout 
own tents; be but your Lordthip prefent at his exami 
nation, if he do not for the promife of his life, and in the 
higheft compulfion of bafe fear, offer to betray you, and 
deliver all the intelligence in his power egainft you aid 
that with the divine forfeit upon his foul upon oath, never 
troft my judgment in any thing. 
Cap. G. O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch his 
drum ; he fays he has a ftratagem for’t ; ‘when your Lord: 
thip fees the bottom of this fuccefsin’e, and to what metal 
this counterfeit lump of ours will be melted, if you givt 
him not Jobe Drom’sentertainment, your inclining cannot) 
be removed. Here he comes. 


Exter Parolles. 


Cap. E. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the ho- 
ete of his defign, let him fetch off his drum im #0) 
and. . 
Ber. How now Mounfieur? This drum fticks forely it 

your difpofition, 


Cap. G. Apox on’t, letit go, "ris but a drum. 


eS 


Al’ s well 


Par. Bat a drum! Is’t buc a drum? A drum fof Will you go fee 


loft. There was excellent command ,to charge him with 
our horfé wpon our own wings, and to rend our own 
fouldiers. 

Cap. G. That was not to be blam’d in the command 
of the fervice, it was a difatter of war, that Ce/far him- 
{elf could nor have prevented, if he had been there to 
command. 

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our fuccels : 
fome dithonour we had in the lofs of that drum, but 
it is not to be recovered, 

Par. It might have been recovered, 

Ber. It might, but it is not now. , 

‘Par. It is to be recovered, but that the merit of fer- 
vice is feldome attribured to the true exact perfor- 
mer, | would have that drum or another , or bic ja- 
cet. 

Ber. Why, if you have ftomack to’t, Monficur ¢ if 

| you think your myftery in ftratagem can bring this in- 
ftrument of honour again into his native quarter, be mag- 
naninous inthe enterprize and go on, { will grace the 
attempt fora worthy exploit : if you fpeed wellin it. the 
Doke thall both fpeak of it, and extend to you what fur- 
ther becomes his greatnels, even to the utmoft fyllable of 
your worthinets. 

Par. By the hand ofa fouldier, f will undertake it. 

Ber. But you muft not now flumber in it. 

Par. Ple aout it this evening , and 1 will prefently 
pen down my dilemmaes, encourage my. felf in my cer- 
tainty , pur my felf into my mortal preparation and by 
midnight look to hear further from me. 

Ber. May | be bold to acquaint his grace you are gone 
about ite . 

Par. 1 know not what the fuccefs will be, my Lord, 
but the attempc I vow. 

Ber. I know th’art valiant, 
And to the poflibility of thy fouldierfhip, 
Will fubfcribe for thee : Farwell. 

Par.1 love not many words. 

Cap. E. No more than a fifh loves water. Is not this 


Exit. 


a ftrange fejlow, my Lord, that fo confidently feems to | 


undertake this bufinefs, which he knows is not to be 


done, damns himfelf to do’t, and dares better be damn’d | 


than to do’t. 

Cap. G. You do not know him, my Lord, as we dos 
certain it is, that he will fteal himfelf into a mans fa- 
vour, and for a week efcapea great deal of difcove- 
ries, but when you findhim out, you have him ever af- 
ter. 

Ber. Why do you think he will make no deed at 
all of this, that fo ferioufly he do’s addrefs himfelf un- 
to? 

(ap. E. None in the world, but return’ with an in- 
vention, and clap upon you two or three probable lies : 
but we have almo%t imboft him, you fhall fee his fall ro 
night ; for indeed he is not for your Lordfhips re: 
fpeé. , 

Cap. G. We’l make you fome {port with the Fox 
ete wecafe him. He was firft fmoak’d by the old Lord 
Lafew ; when his difguife and he is parted, tell me what 
a fie you fhall find him, which you fhall fee this very 
night. = ; 

Cap. E. "imu go look my twigs, 

He fhall be caught. 

Ber. Your brother he fhall go along with me. 

Cap, G. Ast pleafe your Lordthip, le leave you. 

Ber. Now will T lead you to the houfe, and thew you 
the Las I {poke of. 

Cap. E. But you fay fhe’s honeft. 

Ber. Tuat’s alt the fault : [fpok= with her/but once, 

| And fouad hee wondrous colds but I fent: to her 
By this (ane Coxcom> that we have i’th? wind 

Token: and Letters, which fhe did refend,. 

Aad cais is ali L have done: She’s a fair creature, 


Ee oS ee 


that ends well. a wal 
aah] 
ona ey 
Cap, Ey Withall my heart, my Lord. Excant. 
Enter Hellen, and Widow. 
Hel. If you mifdoubt me that fam not the, 
I know not how I fhall affure you further, 
Bur I fhall lofe the grounds 1 work upon. 


Wid, Tho my éftate be fallen, 1 was well born, 
Nothing acquainted with thefe bufinefles, 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any ftaining a&. 

Hel. Nor would I wifh you. 
Firft give me truft, the Count he is my husband, 
And what to your {worn counlel I have {poken, 


Is fo from word to word: and then you cannot 


By the good aid that I of you fhould borrow » 


Err in beftowing it. 


Wid. 1 fhould believe you, 


For you have fhew’d me that which well approves 
Y’are great in fortune, 


Hel, Take this purle ef Gold, 
And let me buy your friendly help chus far, 
Which I will over-pay, and pay again 
When I have found it 5 the Count he wooes your 
daughter, 


| Lays down his wanton ficge before her beauty , 


Refolves to carry her : ler her in. fine confent 
As we’l direé&t_ her how 71is beft tobear it: 
Now this important blood will naught ¢ 
That fhe’l demand: a ring the Count wears 
That downward hath fuccecded in his houfe 
Froot fon to fon, fome four or five dcfcents, 
Since the firft father wore it. This Ring he holds 
In moft rich choice : yet in his idle fire, 
To buy his will, it would not feem foo dear, 
How e’re repented after. ° 
Wid. Now I fee the bottom of yotr purpofe. 
Hel. You fee it lawful then, itis no more, 
But that ycur daughter ere fhe feems as won, 
Defires this Ring 5 appoints him an encounter ; 
In fine, delivers me to fill the time , 
Her &lf moft chaftly abfent : after this 
To marry her, I’le add three theufand Crowns 
To what is paft already. 
Wid. I have yielded : 
Inftrua& my daughter how the fhall preferve , 
That time and place with this deceit fo lawful 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With Mufick of all forts, aud fongs compo%d 
To her unworthinefs: It nothing fteads us 
To chide him from our eeves, for “he perfifts 


Asif his life lay on’e. 


Hel, Why then to night 
Let us affay our plot, which if it fpeed, 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed 5 
Aad lawful meaning ina lawful a&, 
Where both not fin, and yet a finfulfa&. 
But Jet’s about ir. 


C F 
Actus Quartus. 


Enter one of the Frenchmen, with five or fix other 
feuldiers in am bufh, 


1. Lord E, He can comeno other way but by this 
hedge corner; wnen you {ally upon him, {peak what ter- 
rible Language yon will, though you uoderftand ic nor 
your felves no matter : for we muft not feem to Under. 
ftand him, ualefs fome one amongus, whom we muft 


Pro, 


aa 
/ 


ape Als welltbat ends well. 
Se x 4 a fas 

i 3 fe 3 Inter. Baskas vanvado, | underftand thee, and can {peck fi 
pat poe prance me. be th’ Interpreter. thy tongue Kerelybonto fix, betake thee to thy faith, forf 

Lor E, Att not acquainted with him ? knows he not peers re Pampas: are at thy bofome. q a 
alias ee) ay. . 
¥ “Sol. No, fir, ‘| . Int. Oh pray, prays pray> 

Lo. €. But what li to {peak to | Mancha revancha dulche, 
us, apain ? oo if rcs — is: 

& on fue oy {peak to me, nt, The General is content to tpa ‘ 

“an fier rhink a band of ftrangers, ’th| And hood-winkt as thou art, will lead theeon 
idverlaries entertainment... Now he hath afmack of all| To gather from thee. Haply thou mayeft inform 
neighbouring Languages : therefore we mult every one Something to fave thy life. 
be a man of his own fancy, not to know what we {peak} Par. O let me live, ae 
one to another ; fo we feem. to know, is to know ftraight } And ali the fecrets of our camp [le thew j 
our purpofe + Chough’s language, gabble. enough, and| Their force, their purpofes : Nay, Wle fpeak that, 
good enough. “As for You Interpreter, you muft teem ve- Whieh you will wonder at. 
ry politick. But couch hea, here he comes, to beguile}| Jat, But wilt thou faithfully ? 
two hours ina fleep, and then to return and fwear the} ‘Par. If Ido not, damn me. 

Int. eAbcordalinta: 


lies he forges. 
ies he forges Come on, thou art granted fpace. 


Later. Paroles, 
A fhort Alarum within, 

Par. Tena clock: Within thefe three hours "twill 4 
be time enough to’ go home. What fhall. Ifay 1 have] . Lo. E.Go tellthe Count Roffiltion and my brother, 
done? It mutt be a very plaufive invention that carries] We havecaught the Woodcock, and will keep him 
it. They begin to fmoak me, and difgraces have of late) Till wedo hear from them (fs 
kneck’d too often at my door: find my tongue istoo{ Sal. Captain I will. 
fool-hardy, but my heart hath the fear of Mars before] LE. A will betray us all unto our fclves, 
it,and of his creatures, not daring the reports of my] Inform on that. 

-ongue. ‘ Sole Sol wilt fir. 


Lo. E. This is the firft that e’re thine own tongue was L. E. Till then Pe keep him dark and fafely locks, | 
uilry of aR 
E pe What the devil fhould move me to undertake} - | Exit.| 
the recovery of this dram, being not ignorant of the Enter Bertram, andthe Maid called + 
impoffibilicy , and knowing I had no fuch purpofe ? 1 Diana. 

mutt give my felf fome hurts, and fay. 1 got them inex; a i 
ploic: yet flight ones will not carry it. They will fay-,| Ber. They told me that yourname was Fontsbelt. j 


came you off with fo little? And great ones I dare not| Dia. No my good Lord, Diana. 
give ; wherefore what’s the inftance? Tongue, bmufl put) — Ber. Tided Goddeis , 
youinto a Butter-womans. mouth, and buy my {elf.ano-| And worth it with addition: but fair foul, 
ther of Lajazeths Mules, if you.prattle me into thefe pe- | In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 
rils. a If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
Lo. E. \sit poffible he fhould know what he is, and } You areno Maiden but a monument : 
be that he is ¢ When you are dead you fhall be fuch a one 
Par. I would the. cutting of my garments would ferve| As you are now, for you are cold and ftern © 
the turn, or thebreaking of my Spanifh fword. And now you fhould be as your Mother was 
Lo. E, We cannot afford you. fo. When your fweet felf was got. 
Par. Or the paring of my “beard, and to fay it wasin| Dia, She then was honeft, 
tratager. hikevaiges ae ‘| Ber. So fhould you be. 
Lo. €.’Twould not do. . ‘ Dia. No. 
Par. Or todrown my cloathes, and fay | was ftript:| My Mother did but duty, fuch ( my Lord.) 
Lo. E. Hardly, ferve, E As you owe to your wife. 
Par. Though I {wore I leap fromthe window of the| Ber. No more a’that: 
Cittadel. ft prethee do not fttive again my vows: 
Lo. E. How deep ? I was compel*d to her , but | love thee 
Par. Thirty fadome. ee : By doves own {weet conftraint, and will for ever 
Lo, E. Three great oaths would fearce make that be} Do thee all rights of fervice. 
believed. oe aon _ Dia. ifoyouferveus , Y's 
Pa. I would {had any drum of the enemies, I would | Till we ferve-you: But when you have our Rofess 
{wear I recover’d it. sige You barely leave our Thorns to prick our felves. 
Lo. E You fhall hear one anon. And mock us with our barennefs, 
Par. A drum now of the enemies. | Ber. Bow have I fworn? "ee 
te Dia. ’Tis not the many oaths that make the truth, 4 
Alarum within. But the plain fingle vow, that is vow’d true: € 


\ 


Lo. E. Throco movoufus, cargo, cargo, cargo. 
e4ll. Cargo, cargo, villiando par corbo, cargo. 
Par O ranfome, ranfome, 
Do not hide mine eyes. 
Inter, Baskos thromuldo beskos. 
Par.V know youare the AZuskos Regiment , 
And I fhall lofe my life for want of language. 
Ifthere be here German or Dane, low Datch, 
talian, or French, let him fpeak tome, Ber, Change it, changeit : 
Atle difcover that which fhall undo the Florentine, - | Be not fovholy cruel: Love is holy, 


f 


y 
—S 
gata ene rete 


And my integrity ne’re knew the crafts 
That youdo charge men with: Stand no more off, 
Bur give thy felf unto my fick defires , 
Who then recovers. Say thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, fhall fo perfever. 
Dia. \fee that men make ropes in fuch a fcar, 
That we'll forfake our felves. Give me. that Ring. 
Ber. Pie lend it thee my dear, but have no power 
To give irfrom me. 
Dia. Will you not, my Lord ? 
Ber. It isan honour longing to our houfe ; 
Bequeathed down from many Anceftors, 
Which were the greateft obloquy i’th world; 
In me to lofe. 
Dia. Mine Honour’s fuch a Ring, 
My Chaftitie’s the Jewel of our houte, 
| Bequeathed down from many Anceftors, 
Which were the greateft obloquy i’th world, 
'In me to lote Thus your own proper wifdom 
Brings in the Champion honour on my part, 
 Againit your vain aflaule. 
Ber. Here, take my Ring, 
Hy houfe, my honour, yea my life be thine s 
And I’'le be bid by thee. 
Dia. When midnight comes; knock at my chamber 
window: 
Vie order take, my mother fhall not hear. 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth, 
When you have conquet’d my yet maiden-bed, 
Remain there but an hour, nor {peak to me: 
My reafons are moft ftrong, and you fhall know them, 
When back again this Ring fhall be deliver’d : 
And on your finger in the night, l’e put 
Another Ring, that which in time proceeds, 
May token to the future, our paft deeds, 
j Adieu till then, then fail not: you have won 
A wife of me, though there my hope bedone. 
Be. A heav’n on earth P’ve won by wooing thee. Exit. 
Dia. For which, live long to thank both heav’n and me. 
You may fo in the end. 
My mother told me juft how he would woo, 
As if fhe fat in’s heart. She fays, all men 
Have the like oaths : He had fwornto marry me 
When his wife ’s dead : therefore I’le lie with him 
When Iam buried. Since French-men are fo braid, 
Marry that will, I'le live and die a Maid ; 
Only in this difguife, I think’t no fin, 
To cozen him that would unjuftly win. Exit. 
Enter the two French Captains, and {ome two or three 
Souldiers. 


Cap. G. You have not given him his mothers letter. 

Cap. E.U have deliver’d it an hour fince, there is 
fomethingjin’t that ftings his nature : for on the reading 
it, he chang’d almoft into another man. 


Cap. G. He has much worthy blame laid upon him, | ing for France. 


for thaking off fo good a wife, and fofweet a Lady. 
Cap. E, Efpecially, he hath incurred the everlafting 


-| difpleafure of the King, who had even turn’d his bounty 


to-fing happinefs to him. I will tell you a thing, but you 
fhall let it dwell darkly with you. 

Cap. G. When you have {poken it, ’tis dead, and I 
am the grave of it, 

Cap. £. He hath perverted a young Gentlewoman 
here in Florence, of a moft chaft renown, and this night 
he flefhes his willin the {poil of her honour : he hath 
given her his monumental Ring, and thinks himfelf 
Made in the unchaft compofition, 

cap.G. Now God delay ourrebellion , as we are our 
felves, what things are we. 

Cap. E, Meerly our own traitors.’ And as in he 
common courfe of all treafons, we ftill fee them reveal 
themfelves, till they attain to their abhorr*d ends:fo he 


EE tr hn pc 


ee err 


“Alls well that ends well. 
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that in this ation contrives againft his own Nobility in 
his proper ftream, o’rc-flows himlelf, 

Cap.G. Is it not meant damnable in us, to be Trum- 
peters of our unlawful intents? We 
his company tonight? 

Cap. E. Not till after midnight: for he is dicted to his 
hour. 

Cap, G- That approacies apace : 1 would 
him fee his company anathomiz’d, that he 
a meafure of hisown judgments,  hereia 
he had fer his counterfeir. 

Cap. E. We willnot meddle with him 'tillhe come; | 
For his preferice mult be the whip of the other. | 

Cap. G. In the mean tithe , what hear you of thofe | 
Wars? | 

Cap. E.1 hear there is an overture of peace. | 

Cap. G.Nay! affure you a peace concluded. 

Cap. E. What will Count Roffillion do then ? Will he | 
travel higher, or retutn again into France ? : 

Cap. G.I perceive by this demand, you are not alto- | 
gether of his counfel. 

Cap. E. Let it beforbid, fir, fo fhould I be a great deal | 
ofthis a& 

Cap: G. Sir, his wife fom two months fince fled 
from his houie, -her pretence is a pilgrimage to Saint F2 
ques le grand, which holy undertaking, with moft au- 
iter fanctimony fhe-accomplifh’d: and there refiding, 
the tendernefsofher Nature, became as a prey to her grife: 
in fine, made a groan of her fait breath, and now fhe 
fings in heaven. 

Cap. E. How is this juftified ? 

Cap.G. The ftronger part of it by her own Letters, 
which mekes her ftory true , even tothe point of her 
death: her death it felf, which could not be her office 
to fay ,iscome, was faithfully confirm’d by the Reétor 
of the place. 

Cap. E. Hath the Count all this intelligence ? 

Cap. G. 1, and the particular confirmations , point 
from point, to the full arming of the verity. 

Cap. E.1 am heartily forry that he’l be glad of this, 

Cap. G. How mightily fometimes, we make us com- 
forts of our loffes, 

Cap, E. And how mightily fome other times , we 
drown our gain in tears, the great dignity that this valour 
hath here requir’d for him , fhali at home be encountred 
with a fhame as ample. 

Cap. G. The web of our life, is of a mingled yarn, 
good and ill together : our vertues would be proud, if our 
faults whipt them not, and our crimes would defpair if 
they were not cherifh’d by our vertucs, 


{hall not then have 


gladly have 
might take 
fo {ferioufl 


- 


Enter a Meffenger. 


How now? Where’s your mafter ? 

Ser. He met the Duke in the ftreet, fir, of whom he 
hath taken a folemn leave: his Lordfhip will next morn- 
The Duke hath offered him Letters of 
commendations to the King. 

Cap. E. They flhailbeno more thanneedful there , if 
they were more than they can commend. 


Enter Count Roffillion. 


Cap. G. They cannot be too fweet for the Kings tart- 
nefs , here’s his Lordfhip now. How now my Lord, is't 
nor sfier midnight ? 

Ber. have to night difpatch’d fixteen bufineffes, a 
months length a piece, by an abftraét of fuccefs: I have 
congied withthe Duke, done my adieu with hisneareft ; 
buried a wife 5; mourn’d for her ; writ to my Lady mother, 
I am réerntning ; entertain’d my Convoy , and between 
thefe main parcels of difpatch, effe&ed many . nicer 
needs: the lait was the greateft, but that I have not end- 
ed yet. 


T 2 Cap. 
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Cap. E. If the bufinets be of any difficulty , and thi. 
morning your departure hence, it requires hafte of your 
Lordfhip. 

Ber. | mean the bufinefs 
hear of it hereafter: but fhall 
tween the Focl and the Soldier ? 
counterfeit module ; "has deceived me; 
ing Prophefier. 

Boe Bic him forth, h’as fate th Stocks all night, 
oor gallant Knave. 

4 Ber No matter, his heels have deferv’d it, ia ufurping 

his Spurs fo long. How does he carry him{elf? 

Cap. G. Ihave told your Lordfhip already : The Stocks 
carry him. But to anfwer you as you would be underftood, 
he weeps like a Wench that had fhed her Milk, he hath 
confeft himfelf to Morgan, whom he fuppofes to be a 
Friar, from the time of his very remembrance to this very 
‘nftant Difafter of his fetting #th Stocks; and what 
think you he hath confeft ? 

Ber. Nothing of me, has a? 

Cap. E. His confeffion is taken, and it fhall be read to 
hisFace; if your Lordthip bein’r, asI believe you are, you 
muft have the patience to hear it: 


is not ended, as fearing to 
we have this Dialogue be- 
Come, bring forth this 
like a doublemean- 


Enter Parolles, with bes Interpreter. 


per. A plague upon him, muffeld; he can fay nothing 
of me 5. hufh. 

Cap. G. Hoodman comes: Portotartaroffa. 

“Int. He calls for the Tortures, what will you fay with- 
out ’em? 

Par. | will confefs what [know without conftraints 
If ye pinch me like a Pafty, Ican fay no more. 

Int. Bofko Chimurcho. 

Cap. Biblibindo Chicurmurco, : 

Int. You are a merciful General: Our Generel bids you 
anfwer to what! fhall ask you out of a Note. 

Par. And truly, as 1 hope to live. 

Tet. Firft demand of him, how many Horfe the Duke is 
ftrong. What fay youto that ? : 

Par. Five or fix thoufand, but very weak and unfervice 
able; the Troops are all fcattered, and the Commanders 
very poor Rogues, upon my Reputation and Credit, and 
as | hope to live. 

Int. Shall 1 fet down your anfwer fo? 

Par. Do, Ile take the Sacrament on’t, how and which 
way you will: all’s one to him. 

Ber, What a paft-faving flave is this ? 

Cap. G. Y’are deceiv’d, my Lord, this Monfieur Parol- 
les, the gallant Militarift, ‘that was his own phrafe, that 
had the whole Theorick of War in the knot of his Scarf, 
and the praétice in the Chap of his Dagger. 

Cap. &. 1 will never trufta man again, for keeping his 
Sword clean, nor believe he can have every thing in him, 
by wearing his Apparcl neatly. 

Int. Well, that’s fet down, 

" Par, Five or fix thoufand horfe I fed, I will fay true, or 
thereabouts fet down, for Vle {peak truth. 

Cap, G. He’s very near the truth in this, 

Ber. But I conhim no thanks for’¢ inthe nature he de- 
livers it. 

Par. Poor Rogues, I pray you fay: 

Int. Well that’s fer down. 

Par. L humbly thank you, fir, a truth’s a truth, the 
‘Rogues are marvellous poor, 

Int. Demand of him of what ftrength they are a foot. 
What fay you to that ? 

Par. By my troth, fir, if I were to live this prefent 
hour, I will tell true. Let me fee, Spurio a hundred and 
fifty, Sebaftian fo many, Corambus fo many, Faques fo 
many: Guiltian, Cofmo, Lodowick, and Gratis, two hun- 
dred each: Mine own Company , Chitopher, Vanmond, 
Bentli, two hundred fifty each 5 fo that the Mufter-file, 

rrotten and found , vpon my life amounts not to fifteen 


eS 


All s well that ends well. ee 


ee 


thouiand pole , halt of the which dare nor fhake the 
Snow from off their Calfocks, lcft they fheke themfelyes 
to pieces. 

Ber. What fhall be done to bin? 

Cap. G. Nothing, but let him have thanks. Demand 
of him my conditions ; and what Crcdit | have with thef 
Duke. 

Int: Well that’s fer down: you hall demand of him, 
whether one Captain Dumain berth Camp, a Frenchman 4) 
what his Reputation is with the Duke, what his Valour, 
Honefty, and Expertnefs in Wars or whether he thinks | 
it were not poffible with well weighing fums ef Gold tol 
corrupt him to revol’. What {ay you to this? Whatdo 
you know of it? ; 

Par. \ befeech you let me anfwer to the particular of 
the interrogatories. Demand them fingly. 

Int. Do you know Captain Dumain? . 

Par. 1 know him, a was a Botchers Prentice in Paris} 
from whence he was whipt for getting the Shrieves fool! 
with Child, dumb innocent that could not fay him 
nay. , 
Ber. Nay, by your leave hold your hands, tho I know; 


y 


his Brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls. 


Inter. Well; is this Captain in the Duke of Florences| 
Camp ? a 
Par. Upon my knowledg he is, and lowfie, an 
Cap.G. Nay look not fo upon,me; we fhall hear of 
your Lord anon. : as 
Int. What is his Reputation wich the Duke ? 
Par. The Duke knows him for no other, but a poor} 
Officer of mine, and writ tome the other day, to tum 
outa’th Band. 1 think I have his Letcer inmy Poc-} 
ct. “| 
Int. Marry we'll fearch. 
Par. Ingood fadnefs Ido not know, cither it is there, 
or it is upon a file with the Dukes other Letters, in my| 


| Tent. 


Int. Here’tis, here’s a Paper, hall I read if to you? : 
Par. 1donot knowif it be it or no. i 
Ber. Our Ifterpreter do’s ic well. 

Cap.G, Excellently. 

int. Dian, the Count’s a fool, and full of gold. 

Par-Thatis not the Dukes letter fir 3 that is an Advertt 
ment to a proper Maid in Florence, one Diana, to take 
heed of the Allurement of one Count Ro/filion, a foolifh} 
idle Boy 5 but for all that very rurtifh. { pray you fig} 

put it up again. 7 
Int. Nay, Vile read it fir by your favour. | 
Par. My meaning in’t, I proteft was very honeft in the 

behalf of the Maid: for I knew the young Count to.bea 

dangerous and lafcivious Boy, who is a Whale to Virginie 
ty, and devours up all the fry it finds. 
Ber. Damnable/ both-fides Rogue. 


go ee 
Int. Let. ae e Jweee Oaths, bid: him drop Gold, and 
After he foores, he never pays the foore : 
Half won ismatch well made, mate and well make ite 
He ne’re pays after-debts, takevit before, 
eAnd fay a Soldier (Dian) told thee this: 
Men are tomell with, Boys are not tokifs, 
For count of this, the Count’s a Fool] know it 
Who pays before, but not when he does owe it. , 
Thine as he vow'd to thee in thine ear = 
Parolles. 


Ber, He fhall be whipt th ge 
rime in’s forehead. pt through the Army with! 


Cap. E, This is your devoted friend, fi nifoldl 
Linguift, and the Army-potent sues ir, the ma 


Ber. 1 could endure any thi 
he’s a Catto me, y thing before, buta Cat, 


Int. I perceive, fir, by the Generals looks, we fhall be ; 
fain to hang you, is 


Par. 


Par. .My life, fir,fin any cafe : Not that I am afraid to 
die, bur that my offences being many , I would repent 
out the remaiader of Nature, Let me live, fir, in a dunges 
op, ich ftocks, any where, fo I may live. 

Int. we'll tee what may be done, fo you confefs free- 
ly: therefore once more to this Captain Dumain: you 
have anfwer’d to his reputation with the Duke, and to 
his valour. What is his honefty ? 

Par, He will teal, fir, an Egge out of a Cloifter: for 
rapes and ravifhments he parallels Neffus. He profeffes 
not keeping of oaths , breaking them he is ftronger than 
Hercules, He will lye, fir, with fuch volubility , that you 
would think truth were afool : drunkennefs is his beft 
vertue, for he will be fwine-deunk, and in his fleep he 
does little harm, fave to his bed-cloathes about him: but 
they know his conditions, and lay him in ftraw. I have 
but little more to fay ,. fir, of his honefty , he ha’s every 
thing that an honeft wan fhould not have : what an ho- 
neft man fhould have, he has nothing. 

Cap. Ge I begin tofove him for this. 

Ber, For this defeription of thine honefty ? A pox up- 
on him for me, he’s more and more a Cat. 

Int. \What{ay you to his expertnefs in war. ? 

Par. Faith fir, ha’s led the drum before the Englifh 
Tragedians : to belic him I will not, and more of hisfoul- 
dierfhip I know not, except in that Countrey, he had the 
honour to be the Officer at a place there called AG/e-end, 
toinftrug for the doubling of files. 1 woulddo the man 
what honour! can, but of this I am not certain. 

Cap. G- He hath out-villan’d villany fo far ; that the 
rarity redeems him. 

Ber. A pox on hin, he’s a Cat ftil. 

Int, His qualities being at this poor price , I need not 
to ask you, if Gold will corrupt- him to revolt. 

Par. Sir, For a Cardecue he willfell the fee-fimple of 
his falvation, the inheritance of it, and cut th’intail from 
all remainders, and perpetual fucceflion for it. perpee 
tually, 

Int. What’s his Bro.her, the other captain Damain? 

Cap. E. Why co’she ask him of me? 

Int What's he? 

Par. E’n a Crow a’th fame neft: not altogether. fo 
reat asthe firftin goodne(s, but greater a great deal in 
evil. He excels his Brother for a Coward, yet his Brother 
iS reputed one of the beft that is, Ina retreat he out- 
runs any lackey; marry in coming on, he ha’s the 

ramp. 


Int. If your life be faved, will you undertake to betray 
the Florentine ? 
Par. | and the Captain of his horfe Count R offllion, 
Int. Vle whifper with the General, and know his 
pleafure. : 
Par. Ple no more drumming , a plague of all drums, 
oncly to feem to deferve well, and to beguile the fuppo- 
fition of that lafcivious young boy the Count, have I run 
into this danger: yet who would have fofpeéted an am- 
bufh where I was raken? 
Int. There is no remedy, fir, but. you muft die: the 
General fays, you that have fo traitcroufly difcovered 
thefecrets of your army, and made fuch peftiferous re- 
ports of men very nobly held, can ferve the world for no 
honeft ufe : therefore you muft die. Come heads man 
off with his head. 
Par. O Lord, fir,let me live, or let me fee my death. 
int. ‘Vhat fhall you, and take your leave of all your 
friends : 
1 So look about you, know you any here? 
Coun. Good morrow noble Captain. 
Lo, E.God blefs you Captin Parolles, 
Cap G. God fave you noble Captain. 
Lo. £. Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord 
Lafew ?1 am for France, 
Cap. G. Good Capiain will you give mea Copy of 


| the fame fonner you writ to Diana in behalf of the Count 


: { 
} 


a 


Al's well that ends well. 


itis inertness 


22 
ey 
Roffillion, and 1 were not a very Coward, Pde compel it ' 
of you; but fare you well E denn, 


Ant, Yuu are undone Captain all but 
has aknot on’ yet. 
. Par. Who cannot he crufh’d with a plot > 

Int. [f you could fisd our @Countrey. where but wo- 
men were that had received fo much. fhame, you might 
begin an impudent Nation. Fare ye well fir, I am for 
France too, we fhall {peak of you there. 


your fcarf, that 


Exit. 
Par. Yet amJ thankful :if my heart were great 


*T would burft at this: Captain [’le be no more, 
Burl will eat and drink, and fleep as foft 

As Captain thal. Simply the thing Iam 

Shall make me live : who knows himfelf a braggart 
Let him fear this; for it will come to pafs, 

That every braggart fhall.be found an Af. 

Ruf {word, cool bluthes, and Parolles live 

Safeft in fhame 5 being fool’d, by fool’ry thrive ; 
There’s place and means-for every man alive, 

Tle after them. 


Enter Hellen, Widow, and Diana. 


Hel. That youmay well perceive.I have not 
wrong’d you, 

One of the greateft in the Chriftian world 
Shall be my furety : "fore whofe throne ’tis need{ul 
Ere. I. can perfe&t mine intents, to kneel. 
‘Time was! did him a defired office, 
Dear almoft as his life, which gratitude 
‘Through flinty Tartars bofome would peep forth, 
And anfwerthanks. I duly am_injorm’d, 
His.grace is at Mfarfelis, to which place 
We have convenient convoy 3. you mutt know 
I am foppofed dead, the Army breaking, 
My husband hies him home, where heaven aiding, 
And’by the leave ef my.good Lord the King, 
We'l be before our welcome. 

Wid. Geatle Madam, 
You never had a fervaneto whofe tru 
Your bufinels was more. welcomes 

He. Nor you miftris 
Ever a friend, whofe thoughts more truly labour 
To recompence your love: Doubt not but heaven 
Hath brought me up to be your daughters dowre, 
Asit hath fated her to be my motive 
And helper to a husband, But O ftrange men, 
Thatcan fuch {weet fe make of what they hate, 
When fawcy trufting of ithe cozen’d thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night, foluftdoth play 
With what it loaths, for that whichis away: 
But more of this hereafter : you Diana, 
Under my poor inftruétions yet muft fuffer 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia. Let death and honefty 
Go with your impofitions, lam yours 
Upon vour will to fuffer, 

Hel. Yet I pray you; 
But with the word the time will bring on fummer, 
When Briars fhall have leaves as well as thorns, 
And be as fwect as tharp: we mut away, 
Our Wagon is prepar’d, and times revives us, 
Alls well that ends well, ftill, that finds che Crown 5 
What ere the courfe, the end is the renown. Exeunt. 


Enter Clown, old Lady, and Lafew. 


Laf. No, no, no, your fon was mifled with a fnipe 
taffata fellow there, whofe villanous faffron would have 
made all theunbak’d and dow youth of a nation in his 
colour , your daughter-in-law had been alive at this hour, 
and yourfon here at home, more advanc’d by the King, 
than by that red-tail’d humble-Bee I {peak of. 


Tr 3 * Lad, 


EI SES EY Oe LE EI aT Te, 


ee 
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Lad? Y would I had not known hich) ie was the death oft 
the mof vertuous Gentlewoman, that ever Nature ‘had 
praife for creating, if the had* parraken‘of my fie ffi and 
coft me the deareft groans of a mother, | could‘not have’ 
owed her amore footed love. 2 


P: Lady, twas'a good Lady. Wemay | g 
La Ear cise light on’ fuch another }° 


pick a thouland’fallets ere we 
herb. 

Ch. Indeed, fir, fhe‘was the {weet” Margerom of ‘the 
falet, or rather the herb of grace. Payee 
; Lif. They ate not herbs,"you knave, they'are’ ndfe* 
herbs. 

Clo, 1 am no great 


Nebuchadatazar, fit,| have not meh 
skill in grace- 


“La. Whether doeft thou profefs chy felf; a knave or a’|’ 


fool ? 
‘Clo: A fool, fir, at 2:womans fervice, ‘and? a knave- at a 
La: Your dittindtion? oly | 
La. Your diftinetion: eis. 20 res 
Clo. 1 would eozenthe man’of his'wife, and do his fer- 
vice. : ’ ie ete 
La. So you were a Knave at his fervice indeed. 
Clo. And| woutd'give kis wife my  baible;- fir, to do 
her fervice. ese : 
La. will fubferibe'fore thee, thou art both knave and 
fool. =e ie HOY? ¢ ; 
Clo. At your fervicey °°" 
La, No no, 2% 


Clo. Why, fir, if feannor ferve-you; Deaf ferve as great’ 


a'Prince as you are. c 
La: Who’s that,:a Frenchman ? <" 


Clo. Faith, fir, has an Englifly meat, but his: fifneny 1s- 


| more hotter in France than hefe. 

La. What Prineeisthat?? 9) Ph 

Clo. The black” prince, fry aliasthe® prineé of darknefs, 
dlias the devil. yrA Sat <DRID. 2216990. i 


eae 
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La. Hold thee, there’s my pure; °F give thee ‘rid this to} 
foggeft thee from thy Mafter thou talk? of, ferve hin 


fell. 
1 (lo. lam a woodland fellow, fir, that always Toved 
a great 
‘| Hre, butfure he is the Prinee’of thie world, let his No- 
bility remain in’s Court. 1 am for the houfe with’ the 
narrow gate, which l-take to betoo'little for pomp to 


enter: fomethar humble chemfelves may, but the ma-| 


ny will be too ehilk and tender, and-they’l be for the 
fire. 
La. Gothy ways, Lbegin to’ be ‘aweaty of thee, and 
‘T tell thee fo before, becaate b would nor fall dut with thee. 
Go thy ways, letmy horfes bewéll lookt to, without a- 
ny tricks. ; 

Clo. If 1 put any tricks upon em pfir, they fhall be Jades 
tricks, which are their own: right by the law of Nature 


Exit. 
Laf. A fhrewd knave, arid an unhappy. 
Lad. So ais. My Lord that’s gone, made himfelfmuch 
{port ont of him, by his authority heremainshere, which 
-| he thinks is a patent for his faucinefs,and indeed he has no 
pace, but he runs where he will. 


Laf, Like him well, tis not amif§: and I was about to | 


tell you, fince | heard of the-good Ladies death, and that 
my Lord your fon was upon his return home; I moved 
the King my mafter to fpeak in the behalf of my daugh- 
ter, which in the minority of them both, his Ma- 
jefty, out of a felf gracious remembrance did firft pro- 


Apofe 5 his Highnefs hath promis’d meto doit, and to ftop | 


up the difpleafure he hath conceived againft your fon, 
‘there is no fitter matter. How do’s your Ladifhip like 
pit? 


La. With very much content, my Lord, and ¥ wifh it }. 


| happily effcéted. 
- Laf. His Highnefs eomes poft from Marfelles, of as able 
a body as whed henumbred thirty, a will be here to: mor- 


E have letters that my fon will be here to night + Efhall be}: 


‘might fafely be admitted. | 


fire, and the mafterMfpeak of ever keeps'a good || 


flowry way that leads tothe broad’ gate, and the great |. 


All sypelhtbat endsswell. 
—-habanial ne pay) 
‘Tow, of Padi deceiv’d by: him that in fuch intelligence | 
‘hath feldomn fait?é. 


be Dy Hh 


_ La. WrejGicesime that 1 hope-T fall fee him ere I die: ca 
feech'your Lordthip to remain with me till they meet to. fs 

‘oh Madaittj L was thihking with what Manters-1 i 
Lad. Yow need but plead your honourable priv . 
age Lady; of that Phavemade a bold charter 5 but Bs . 
thank my God it holds yet; ' ; 


Enter Clown: : Lan 

Clo. O Madam, yondersmy Lord your fon wieh apatch} 

of velvet on’s'face s whether there bea fearunder’t of no} 
the Velvet iiows, but *tis'agoodly patch. of Velvet, his 


left cheek is a cheek of -two'pile and a- half, but his righ Aig | 


cheek is worn bare. we 
La® WK féar'nobly got? ° Pe pli 
Or anoble {car, isa good livery of honour: 2°!" 
So belike is thats 10%, Yai apie 
Clo: Butit i¢ your carbinado’d face. 
Laf: Let us go fee 
Your fon! pray you, | long to talk 


-P With the young noble foldier. 


Glo. Faith there’s a. dozen of em, with delicate fin 
hats, and mioftcourteous Feathers, which bow the h 
and nod ateVery man. 


ie ° 


..  AGus Quintus. 


Enter Helen, Widow, and Diana, with 


two Attendants. 


Hel, But this exceeding pofting day and night, 
-Muft wear your fpirits low, we cannot help it. 

But fince you have made the days and nights as one, 
‘To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, 7 
Behold you do fo grow in my requital. 

As nothing canunroot you. In happy time. 


Enter a Gontleman a flranger. 


This man may help me to his Maijefties ear, 

If he would fpend his power. God fave you fir : 
Gent. And you. io 
Hel. Sir, 1 have feen'youin the Court of France. 
Gent. Ihave been fometimes there. ag 
Hel. ¥de prefuwe, fir, that you are not fallen 

From the report that goes upou your goodnefs, 

And therefore goaded with moft fharp occafions, 

Which lay nice manners by, F put youto 

The ufe of your own vertues, for the which 

Ifhall continue thank ful. 
Gen. What’s your will ? 
Hel. That it will pleafe you 

To give this poor petition to the King, 


| And aid me with that ftore of power you: have 


To come into his prefence. 
Gent. The Kings not here. 
Hel, Not here fir ? 

. am Not indeed , A r 
e hence remov’d laft night, and wi 

Than ishisufe ght, and with more haft 
Wid. Lord, how we lofe our pains. 
Hel, Ail’s well that ends well yet, 

Tho time feem fo adverfe, and means unfit : 

' do befeech you, whither is he gone ? 


yo 


Ny 


All's well that ends well. 


| enemies anon eeneeteeeneenneaaaaas 
| Gent. Marry as | take it to Rofillion, 
Whither I am going. 
Hel. 1 do beieech you fir, 
Since you are like to tee the King before me; 
Commend the Paper to his gracious hand , 
Which I prefume fhall render You no blame, 
But rather make you thank your pains for it: 
§ will come after you with what good {pee 
Our means will make us means. 
| Gent. This le do for you. 
Hel. And you fhall find your felf to be well thankt 
what e’re fails more. We muftto horte again. Go, go, 
provide. Exeunt. 


Enter Clown and Parolles, 


Par. Good M. Levateh, give my Lord Lafew this Let- 
ter; Ihaveerenow, fir, bees better known toyou,. when 
| have held familiarity with frefher Cloaths; but J am 
now, fir, muddied in forrunes mood, and:mell fomewhat 
ftrong’of her ftrong diipleature. 

Clo, Truly, Fortunes ditpleafire is but fluttifh, if it 
finell {6 ftrongly. as thou. {peak’ft of: I will henceforth eat 
no Fifh of Fortunes butt’ring. Prethee, allow the Wind. 

Par. Nay; you need not to ftop your Nofe, fir: I fpeak 
but a Metaphor. 

Clo. Indeed, fir, if your Metaphor ftink, I will ftopmy 
Nofe, or againft any mans Metaphor, Prethee get thee fur- 
ther. 

Par. Pray you, fir, deliver me this Paper. 

Clo. Foh, prethee ftand away a Paper from Fourtunes 
Clofe-ftocl, to give to a Nobleman. Look here he comes 
himfelf. 


Enter Lafew. 


Clo. Hereisa pur of Fortunes, fir, or of Fortunes Cat, 
but not a Mufear 5 that hath faln into the unclean Fifh- 
pond of her difpleafure, and as he fays muddied withall. 
Pray you, fir, ufe the Carp.as you may, for he looks like 
a poor decayed, Ingenious, Foolifh, Rafcally Knave, 1 
do pity his diftrefs in my Smiles of comfort, and leave him 
to your Lordfhip. 

Par. My Lord, I ama man whom Fortune hath cruelly 
fcratch’d. 

Laf. And what would you have me to do? ‘Tis too 


late to pare her Nails now. Whercin have you plaied the | 


Knave with Fortune, that fhe fhould Scratch you, who of 
her felf is a good Lady,and would not have Knaves thrive 
long under her ?. There’s a Cardecue for you: Let the Ju- 
ftices make you and Fortune friends; I am for other bufi- 
nefs. 

Par. 1 befeech your honour, to hear me one fingle 
word. 

Laf. You bega fingle penny more : Come you fhall 
ha’t, fave your word, 

Par. My name,my good Lord, is Parolles. 

Laf. You beg more than oneword then. Cox my paf- 
fion, give me your hand: How does your Drum? 

Par. O my good Lord, you were the firft that found 
me. 

Laf. Waslinfooth? And I was the firft that loft thee. 

Par. it hes in you, my Lord,to bring meinfome grace, 
for you did bring me out. 

Laf. Out upon the Knave, doeft thou put upon me at 
once, both the Office of God and Devil: one brings thee 
in grace, and the other brings thee out, The King’s com- 
ing | know by his Trumpets. Sirrah, enquire further af- 
ter me, | had talk of you laf Night, tho you are a Fool 
anda Knave, you fhall eat, go to, follow. 

Par. | praif: God for you. 


Flourifh. Enter King, old Lady, Lafew, the two French 
Lords, with Attendants. 
& 
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Kin, We loft a Jewel, and our efleem 
Was made much poorer by it ; but your Son; 
As mad in folly, lack’d the fenfe to know 
Her eftimation home. 
Old La. ’Tis paft, my Liege, 
And I befeech your Majefty to make it 
Natural Rebellion, done i’th blade of Youth, 
When Oyland Fite, too firong for reafons force , 
Ore bears it and burns on. 
Kin, My honour’d Lady , 
I have forgiven and forgotten-all , 
Tho my revenges were high: bent upon him, 
And watch’d the timeito fhoot. 
Laf. This 1 muft fay, 
But firft I beg my pardon 3 the young Lord 
Did to his Majefty, his: Mother, and his Lady, 
Offence of mightynote but to himfelf 
The greateft wrong of all. He loft a Wile, 
Whofe beauty did aftonith the furvey 
Of richeft eyes : whofe words all ears took captive 
Whofe deep perfeétion, hearts that fcorn’d to ferve, 
Humbly call’d Miftris. 
Kin. Praifing what isloft, »— * 
Makes the remembrancedear. Well, call him hither, 
Weare reconcil’d, and the firft view thall kill 
All repetition: Let him not ask our pardon, 
The nature of his great offenceris dead, 
And deeper than Oblivion, we dobury 
Th’ incenfing relicks of ir. Let him approach 
A ftranger, no Offender ; and inform him 
So ’tis our will he fhould. 
Gent. | fhall my Liege. 
Kn. What fays he to your Daughter, 
Have you {poke ? 
Laf. Ali thatheis, Hath reference to your Highnefs. 
Kin. Then fhall we haveamatch. I have Letters fent 
me, that fets him high in fame. 


Enter Count Bertram. 


Laf. He looks well on’¢. 
Kin. Yam nota day of feafon, 
For thou maiftfee a Sun-fhine, and a Hail -- 
In me at once; But to the brighteft Beams 
Diftraéted Clouds give way, fo ftand thou forth; 
The time is fair again. 
Ber. My high repented blames , 
Dear Soveraign, pardon me. 
Kin. Allis whole, 
Not one word.more of the confumed time, 
Let's take [the infant by the forward top: 
For we are old, and our quick’ft decrees 
Th inaudible, and noifelefs foot of time 
Steals, ere we can effe&t them. You. remember 
The Daughter of this Lord ? 
Ber, Admiringly, my Liege, at firft 
I fuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durft make too bold a herald of my Tongue : 
Where the Impreffion of mine Eye enfixing, 
Contempt his fcornful Perfpe&ive did lend me, 
Which wrapt the line of every other favour, 
Scorn’d a fair colour, or expreftit ftoln, 
Extended or contraéted all proportions 
Toa moft hideous Obje&t. Then it came, 
That fhe whom all men prais'd, and whom my felf, 
Since I have loft, have lov’d ; wasin mine Eye 
The duft that did offend. it. 
Kia, Well excus?d : 
That thoudidft love her, ftrikesfomefeores away 
From the great compt; but love that comes too late, 
Like a remorfeful pardon flowly carried 
To the great fender, turns a fowre offence, 
Crying, that’s good that’s gone: our rath: faults 
Make trial price of ferious things we have, = 
0 
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all's well that ends well. 


Not knowing them, until we know their grave. 
Ott our difpleafures to our felves unjuf, 

Deftroy our friends,and after weep their du s 
Our own love waking, cries to fee whet's done, 
While fhapeful hate fleeps out the afternoon. 

Be this fweet Helens knell, and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin, 
The main confents are had, and here we Uftay 
To fee ovr widowers fecond marriage days 
which better than the firft, O dear heaven blefs, 
Or, ere they meet in me, O Nature ceale. : 

Laf, Come on my fon, in whom my houfes name 
Mutt be digefted: give a favour fromyou 
To fparkle in the fpirits of my daughter, 

That the may quickly come. By my old beard, 
And ev’ry hair that’s on’t, Hellen that’s dead 
Was afweet creature: fuch a Ring as this, 

' The laft that ere 1 took her leave at Court, 
[ faw upon her finger. 

| Ber. Here it was not. 

Kin. Now pray you let me feeit. For mine eye, 
While I was fpeaking, oft was faften’d to’t : 

This Ring was mine, and*when I gave it Hellen, 
1 bad her, if her fortunes ever ftood 
Neceflited to help, that by this token 
i would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her 
Of what fhould ftead her meft ? 
Ber. My gracious Soveraign, 
How ere it pleafes you to takeit fo, 
The Ring was never hers. 

Old La. Son, on my life 
[have feen her wear it, and fhe reckon’dit 
At her lives rate. é 

Lif. 1am fure I faw het weat it. 

Bar. You are deceiy’d my Lord, fhe never faw it: 
In Florence was it froma calement thrown me, 
Wrap’d in a paper, which contain’d the name 
Of her that threw it: Noble fhe was, and thought 
I ftood ingag’d, but when had fubfcrib’d 
To mine own fortune, and inform’d her‘fully, 

I cou not anfwer in that courfe of honour’ 
As fhe had made the overture, fhe ceaft 

In heavy fatisfaétion, and would never 
Receive the Ring again. 

Kin. Platas himtelf, 

That knows the tin& and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in natures myftery more {cience, 

Than [have in this Ring. ”I'was mine, twas Helens, 
Who ever gave it you: then if you know 

That you are well acquainted with your felf, 

-) Confefs "twas hers, and by what roughenforcement 
You got it from her. She eall’d the Saints to furery, 
That the would never put it from her finger, 

Uni: {3 the gave it to your felf in bed, 
Where youhave never come = or fent it us 
Upon her great difafter. 

Ber. She never faw it- ; 

Kin. Thou {peak’ftit falfly : as I love mine honour, 
And mak’ft conjeétural fears to come into me, 
Which I would fain fhut out ; if it fhould prove 
That thou art fo inhuman, ’cwill not prove fo. 

And yet 1 know not, thou didft hate her deadly, 
And the is dead, which nothing but to clofe 

Her eyes my felf, could win me to believe, 

More than to fee this Ring. Take him away,. 

My fore-paft proofs, how erethe matter fall 

Shall tax my fears of little vanity, 

Having vainly fear’d too little. Away with his, 
We'll fift this matter further. 

Per. If you thall prove 
This Ring was ever hers, you fhall as eafy 

| Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yet fhe never was. re 


Enter a Gentleman. 
Kin. fam wrap'd in difmal thinkings. 
Gent. Gracious Soveraign. 
Whether Ihave been too blame orno, I know not, 
Here’s a petition from a Flerentsne, 


-VVho have for four or five removes come fhort, 


To tender it hee felfj | undertook it, 
Vanquith’d thereto by the fair grace and {peech 
Of the poor fuppliant; who by this 1 know 

Is here attending : her bufinefs looks in her, 
VVith afi importing vifage, and fhe told me 

In a {weet verbal brief, it did concern 

Your Highnefs with her felf. 


A Letter. 


Upon his many proteftations to marry me, when his wife wash 
dead, F blufht to fay it, be won me, Nomis the Count 
Rofhillion Widower, bis vows areforfeitedto me, and 
honours paidto him, He frole from Florence, taking no: 

- Jeave; and I follow bim to this Countrey for Fuftice : Gramt\ 
_ it me, O King, in you it bef lies, otberwife a fedacer flow} 
rifhes,and a poor Maid is undone, ae 
: Diana Capil 


Daf, Iwill buy me a fon in Law in a fear, and toule him) 
for this. Ple-none of him. er 
Kin. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafew, a 
To bring forth this difcov’ry, feek the futors : an 
Go fpeedily, and bring again the Count, Po 


Enter Bertram. 


1 am afeard the life of Hellen (Lady) 
VVas foully fnatch’d, 
Old La.Nuw juttice on the doers. sid 
Kin, 1 wonder fir, wives are fo monftrous to: you, 
And that you fly them as_you {wear them Lordfhip, s 
Yer you defire to marry. VVhat woman’sthat ? 


Entcr VVidow, Diana, azd Parolles. 


Dia: Lam, my Lord, a wretched Florentine, 

Derived from the ancient Capilet; 

My fuit, asI underftand you know 

And therefore know how far’ 1 may be pitied. 

Wid. lamher Mother, fir, whofe age and honour 

Both foffer under this.complaint we bring, 

And both fhall ceafe, without your remedy. all 
Kin. Come hither,Count, do you know thefe VVomen} 
Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will deny, a 

But that I know them, do they charge me further? 

Dia. Vvhy do you look fo ftrange upon your wife? . . 
Ber. She's none of mine, my Lord: ere 
Dia. If you fhall marry 

You give away this hand, and that is mine : 

You give away heavens vows, and thofe are mine: 

You give away my felf, which is known mine: 

bs I by em _ fo embodied yours, — 
at fhe which marries you, muft / 

Either gis or none: st ei ; 

Laf. Your reputation comes too fh te 
you : no pee for her. pedae = es 
Ber. My Lord, this is a fond and defpe eature, 

VVhom fometime! have Laugh’d with: Lee eee High 

Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour 

Than for to think that I would fink it here. <n + 

fea my thovghs, you have them ill to friend,) 

s gain them fairer : Me 

Then in my Rengh Ft ae 
Dian. Good my Lord, 

Ask him upon his oath, if he do’s think 

He had not my virginity. 


y 


~~ 


Kin, What faiitahou to her ? 
Ber. She’s impudent, my Lord, 
And was a common gamefter to the Camp. 
‘Dia. He do’s me wrong, my Lord: If 1 were fo, 
He might have bought me at a common price. 
Do not believe him. O behold this Ring, 
Whole high refpeét and rich validity 
Did lack apavallel : yet for all that 
He gave it to a Commoner a’th Camp 
If I be one. 
Old La. He bluthes, and’tis hit: 
Of fix preceding Anceftors, that Jem 
Confer’d by teftament to th’ fequent iffue 
Hath it been owed and worn. This is his wife, 
That Ring’s a thoufand proofs. 
King. Me thought you faid 
You faw one here in Court could witnefs it. 
Dia. I did, my Lord, but loath am to produce 
So bad an inftrument 5 his name’s Parolles. 
Lof..\ faw the man to day, if man he be. 
Kin, Find-him, and bring him hither: 
Rof. What of him ? 
He’s quoted for a moft perfidious flave 
With all the {pots a’th world, taxt and deboifh’d, 
Whofe nature fickens : but to {peak atruth, 
Am], or that or this, for what he'll utter, 
That will {peak any thing 2 
Kin, She hath that Ring of yours . 
Rf. think fhe has ; certain it is I lik’d her, 
And boorded her i’th wanton way of youth: 
She knew her diftance, and did angle of me, 
Madding my eagernefs with her reftraint, 
As all impediments in fancies courfe 
Are motives of more fancy, and in fine, 
Her infuit coming with her.modern grace, 
Subdu’d me to her rate 5 fhe got the Ring, 
And I had that which any inferior might 
At Market price have bought. 
Dia. I muft be pa ient: 
You that have turn’d off a firft fo noble wife, 
May juitly diet mz, I pray you yet, 
(Since you lack virtue, I will lofe a husband ) 
Send for your Ring,| will return ic home, 
And give me mine egain. 
Boj. [have it not. 
King. What Ring was-yours, ! pray you? 
Dian. Sir, much like the fame upon your finger: 
Kin. Know you this Ring, this Ring was his of late. 
Dia. And this was it 1 gave him, being a bed, 
King: The ftory then goes falfe,you threw it him 
Out of a Cafement. 
Dia» \ have fpoke the truth. 
Rof. My Lord, I do confefs the Ring was hers. 
Kin, You boggle threwdly, every feather ftarts you : 
Is this the man you {peak of ? 
Dia. I, my Lord. 
Kin. ‘Tell me, firrah, but tell me true I charge you, 
Not fearing the difpleafure of your Mafter : 
CWhich on your jaft proceeding, 'le keepiof ) 
By him, and by this woman here, what know you? 
Par: So pleafe your Majefty,; my Matter hath been an 
honourable Gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him, 
which Gentlemen have. 
Kin, Come, come, to th’ purpofe’; Did he love this 
woman ? 
Par. Faith fir, hedid tove-her, but how ! 
Kin, How I pray you? 
Par, He did love hers firy as:aGenty loves: 2 Woman. 
Kin, How is that ? 
Par, He lov'd her, fir, andlov’d her not; 
Kin, As thouart aKnave aud no: Knavye 
equivocal Companion is this ? 
Par. lam a poor man, and at your Majeftics conv 
mand. 
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Enter Parolles. 
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Mis citteiid tad 

a He’t agooddrom,my Lord, but a nadghry Ora- | 
Dis, Do you know he promi’d; me marriage ? 
Par. Faith, Lkoow more thane fpeak, 
Kin. But wilt thou'not fpeak all thov know’ft ? | 


Par. Yes,fopleate your: Mujefty : I did go between 
them, as I faid; bot more than that, he loved her : for 
indeed’ he wasemad 'for™ her, end talkt of Sathan, and 
of Limbo: and of: Furies, and 1 know not what : yet | 
‘Wasin that ereditiwithethem at tharrime, that 1 knew 
of their going: ro Bed ‘and of ‘other motions, as p ¢- 
mifing her marriapeoRnd ‘things that would derive me ill 
— to: fpeak of 5 therefore I will not fpeak what J 
know. abie Bo: 

_ Kin. Thou hat fpoken all already , unlefs thou cant 
rey they are married 5 but thou art too fine in thy evi- 
Sen ; Pherefore land afide. This Ring you fay was 
yours. 

Dia I »,my g od Lord. 

Kin. Where did you buy-it? orwho gave it you? 
ia. it Was Not given me, nor did not buy it. 


Kin, Who lentit you ? 

Dia. It was not lent meneither. 

Kin. Where did you find it then ? 

Dia. I found it not. 

Kin, Mf it were ‘yours by n 
How could you give it him ? 

Dia, I never gave it him. - 


nos > a 
Laf. This woman's an ealy glove, my Lord, the goes off 
and 6n at pleafure, 
Ken. ThisRing was mine, I pave it his firft wife. 


ane 
wile 


of all thefe ways, 


Dia. it might-be yours, or hers, for ought I know, 
Kin. Take her away, 1 donot like her now, 
To prifon with her : and away with him, - 
Unlefs thou tell’ft me where thou hadtt this Ring, 
Thou diet within thishour. 
Dia. ile never tell you: 
Kin. Take her away. 
Dia. Ve putin bail my Liege. 
Kin. 1 think thee now fome common Cuftomer, 
Dia, By Jove if ever I knew man, ‘twas you. 
Kir. Wherefore haft thou accus’d him all this while? 
Dia. Becaute he’s guilty, and hé is nét guilty ; 
He kfows Iam no Maid, and he'll fear to’ : 
le {wear 1am a Maid, and he knows not. 
Great King,I am no firumpet, by my life, 
Pam either Maid; or elfe this old mans wife. 
Kin. Shedo’s abvfe our ears, to prifon with her. 
Dia, Good mother fetch my bayl. Stay, Royal fir, 
The Jeweller that. owes'the Ring isfent for, 
And he fhall {urety me. But for this Lord, 
Who hath abue’d me as he knows himfelf, 
tho yet he never heard me; here Equit him. 
| He knows himfelf my bed he hath detii’d, 
| And at that time he got his wife with child ; 
Dead tho the be, the teels her young one kick « 
So there’s my riddle, one that’s dead is quick, 
And now behold the meaning: 


Eater Hellen and Widow: 


Kin, |s there no exorcift 

Beguilrs the true Cfficer of mine eyes ? 
Is’c real that I fee ? 
| Hel. No, my. goodLord, 
i Tis but the thadowof: a Wife you fee, 
| The name, and not the thing. 

Rof. Both, both,O: pardon. 

Hel. Qh, my good Lord, when I was like this Maid, 
1 found you. wondrous kind, there is your Rirg 
And look you, heres your Letter? this itfays, 
V Vhen from my fingeryou can get this Ring, 
And is by me withchild, @e. This is done, 
VVill you be mine, now you are doubly won? 
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Liege, can make me know this clearly, 
I'le love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 
Hel. \f it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce ftep between me and you. 
O, my dear mother, do I fee you living? 

Laf. Mine eyes {mell Onions,| fhall weep anon - 
Good Tom Drum, lend me a handkercher. 
Sol thank thee, wait on me home, ’le make fport with 
thee: Let thy curtfies alone, theyare feurvy ones. 

‘King. Let us from point to point this ftory know, 
To make the even truth in pleafure flow : 

If thou beeft yet a frefh uncropped flower, 
Choofe thou thy husband, and I’le pay thy dower. 
For Ican guefs, that by thy honeft aid, 


Rf. Mt fhe, My 


Atlus Primus. 


Enter Orfino Duke of Mlyria, Curio, and. 
ether Lords. 


F Mofick be the food of Love, play 


4 on, 
Rx Give me excefs of it 5 that furfeiting, 
Ne The appetite may ficken, and {o dic. 
That ftrain agen, it hada dying fall: 
O, it come o’re my ear, like the fweet 
Z found ; 
& That’ breathes upon a bank of Violets , 
- Stealing, and giving Odour. Enough, 


fo more, 

Tis not fo fweet now, asit was before, 
O fpirit of. Love, how quick and frefh art thou, 
That notwithftanding thy capacity, 
Receiveth as the Sea. Nought enters there, 
Of what validity, and pitch fo e’re, 
But falls into abatement, and low price, 
Even inaminute; fo full of fhapesis fancy,. 
That it alone ishigh fantaftical. 

Car, Will you go hunt, my Lord ? | 

Du. What Curia? 

Cur, The Hart. - 

Du. Why fo Ido, the nobleft that Ihave : 
O when mine eyes did fee Olivia firft, 
Me thought fhe purg’d the air of peftilence: 5. 
That infant was I turn’d into a Hart, 
And my defires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
Ere fince purfue me, How now, what news from her ? 


Enter Valentine. 


Val. Go pleafe my Lord,I might not be admitted, 
But from her hand-maid do return this anfwer : 
Th: Element it felf; till feven years heat, 
Shall not behold her face at ample view 
But likea Cloyftrefs the will vailed walk, 


elf-night, Or what you 


ii, 

Thou keepeft a Wife her felf, thy felf a Maid. 
Of that and all che progrefs more and lels, 
Refolvedly more leifure thaj! exprefs : 

All yet feems well, and if it end fo meet, 

The bitter paft, more welcome is the {weet. 


"He King’s a Beggar, now the Play: ts done. 
Allis well ended, if bis fuit be wor , 
That you expre{s content , which we will pay, 
With firife to pleafe you, day exceeding day ; 
Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts, 
Tour gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts. 


Scena Prima: 


And water once a-day her Chambers round 

With eye-offending brine :_all this to feafon 

A brothers dead love, which fhe would keep frefh 

And lafting in her fad remembrance. ee 
Ds. Othe that hatha heart of this fine frame, q 

To pay this debt of love but to a brother, ai 

How will fhe love, when the rich Golden thaft 

Hath kill’dthe flock of all affections elfe 

Thatlivein her. When Liver,Brain,and Heart, | 

Thefe foveraign thrones are all fuppli*dand fill’d | 

Her fweet prefe€tions with one felf-fame king = 

Away before me, to fweet beds of Flowers, - o 

Love thoughts lies rich, when canopy’d with bowers. 


_———— - Ooo 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Viola a Captain, and Saylors, 


Vio. What countrey(Friends) is this ? 
_ Cap. This is Illyria, Lady. 

Vio, And what fhould I doin Mryia?- 
My Brother he is in Elizinm, 3 
in te he isnot drown’d ; What think you, Sail 

ap. It is perchance that you your felf were fave 1, 

Vio, O my poor brother, and fo perchance may he 

Cap. True Madam, and to comfort you withchantts 
Affure your felf after our fhip did fplit, it 
When you, and thofe poor number faved with you, 
Hung on our droving boat : Ifaw your brother 
Moff provident in peril, bind himfelf, _ ne 
(Courage and hope both reaching him the practile) 
To a ftrong Maft, thatliv’d upon the Sea, 
Where like Orion on the Dolphins back, 

I faw him hold zcquaintance with the Waves: 
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great ones do; the lefs will prattle of J 
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So long as Lcould fee. 
Vio. For {aying fo, there’s Gold : 
Mine own efcape unfoldethto my hope, 
Whereto thy fpecchferves for authority 
The like of him. Know’f thou this Countrey ? 
Cap. 1, Madam, well : for I was bred and born 
Not three hours travel from this very pla ce 
Vioe Who governs here ? 
Cap, A Noble Duke in nature, as io name. 
Vio, What is his name? 
Cap. Orfino. 
Vio. Orfino! 1 


have heard my Father name him. 
He wasa Batchellor then. 
Cap. And fo is.now, or was fo very late: 
For but a month agol went from henee, 
And then’ twas frefh in murmur (as you know 


That he did feek the love of fair Olivia. 

Vio. What’s fhe ? 

Cap. A virtuous Maid, the daughter of a Count, 
That di’d fome twelvemonth fince, then leaving her 
in the proteétion of his fon, her brother, 

Who fhortly alfo di’d: for whofe dear lave 
(They fay) the had abjur’d the fight 
And company of men, 

Vio. O that I ferv’d chat Lady, 

And might not be delivered to the world 
Till I had made mine own occafion mellow 
What my effate is. 

Cap. That were hard to compafs, 

Becaufe fhe will admit no kind of fuit, 
No not the Dukes. 

Vio. There isa fair behaviour in thee, Captain ; 
And tho that nature, with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft clofe in pollution; yet of thee, 

[ will believe, thou haft a mind that fuits 
With this thy fair and outward Charaéter. 
{ prethee ( and i'le pay thee bounteoufly ) 
Conceal me what Pam, and be my aid. 

For fuch difguife as haply fhall become 

The form of my intent, Pie ferve this Duke, 
Thou fhalt prefent meas an Eufuch to him, 
It may be worth thy pains: for! can fing, 
And {peak to him in many forts of Mufick, 
That will allow me very worth his fervice. 
What elfe may hap, to time I will commit, 
Only fhape thou thy filence to my wit. 

Cap. Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute Pe be, 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not fee. 


Vio, [thank thee: Lead meon Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. € 
SirTo, What a plague means my Neece to take the 
ne, of her brother thus? I amfure care’s an enemy to 
ife. ; 
~ Mar. By my troth, fir Toby, you muft come in earlier 
anights : yourCoufin, my Lady, takes great exceptions 
to your illhours. 
To. VVhy let her except, before excepted. 
Mar. i, but youmuft confine your felf within the mo- 
deftlimits of order. 


Z welf-night, Or what you will 
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knightthat you brovght in one.night here,to be her wooer? 

To, VVho, Sic Andrew e4gite-check 2 ; 

Ma. Vie. 

To. He’s as tall a man as any’s in lllyria, 

Ma, VVhat’s that to th’ purpofe ? 

To. VVhy he has three thoufand Ducats a year. 

Ma, 1, but he'll have but a year in all thefe Ducats : 
He’sa very fool, and.a prodigal. 

To, Fie, that you'll {ay fo: he plays o’th Viol-de.gam- 
boys, and {peaks three:or four Languages word for word 
without book, and hath all the good gifts of nature, 

Mar. Re hath indeed, almoft natural: for befides tha: 
he’s a fool, he’s a great quarreller: and but that he hath 
the gift of a Coward, to allay the guft he hath in quarre!- 
ing, sis thought among the prudent, he would quickly have 
the gift of a grave, 

Tob, By this hand they are fcoundrels and fubftractors 
that fay fo of him: VVho are they 2 

Mar. ‘They that addmoreover, he’s drunk nightly in 
your company. 

Zo. VVith drinking healths tomy Neece: I'fe drink to 
her as long as there isa paflage in my throat; and drinkin’ 
Illyria: he’s aCowardand a Coyftril that wilf not drink 
tomy Neece, till his brains turn o’th’ toe, like a parifh top. 
VVhat wench ? Cafiilianovulgo ; for here comes Sir Andrew 
eA gue-face. 


pea ere PE Ne gE RO 


Enter Sir Andrew. 


And. Sit Toby Belch. How now Sit Toby Belch? 

To, Sweet Sir Andrew. 

4nd, Blets you fair Shrew. 

Mar: And yeu too fir. 

Tob, Accoft, Sir e4zdrew, accof, 

And, VVhat’s that ? 

To. My NeecesChamber-maid. 

An, Good Miftris accoft, I defire better acquaintance. 

Ma, My name is Mary fir. : 

And, Good Miftrefs AZary, accoft, 

To. You miftake Knight: Accoft is, front her, boord 
her, wooe her, aflail her. 

And, By my troths! would not undertake her in this 
company. Isthat the meaning of Accoft? 

Mar, Fare you well Gentlemen, 

To. And thoulether part fo, Sic Andrew, woul 
might never draw {word agen. 

e4nd. And you part fo Miftrefs, I would I might never | 
draw fword agen. Fair Lady, do you think you have fools | 
in hand ? 

Ma. Sir, Ihave not-you by th hand. 

And. Marry but you fhall have, and here’s my hand. 

Mar. Now fir, thought is free: | pray you bring your 
hand to th’ Buttery bar, and fet it drink. 

An, VVherefore ({weet heart? ) what’s your Meta- 
phor ? 

Mar. Ws dry fir. 

An. VVhy | think fo: lam notduch an afs, but Lean 
keep my hand dry. But what's your jeft-? 

Ma. A dry jelt, fir. 

And, Are you full of them ? 

Ma. (Sir, | have them atmy finger ends : matry. now 
I let go your hand, | am barren. 


d thou 


Exit Maria. 
Tob. O knight, thou lack’ft a cup of Canary : whendid 

I fee thee fo put down? 
And, Never in your life, I think, unlefs you fee Cana- 
ry put down: me thiaks fomerimes Ihave no more wic 
than a Chriftian, ofan ordinary man has; but Lam a 


To. Confine? [le confine my felf no finer than! am: preat eater of Beef, ard } believethat do’s harm tomy 
thefe clothes are good enough to drink in, and fo be thefe | wit. : 


boots too; and they be not, tet them hang themfelves in 
their own ftraps. 


To. No queftion. 
An.And I thought that, ’de forfwear it. Mle ride home 


Mr. That quaffing and drinkiug will undo yoit [| to morrow, fir Toby. 


heard my Lady ‘talk of it yefter-day, and of a foolifh | To Pur-quoy, my dear knight ? 


An. 


ee 
7 ae 
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“An. VVhat is. pur quoy ? Do, of not cor phe 
had beftowed that time in the tongues, that J oe s 
cing, dancing, and bear-baiting * O had! but followe 
the Arts. send ¥h 
Jo. Then hadft thou had an excellent head of 
An. VVhy, would that have mended my hair ? 
To. Pait queftion, for thou feet it will nor cool my 
An, But ir becomes me well enough ,doft not? (nature. 
Te. Excellent, it hangs like flax on a diftaff: anc I 
topé to fec a houfwile take thee between her legs, and 


al 


hait. 


pin it’ off. 
L ee Faith Ple home tomorrow, fir Toby, yout Neece 
siflmot befeen, or if fhe be, it’s four to one, fhed] none 

{ me: the Count himfelf here hard by, wooes her. 

To, She'll none orth Count, fhe’ll not match above her 
degree, neither in eftate, years, Nor wit; I have heard 
nerfwear. Tut, there's life in’t man. 

‘An. V'le ftay a month Jonger.! am a fellow o’th ftrangeft 
mind rthe world: Idelight in Masks and Revels fome- 
Limes altogether. 

To. Brechod good at thefe kick-fhaws, Knight? 

And. As any man in Illyria, whatfoever he be, under 
the degree of my betters, and yet I willnot compare with 
an old man. , : 

To. VVhat is thy excellence in a galliard, knight ? 

end. Faith, 1 can cut a caper. 

To. And \ can cut the Mutton to’t. 

‘And. And 1 think Vhave the baek-trick, fimply as 
ftrongas any man in Illyria. 

Jo, VVherefore ate thefethings hid? wherefore have 
thefe gifts a Curtain before “em? are ‘they like to take 
duft, like Miftris MZa/s pi€ture ? why doft thou not go to 
Church in a Galliard, and come home in a Carranto ? My 
very walk fhould bea Jig! I would not fo much as make 
water but in a Sink-a-pace 5 VVhat doft thou mean? Is 
it a world to hidevirtuesin? I did think by the excellent 
conftitution of thy leg, it was form’d under the ftar of a 
Galliard: ; 

Aval,tis trong, and it does indifferent well in adam’d 
colour’d ftocken. Shall we fit about fome Revels 2 

To. What fhall we do elfe: were we not born under 
Taunus? 

And, Taurus? That’s fides and heart. 

To. No fir, itis legs and thighs : let me fee thee caper. 
Ha, higher: ha, ha, excellent. Excunt, 


ee 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Valentine, and Viola, in mans attire. 


al. If the Duke continue thefe favours towards you 
Cefario, you ate like to be much advane’d, he hath known 
you but three days, and already youareno ftranger. 

Vio. You either fear his humour, or my negligence, that 
you callin queftion the continuance-of his love: Is he in 
conftant fir, in his favours ? t 

Val. No believe me. 


Enter Duke, Curio, and attendants. 


Vio. \ thank you : herecomes the Count. 

Duke. Whofaw (efario, hoa? 

Vio, On your attendants, my Lord, here. 

Dz, Stand you awhile aloof, Cefario, 
Thouknow8 no Iefs, butall : [ have unclafp’d 
To thee the Book even of my fecret foul. 
Therefore good youth, addrefs thy gate unto her, 
Benotdeni'd accefs, ftand at her doors; 

And tell them, there thy fixed foot fhall grow 
Till thou have audience. 


T welf-night, Or what yon w ill, 


Co 


se 


Vio. Sure, my Noble Lore, 
If the be fo abardon’d to her forrow 
Asit is fpoke,.fhe never ‘will admit me. 
Du. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bousds; 
Rather than make unprofited return. 7 
Vio. Say 1 do fpzas with her (my Lord) whar then? 
Duk. O then, unfpld the p.flion cf my-tove, 
Surprize her withdifcourte of my dear faith; 
It fhali become thee well ro akt my WOES 5 
She will attend it berrer in thy youth, 
Than in a Nuncio’s of more grave efpedt. 
Vio. \think not fo, my Lord. 
Duk. Dear Lad, believe it 5 
For they fhall yet be-ly thy happy years» 
That fay thowart a mans. Dianaes lip : 
isnot more fmooth, and rubious ; thy fmall pipe, 
Is as the Maidens Organ, fhrill, and found, 
And all isfemblative a womans part. 
I know thy conftellation is right apt ’ 
For this affair : fome four or five attend him, 
Allif you will; for my felf am belt 
When leaft in company 5 profper well in this, 
And thou fhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his fortunes thine. 
Vio. Pledo my belt 
To woo your Lady 5 yet a barful Rrife, 
Who e’reI woo, tty felf would be his wife. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Maria, and Clown. 


Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou haft been, ot! 
will not open my lipsfo wide as a brifsle may enter in way] 
of thyexcufe; my Lady will hang thee for thy abfence) | 

Ch. Let her hang me 5 he that is.well hang’d in tis 
world, needs fear no colours. a it 

Ma, Make that good, ! 

Clo. He fhall fee none to fear. i 

Mar. A good Lenton anfwer ; | ‘can tell thee whet 
that faying was born, of | fear nocolours. P| 

(lo, Where good Miftrels AZary ? Ae 

Mar. Inthe wars, and that may you be bold. to fayil 
your foolery. pr 

Clo. VVell, God give them wifdom that have it; all 
thofe thatare fools, let them ufe their talents. % 

Mar. Yet you will be hang’d for being fo long ablent, 
or Be turn’d away, is not that as good as a hanging 
you? 

Clo, Many a good hanging, prevents a bad matriage} 
and for turning away, let fummer boar it out. 

Mar You ate refolute then 2 

Clo, Not fo neither, but 1 am refolv’d on two point’. 

Mar, Thatif one break, the ocher will/hold ; or if both 
break, your lah ' 

Clo. Apt in good faith, very apt: well, go thy way! 
Sir Toby would leave durkinte thal wuss pe pre: 
of Eves flefh, as any in Illyria, ail 

Mar. Peace yourcgue, no more o’that: here comes MY 
Lady: make your excufe wifely, you were beft. ©. 


et 


Enter Lady Oliva, with Malvolio. 


Clo. Wit, and’t be thy will. put mei d fooling 
thofe wits that think airs bse tliegs aie ae oft prov’ 
fools : and I that am fure] lack theesmay pais for awi 
man. For what fays Quinapalus, Better a witty fool, thae 
a foolifh wit. God bletsthee, Lady. 

Ol. Take the fool away. 


Clo, Do you not hear fellows, take away the Lady: 


y 
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Seiad 


Ol. Goto, y’areadry fool: leno more of you, be- 
fides you grow difhoneft. 

Clo, Two faults, Madona, that drink and good counfel 
will amend : for give the dry fool drink, theu is the fool 
not dry : bid the difhoneft man mend himfelf, if he mend, 
he is no longer difhoneft 4 if he cannot, let the Botcher 
mend him: any thing that’s mended, is but patch’d : vir- 
tue that eranfgreffes, is but patche with fin, and fia that 
amends, isbut patcht with virtue. If that this fimple 
Sillogifme will ferve, fo; if it will not, what remedy? 
As there isno true Cuckold but calamity, fo beauty’s a 
flower ; The Lady bad take away the fool, therefore I fay 

‘| again, take her away. 

OL. Sir, 1 bad them take away you. 

Clo. Mitprifion in the highelt degree. Lady, Cacul- 
Ins non facit monschum.; that’s as much to fay, as I 
were not motley in my brain : good Madona, give me 
: leave to prove you a fool. 
| Ol. Can you do it? 

Clo, Dexteroufly, good Madona. 

Ol. Make your proof. 

Clo. I muft catechize you for it, A4adona, Good my 
Moule of virtue anfwer. 

Ol. Well fir, for want of other idlenefs, Vle bid 
your proof, 

Clo, Good Aadoxa, why mourn’ thou? 

Ol. Good fool, for my brothers death. 

Clo. I think his foul-is in hell, «Wadona. 

Ol. \ know his foul is in heaven, fool. 

Clo, The more fool you( Madona ) to mourn for your 
Brothers foul, being in heaven; Take away the fool, Gen- 
tlemen. 

Ol, What think you of this fool, AZalvelio, doth he 
| nor mend ? 

Mal. Yes,and fPalldo, till the pangs of death fhake 
him ; Infirmity that decays the wile, doth ever make the 
better fool, 

Clo. God fend you, fir, a fpeedy Infirmity, for the 
better increafing your folly : Sir Toby will be {worn that 
T amno Fox, but he will not pats his word for two pence 
that you are no fool. 

Ol. How fay youto that A4:slvolio ? 

Mal. i marvel your Ladifhip takes delight in facha 
‘barren rafcal;1 faw him put down the other day , with 
an ordinary fool, that has no more brains than a ftone. 
Look you now, he’s out of his guard already : unlefs you 
laugh and minifter occafion to him, he is gag’d. I proteft 
| take thefe Wife men, thatcrow foat thefe fet kind of 
fools, no better than the fools Zavies. 

OL. O you are fick of felf-love, AZalvolio, and talte 
with a diftcmper’d appetite. Tobe generous, guiltlefs , 
and of free dilpofition, is to. take thofe things for Bird- 
bolts, that you deem Cannon bullets : There is no flander 
in an allow’d fool, though he do nothing but rail ; nor 
no railing in a known difereet man, though he do no. 
thing but reprove. : 

Clo. Now Mercury induce thee with leafing, for thou 
{peak’&t well of fools. 


\ 
} 


Enter Asurria. 


Mar. Madam, there is at the gate 2 young Gentle- 
man,tuch defires to fpeak with you. 

Ol. From the Count Orfivo, is it ? 

Ma. I knownot (Madam ) *tis a fair young man, and 
well attended. 

Ol. Who of my people hold ‘him in delay ? 

_ Ma. Six Toby, Madam, your kinfman. 

O. Fetch him off 1 pray you, he fpeaks nothing but 
madman : Fie on him. Go you, A4alwolio ; if it be a {uit 
from the Count, I am fick, or not at home. What you 
will, to difmils ir. 


Exit Malvo. 


; T well Night, Or what you will 
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Now vou fee, fir, how your fooling grows old, and peo- 
ple diflike ir. 

Clo. ‘Thou haft {poke for us ( Atadonz) as if thy eldeft | 
fon fhould be a fool: whofe f{cull, Fove cram with} 
brains, for here he comes. Enter Sir Toby. 
One of thy kin has a moft weak Pia mater. | 

O/. By mine honour half drunk, What is he at te 
gate, Coufin ? 

To. A Gentleman. i 

Ol. A Gentleman? What Gentleman? 

To. Tis a Gentleman heres A plague o’thefe pickle } 
Herring: How now Sot? 

Clo, Good Sir Topy. 
Ol. Coufin, Coutin, how have you-come fo ea y by 
this Lethargy ? i | 

Tob, Letchery, I defie Letchery ; there’s one at the 
gate. 

Ol, I marry, what ishe ? 

To. Let him be the dévil and he will, I care not : give 
me faith, fay 1, Well, it’s all one. Exit. 

Ol. What’s a drunken man like, fool ? 

Clo. Like a drown’d man, a fool, and amad man: 
One draught above heat makes hima fool, the fecond 
mads him, and a third drowns him. 

Ol. Go thou and feek the Crowner, and let him fit 0° 
my Coz: for he’s inthe third degree of drink: he’s 
drown’d : go look after him. 

Clo. He is butmad yet, Madona, and the fool fhall 
look to the mad man. 

Enter Malvolio. 


Mal. Madam, yond young fellow {wears he will 
fpeak with you. Itold him you were fick, he takes on him 
to underftand fo much, and therefore comes to {peak with 
you. I told him you were afleep, he feems to have a 
knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to {peak with | 
you. What is to be faid to him? Lady. he’s fortified a- | 
gainft any denial. 

Ol. Tell him, he fhallnot fpeak with me. 

Mal, Ha’s been told fo: and he fays he’l ftand at 
your door like a Sheriffs poft; and be the fupporter to a | 
bench, but he’l fpeak with you. 

Ol, What kind o’man is he ? 

Mal. Why, of man-kind. 

O/. What manner of man? 

Mal, Of very ill manners: he’l fpeak with you, will 
yOu or no. 

Ol. Of what perfonage and years is he ? 

Mal. Not yet old enough for aman, nor young enough 
fora boy : as a {quafhis before tisa pefcod, or a Codling 
when ’tis almoft an Apple:’Tis with him in ftanding 
water, between boy and man. He is very well-favour’d 
and he fpeaks very fhrewifhly: One would think his 
mothers milk were fcarce out of him. 

Old, Let him approach : Call in my Gentlewoman. 

Mat. Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. Exit. 


fore. | 


~ 
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Exter Maria 


Ol. Give me my vail: come throw it o’re my face, 
Wl once more hear Orfine’s Embafite: 


Enter Viola. 


Vio, The honourable Lady of the houfe, which is fhe ? 

Ol. Speak to me; I fhall anfwer for her : your will? 

Vin. Moft radient, Exquifite, and unmatchable beau- 
ty, Epray you tell meif this be the Lady of the houfe, 
for I never faw her. I would be loath to caft away my 
{peech : for befides thatitis excellently well penn’d, I have 
taken great pains to con it. Good Beauties, let me fuftain 
no fcorn; 1 am very comptible, even tothe leaft finifter 
ufage. 
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Ol, Whence came you, fir? 

Vio. 1 can fay tee more than I have ftudied, and that 
queftion’s outof my part. Good genileone,. give me mo- 
cet aflurance, if you be the Lady of the houfe, that I may 
procecd in {peech. 

Ol. Are youa Comecian ? 

Vio. No my profound heart; and yet (by the very 
phangs ef malice, 1 {wear) I amnot gat! play- Are you 
che Lacy of the houfe? 

O:. \}1 do notulurp my felf, IT am. we itis 

Vio. Mot certain, if'you are fhe, you do ulurp your 
til, for what is yours to beftow, 1s not yeurs to relerve. 
{Buc this is from my Commiflion, I will on with my 

Speech in your praife, and thea fhew you the heart of my 
oc dage. 

O!, Come 
praile. 

Vie. Alas, 
cal. | 

OL Itisthe more like to be feigned. I pray you keep 

litin. J heard you were fawcy at my gates,and allow’d your 
approach rather to wonder at you, than to hear you. if 

{you be not mad, be gone 3 if you have reafon, be brief: 
’sis not that time of Moon wath me, to make one in fo 
sxippinga Dialogue, ; . 

Ma Will you hoitt Sail, fir, here lies your way.. 

Vio. No 900d Swabbery: 1 am to hull here a little longer. 
Some mollification for your Giant, {weet Lady: tell me 
your mind, | am a meffenger. 

Ol. Sure youhave fome hideous matter to deliver, when 
the curtefie of it isfo fearful. Speak your office. 

Vio. It alone concerns your ear: I bring no overture 
of War, no Taxations of Homage; I hold the Oliff in my 
hand: my wordsare. as. full of peace. as matter. 

Ol. Yet you began rudely. What.are you? ‘ 
What would you? — - 

Vio,. The rucenefs that hath appear’d in me, have I 
“Hearn’d from my ent-rtainment. What I am, and what I 
would, are as fecret asa Maiden-head : to your ears, Di 
vinity ; to any others, prophanation, 

Ol. Give us the place alone. 
We wiil hear this Divinity... Now 
Vio. Molt {weet Lady. 

Ol. Acomfortable Doétrine, and much may be faid. of 

Where lies your Text?’ 

Vio. \n Orfino’sbofome. = 

Ol. In his bofome? In what Chapter of his Bofome ? 

Vio. To an{wer by.the method, in the firft of his Heart. 

Ol. O, Thave read it 5. it is Merefie. Have you no more 

to fay ? sci. te ay F 
Zo Cad Madam, letme fee your face. 


to what is important in’t: I forgive you the 


T took great pains to ftudy it, and "tis Poeti- 


fir, what is your Text ? 


it. 


O!, Have you any Commiffion from your Lord, to ne- |. 


gotiate with my Face ? you are now out of your Text: 


but we will draw the Curtain, and fhew you the Pidture. | 


Look you, fir, fucha one I was this prefent.: Is’t not well 
done? 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. 

ae °Tis in grain, fir, "twill endure Wind and Wea- 

ther. 

Vie, *Tis beauty.teuly blent,. whofe red and white, . 
Natures own fweet, and cunning hand laid on: 
Lady, you are the cruel’ fhe alive, 
If you willlead thele Graces to the Grave , 
And leave the World no Copy. See ie 3 

Ol. OTir, Iwill not be fo hard-hearted : Iwill give out 
divers fcedules of my beauty. It fhall be Inventoried, and 
every particle and utenfil labell’d to my wills As, Item, 
two Lips indifferent red. Irem, two gray Eyes, with lids 


tothem: Item, one Neck, one Chin, and fo forth. Were | 


you fent hither to praife me? . \ . 
Vio, Vfee you what you are, you are too proud: 

Bur if you were the Devil, you are fair: 

My Lord and Mafterloves you: O fuch love 

_f,Could be but recompenc’d, tho you were crown’d 
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The non-paril of beauty. 
Ol. How does he loveme? | 
Vio. With Adorations, fertil Tears , ° 
With Groans that thunder Love, with Sighs of Fire, — 
Ol. Your Lord do’s Know my mind, 1 cannot love him.) 
Yet | fuppofe him vertuous, know him noble, i 
Of great Eftate, of freth and ftainiets Youth; bi 
In voices well divulg’d, free, Learn’d and Valiant, 
And in dimenfion, and fhape of nature ,, al 
A gracious perfon, Bur yet I cannot love him: 
He might have took his anfwer long ago, 
Vio. If i did love youin wy Matters flames: 
With fuch a fuffring, fuch a deadly life: 
In your denial, I would find no fence, 
{ would not underftand it. 
Ol. Why, what would you do? 
Vio. Make te a willow Cabin at your gate, 
And callupon my Soul within the houfe, 
Write loyal Cantons of contemned love, i 
And fing them loud even in the dread of night 3° 
Hollow your name to reverberate Hills, 
And make the babling Goffip of the Air, 
Cry out, Olivia: O you fhould not reft 
Between the Elements of Air and Earth, 
But you fhould pity me. 
Ol. You might do much: 
What isyour Parentage? . 
Vio.. Above my fortunes, yet my ftate is well: 
Iam a Gentleman.. 
Ol. Get you to your Lord: 
Icannot love him: let him fend no more, 
Unlefs (perchance) you come to me again, 
To tell me how he takes it; Fare you well : 
I thank you for you pains: {pend this for me. Be 
' Vio. 1am no feed-poft, Lady 5 keep you purfe, | 
My Matter, not iy felf, lacksrecompence, =f 
Love make his heart of flint, that you fhall love, — 
And ler your fervour like my Mafters bs, 
Plac’din contempt : Farwel fair cru.ity. 
Ol. What is your Parentage ? 
Above my fortunes, yer my fate is well: 
Iama Gentleman. IWlebe {worn thou art, 
Thy Tongue, thy Face, thy Limb, Aétions, and Spirit, | 
Do give thee five-fold blazon 5 not roo faft: foft, fot) 
Unlefs the Mafter were the man. Hownow? i. 
| Even fo quickly may one catch the Plague? 
Methinks I feel this Youth’s perfe&tions, 
With an invifible and fubtil fealth 
To crecp in at mine Eyes. Well, let it be. 
‘What hoa; eWalvolio. 


Enter Malvolio, 


Mal. Here Madam, at your fervice. 

Ol. Run after that fame peevith Meffenger, 
The Counts man; he left this Ring behind him). 
Would I, ornot: tell him, le none of it. 
Defire him not to flatter with his Lord, ~ 
Nor hold him up with hopes, I am not for him: 
if that the Youth will come this way to morrow, 
Ile give him reafon for’t by thee, Malvolio. 

Mal. Madam 4 T will. : 

Ol. I do, [know not what, and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind: 

Fate, fhew thy force, our felves we do not owe ;,_ 
What is decreed, muft be ; and be this fo. 


“Finis, Aus pi, 


y 
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Ablus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Antonio and Sebaftian. 


An, Will you ftay no longer? nor will you not that I 
go with you? 

Seb. By your patience, no: my Stars fhine darkly over 
me; the malignancy of my fate, might perhaps diftemper 
yours’; therefore I fhall crave of you your leave, that I 
may bear my evils alone. It were a bad recompence for 
your love, to lay any of them on you. 

An, Let he yet know of you, whither you are bound. 

Seb. No footh, fir, my determinate Voyage is meer 
extravagancy. But I perceive in you fo excellent a touch 
of modefty, that you will not extort from me, what I am 
willing to kecp in; therefore it charges me in manners, 
the rather toexprefs my felf: you mutt know of methen, 
eAntonio, my name is Sebaffian (which I call’d Rodorigo) 
my Father was that Sebaftian of Meffaline, whom | know 
you have heard of. He Jeft behind him, my felf, and a 
Sifter, both born in one hour, if the Heavens had been 
pleas’d, would we had fo ended. But you fir, alter’d 
that, for fome hours before you took me from the breach 
of the Sea, was my Sifter drown’d. 

An, Alas the day ! aa 

Seb. A Lady fir, tho it was faid fhe much refembled 
me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but tho I could 
not with fuch eftimable wonder over-far believe that, yet 
thus far I will boldly publifh her, the bore amind that 
envy could not but call fair: She is drown’d already, fir, 
with falt water, tho 1 feem to drown her remembrance a- 
gain with more, 

An, Pardon me, fir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 

An, If you willnot murther me for my love, let me be 
your Servant. 

Seb. lf you will not undo wkat you have done, that is, 
kill him, whom you have recover’d, defire it not. Fare 
ye well at once; my Bofom is full of kindnefs, end I am 
yet fo near the manners of my Mother, that upon the leaft 
occafion more, mine Eyes will tell tales of me: Iam bound 
to the Count Orfizo’s Court , farwel. Exit. 

en: The genilenels of the gods go with thee : 
[have made Enemies in Or/izo’s Court, 

Elfe would J very fhortiy tee thee there : 
But come what may, Jdo adore thee fo, Be, 


That danger fhall feem fport, and I will go. Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Ente# Viola, and Malvolio; at fcveral Doors: 


Mal, Were not youev'n now, with the Countefs Olivia? 

Vio. Even now fir, on a moderate’ pace, I have fince 
arriv’d but hither. 

Mal. She returns this Ring to you ¢ fir) you might 
have faved me my pains, to have taken it away your 
felf. She adds moreover, that you fhould put your Lord 
ima detperate affurance, fhe will none of him. And one 
thing more, that yoube never fo hardy to come again in 
his affairs, unlefs it be to report your Lords taking of 
this: receive it fo. 

Vio. She took the Ringof mé, Plenoné of i¢, 

Mal. Come, fir, you peevithly threw it to her} and 
her willis, it fhould be foreturn’d ; If it be worth ftoop- 
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ing for , there it lies in your Eye} if not, beit his Hae! 

finds it, eta Exit; 
Fv. | left no Ring with hers what means this Lady? } 

Fortune forbid my out-fide have not charm'd ker- <a 

She made good view? of me, indeed fo much, 

That fure me thought her Eyes had loft her Tongue, 

For the did fpeakin ftarts ditra&edly: 7 

She loves mefure, the cuoning of her paffion 

Invites me in this churlith meffenger : 

None of my Lords Ring? Why, he fent her none? 

I am the man, if it be fo as ’tis, 

Poor Lady, fhe were better love a dream: 

Dilguife, I fee thou art a wickednels, 

Wherein the pregnant Enemy does much. 

How cafe isit, for the proper falfe 

In Womens waxen hearts to fet their forms: 

Alas, our frailty is the caufe, not we, 

For fuch as we are made, if fuch we be: 

How will this fadg ? My Mafter loves her dearly, 

And I (poor monfter) fond as much on him : 

And fhe (miftaken) feems to doteonme: 

What will become of this? Asl ama man, 

My ftate is defperate for my mafters love ; 

As! am Woman ( now alas the day) 

What thriftlefs fighs fhall poor Olivia breathe ? 

O time; thou muft intangle this, not Fr 

It is too harda knot for me t’unty. 


a a etree 


encieetieenee 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Toby, and Siz Andrew. 


ee 


To, Approach Sir Andrew: not to bea bed after 
midnight, isto be up betimes, and Diliculo furgere, thou 
know’'ft. 

e4fnd. Nay by my trothI know not: but I know, to | 
be up late, isto be up late: 

To. A falfe conclufion: I hateit as an unfill’d Can; to 
be up after midnight;and to goto bed then, is early : fo 
that to go to bed after midnight, is to go to bed betimes. 
Does not our lives confit of the four Elements ? 

An. Faithfo they fay, but I think it rather confifts of 
eating and drinking. 

To. Th’arta tcholar, let us therefote eat and drink, 
Marian Vay, a ftoop of wine. 


Enter Clover. 


An. Here comes the fool; ifaith. 
Clo, Hownow my hearts: did you never fee the Pi- 


ure of wetlhiree > 


To. Welcome als, now let’shave a catch: 
end. By my troth the fool has an excellent breaft. 1 


shad rather than forty fillings I had fuch a leg, and fo 


{weet a Breath to Sing,‘as the Fool has. Infooth thou watt 
in very gracious fooling laft Night; when thou fpok7it of 
Pigrogromitus , -of the Vapians pafling the Equinoétial of 
Quenbus, ’ewasvery good faith: I fent thee fix pence for 
thy Lemon, hadft it ? 

Clo, I did impeticos thy gratillity ; for Atdlvolio’s Nofe 
is ho Whip-ftock:" ‘My Lady has a white hand, and the 
Mermidons are no’ Bottle -Ale-houtes, | 

dn. Excellent: Why this is the beft fooling, when all 


is done. Now a’Song. 
_ To. Come on, there is fix pence forryou. Let's havea 
Song. . : 4 


An. There’s ateftril of me too; if one Knight give a— 
Clo. Would you havea Love-fong; or a Song of good 
Life? eyit 
Zo. A Love-fong, a Tove-fong: 
= Slt ° Soe | An. 


—— ale 
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efn. I, 1. Icaren 


ot for good life. 


Clown fings. 


O Miftris mine, where are you roming ¢ 
O ftay and hear, your trné Loves comings 
That can fing both high and low. 
Trip no further pretty [weeting. 
Fourneys end in Lovers meeting. 
Every wife mans fon doth know: 
An. Excellent good, i’faith. 
To. Good, good. 
Clo. What is love,'tis not hereafter, 
Prefent mirth, bath prefent laughter : 
What?s tocome, is [til unfure , 
In delay there lyes no plenty, 
Then come kifs me fweet and twenty - 
Lourh’s a finff will not endure. 


An. A mellifluous voice, as 1 am true Knight. 
To. A contagious breath. 
An, Very {weet and conta ; 
To. To hear by the Nofe, it is dulcet in contagion. 
But fhall we make the Welkin dance indeed ? fall we 
route the night-Owl in a Gatch, that will draw three fouls 
out of one Weaver ? Shall we do that ? 
An. And youlove me, let’s do’t: Fama dog at a Catch. 
Clo. Byrlady fir, and fome dogs will catch well. 
_4n. Moft certain : Let our Cateh be, Thou Knave. 
Cle. Hold thy peace; thon Knave knight. 1 fh.ll be con- 
ftrain’d in’t, to call thee Knave, Knight. 
"An. *Tis not the fir time I have conftrained one to call 
me knaves Begin fool: it begins, Hold thy peace. 
Clo. Shall I never begin if 1 hold my peace. 
e4n. Goodi’faith : Come begin. 


gious, faith, 


Catch fing. 
Euter Maria. 


Mar. What acatterwalling do you keep here ?, If my 
Lady have not calld.up her Steward, Aalvolio, and bid 
him turn you out of doors, never truft me. 

To. My Lady’s a Catayan, we are politicians, alvo 
lio’s a Peg-a-ramly, and Three merry. men be we. Am not I 
confanguinious? Amnot I of her blood : tilly vally.Lady/ 
There dwelt aman in Babylon, Lady, Lady 

Clo, Befhrew me, the knight’s in. admirable fooling. 

An. I, he do’s well enough if he bedifpos’d, andfo do 
I too: he does it-witha better grace, but. do it more 
natural. 

To. O twelf day of December. 

Mar. For the love o’?God peace. 


Enter Malvolio, 


Mal. My Mafters are you mad? Or what are you? 
Have you no wit, manners, nor honefty, but. to gabble like 
Tinkers at this time of night ? Do ye make an Alchoufe 
of my Ladies houfe, that ye fqueak, out your Coziers 
Catches without any mitigation or remorfe of voice? Is 
there no refpeg&t of place, perfons, nor time in you ? 

To. We did keep time fir in our Catches. Sneck up. 

Mal, Six Toby, {mutt be tound.with you. My Lady 
bad me tell you, that fhe harbours you as her kinfman, 
fhe’s nothing ally’d to your diforders. If you can feparate 
your felfand your mifdemeanours,you ate welcome to the 
houfe : if not, and it would pleafe you to take leave of her, 
the is very willing to bid you faxewel. : 

To. Farewel dear heart, fince I muft needs be gone. 

Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby. . 

Clo, His eyes do thew his days are almoft done. 

Mal. \st even fo? 

To. But I will never dye. » 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lye. 

Mal, This is much credit to yous 


Twelf Night, Or wht youwill 


To. Shall I bid him go? 

Clo. What and if you do? 

Fo. Shall I bid him go, and fpare not? 

Clo, O no, no, no, you dare not. 

| To. Out o’'eunc firs yelie : Art any more than aStews 

lard ? Dot thou think becaufe thou art vertuous, there 

| thall beno more Cakes and Ale ? 

Clo. Yesby S. Ann, ana Ginger fhall be hot ?’ch mouth 
too. 

| To. Th’ arti’thright. Go fir, rub your chain with 

| crums. A ftope of Wine AZaria 

| Mal. Miftris Mary, if you prizd my Ladies favour at 
any thing more thancontemprt, you would not give means 
for this uncivil rule; fhe fhall know of it by this hand, 


Exit, 

Mal. Go fhake your ears. 

An. Twereas good a deed asto drink when a mans 
a hungry, tochallenge him the field, and then to break 
promi(e with him, and make a fool of him. 

To. Do't knight, Ile write thee a Challenge: orl 
deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth, 

Mar. Sweet Sit Toby, be patient for to night 5 Since 
the youth of the Counts was today with my Lady, theis 
much out of quiet. For Mounficur AZa/volio, let me alone 
with him: If 1 do not gullhim into an ayword, and make 
him acommon recreation, do not think I have wit & 
nough to lye ftraight in my bed : 1 know I cando it, 

To. poficfs us, poffefs us, tell us fomething of him. 

Mar, Marry fir, fometimes heis a kind of a Puritan, 

An. O, if Ithought that, Pde beat himlikea dog, | 

To. What for being a Puritan? thy exquifire reafon, 
dear knight. 

An, I haveno exquifite reafon fort, but have reafon 
good enough. 

Mar. The Dev’! a Puritan that he is, or any thing con- 
ftancly but a time-pleafer, an affeétion’d Afs, that Cons 
State without book, and uttersit by great fwarths. The 
beft perfwaded of himfelf: {9 cram’d (as he thinks ) with 
excellencies, that it ishis ground of faith, that all that 
look on him, love him: and on that vice in him will my 
revenge find notable caufe to work. 

To.. What wilt thoudo ? 

Mar. | willdrop inhis way fome obfcure Epiftles a 
love, wherein by the colour of his beard, the fhape of his 
leg; the manner of his gate, the expreflure of his eyg 
forehead, and complexion, he fhall find bimfelf moft feck 
ingly perfonated. 1 can write very like my Lady yout 


Neece; on a forgotten matter we can hardly make diffi 
ion of our hands. 


To. Exeellent, I {mell a device, 

en. | hav’t in my nofe too. 

To. He fhall think by the Letters chat thou wilt drop, 
that they come from my Neece, and that fhe is in love 
with him. 

Mar. My purpofe is indeed a horfe of that colour. 

<n, And your horfe now would make him an Afs. 

Mar. Als, |doubt not. 

An, O’ twill be admirabte. 

Mar. Sport royall warrant you: I know my Phylick 
will work with him. I will plant you two, and let the 
Fool make a third, where he fh Il find the Letter: obfervé 
this conftruétion of it: For this night to bed, and dreal 
on the event. Farewel. Exit 

To. Good night Penthifilea. 

in, Before me fhe’s a good wench, 

To. She’s a beagle, true bred, and one that adores M¢5 

what o’that ? 

Mn. 1 was ador’d once too. . 

To. Let’s tobed knight : Thou hadft need fend for mor 
money. 

An. If F cannot recover your Neece,! ama foul way Out 

To, Send for money knight, if thou haft her not i'th 

end, call me Cut. 


An, Tf Ido not, never truft me, take it how you ny 
0 


. 


— 


I 
To. Come, come, V'le go burn tome Sack, ’tis too late 

to go tobednow: Come knight, come knight. 

Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and ethers. 


Da. Give me fome mufick; Now good morrow friends; 
Now good Cefario but that piece of Song, 
That ofd and Antick Song we heard laft night ; 
Me thought it did relieve my paffion much, 
More then light airs, and recolle&ted terms 
Of thefe moft brisk and giddy-pac:d times, 
Come, but one verte. 

(#. He isnot here (fo pleafe your Lordthip)that fhould 
fing, it. 

Du. Who was it ? 

Cur, Fefte the Jefter my Lord, a fool that the Lady 
Olivia’s Father took much delight in. He is about the 

houfe. 

| Da. Seek him out, and play the tune the while, 


Mufick, plays. 


Come hither Boy, if ever thou fhalt love 
In the {weet pangs of it, remember me ; 
For fuch as lam, all true lovers are, 
Unftaid and skittifh in all motions elfe, 
Savein the conftant image of the creature 
That is belov’d. Howdoft thou like this tune ? 
Vio. It givesa very eccho to the feat 
Where love is thron’d, 
Da. Thou doft ipeak mafterly, 
My life upon’t, young tho thou art, thine eye 
Hath ftaid upon fome favour- that it loves: 
Hath itnot boy ? 
Vio. Alittle by your favour; 
Du, What kind of weman is’t ? 
Vio. Of your complexion. 
Du. She isnot worth thee then. What years “ifaith ? 
Vio. About your yeats my Lord. 
Du. Too old by heaven: Let ftill the woman take 
An elder thanher felf, fo wears fhe to him: 
So {ways fhe level in her husbands heart: 
For boy, however we do praifé our felves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, — 
More longing, wavering, fooner loft and worn, 
Than womens are. 
Vio. { think it well my Lord. 
Da. Then let thy love be younger than thy felf, 
Or thy affe&tion cannot hold the bent : 
For women are as Roles, whofe fair flower 
Being once dilplaid, doth fall the very hour. 
Vio, And{othey are: alas, that they are fo: 
To dye, even when they to perfeétion grow: 


Enter Curio, 4nd Clown. 


Du. O fellow come, the fong we had laft night : 
Mark it Cefario, it is old and plain; 
The Spinfters and the Knitters in the Sun, 
And the free maids that weave their thred with bones, 
Do ufe to chantit : it is filly footh, 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. 
Clo. Are you ready Sir ? 
Da. I prethee fing, 


Twelfe Night, Or what you will 


Et os 
I am flain by a fatr cruel maid, ( pare it. 
My fhrowdof white, ftuck all with Ew, O pre- 
My part of death noone fo true did {hare it. 


‘ Not a flower , uot a flower fiyect 
¥ On my black coffin, let there be ftrewn: 
\ Not afriend, not a friend greet 


My poor corps, where my bones fhall be thrown : 


Athoufand thoufand fighs to fave, Jay me O where \ 


Sad true lover never find my grave, toweep there. 


Du. There’s for thy pains. 

Clo, No pains fir, 1 take pleafurein finging fir. 

Du, Vie pay thy pleafure then. 

Cla, Truly, fir, and pleafure willbe paid one time, or 
another, 

Du. Give me now leave, to leave thee. 

Clo, Now the melancholly God proteé thee, and the 
Failor make thy doubler of changeable Tzffata, for thy 
mind is a very Opal. | would have men of fuch conft.n- 
cy put to Sea, that their bufineds might be every thing, 
and their intent every where, for that's it that always 
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewel. Exit. 

Da. Let all the reft give place : once more Cefario, 
Get thee yond fame foveraign cruelty : 

Tell her my love ( more noble than the world) 
Prifes not quantity of dirty lands, 

The parts that fortune hath beftow’d upon her, 
Tell her I told as giddily as fortiine : 

But ’tis that miracle, and Queen of Jems 

That nature pranks her in; attraétsmy foul, 

Vio. But if the cannot love you fir. 

Du, \t cannat be fo anfwer’d, 

Vio. Sooth bur you muft, 

Say that fome Lady, as perhaps there is, 

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
Asyou have for Olivia : you cannot love her : 
You cell her fo: Muft fhe not then be anfwer’d ? 

Du. There is no womans fides 

Can abide the beating of fo ftrong a paffion, 
As love doth give my heart ; no womans heart 
So big, to hold fo much, they lack retention, 
Alas, their love may be call’d appetite : 

No motion of the Liver, but the Pallat, 

That fuffer furfer, cloyment, and revolt ; 
But mine is all as hungry as the Sea, 

And can digeft as much, make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me, 
And that l owe Olsvia, 

Vio. {but I know, 

Du. What doft thouknow ? 

Vio, Too well what love women to men owe: 

In faith they areas true of heart, as we, 
My Father had a Daushte: lov’'d aman 
As it might be pechaps, were la woman 
Ifhould your Lordfhip. 

Du. And what's her hiftary ? 

Vio. A blank, my Lord: the never told her love, 
But let conca'ment like a worm j*ch bud 
Feed on herdamask cheek : fhe pin’d ia thought, 
And with agreen and yellow melancholly, 

She fate like Patience on a Monument, 

Smiling at grief. Was not thislove indeed ? 
We menmay fay more, {wear more, but indeed 
Our fhews are more than will: for ftiil we prove 
Much in our vows, but little inour love. 

Du. But dy’d thy fitter of her-love, my boy ? 

Vio. | am all the daughters of my Fathers houfe, 
And all the brothers tco, and yer [know not 


Mufick. | Sir, thal! 1 to this Lady ? 


The Song. Da. (that’s the Theam:. ..... : 
Come away, come away death, To her in hafte, give her this Jewel: fay, 
Andin fad cyprefs let me be laid, My love can give no place, bid no denay. Excant. 
Fie away, fie away breath, 
pet ep Ser mace 


ttt, 


| 
: 


| 
| 


Twelf-Night, Or mbat you w 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and 
Fabian. 


To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. : 

Fab, Nay Pie bet iP lofeaferople of this fport,let 
me be boyl’d co death with Melancholly. 

To, Would’ft thou not be gladto have t 
Ratcally fheep-biter, come by fome notable fhame ¢ 

Fa. |wouldexultman ; youknowhe brought me out 
of favour with my Lady, about a Bear-baiting here: 

To. To anger him we'll have the Bear again, and we will 
fool him black and blew, fhill we not, Sir Andrew ? 

An. And we do not, it is pity of our lives. 


bad Enter Maria. 


To. Here comesthe little villain : how now my Nettle 
Sof India? ‘ 
Mar, Get yeail three into the box-tree * Malvelio’s 
coming down this walk, he ha’s been yonder i’th Sun pra- 
ailing behaviour to his own fhadow this half hour: obferve 
him tor the love of Mockery : for I know this Letter will 
| make a contemplative Ideot of hit. Clofe in the name of 
jeftirg, lye trou there: for here comes the Trowt that 
mutt be caught with tickling. Exit. 


Enter Malweli#. 


Mal. Tis bot fortune, all is fortune.AZaria once told'me 
the did affeét me, and { have heard her felf come thus near, 
that fhould the fancy, it fhould be one of my complexion. 
Befides fhe ufes me with a more exalted refped, 
than any one elfe that followsher. WVhat fhould I think 
ant £ 

Te. Here’s an over-weening rogue. 

Fa. Oh peace: Contemplation makes a rare Turkey- 
Cock of him, how he j:ts under his advan’d plumes. 

Azad, Slight, I could fo beat the Rogue. 

Jo. Peace I fay. 

Mal. Tobe Count Ma/volio. 

Te. Ah Rogue. 

en. Pittol him, piftol him: 

To. Peace, peace. ~ 

Mal Thereisexample fort: The Lady of the Strachy, 
married the yeomanof the Wardrobe. ~~ 

e4n. Fye on him Fezabel. 

Fa. O peace, now he’sdeeply in: look how imagina- 
tion blows him. 

Mal. Having been three months married to her, fitting 
in my ftate. 

To. O for a ftone-bow to hit him in the eye.. 

Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch’d Vel- 
vet gown: havingcome froma day-bed, where | have left 
Olivia fleeping. 

To. Fire and Brimftone. 

Fa, O peace, peace. 

‘ Mal. And then to have the humour of ftate : and after 
a demure travel of regard: telling them I know my 
place, as | would they fhould do theirs: to ask for my 
kinfman Toby. : 

To. Boles and fhacktes. 

Fa. Oh peace, peace, peace, now, now. 

» Mal. Seven ofmy people with an obedient fart, make 
out for him: I f:own the while, and perchance wind up 
my watch, or play with fomerich Jewel : Foby approaches; 
curtfies there to me. 

To. Shall this fellow live ? 
Fa. Tho.our Silence be drawn from us with cares, yet 
peace. —. 


4 


he niggardly ly 


ill. 


fenetS Rim thus : quenchin 


Mal. T extend my quenching my ed 

familiar {mile with an av‘tere regard of controul. fe i 

To, And do's nor Tely teke ycu a blow o’the fip.) 
then? fay 

Mal. Saying, Coulin Toby, my fortunes having caf me| 
on your Neece, give me this prerogative of fpeceh: & 

To. What, what ? 

Mal, You mut amend your drur-Kennefs. 

_ To. Out teab. 

Bish Nay patience, or we brcak the finews of ou 
ot? 
Mal. Befides you waft the treafureof yourt 

"a foolifh Koight. 

And, Tha’s me I warrant you: 

Mal. One Sir Andrew. ae : 

And. 1 knew ’twas I, for many do call me fool. 

Mal. What employment have we here ? 

Fa. Now is the woodcock near the gio. | 

To. Oh peace, and the fpirit of humours 
ing aloud to him. ; 

Mal. By my life this is my Ladies hand : thefe be f 
very C’s, her U’s,and her 2’s.and thus ma! és the her gre 
P’s. It isin contempt to queftion her hand. ae 

And. Ver C’s, her U's, and her T’s; why that? 

Mal. To the unknown belov'd, this, and my good wi 
Her very Phrafes.: by your leave wax. Soft, and the 
preflure her Luerece, with which the ules to ical: “tis 
Lady : To whom fhould this be? 

Fab, This wins him, Liver and all. 

Mal. Jove knows I love, but who, Lips do vot move, m| 
man mut knw. No man mutt know. What follows ? The) 
numbers alter’d: Noman muft know, 

If this fhould be thee, A4alvolio ? 
To. Marry hang thee brock. 
Mal. 1 may commana where I 

Lucrefs wife, 

With boldne/s firoke my heart doth gore, A4.0. A.1. doth fn 


Hh 
| 
t 
a 
ime, with} 
* 
ie 


intimate 


adore, but felence like a) 


7 
mylife.  — 
Fa. A Fuftian riddle. 
To. Excellent Wench, fay I. 
Mil. M.0. A.1. doth {way my life. Nay but firftlety 
me fee, let me fee. ee 
Fab. What dith of poifon hasfhe dreft hick? ~ | 
To. And with what wing the ftallion checks at if? | 
Mal. 1 may command, where 1 adore. Why fhe maj 
command me: [ferve her, fhe ismy Lady. Why this a) 
evident to any formal capacity. There is no obftru& 
inthis, and the end 5 what fhould that Alphabetical 
fition portend, If I could make that retemble fomethi 
me ? Softly ; M.O. ef. J. a 
To. O, J, make up that, he is now at acoldfent. 
Fab Sowter will cry upon’t for all this,tho it be as f9 
asa Fox. —. pe 
Mal. M. Maloolio, M. VV ay that begins my name. | 


. . ; iat 
Fab, Did not | tay he wouid work it out, the Cur ise] 
cellent et faults. ; 


Mal. M. But then there is noconfonancy in the feq el} 
that fuffers under probation : 4. fhou!d follow, but 
does. ei 
Fab And O; fhail end, I hope, 
Jo. J, or Pie cudgel him, and make him cry O. 
Mal. Andthen J. comes bebind. ee ; 
Fab. 1,and you had eny eye behind you, you migi | 
fee more detraction at your heels, than Fortunes before) 
ou. aM 
Mal. 1.0.4.1. This Simulation is not as the former! 
and yet to crufh this a firtle, ir weuld bow me, for every 
one of thefe Lettersare inmy name. Soft, here follows) 
profe : If this fallinto thy band, revolve. In my Sears 
am above thee, but be not afraid ofgreatnefs ; fome are becom) — 
great, fome atchieve greatnefs, and fome,and [ome hi 
kreattne/s put upon them. Iby fates upon their hands, 
thy blood and {pirit embrace them, and to inure thy Jé 
to what thon art like to bes caft thy bumble flough, 4” 
appt 


4 . 


— 


appear fretb. Re oppafire with a hina, Surly with fer- 


vants: Let thy tongue tang arguments of State ; put thy{ I dolive at my houfe, and 
felf into the trick of fingularity. She thus advifes thee, | Church, 


that fighs for thee. Remember who commended thy 
yellow ftockings, and wifh’d to fee thee ever crofs gar- 


i welf-Nivht, Or what you will 
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Ido live, by the Church : for, 
my houfe doth ftand by the 


Clo, No fuch matter, fir, 


Vio. So thou maiet fay the King lyes bya beggar, ifa 
beggar dwell near him: or the Church ftands by thy Ta: 


ter’d: I fay remember , go to, thou art made, if thon} bor, if thy Tabor ftand by the Church... 


defir'ft to be fo: If not, let me fee thee a fleward fill 


the fellow of fervants, and not worthy to touch For- | butachev’rill 


Clo. You have faid, fir : ‘To fee this age! A fentence is 


glove toa good wit ; ow quickly c he wrong 


tunes fingers: Farewell. She that would alter fervices | fide may be turn’d outward. 


-| with thee , che fortunate unhappy daylight and cham- 
Pion difcovers not more: This is open , I willbe proud, | words, 


{ will read politick Authors, I will baffle Sir Toby, 
I will w.th off grofs acquaintance, I will be point de- 
vife, the very man. I do now fool my felf, to let 


Vso, Nay that’s certain: they that dally nicely with 
may quickly make them wanton. 

Clo, I would thereforemy fifter had no name, Sir. 
Vio. Why man ? 


Clo. Why, fir, her name’s a word ,»and to dally with 


imagination Jade me for every reafon excites to this ,| that word, might make my fifter wanton : But indeed, 


that my Lady loves me. 
fockings of late, the did praife my leg being croffe- 
garter’d ,and in this fhe manifefis her felf to my love, 
and with a kind of conjunction drives me to theie habits 
of her liking. I thank my ftars, I am happy: I will 
be ftrange, ftout, in yellow ftockings and crofs garter’d 
even with the fwiftnefs of putting on. | Jove, and my 
ftars be praifed. Here is yet a poftferipr. Thou canf? 
mot choofe to know who I am, if thom entertainc/t my love, 
Let it appear in thy {ailing , thy {miles become thee well. 
Therefore in my prefence frill fuile, dear my fyeet, I pre- 
thee, Fovz | thank thee, I will fmile, I will doevery thing 
that thou wilt have me. Exit. 

Fab. 1 willnot give my patt of this {port for a penfion 
of thoufands to be paid from the Sophy. 

To.1 could marry this wench for this device. 

Au. So could] too. 

To. And askno other dowry with her, but fuch ano- 


j ther jeft. 


Enter Maria. 


An. Nor 1 neither. 

Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 

To. Wilt thou fet thy foot o’my neck ? 

An. Or o’mine either? , ; 

To. fhalll play my freedom at a tray-trip , and be- 
come thy bond-flave ? 

An, Yfaith, or either ? 

Tob. Why, thou haft put him in fuch a dream, that 
when the image of it leaves him, he muft run mad. 

Ma. Nay but fay true, do’s it work upon hiw? 

To, Like Aqua-vita with a Midwife. 

Mar. If you will then fee the fruits of the {ports mark 


She did commend my yellow | words are very Rafcals, fince bonds difgrac’d them. 


Vio. Thy reafonman? . 

Clo. Troth, fir, I can yield you none without werds, 
and words are grown fo falfe, f am loath to prove reafon 
with them. 

a I watrant thou art a merry fellow, and car’ for 
nothing, 

Clo, Not fo, fir;1 do care for fomething : but in my 
contcience, fir, [do not care for you: if that beto care 
for nothing, fir, 1 would it would make you invifible, 

¥%@, Artnot thou the Lady Olivia’s fool ? 

Clo. No indeed, fir, the Lady Olivia has no folly, the 
will keepno fool, fir, till fhe be married, and fools are 
as like husbands, as Pilchers are to Herrings, the husband’s 
the bigger : 1am indeed not her fool, but-her corrupter of 
words, 

Vio. faw thee late at the Count Or/i0’s, 

Clo. Foolery, firs he does walk about the Orb like the 
Sun, it thines every where. 1 would be forry, fir, but the 
Fool fhould be as oft with your Mafter, as with my Mi- 
ftrefs: 1 think I faw your wifdom there. 

Veo. Nay, and thou pafs upon me, le no more with 
thee. Hold there’s expences for thee. 

Clo, Now Jove in his next commodity of hair, fend 
thee a beard. 

Vio. By my troth, I’le tell thee, 1am almoft fick for 
one, though I would not haveit grow on my chin. Is thy 
Lady within ? 

Clo, Would nota pair of thefe have bred, fir ? 

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to ufe. 

Clo. 1 would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, fir, to 
bring a Creffidato this Troylus. 

Vso. I _underitand you, fir,’tis well begg’d. 

Ct. ‘The matter hopeisnot great, fir ; begging, buta 


his firft approach before my Lady : he will come toher | beggar : Creffide wasa beggar. My Lady is within, fir. I 
in yellow ftockings , and *tis a colour the abhors 5 and | will confter to them whence you come , who you are, and 
crofs garter’d, a fathion fhe detefts: and he will {mile| what you would is out ofmy Welkin,I might fay, Ele- 


upon her , which will now be {o.unfuitable to her difpo- 
fition , being addiéted to melancholly, as fhe is, tharit 
cannot but turn him into a notable contemot ; ifyou will 
fee it, follow me.—— 

Jo, To the gates Tartar, thou moft excellent devil 
of wit. 


And. Vile make one too. Exeunt. 


Finis Atlus Secundi, 


Atlus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Viola, and Clown. 


Vio, Save thee Friend and thy Mufick : doft thou live 
by the Tabor ? : 

Clo.No fir, t live by the Church. 

Vio. Art thou a Churchman ? 


ment, but the word is over-worn, ° Exist. 
Vio. This feilow is wife enough to play the fool, 

And to do that well cravesakind of wit: 

He muft obferve their mood on whom he jetts, 

The quality of perfons, and the time : 

And like the Haggard, check atevery Feather 

That comes before his eye. This is a pragtice 

As full of labour as a Wife-mans Art: 

For folly that he wifely fhews, is fit : 

But wife mens folly faln, quite taint their witi 


Enter Sir Tsby and Audrem. 


To. Save you Gentleman. 

Vio. And you fir. 

And. Dien von guard Mounfieur, 

Vio Et vouz aufie voftre ferviture: 

And.\ hope, fir, youare,and liam yours. 

To. Wiil you encounter the houfe, my Neece is defi- 
rous you fhould enter, if your trade be to her, 

Vio. 1 am bound to your Neece, fir, I mean fheis the 
lit of my voyage. 

To. 


: 
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To. Tafte your legs, fir, pur them to motion. 
Vio. My legs do better underftand me, fir, than Tur- 
derftand what you mean by bidding me tafte my legs. 
To. i mean to go, fir, to enter. 
Vio. 1 will aniwer you with gate and entrance, but we 
are prevented. 
Enter Olivia and Gentlewoman. 
Moft excellent accomplifh’d Lady, theHeavens rain O- 
dourson you. : : 1 
And. That youth’sarare Courtier, rain Odours, well. 
Vio. My matter hath no voice, Lady, but to your own 
moft pregnant and vouchfafed ear. ‘ ; 
And: Odours, pregnant and vouchfafed: Vle get “em 
all three ready. 
Ol. Let the garden door be fhut, and leave me to my 
hearing. Give me your hand, fir. 
Vio. My duty, Madam, and moft humble fervice. 
Ol. What is your name ? 
Vio. Cefariois your fervantsname, fair Princefs. _ 
Ol. My fervant, fir ? "Twasnever merty world, 
Since lowly feigning was call"d complement + 
Y’are fervaut to the Count Orfino ( youth. ) 
Vio. And he is yours, and his muft needs be yours : 
Your fervants fervant is your fervant, Madam. 
Oljvia. For him [think not on him: for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks rather than fill’d with me. 
Vio, Madam, 1 come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. 
Ol, O by your leave I pray you. 
| bad you never fpeak again of him 5 
But would you undertake another fuit ? 
I had rather hear you to follicit that, 
Than Mufick from the fphears. 
Vio, Dear Lady. 
Ol, Give me leave, I befeech you: I did fend, 
After the laft enchantment you did hear, 
A Ringin chafe of you. Sodid{abufe 
My felf, my fervant, and I fear me, you: 
Under your hard conftru€tion muft I fit; 
To forcethat on you in a fhameful cunning 
Which you kaew none of yours. What might you think? 
Have you not fet mine honour at the ftake, 
And baited it with alltt’unmuzled thoughts 


‘That tyrannous heart'can think ? to.onc of your receiving 


Enough is thewn, a Ciprefs; not a bofem, 
Hides my poor heart : fo let me hear you {peak. 
Vio. Apity you~ S 
Ol. That's a degreeto love. i 
Vio. No nota grice: fortis a vulgar proof 
That very oft we pity enemics. 
OL. Why then methinks ’cistime to fimile agen 5 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud ¢ 
If one fhould be a prey, how much better 
To fall before the Lion, than the Wolf ; 


(lock frikes. 


The clock upbraids me with the wafte of time. 
Be not afraid good youth, | will not have you 5 
And yet when wit and youth is come to harveft: 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man : 
There lies your way, due Weft. 
Vio. Then Weftward hoe: 
Grace and good dilpofition attend your Ladifhip; 
You'l nothing, Madam, to my Lord, by me: 
Ol. Stay : I prithee tell me what thou think’ft of «me ? 
Vio. That you do think youare not what you ate. ~ 
| OL Af Ithink fo,1 think thefame of you. 
- Pio. Then think you right: I amnot what! am. 
Ol. 1 would you wete, as | would have you be. 
Vio. Would it be better , Madam, than Lam ? 
_I with it might, for now I am your fool. 


one mri 


iy 


eu iene. 


Ol. © what a deal of fcorn, looks beautiful ? 
In the contempt and anger of his lip 
A murderous guilt fhews not ir felf more foon, 
Than love that would feem hid: Loves night is noon, 
Cefario, by the Rofes of the Spring, 
By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
I love thee fo, that maugre all thy pride, 


| Nor wit, nor reafon, can my paflion hide : 


Do not extort thy reafons from this claufe,” 

For that I woo, thou therefore haft no caufe: 

But rather reafon thus, with reafon fetter 5 

Love fought, is good; but given unfought, is better: 
Vio. By innocence I fwear, and by my youth, | 

L have onc heart, one bofome, and one truth, 

And that no woman has, nor never none 

Shall miftris be of it, fave I alone. 

And fo adiev, good Madam, never more, 

Will | my Matters teats to you deplore. 
Ol. Yet come again: for thot perhaps may’ move 

That heart, which now abhors to like his love. 

Exeunt.) 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, ana Fabian. 


e4nd. No faith, Plenot fay a jot longer. 

Tob. Thy reafondear venome, give thy reafon. 

Fab. You muft needs yield your teafon, Sir Am 
drew. ; 

And, Marry 1 faw your Neece do more favours to tit 
Counts Serving-man, than ever fhe beftow’d upon mé | 
{faw’t i’th Orchard. 

To. Did the fee thee the while, old boy, tell me tht 

An. As plainas| fee younow. the 

Fabi, This was a greatargument of love in her towald 


ous 
J And. Slight 5 will you make an Afs o’ me ? 

Fabi. \ prove it legitimate, fir, upon the oaths of judg: 
ment, and reafon. 

Jo. And they have been grand Jury-men, fince belo 
Noab was a Sailor. ; 

Fabi. She did thew favour to the youth in your fight 
only to exafperate you,to awake your dormonte valour, @ 
put fire in your Heart, and brimftone in your Liver; you 
(hould then Kave accofted her, and with fome execllet 
je(ts (fire-new from the mint) you fhould have bangal 
youth into dumbnefs : this waslook’d for at your hane, 
and this was baulkt: the double gilt of this opportillt 
ty you Ice time wath off, and you are now fail’d inte 
the North of my Ladies opinion, where you will han 
like an lfickleon a Dutchmans beard, unlefs you dot 
deem it by fome laudable attempt, either af valour 
policy. yi 

An. And’t be any way, it muft be with Valour, {or 
Policy Ihate: I had as lief be a Brownift, as a Politi 
cian. Bes 

To. Why then build me thy fortunesupon the balis 
valour, Challenge me the Counts youth to fight with his 
hurt himin eleven places, my Necce fhall take note of If; 
and affure thy. elf, chere is no love-broker in the world] 
can more prevail in mens commendation with women, thal 
report of valour. . | 

Fab. There is no way but this, Sic Andrew. 

An, Will either of you bear me™ a challenge 

To. Go write it in a martial hand, be curft an 


to him #) 
brief {) 
it is no matter how witty, fo it be eloquent, an@ © 

invention: taunt him with the licenfe of Ink: if 
thou’ him fome thrices it thall not be amifé, 
ny Lies, as will lie in thy fheetof paper, althou 


and as a 


— 


theet were big enough for the bed of Ware in England, 
fetend owe, goabourit. Let there be gall enough in thy 
ink, tho thou write with a Goofe-pen, no matter: about 
a 
And, Wherefhall! find you? | 
To. We'll call thee at the Cubiculo : Go. 
Ext Sir Andrew. 


Fab. This isa dear Manakin to you, Sir Toby. 

Tob. Ihave been dear tohim lad, fome two thoufand 
ftrong, or fo. 
- Fa, We fhall have a rare Letter from him ; but you'll 
not deliver’. 

Tob Never truft me then : and by all means ftir on the 
youth co an anfwer, I think Oxen and wain-ropes cannot 
hale them together. For Andrew, if he were open’d, and 


} you find fo much blood in his Liver, as. will clog the foot 


of a flea, Ple eat the reft of th’ anatomy. 
Fab And his oppofite the youth bears in hisvifage no 
great prefage of cruelty. 


Enter Maria. 
Tob. Look where the youngeft Wren of mine comes. 


Mar. If you defire the fpleen, and will laugh’ your 
felves into ftitches, follow me 5 yond gull Ma/volio is turn- 


_ed Heathen,a very Renegatho: for there is no Chriftian 


that means to be faved by believing rightly, can ever be- 
lieve fuch impoffible paflages of grofnefs. He’s in yellow 
Rtockings. 

Tob. And crofs garter’d? 

Mar. Moft villanoufly: like a Pedant that keeps a 
School i’th Church: Ihave dog’d him like his murtherer. 
He does obey every point of the Letter that I dropt, to 
betray him; He does {mile his face into more lines , 
than is in the new Map, with the augmentation of the 
Indies , you have not feen fuch a thing as’tis : 1 can hard- 
ly forbear hurling things at him. I know my Lady will 
ftrike him: if fhe do, he'll {mile, and tak’t for a great fa- 
vour. 

To. Come bring us, bringus where he is. 

Excunt omnes. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sebaftian, and Anthonio. 


Seb. I would not by my will have troubled you, 
But fince youmake your pleafure of your pains, 
1 will no further chide you. 

eAnth. \ could not ftay behind you: my defire 
(More fharp than filed fteel) did {pur me forth, 
And not all love to fee you (tho fo much 


As might have drawn one to alonger voyage) 


But jealoufy, what might befal your travel, 


Being skillefsin thefe parts : whichto a ftranger, 


Unguided, and unfriended, often prove 
Rough, and unhofpitable. My willing love,’ 
The rather by thefe arguments of fear 
Set forth in your purfuit. 
Seb. My kind Anthonio; 
Tcan no other anfwer make, but thanks : 
But were my worth, as is my confcience firm, 
You fhould find better dealing: whai’s to do ? 
Shall we go fee the relicks of this Town? 
Ant, To morrow, fit, be firft go fee your Lodging: 
Seb, 1 amnot weary, and*tis long tonight, 
Tpray you let us fatisfy our eyes 


With the memorials, and the things of fame 


That do renown this City. 
* 


seebaahouse 
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Ant. Would you'ld pardon me : 
I donot without danger walk thefe ftreets. 
Once in a Sea-Fight *gainft the Count his pallies, 
Idid fome fervice, of fuch note indeed, 
That were I tane here, it would fcarce be anfwer'd. 
Seb. Belike you flew great number of his people. 
Ant, Th’ offence is not of fuch a bloody nature, 
Albeit the quality of time, and quarrel 
Might well have given us bloody argument, 
It might have fince been anfwer’d in rep aving 
What we took from them, which for Traffick’s fake 
Moft of our City did. Only my felf ftood out 
For which if Ibe lapfed in this place ; 
I fhall pay dear. 
Seb. Donot then walk too open. 
ent. It doth not fit me : hold fir, here’s mypurfe. } 
In the South Suburbs at the Elephant ss 
Is beft to lodg : I will befpeak our dier, . 
Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledg 
With viewing of the Town, there thal! you have me. 
Seb, Why | your purfe ? 
Ant. Baply your eye thall light upon fome toy 
You have defireto purchafe: and your ftore 
I think is not for idle Markets, fir. 
Seb. V'le be your purfe-bearer, and leaye you 
For an hour. 
ent. To th’ Elephant. 


Seb. I doremember. Exeunt. | 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Olivia, and Maria, 


Ol. Thave fent after him, he fays he’l come : 
How fhall | feaft him ? What beftow of him? 
For youth is bought more oft, than beg’d, or borrow‘d. 
I {peak tooloud : Where’s AZzlvolio, he is fad, and civil, 
And fuits well for a feryant with my fortunes. 
Where is Malvolio > 
Mar, He’s coming, Madam: 
But in very ftrangemanner. He is fure poffet, Madam. 
Ol. Why, what’s the matter, does he rave 2 
Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but fmile: your 
Ladifhip were beft to have fome guard about. you, if he } 
come, for fure the man is tainted in’s wits, i 
Ol. Go call him hither. 


Enter Malvolio, 


I amas madas he, 
If fad and merry madnefs equal be. 
How now Malvolio? 

Mal. Sweet Lady, ha, ha: 

Ol. Smil’f thou? I fent for thee upon a fad occafion. 

Ma]. Sad Lady, I could be fad : 

This does make fome obftruétion in the blood ; 

This crofs gartering, but what of that ? 

If it pleafe the eye of one, it is with me as the very true 

Sonnet is: Pleafe one, and pleafe all: 
Ol. Why ? How do’ thou man ? 

What is the matter with thee ? 

Mal. Not black in my mind, though yelow in my 
legs: It did come to his hands, and Commands fhal! 
be executed. I think we do know the fweet Roman 
hand, 

Ol. Wilt thou go to bed, A4alwolio? 

Mal. To bed? | {weet heart : and P’fe come to thee. 

Ol. Ged comfort thee : why doft thou {mile fo, and kifg 
thy hand fo oft? 
Mar. How do you, AZslvelio? 


Mal. 
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Mal. At your requeft: 
-Yis, Nightingales aniwer 

Mar. Why appear you 
fore my Lady? ; 

Mal. Be not afraid of greatnefs: “twas well writ. 

CL What meancft thou by that Malvalio? 

Mal. Some arc born great. 

Ol. Ha? 

Mal. Some atchicve greatnefs. 

OL What fay’f thou? 

Mal. And fome have Greatnels thruft upon them. 

O'. Heaven reftore thee. 

Mal. Remember who commended thy velow Stock- 
ings ; 

Ol, Thy yellow Stockings 2 

Mal, wifh’d to fee thee crofs-garter’d: 

OL Crols-garter’d ? 

Mal. Goto, thou art made, 

ol. Ami made? 

Mal. nor, lecme fee thee a Servant ftill. 

Oi. Why this is very Midfummer madnels. 


Daws. 


with this ridiculous boldnefs be- 


if thou defu’it to be fo. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser, Madam, the young Gentleman of the. Count Orfi- 
| o's is return’d, Lcould bardly entreat him back he at- 
‘tends your Lad fhips pleafure. | 
i Ol. Plecome tohim. . edie 

Good Maria, let’ this fellow be look’d to. Whére’s my 
Coulin Toby, let fome of my people have a fpecial care of 
him, would not have hia-mifcarry for the half of my eo 
ry. wit. 

Mal, Oh, ho, do you come near me now? no worle 

1 man than Sir Toby to look tome... This concurs dire&tly 
with the Letter, fhe fends him on purpofe, that | may ap- 
pear ftubborn tohim,; for fhe incites me to that in the 
'Isetter. Caft thy humble flough , fays fhe; be oppofite 
with a Kinfman,-furly with Servants, let thy Tongue 


tang wiih Arguments of State, put thy felf into the trick : 
and coniequently fets down the manner] 


lof fingularity 
how: asa fad face, aveverend carriage, a flow Tongue, in 
the habit of fome Sir of note, and fo forth. I have limd 
her, bucit is Foves doing, and Fove make me thankful. 
\And when fhe went away now, let this Fellow be look’d 
to: Fellow ? nat AZaloclio, nor after my degree, but Fel- 
low. Why every thing adheres together, that no dram 
joe fcrvpl: ; co tcruple of a feruple; no obftacle ; no in- 
1 credulous or untafe circumftance : What can be faid? No- 
| ching that can be,-can:come between me, -and the full pre- 
| Tpe dt of my hopes. 
land he is to be thankeds 


Ener Toby, Fabian, and Maria. 


To. Which way is he in the name of fandity ? If all the 
Devils ot Hell be crawn in little, and Legion himfelf pot- 
ieft him, yer Ple fpeak to him. : 


How is’t with vou fean? - = 
Me Go off, 1 difcard you: let me enjoy my private: 
go off. ‘ 
” Mar..Le, how hallow the fiend fpeaks’ within him; 
did nor [tell you? Sir-Zeby, my Lady prays you to have: 
1a care of him. ; 3 
Mal. Abha, does the fo? : 
| To. Go to, goto: peace, peace: we mult deal gently 
with him: Let me alone. How do you do, Aalvolio? How 
is’s with your Whatman, defic the Devil: confider,. he’s 
aa enemy to mankind. 
Mal, Doyou know what you fay? 
Mar. La you, and you {peak ill of the Devil, ‘how he 
tales it at beart. Pray God he be not bewitch’d. 
Fab. Carry his water to th’ wife Woman. : 
Mar. Marry ard it thall-be done. to morrow morning 


: 


Well Jove, not J; .is the ocr of thiss| chee fo, for 1 will fhew thee no reafon for't. 


ules thee kindly-, bus thon lieft in thy throat, that 1s nd! 
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se ~ Twelf-Night, Or what you will. 


if I live. 
Vle fay. 
Mal. How now Miftris ? 
Mar. Oh Lord. 
To. Prethee hold thy peace, that is not 
you not fee you move him Py 4) ioe 
Fa. No my gentlenci., gently, gently: the Fiend is} 
rough, and will not be roughly usd. 


My Lady would not lofe him for more than 


® 


the way: Do 


To. Why how now my havock ? howdolt thou chuck? a 


Mal, Sir, One Pees 
To. I biddy, come with me, What man, “is not for} 
gravity to play at cherry: pit with Satan. Hang him foul} — 
Collier. 
Mar. Get him to fay his prayers, good Sir Toby, get 

him to pray. 
Mal. My prayers Minx. 
Mar, No I warrant you, 
nefs, 
Mal: Gov hang your 


he will not Hear of godiat | 


felves all: you are idle thallow} 


things, | amnot of your Element, you fhall know more) 


hereafter. 
To. Is’t poffible ? ie ee 
Fab. If this were plaid upon a ftage now, I could con-| 


, |-demnit as an unprofitable figtion. ! 


To. His very genius hath taken the infeétion of the de- . 
vice man. ‘i 
Mar. Nay purfue him. now, 
taint, * ‘ 
Fa. Why we {hall make bim mad indeed. | i 
Mar. The boule will be the quieter. fil 
To, Come, we'll have him in adark Room and bound} 
My Neece is already in the belief that he’s mad: wemay} 
carry it thus for our pleafure, and his penance, till ourye| 
ry paftime tired out of breath, prompt us to have mercy) 
on him: at which time,we will bring the device to the bar,} 
and crown thee for a finder of Madmen:) but fee, but} 


left the device take air, and 


fee. 4 


wt 9 g 


Enter Sir Andrews. 


Fa. More matter for a A4ay morning. on eas 
And. Here’s the Challenge, read it: I warrant theres) 
Vinegar and Pepper in’e. aan 
Fab, is’t fo fawcy ? 
And. 1, ist? I wartant him: do but read. 
To, Give me. . 
Youth, whatfoever tkow art, thon art but a fourvy fellow 
Fa. Good and valiant. : 
To» Wonder not, nor admire in thy mind why I do cal) 
(Law| 
Fa. A good note, that keeps you from the blow of the} 
To. Thon com ft to the Lady Olivia, and in my: fight fey 


matter I challenge thee for. rug 
Fa. Very brief, and to exceeding good fenfe-le& 
To. I will way-lay thee going home, where-if it bet 


sti 


| chance to kill me, 
Fab. Here he is, here he is: how is’t with yourfir ?'| 


Fa. Good. 


Ple give’t him. Py 
Mar. You-may have very fit occafion for’t: he is 0 es 
in fome commerce with my Lady, and willby and byt) 
part. — ; bas ; eee 
To. Gofir Andrew; fcout me for him at the corner) 
of the Orchard like a bum-Baily: fo foon-as ever tod) 


| feet him, draw; and’as thou .drawft {wear horribly: 


it comes to pafs oft, thara terrible Oath, with a fwaget 
ing accent fharp'y twang’d off, gives manhood. @ 
is ; approbati 


Pi AL 


ae I 


approbation, than ever proof ic {cif would have earn’d might anfwer him: theretore on, or 


him. Away. 

And, Nay let me alone for {wearing. Exit. 

Jo. Now will not | deliver this Letter: for the behavi- 
our of the young Gentleman, gives him out to be of good 
capacity, and breeding : his imployment between his 
Lord and wy Neece, confirms no lefs. Therefore, this 
Letter being fo excellently ignorant, will breed no ter- 
rourin tbe youth: he will tind that it comes froma 
Clodde-pole. But fir, { will deliver his challenge by 
word ofmouth 3fet upon Ague-check a notable report of 
valour, and drive the Gentleman (as I know his youth will 
aptly receive it )into a moft hideous opinion of his rege , 
skill, fury, and impetuofity. This will fo fright them both, 
that they will kill one another by the look, like Cockatri- 
ces, 


Ex er Olivia, and Viola. 


F'. Here he comes with your Neecey give them away 
till he take leave, and prefently after him. 
| Jo. 1 will meditate the while upon. fowe horrid mef 
fage for a Challenge, Exeunt. 
Ol, 1 have faid too much unto a heart of ftone, 
And laid mine honour too unchary on’: 
‘There’s fomething in me that reproves my faule - 
But facha hcad-ftrong potent fault it is, 
That it but mocks reproof, 
Vio. With the fame haviour that your p.ffion bears, 
Goes onmy Mafter’s griefs, ; 
Ol. Here, wear this Jewel for me, ’cis my pigture = 
Refufe it not, ir hath no tongue to vex you; 
And I beteech you come again to morrow. 
Woat fhall you ask of me that Wle deny , 
‘That ( honour fav’d ) may upon asking give ? 
Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my Mafter. 
Ol. tow with mine honour may I give him thar, 
Which I have given to you? 
Vie. \ will ecqu.t you. 
Ol. Well, come again to morrow : fare-thee- well 
A Fiend like thee might bear my foul to hell. 


Exter Toby and Fabian, 


To. Gentleman, God fave thee. 

Vice And you, fir. 

To. That defence thou haft, betake thee to’t : of what 
nature the wrongs are thou haft done him, I know not : 
but thy intercepter fuli of defpight, bloody as the Hunter, 
attends thee at the Oxchard end: difmcuot thy Tuck, 
be yare in thy preparation, for thy affailant is quick, skil- 
ful, and deadly. 

¥.o. You miftake, fir, 1 ame fure, no man hath any 
quarrel to me: my remembrance is very free and clear 
from any image of cffence done to any man. 

To. You’'l find it otherwite. I affure you: therefore, if you 
hold your life at any price, betake you to your guard: for 
your oppofire hath in him, what youth, ftrength, skill 
and wrath can furnifh aman withall. 
~ Vio, 1 pray you, fir, what is he 2 ; 

To. He is knight dubb’d with unhatch’d Rapier, and 
on carpet confideration, but he is a devil in private brawl; 
fouls and bodies hath he divore’d ; three and his incen{e- 
ment at this moment isfo implacable, that {atisfation 
can be none, but by pangs of death and fepulcher: Hob, 
nob, is his word: giv’t or tak?t. 

Vio. \ will return again into the houfe, and defire fome 
| condué of the Lady. Tam no fighter, I have heard of 
fome kind of men, that put quarrels purpofely on others 
to tafte their valour ; belike this isa man of that quirk. 

To. Sir, no: his indignation drives it felf our of a 
very competent injury , therefore. get you Onyand give 
his defire. Back you thall not tothe houfe, unlefs you 
undertake that with me, which with as much fafety you 


f welf-Nigbt, Or mbat you will. 


Exity 
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firip your {word | 
fark naked: for meddle you mutt, that’s certain, or for- 


{wear to wear iron about you. - 

Veo. This is as uncivil as ftrange. 
me this courteous office, as to know of 
my offence to him is ; it is fomething 
nothing of my purpofe, 

To. I will do fo. Signior Fabian, 
tleman till my return. Exit Toby. 

Vio. Pray you fir,do you know of this Matter ? 

Fab. [know the Knight is incens’d againft ‘you, even 
to a mortal arbitrement, but nothing of the circumfance 
more, 

Vio. \befeech you, what manner of manis he? 

Fab. Nothing of shat wonderful promife to read him 
by his form, as you are like to find him in the proof of 
his valour. He is indeed, fir, the moft skilful, bloody, and 
fatal oppofite that you could poflibly have found inany 
Part of Jilirya : will you walk towards him ?J will make 
your peace with him, if I can. 

Vw. | thallbe much bound to you for’t : 1 am one 
that had rather go with fir Prieft, than fix Knight :[ care 
not who knows fo much of my mettle, Exeunt. 


I befecch you do 
the Knight what 
of my negligence, 


ftay you by this Gen- 


Enter Toby anddndrew. 


Tob. Why man, he’s a very devil, I have not feen fuch 
a firago: I hada pafs with him, rapier, {cabbard, and all: 
and he gives me the ftuck in with fuch a mortal motion, 
that itis invitable : and on the anfwer , he pays you as 
furely, as your feet hits the ground thicy ftep on. They fay, } 
he has been Fencer tothe Sophy. 

And. Pox ont, ’le not meddle with him, 

To. I, but he will not now be pacified, 
Fabian can fearfe hold him yonder, 

4m. Plague ont and Ithought he had been valiant, 
and fo cunning in Fence, I’de have {een him damn'd ere 
V’de have challeng’d him, Let him let the matter flip, and 
le give him my horfe, gray Capiler. 

Tob. Vie make the motion: ftand here, make a Good 
thew on’e this hall end without the perdition of fouls; 
marry le ride your horfe, as well as I ride you. 


Enter Fabian, and Viola, 


[ have his horfe to take up the quarrel, Ihave perfwaded 
him the youth’s a devil, 

Fab. He is as-horribly conceited of him: and pants, 
and looks pale, as if a Bear were at his heels. 

To, There’s no remedy, fir, he will fight with you for’s 
oath fake: marry he hath better bethought him of his 
quarrel, and he finds thatnow {carce to be worth talking 
ol; therefore draw for the fuppor tance of his vow » he pro- 
tefts he will not hurt you, 

Vio. Pray God defend. me; alittle thing would make 

me tell them how much I lack of aman. 

Pab. Give ground if you fee him furious. 

To. Come, Sir e4ndrey,, there’s no remedy 3 the Gen- 
tleman will for his honours fake have one bou t with you: 
he cannot by the Duello avoid it ; but he has promifed 
Me, as he isa Gentleman anda Souldier, he will not hurt 
you. Come on, to’r. 

e4nd. Pray God he keep bis oath. 


Enter Antonio, 


Vio. 1 do affure you ’tis againgt my will: 
Ant. Put up your {word 5 if this young Gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me: 
If you offend him, I for him defie you. 
Tob. You fir ? Why, what are you ? =F 
eAnt. One fir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him. brag to you he will, 
Tob. Nay, if yoube an undertakers | am for you. 


~ 


Enter § 


ee 


ba, 


Twelf: Night, Or what you will, 


than a Hare : his difhonefly appears, in leaving his friend 
here in neceffity, anddenying him: and for his coward} 
fhip ask Fabian. 

_ Fab. A Coward, a 


Enter Officer. 


here come the Officers: moft devout Coward, religious ip 


Fab. © good Sir Toby, hold: 
Tob, Vie be with you anon. 


io. Pray fir, put your word up if you pleafe. 
a «il ifir ; and for that I promis’d you Vie 
be as good as my word. He will bear you eafily, and rains 
well 
1, Of Thisis the man, do thy Office. 
2: oe Aunthonio, i arreft thee at the fuit of Count Or- 
ent. You domiftake me, fir. (fino. 
1, Off. No fir, no jot: I know your favour well : 
Tho now you have no fea-cap on your head : 
Take him away, he knows I know him well. 
Ant, 1 muft obey, Thiscomes with fecking you: 
But there’s no remedy, | fhall anfwer it : 
What will you do ? now my neceffity 
Makes me to ask youfor my purfe. It grievesme 
auch more; for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befals my felf: -you ftand amaz’d, 
Be of comfort. 
2. Off. Come fir, away. = 
Ant. Umut intreat of youfome of that money. 
Vio. \What money, fir? 
For the fair kindiiefs yorhave fhew’d me here, 
And part being prompted by your prefent trouble, 
Out of my lean and tow ability : 
Vielend you fomething : my having is not much, 
DPle make divifion of amy prefent with you : 
Hold, there’s half my Coffer. 
Ant. Will youdeny me now? 
Is’t poffible, that my defertstoyou _ ; 
Can lack perfwafion ? Do not tempt my miferys: 
Left that it make me fo unfound a man. 
As to upbraid you with thofe kindneffes 
That I have done for you. 
Vio, | know of none. 
‘Nor know I you by voice, or any feature, 
| hate ingrati(ude more in aman, 
Than lying, vainneds, babling drunkennefs, 
Or any taint of vice, whofe ftrong corruprion’ 
inhabits our frail blood. 
_ Ant. Ohheavens themfelves ! 
2. Off. Come, fir, pray you go. 


An:. Let me {peak a little. This youth that you fee here, |, 


[fnatch’d one half eut of the jaws of death, 
Reliev’'d him with fuch fan&tity of love ; Ps. 
And to his itnage, which me thought did promife 
Moft venera-le worth, did! devotion. 
1. Off. What's that to us, the time goesby: away, 
Ant. But oh, how vild an idol proves this God § 
Thou baft Seba(tian done good feature fhame, 
‘In nature there’s no blemith but the mind : 
None can be eall’d deform’d but the unkind. 
Virtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil : 
Are empty trunks,o’te-flourith’d by the Devil. 
1. Of. The man grows mad, away with him :) 
Come, come, fir, 
Ant. Lead me on. ; 
iio. Methinks his words do from fuch paffion fly, 
That-he believes himfelf, fo do not I. 
Prove true imagination, oh prove true, 
} That I dear brother, be now tane for you: 
To. Come hither, Knight, come hither, 
whifper o’re a couplet or ewoof moft fage faws. 
| Vio. He nam’d Sebaftian : [my brother know 
Yet living in my glafs: even fach, and fo- 
In favoor was my Brother, and he went 
‘Still in this fafhion, colour, ornament, 
For him [imitate : Ovif it prove, 
-Tempetts are kind, and falt waves freh in love. 


Yob, Avery difhonelt paltry boy, and more a coward 


it. 
e 


| after: fourteen years purchafe. 


Exit. 


Fabian: Well 


Exit. 


And. Slid, Pie after bim again, and beat him. 
Jo. Do, cuff him foundly, but never thy fword, 
And, And Ido not. 

Fab. Come let’sfce the event. 

To. I date lay any money, twill be nothing yet. 


Attus Quartus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Sebaftian, and Clown. 


(lo. Will you make me believe that I am not fent forf a 


you? 
Seb. Go to, go to,thou art a foolifh fellow, 
Let me be clear of thee. 


Clo: Well held out i*faith : No,Ido not krow you,nor} — 


Iam not fent to youby my Lady, to bid you come fpeak} 
with her: nor your name isnot Mafter Cefario, nor this 
is not my nofe neither: nothing that is fo, is fo. 
Seb. I prethee.vent thy folly fomewhere elfe, 
know’t not me. “he 
Clow. Vent my folly : He has heard that word of fome 


am afraid this great lubber the world will prove a Cock 
ney : J prethee now ungird thy ftrangenefs, and tell me wha 


I fhall vent to my Lady ; fhall L vent co her that thou att 


coming ? 
Seb. 1 prethee foolifh Greek depart from me, thert’ 
money for thee. If you tarry longer, 1 fhall give worle 


payment. 


Clo. By my troth thou haftan open hand: thefe Wi 
men that give fools mony, get themfelves a good repor 


DQ) 


Enter Andrew , Toby, and Fabian. 


And. Now fir, have I met you again ? there’s for yo 
Seb. Why there’s for thee, and there, and there: Al 


all the people mad ? 


To. Hold fir, or Ple throw your dagger o’re the’ houle, 

Clo: This will 1 tell my Lady ftraight : I would notbe} 
infome of your coats for two-pence. se 

To. Come on fir, bold. if 


a 


i 


And. Nay let him alone, Ple go another way to work} 


with him : Ile have an aétion of Battery againft him; 
there be any law in M/yria: tho ftruck him firft, 
Yet it’s no matter for that. ~ 
Seb. Let go thy hand. are 
Tob. Come fir, I will not let you go. Come my yout 
fouldier, put up your iron: you are well flefh’d: Com 


Exit.) 


e 


‘ 


thé g 


= 


‘great man, and now applies it toa fool, Vent my folly !1 i 


on. ae Meee 
Seb. 1 will be free from thee. What would’ft thou now? | 

If thou dar’ft tempt me further, draw thyfword. 
To. What, what ? Nay then I muft have an ounce OF 

two of this malapert blood from you, oS 


Enter Olivia. 


Ol. Hold Toby, on thy life l charge thee hold. 
To. Madam. 


-~ Ol. Will itbe ever thus? Ungracious wretch, 
> Fit for the Mountains, and the barbarous Caves, 


Where manners ne’re were preach’d : out of my fight. 4 iS 


Be not offended, dear Cefario, = 
Rudesby be gone, I prethee gentle friend, 


tee 


Let thy fair wifdome, not thy paffion fway 

In this uncivil, and unjuft extent 

Againft thy peace. Go with me to my houfe, 

And here thou there, how many fruitlefs:-pranks 

This Ruffian hath botch’d up, that thou thereby 

Maift finile at this: Thou fhalt not chufe but go : 

Do not deny, befhrew his foul for me 

He ftarted one poor heart of mine in thee. 
Seb. What relifh is in this ? How runsthe ftream ? 

Orl am mad, or elfe thisisa dreame-: 

Let fancy ftill my fenfe in Lethe fteep , 

If it be thus to dream, ftill let me fleep, 
Ol: Nay come I prethee, would thoud’ft be rul’d by me. 
Seb. Madam, I will. 
Ol. O fay fo, and fo be. 


Exeunt. 


- Scena Secunda. 


Enter Maria, and Clown. 


Mar. Nay, I prethee put on this Gown, and this 
beard ; make him believe thou art Sir Topas the Ctirat ; 
do it quikly. P’le call Sir Toby the whil’ft. 

Clo, Well, I’le put it on, and] will deffemble my {elf 
in’c and I would I were the firft that ever diffembled in 
fuch a Gown. [am not tall enough to become the fun- 
tion well, nor leane enough to be thought a good Stu- 
dent: but to be faid an honeft man, and a good Houfekees 
per goes as fairely , as to fay , a careful man, and a great 
Schollar. The Competitors enter, 


| 
| 


Enter Toby. 


To. Fove blefs thee M. Parfon. 
Clo. Bonos dies fir Toby : for as the old Hermit of Prauge, 


that never faw Pen andink, very wittily faid to a Neece | bus’d : I am as well in ‘my wits (fool) as thou art. 


of King Gorbodacke, that is,is: fo I being M. Parfon, 


am M.Parfon ; for whatisthat, bur that ? and is, butis? | no better in your wits thana fool. 


To. To him fir Topas. 
Clo. What hoa, I fay, Peace in thisp ifon. 
To. The Knave counterfeits well: a good Knave. 
5 ‘ Malvolio within. 
Mul. Who calls there 2 


TwelfsN ight, Or what you wi 


case 
ver man thus abus’d, I am no more mad than you are 
make the trial of it in any conftant queftion. pees 

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythzoo, ‘erni 
Wildesfoule 2 P yihagoras , concerning 

Mal. That the foul of our Grandam , m 
inhabit a Bird. 

Clo, What think’f thou of his opinion ? 

Mal. I think nobly of the foul , and. no way approve | 
his opinion. Rae : 

Clo, Fare thee well: remain thow ill in darknefs 
thou thalt hold th’ opinion of Pythagoras, ere I willallo w 
of thy wits, and feare to kill a Woodcock, left thou d;. 
poffefs the houfe of thy Grandam. Fare thee well, 

Mal. Six Topas, fir Topas. 

To. My moft exquifite fir Topas. 

Clo, Nay, 1am for all waters. 

Mar. Vhoumightit have done this without thy beard 
and gown, he fees thee not. _ : 

Teb. Tobin in thine own voyce,and bring me word, 
how thou fincft him: I would we ‘were all rid of this 
knavery. tf he may be conveniently deliever’d, I would 
he were, for | amnow fofar in offence with my- Neece, 
thati cannet purfue with any fafety this {port the up- 
thot .Come by and by to my Chamber. Exit, 
Clo, Hey Robia, jolly Robin, cell me how thy Lidy 
does. ; 

Mal. Fool. 

Clo, My Lady is unkind, perdie. 

Mal- Fool, 

Clo. Alafs why is fhe fo, 

Mal. Fool, 1 fay. 

Clo. She loves another, Wiso calle, ha ? 

Mal, Good Fool, as ever thon wilt deferve well at 
my hand, help me to a Candle and Pen, Ink, and Paper: 
se Iam aGentleman, { will live to be thankful to thee 
ort. ar 

Clo, M. Malvolios 

Mal, \ good Fool. 

Clo, Alats fir, how fell you befides your five wits? 

Mal. Fool there was never man fo notorioufly a- 


ight happily 


‘ 


Mal, They have ‘here propertied tre: keep me | 
darknels, fend Minifters to. me, «Affes, and do all they | 
canto face me out of my wits. 

Cle. Adivfe ycu what you fay’! the Minifter is here. | 
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens reftore’: ende 


(lo, But as well :then you are mad indeed, if you be 


Clo, Sir Tepas the Curat, who comes t vifite AZalvo- | vour thy felf to fleep, and leave thy vaine bibble bab- 


lio the Lunaticke: 
‘ Mal. Sit Topas, fic Topas, good fir Topas goto my 
ady. 


Clo, Out hyperbolicall fiend, how vexeft thou this} Who I fir 


man ? Talkeft thou nothing but of Ladies ? 

Tob. Well faid M. Parton. 

Mal, Sic Topas, never was man thus wronged, good 
fir Top2sdo not thinklam mad: they have faide ‘me 
here in hideous darknefs. : | 

Clo. Fye, thou difhoneft Sathan’: I call thee by the moft | 


ble 
Mal. Sir Topas. 
Clo. Maintain no words With him good fellow. 
» hot i fir: God bity you good: fir Fopas: Mar- 
ry Amen. I willfir,1 will fir. 
Mal. Fool, fool, fool | fay. 
- Clo. Alas fir be patient. What fay you fir, Lam fhent for 
{peaking to you. “ 
Mal. Goed tool help me to fome light , and fome 


Paper, I.tell thee kL am-as well in MyCwits, ayany man in 


modeft termes, forlam oneof thofe gentle ones, that | Illyria, 


will ufe the Dive] himfelf with curtefie: fayf thou that 
houfeisdarke? °° 

Mal. As hell fir Topas. 

Clo, Why it hath bay Windows tranfp 
cadoes, and the clear ftones toward the South North, are | 
as luftrous as Ebony: and yet complaineft thou of obftru- | 
Gtion ? Bases | 
: etal. I am not mad fir Topas, [fay to you this houfe is 

arke, ee 

Clo. Mad man thou etreft : I fay there is no darknefs 
but ignorance, in which thou art more puzell’d than the 
Egyptians in their fogge. _ 
_ Mal. Tay this hoof: is as dark as ignorance, though 
Ignorance were as dark as hell ; an f fay there was ne- 


entail 


Clo, Well-a-day that you were fir, 
Mal. By this handl*am>go0d: fool, fome Ink, Pa- 
per, and Light : and convey what I will fet down tomy 


arant as Bari- Lady : it fhall advantage thee'more, than everthe beating 


of Letter did, tt 

Clo. I will help you too’r But-tell metrue, are you not 
mad indeed, or do “You but countérféit >) 60-7 ; 

Mal. Believe mey Tam. not, bell chee true. : 
- Clo. Nay, We ne’re believe a madman till bfee his 
I will fecch you light, and paper, and Ink. (brains, 

Mal. Fool, Ve requite it in thé higheft degree 
I prethee be gone, 

Clo.-1am gone fir, and.anon fir, 

Ie be with youagaia 


a enanemnemncatoentattl 
_ 


eG welf-Night Or wbat you will. 


Clo. { fir, we are fome, of her trappings. i eae 

Duke.l know thee well; how deft thou.my good] 
Fellow ? 

Clo. Truly fic , the bettee for ay foes,.and the 
for my friends. 

Du. Juft the contrary ; the better for thy friends, 

Chow. No fir, the worie. 

Du. How can thatbe?. 

Clo. Mary fir, they praife me, and make anAfsofme,| 
now my foes tell me plainly, 1 am an Afs + fe that by my a 
foes fir, 1 profit in the knowledge of my felf; andby my| 
friends am abuf-d: fothat.conclufions to be as killes | 
your four negatives make your two affirmatives , wh 
then the worfe of my friends, and the betrerfor.my foes, | 

Du. Why this is excelient. We 

Clo. By my troth fir, no: though it pleafe you tobe| 
‘one of my friends. a 

Du, Thou fhalt not be the worfe forme, there’s gold) 

Clo, But that it would be double dealing fir, L would) 
you could make it another. Wo 
Ms 
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In a trice, like to the old vice, 

your need to fuftain- ‘ 

Who with Dagger of lath, in his rage and bis wrath, 

cries ah ah, to the Devil « 

Like a mad Led, pair thy nailes Dad, 
adieu goodman Devil. 


= 


worfe | 
Exit. ! 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sebaftian. 


Seb. This the ayre, that is the glorious Sun , 
This Pearl fhe gave me, I do feel’, and fce’t. 
And though’tis wond:r that enwraps me thus, 
Yet ’ris not madnefs, Where’s Anthonio then? 
[could not find him at the Elephant, 

Yet there he was, and there I found this credit, 
That he did range the Town to feek me out, 
His counfell now might dome golden fervice, 
For though my foul difputes well with my feafe, 
1 That this may be fome error, but no madnefs, 
Yer doth this accident and floud of Fortune, 


Du. O you give me ill counfel. oe 

(lo. Put your Grace in your pocket fir, for this oniel si 
and let your flefh and blood obey it. . 

Du. Well, Iwill be fo much a finner to be a double} 
dealer : there’s another. W { 


: 


1 So far exceed all inflance, all difcourfe, 
That | am ready to diftruf mine eyes, 
And wrangle with my reafon that periwades me . 
To any other truft, but chat 1 am mad, 
Or elie the Ladies mad 4 yet if “twere fo, 
She could not {way her houfe, command her followers, 
Take, and give back. affairs, and their difpatch, 
With uch a fmocth, difcreet, and ftable-bearing 
As 1 perceive the do’s :_there’s fomething int 
Thet isdeceivable. Bur here the Lady comes. 


Enter Olivia, and Prieft. 


OL. Blame not-this hafe of mine: ifyou mean well, 
Now go with me, and with, this holy man 
Into the Ghantry. by : there before him, 
And underneath that confecrated roof, 
i Plight me the.full-affurance of your faith, 
That my moft jealous, and too. doubsful foul 
i Mav live at Peace. He fhall conceal. tt, 
Whiles you , are willing. it fhall come to note, 
What -time we will our celebration keep : 
§ According to my birth, what do you fay? 
Seb. Pie follow this good man, and go with you, 
And having fworn truth, ever will be true. 
Ol, Thenjlead the way good father, & heaven fo thine, 
That they may fairly note this actof mine. Exenut. 


Finis Aiius Quarti, 


a 


Aétus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Clown and Fabsan. 


Fab, Now as thou, lov’ft me, let me fee this Letter. 

Clo. Good M. Fabian grant me another requeft, 

Fab. Anything. “eat 

Clo, Do not defire to fee this Letter, 

Fab. Thisis to give a Dog , and in recompence defire 
my dog again. ; 


rx é 


Enter Dwke, Viola, Curio, and. Lords, 


Du. Belong you to the Lady: Olivia, friends ? 


Clo. Prime, fecundo, tertio,is a good play ,andt 
old faying is, the third pays for all: the triplex Gry 
good tripping meafure, or the bells of S. Beanet fir, m 
put you in mind, one, two, three, mo 

Du You can fool no more money out of meat 
throw : if you will let your Lady know ! am here 


{peak with her, and bring her along with you, it m i 


awake my bounty further: og 

Clo. Marry fir, lullaby to your bounty till I come ag 
I go fir, butt would not have you to think, that my ¢ 
fire of having is the fin of covetoufnels: but’ as you fay f 
let your bounty take a nap, | will awake it anon, 


Enter Anthonio and Officers. 


Vio. Here comes the man fir, that did refcueme. 
Du. That face of his 1 do remember wells 

Yer when J faw it laft, it was befmear’d 

As black as Vulcan, in the fmoak of War : 

A bawbling Veffcl was the Captain of, 

For fhallow draught and Bulk unprizable, 

With which {uch featbful grapple did be make, 

With the moft noble bottom of our Fleet , 

That very envy, and the tongue of lofs ' 


Cri’d fame and honour on him : What’s the matter? |. 


1. Offi. Orfino, this is that Anthonio 
That took the Phenix, 


| 
Paa| i 
7.4 
BY 

s| 


and her fraught from Candy, | 


And this is he that did the Tiger boorc, AG 


When your young Nephew Tztus loft hisleg: 
Here in the ftreets, defperate of fhamé and ftate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 


Vio. He did me kindnefs; fir, drew on my fide, E 


But in conclufion put ftrange {peech upon me, 
I know not what twas, but diftra€tion. 

Du, Notable Pyrat, thou falt-water Thief,’ . 
What foolith boldnefs brought thee to their mercicss 
Whom thou in terms fo bloody, and fo dear ; 
Haft made thine enemies? ane 

Ant. Orfino»: Noble fir, - 


Be pleas’d that I fhake of thefe names you give me 2 : . i 9 


Anthonio, never yet was Thief, or Pyrate,. 

Though I confefs, on bafe and ground enough. | 
Orfino’s enemy, A. witchcrafc.drew ge hithers -— 4 
That moft ungrateful Boy there by your fide, 

From the,rude feas inrag’d and fomy mouth.» . 

Did, inedeem.: a wrack paft hope he, was : . 

Hs Life I gave him, and did there to add 

My love without retention, or reftrainr, 


Allthis is dedication. For his fake, 
Did lexpofe my felf (pure of his love) 
Into the danger of this adverfe Town, 
Drew todefend him, when he was befet: . 
Where being apprehended, his falfe cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger } 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty years removed thing, 
While one would wink: deni’d be mine own purfe; 
Which | had recommended to his ufe, 
Not half an hour before, 

Vio. How can this be? 

Ds. When came he to this Town 2 


No interém, not a minutes vacancy, 
Both dayand night did we keep company. 


Entir Olivia, and Attendants. 


earth: : 

But for thee, fellow.; fellow, thy wordsare madnefs, 
Three months this Youth hath tended upon me, 

But more of that anon. ‘Take himafide, 


Wherein Olivia may teem ferviceable ? 
Cefario, you do not keep promife with me. 
Vie. Madam, 
Du. Gracious Olivia. 
Ol. What do you fay Cefario? Good my Lord. 
Vio. My Lord would {peak, my duty hufhes me: 
O!. If it be ought to the old tune my Lord, 
It is as fat and fullome to mine ear 
As howling after Mufick. 
Du. Still fo cruel? 
OF. Still foconftant my Lord. 
Du. What to perverfuefs ? you uncivil Lady 
To whofe ingrate, and unaufpicious Altars 
My Soul the faithifull’t Offerings have breath’d out 
That ere Devotion tender'd. What thall I do? 
‘| OL. Even what it pleafe my Lord, that thall become him. 
Du, Why should I not, (had I the heart to do it) 
Like to to the Egyptian Thief, at point of Death 
Kill what] love? (a favage jealoufie ; 
That fometime favours nobly) but hear me this; 
Since you to none regardance caft my faith, 
And that I partly know the inftrument 
That {crews me ftom my true place in your favour : 
Live vou the Marble-breafted Tyrant ftill. 
But this yourMinion, whom I know you love, 
And whom, by Heaven I (wear, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel Eye, 
| Where he fits crowned in his Mafter fpight. 
Come Boy with me, my thoughts are ripe in mifchief : 
Pie facrifice the Lamb that I do love, 
| To fpight a Ravens heart within a Dove. 
Vio. AndI moft jocond, apt, and willingly, 
To do you reft athoufand deaths would die, 
Ol. Where goes Cefario? : 
Vio. After him | love, 
More than'l love thefe eyes, more than my life, 
More by all mores, than ere I fhall love wife. 
If I do feign, you witneffes above 
\ Punifh my life, for tainting of my Love. 
Ol. Ay me detefted; how am I beguil’d 2 
Vie. iho do’s beguile you?» who do’s do you wrong? 
| Ol Haft thou forgot thy felf? Is it fo long? 
Call forth the holy Father, 
Da, Come, away. — 
Ol, Whither my Lord ? Cefa 
Du. Husband ? 
Ol. | Husband. Can he that 
Da. Her husband firrah ? 
Vio. No my Lord, not I: 


rio, Husband, ftay.. 


deny ?: 


T welf- N ight, 


_ ut. To day my Lord: and for three months before, 


Dy. Here comes the Countefs; now heaven walks on 


Ol. What would my Lord, but that he may not have, 


Or what you will. 


Ol. Alas, it is the bafene(s of ¢t 
That makes thee ftrangle thy propr 
Fear not Cefario, 


ly fear, 
iety : 

take thy fortunes up, 

Be that thou know’ft thou art, and then thou 
As great as thou fear’ft. 


art 


Enter Prieft, 


O welcome Father : 
Father I charge thee by thy reverence 
Here to unfold, tho lately we intended 
To keep in darknefs, what occation now 
Reveals before ’tis ripe : what thou do’t know 
Hath newly paft between this Youth, and me: 
‘Prieft. A contraé& of eternal bond. of Love, 
Confirm’d by mutual joynder Of your hands, 
Attefted by the holy clofe of lips, . 
Strengthned by enterchangement of your Rings, 
And all the Ceremony of this compa& 
Seal’d in my FunGion, by my Teftimony : 
Since when, my Watch hath told me, toward my Grave 
1 have travell’d but two hours, | 
Du. O thou diffembling Cub: what wile thou be 
When time hath fow’da grizzel on thy cafe ? 
Or will nor elfe thy craft fo quickly grow, 
That thine own trip fhall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewel, and take her, but direé&t thy feet, 
Where thop, and ([ henceforth) may never mect, 
Vio. My Lord, I do proteft. 
O!. O do not {wear, 
How little Faith, tho thou haft too much fear. 


Enter Sir Andrew. 


And, For the Love of God a Surg 
fently to Sir Toby: . 

Ol. What’s the matter ? 

And. Was broke my head a-crofs, 
bloody Coxcomb too.; for the love of God your help, I 
had rather than forty pound 1 were at home. 

OL. Who has done this Sir Andrey 2 

e4nd. The Counts Gentleman, one Cefarso: we took 
him for a Coward, but he’s the very Devil incardinate. 

Du. My Gentleman (efario? 

Axd. Odd’s lifelings here he is: you broke my head for 
nothing, and that that I did, I was fet on to do’t by Sir 
Toby. 

Vio. Why do you fpeak to me, 
You drew your Swordupon me w. 
ButI beipake you fair, 


con, and one pre- 


and given Sir Toby a 


Inever hurt you: 
thout caufe, 
and hurt you not. 


Enter Toby and Ctown, 


e4nd. It a bloody Coxcomb be a hurt, 
me: ithink youfet nothing by a bloody Coxcomb. Here 
comes fir Toby halting, you thall hear more 5 but if he had 
not been in drink, he would have tickl’d you other gates 
than he did. 

Du, How now Gentleman? how is’t with you? 

To. That’s all one, has hurt me, and there’s an end on’t; 
Sot, did’ft thou fee Dick Surgeon, for ? 

Clo. O he's drunk fir, above an hour agone:. his eyes 
Were at cight i’th morning, $ 

To. Then he’s a Rogue after a pafly meafures Pavin: } 
hate a drunken Rogue. : ; 

Ol. Away. with: him ? Who’ hath made. this havock 
with them? 

And, Vlehelp youSir Toby, becaufe we'll be dreft toge- 
ther. 

To. Will you help an AfS-head, and 
Knave , a thin-fae’d Knave, a Gull? 
Ol,-Get him to Bed, and let his hurt be look’d to. 


you have hurt 


oat 


a Coxcomb, anda 


X 2 


Enter 
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Enter Sebaftian. 


Seb. 1 am forry Madam I have hurt your kinfman : 
But hed it been the brother of my bleod, 
| muft have done no lefs with wit and fafety. 

You throw a ftrange regard upon me, and by chat 
I do perceive it hath offended you : 

Pardcn me ({wect one) even for the vows 

We made each other, but folate ago. 

Du. One face, one voice, one habits and two perfons, 
A natural Perfpeétive, that is, and is not. 

Sch. Anthonio, O my dear Anthonso } 

How have the hours rack’d, and tortur’d me, 
Since I have loft thee ? 

Ant. Sebaftian are you ? 

Seb, Fear’it thou that Autionto ? ; 

ef nt. How have you made divifion of your felf, 
An ample cleft in twosis normore twin 
Then thee two creatures. Which is Sebafsan 2 

Ol. Moft wonderful. 

Seb. Do I ftand there ? never hada brother : 
Nor can there be a Deity in my nature 
Of here and every where. Lhad a fitter, 

Whom the blind waves and furges have devour’d : 
Of charity, what kin are you tome? 
What Countreyman? what name ? what Parentage? 
Vio. Of Meffaline : Sebaftian was my Father, 
Such a Sebaltian was my brother too: 
So went he fuited to his watery tomb: 
If fpirits can affume both form and {uit, 
You come to fright us. 
Seb. Afpirit | am indeed, ‘ 
But am in that dimenfion grofly clad, 
Which from the womb did participate. 
| Were you a woman, as the reft go even, 
| fhould my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And fay, thrice welcome drowned Viola. 

Vio. ty Father had a Moal upon his brow. 

Seb. And fo had mine. 

Vin, And did that day when Viola from her birth 
Had numbred thirteen years. 

Seb. O that record is lively in my foul, 

He finifhed indeed his mortal aé& 
That day that made my fifter thirteen years. 

Vio, \f nothing lets to make us happy both, 
But this my mafculine wfurp’d attire: 

Do not embrace me, tilleach circumftance, 

Of place, time, fortune,’ do cohere and jump 
That 1am Viola, whichto confirm, 

Pie tring you toa Captain in this Town, 
Where lye my Maiden weeds: by whofe gentle help, 
1 was preferv’d to ferve this noble Count: 

| All theoccurrence of my fortune fince 

Hath been between this Lady, and his Lord. 

. Seb. Socomes itLady, you have been wiftook : 
But nature to her bias drew in that- 

You would have been contraéted to a Maid, 

Nor are you therein (by my life)deceiv’d, 

You are betroth’d b oth to a Maid and man. 

Du. Be not amaz’d, right noble is his blood : 
If this be fo, as yet che glafs feems true, 

{ hall have fhare in this moft happy wrack. 
goy, thou haft faid to me a thoufand times, 
Thou never fhould’ft love woman like to me: 

Pio. And all thofe fayings, will I over-fwear 

And all thofe fvearings keep as true in foul, 
As doth that orded continent, the fire, 
That fevers day from night. 

Da. Giveme thy hand, 

And Jet me {ee thee in thy womans weeds. 

Vie. The Captain that did bring me firft on fhore; . 
Hath my Maids garments : he upon fome A@ion 
4's now in durance, at Malvolio’s fit, 
{ * 


Tmelf Night, Or what you will 


A Gentleman end follower of my Ladies. ). 
Ol. He thall enlarge him: fetch Malvolio hither, 

And yet alas, nowi remember me, 

They fay, poor Gentleman, he’s much ciftraét. 


Entér the Clown with a Letter, and Fabian, 


A moft exaéting frenzie of mineown, 
From my remembrance , clearly banifh his. 
How doeshe firrah ? ae 
Clo. Truly Madam, he holds Belzebub at the flaves end | 
as well as a man in his cafe may do: hashere writ a letter | 
to you, | fhould have given’t you to day morning. But as} 
a mad mans Epiftles are no Gofpels, foit skills not much} 
when they are deliver’d. : OF fer 
Ol. Open’t and read it. ‘ie 
(lo. Look thento be well edified, when the fool deli- | 
vers the Madam. Madman, By the Lord Madam. 3 
Ol. How now, art thou mad ? 
Clo, No Madam, 1 do but read madnefs: and. your} 
ees will have itas it ought to be, you muft allow] 
Ox. er a 
Ol. Prethee read it i'chy right wits. ie 
Clo. So I do Madona: but to read his right wits, 
to read thus: therefore, perpend my Princefs, and give 
ear. a 
Ol. Read it you, firrah. i 
Fab. Reads. By the Lord Madam, you wrong me, and} 
che world fhull know it: Though you have put me into} — 
darknefs, and given your drunken Coz nrule over me,yet} 
have I benefit of my fenfes as well as your Ladifhip. 1} — 
have your own Letter ; that induced me to the femblancel| 
puton; with the which I doubt not, but to do my felf] 
much right,or you much fhame: Think of me as you plealt;| 
I leave my duty a little unthought of, and {peak out of my OR 
injury. The madly usd Malvolio. 
Ol. Did he write this ? xd 
Clo. | Madam. eis 
Du. This favours not much of diftragtion. f 
| Ol. See him deliver’d Fabian, bring him hither: | 
My Lord, fo pleafe you, thefe things further thought 00,) a 
To think me as well afifter, asa wife, mY 
One day fhall crown th’alliance on’t, fo pleafeyou; | 
Here at mv houfe, and at my proper coft. a a 
Du, Madam, { ammoft apt embrace your offer: | 
Your Mafter quits you : and for your fervice done himy | — 
So much againit the metal of your fex, ‘i 
So fat beneath your foft and tender breeding, wil 
And fince you call’d me matter, for fo long : | 


Here is my hand, you fhall from this time be me 
Your Mafters, Miftris. ) ae 
Ol. A fifter, you are fh. ik © 


Enter Malvolic. 


Dau. Is this the mad man? gi OF, 
Ol. Imy Lord this fame: how now Malvolio? 
Mal, Madam, you have done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong. 

Ol. Have I AZalvolio >? No. 

Mal. Lady you have; pray you perufe that letter. 
You muft not now deny it isyour hand, 
Write from it if you can, in hand or phrafe, | 
Or fay ’tis not your feal, nor your invention : Sh sshd 
You canfay none of this. Well, grantitthen, = | 
And tell mein the modefty of honour, |. et 
Why you have given me fuch clear lights of favour, — 
Bad me come {miling and crofs garter’d toyou, © 
To put on ycllow ftockings, and to frown at 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people : f?0 
And aétingthis in an obedient hope? S90 | 3 
Why have you foffer’d meto be imprifon’d, 
Keptin a dark houfe, vifited by the Prieit, a 
And made themoft notorious geck or gull <<! «= 


Twelf- Night, Or shat Fok wil. 


That ere invention plaid on? Tell me why? 

Ol. Alas Malvolio, this is not my writing; 

Tho I confefs, much like the Charaéter : 

But out of queftion, ’tis Afaria’s hand. 

And nowI do bethink me, it was fhe 

Firft told me thou waft mad; thencam’ft in fmiling, 
Andin fuch forms, which bere were prefuppos’d 
Upon thee in the Letter: prethee be content, 

This pra&ife hath moft {hrewdly paft upon thee: 
But when we know che Grounds and Authors of ity 
Thou fltalt be both the Plaintiff and the Judg 

Of thine own caute. 

Fab. Good Madam, hear me fpeak, 

And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come, 
Taint the condition of this prefent hour, 
Which I have wondred at. In hope it fliall not, 
Moft freely Leonfefs my felf, and Toby 
Set this device again{t AZalvolio here, 

‘ Upon fome ftubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'd againft him. Zaria writ 
The Letter, at Sir Toby’s great importance, 
In recompence whereof, he bath married her : 
How with a {portful malice it was follow’d, 
May rather pluck on Laughter than Revenge, 
If that the injuries be juftly weigh’d, 
That have on both fides paft. 

Ol. Alas poor Fool, how have they baffl’d thee ? 

Clo, Why fome are born great, fome atchieve great- 
nefs, and fome have greatnefs thrown uponthem. I was 
one fir, in this Enterlude, one Sir Topas fir, but that’s 
all one :. By the Lord Fool, Iam not mad ;° but do you re. 

| member, Madam, why laugh you at fucha barren rafcal ? 
and you fmile not he’s gag’d ; and thus the whirl-gigg of 
time , brings in his revenges. 

Mal, Vie be teveng’d on the whole pack of you. 

O!, He hath been moft notorioufly abus’d. 

Da, Purfue him, and entreat him toa peace: 
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Hehath not told us of the Captain yet; 
When that is known, and golden time conventé; 
A folemn Combination fhall be made 
Of our dear Souls.. Mean time {weet Sifter, 
Wewill not part fromhence. Ce/ario come 
(For fo you fhall be, while youare a man:) 
But when in other habits you are feen. 
Orfino’s Miltris, and his fancies Queen. 
é‘ Exeunt. 


Clown fizgs. _ 


When that Iwas and a little tine Boy, 
with hey, be, the Wind and the Rain: 
ef foolifh thing was but a toy, 
for the rain it rainerh every day. 


But when I came to mans eftate 
with hey, bo, &c. 

"Gainft Knaves and Thieves men fut their gate, 
for the Rain, &c. 


But when 1 came at laft to Wive, 
with hey, ho, 8c. 

By fwaggering could I never thrive, 
for the Rain, &c. 


But when I come unto my Beds, 
with bey, ho, &c. 

With Tofpots fiill had drunken beads , 
for the R gin, &e. 


ef great while a gothe World be gone, 
with hey, ho, &e. i 
But that’s all one, our Play is dene, | 


and we'll firive to pleafe yon every day. 


THE 


WINTERS TALE | 


as 


Enter Catnillo, and Archidamus- 
ay F-you thallchance(Camille).to vilit Bo- 

BES emia, on the dike. occafion..whereon 
Bees my fervices are now on foot, you 
ha NE hall fec(asThave daid .). great. dif. 
y B'Zh ference betwixt our Bohemia,and your 
MIE Sicilia. ett 
Bk rast 1 think, this ‘commons Sum- 
AE «omer, the King of Sicilia means to 
, pay Bobewia the vilitation, which he 
| juftly owes him. ; By GA ee wredl 
1" ayck. Wherein ovrventertaioment fhall fhame. us. we 
‘| will be juftified ia our Loves: for indeed — 
‘Cam. ?Befeech you-——— 
‘Ach. Werily 1 tpeak it in the freedom of my knowledg : 
|} we cannot with fuch magnificence——in fo rare 
know not what to, fay We will give you fleepy 
Drinks, that your fences ( un-intelligent of our infuffici- 
ence ) may, tho they cannot praife us, as little accufe 
us. 
| Cam, You pay 2 great deal toodeat, for what’s given 

freely, 
) ek Believe me, Lfpeak as my underftanding inftru&s 
| me, and as mine honelty puts it to utterance. 
| Cam. Sicilia cannot thew himfelf over*kind to Bubemia, 
| They were train’d. in their Child hoods; and 
there rooted betwixt them then fuch an affeétion, which 
cannot choofe but branch now. Since their more mature 
Dignitics, and Royal Neceffities, made feparation of their 
society, theic encounters ( tho not perfonal ) have been 
royally atrornied with enterchange of gifts, Letters,lov- 
ing Embaflies, that they have feem’d to be together, tho 
ablent: thook hands, as over a Vaft Sea, and embrac’d as 
_lit were from the ends of oppofed Winds. The Heavens 
continue their Loves. ; ihe 

“arch. 1 think there is not in the world, either Malice 

or Matter to alter it. You have an unfpeakable comfort of 
your young Prince Mamillius 5 it is a Gentleman of the 
preaceft promife that ever came into my Note. 

Cam. lvery well agree with you in the hopes of him: 
it is a gallant Child, one that (indeed), Phyficks-the Subs. 
jet, makes old hearts frefh : they that went on Crutches 
ere he was born, defire yet their life, to fee him a man. 

rch, Would they elfe be content to die? 

Cam. Yes, if there.were no other excufe, why they 
fhould defire :o live. 

Arch. 1€ the King had no Son, they would defire to 
live on Crutches till he had ones Exeunt. 


: 


Aétus Primus. Scena Prima. 
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: : one o'}, 1000 tbl Sais 
Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillius, Polixenes, Cami 


as. bag ai 
Pol, Nine chariges of the watry Star hath been =~ 
The Shepherds Note, fince we have left out Throne. 
Without a Burthen ; Time as long again i gt 
Would be fil?d up(my Brother ) with our Thanks, 
And yet we pola perpetuity; i ope 
Go hence in debt’: afd therefore, likea Cipher 
(Yet ftanding in rich place) I multiply 
With one we thank You, many thoufands moe; 
That go before it. 
Leo. Stay your thanks a while, 
And pay them when you part. 
‘Pol. Sir, that’s tomorrow: *. 
Tam queftion’d by my fears of what may chance, 
Or breed upon our abfence, that may blow 
No fneaping Winds at home, to make us fay, - 
This is put forth too truly : befides, I have ftayd 
To tire your Royalty. “3 
- Leo. We are tougher(Brother) 
Than you can put us to’r. 
Pol. Nolonger fay. 
Leo. One fev’night longer. 
Pol. Very footh, to morrow. 
Leo, We'll part the time between’s then: and in 
I’le no gain-faying. 
Pol. Prefs me not (’befeech you) fo 5 ia 
There isno tongue that moves 5 none, none eh? worl 
So foon as yours, could win me: fo it fhould now, 
Were there neceflity in your requeft, altho 
*Twere needful I deni’d it. My affairs 
Do evendrag me homeward 3 which to hinder, 
VVere (inyour Love) awhip tome; my flay; 
To you acharge, and trouble : to fave both, 
Farewel (cur brother. ) 
Leo: Tongue-ti’d our Queen? fpeak you. eal We 
~Her. V had thought (Sir) to have held-my peace» BM) 
You had drawn Oaths from him, not to flay: you (Sit, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are ture | 
All in Bohemia’s well : this fatisfa€tion, 
The by-gone-day proclaim’d {ay this to him, 
He’s beat from his beft ward. 
~ Leo. VVell faid, Hermione: ; | ee 
Her. Totell, he longs to fee hisSon, were trons |} 
But let him fay fo then, and let him go Spe 
But let him {wear fo, and he fhall not fay, 
VVe'l thwack him hence whith Diftaff:. 


Tbe Winters f ale. 


Yet of your Royal prefence, Ile adventure 
The borrow of aweek. When at Bobemia 
You take my Lord, I’le give him my Commiffion, 
To let him there a Month, behind the Gueft 
Prefix’d for’s parting: yet (good heed) Leontes, 
[ love thee nota jar o’th Clock, behind 
What Lady fhe her Lord. You'lftay ? 
Pol. No Madam. 
Her, Nay, but you will ? ° 
Pol. | may not verily. 
Her, Verily? 
You put me off with limber vows ; but, 
Tho you would feek runfphere the Stars with Oaths, 
Should yet fay, Sir, no going : verily 
You fhall not go; a Ladies verily is 
As potent as a Lords, Will you go yet? © 
Force me to keep you a5 a prifoner, 
Not like a Gueft: fo you fhail pay your Fees 
| When you deparr, and fave your thanks. How fay you ? 
My prifoner? or my Gueft? by your dreadverily, 
One of them you fhall be. " 
Pot, Your Gueft then Madam : 
To be your Prifoner, fhould import offending ; 
Which is for me lefs ealy to commit, 
Than you to punifh. 
Her, Not your Goaler then, 
But your kind hoftefs, come, le queftion you 
Of my Lords tricks and yours, when you were boys : 
| You were pretty Lordings then? 
| Pol. We were (fair Queen) 
Two Lads, that thought there wasno more ‘behind, 
4 But fuch a day to morrow, as to day, 
And to be boy eternal. 
Her. Was not my Lord ; ty 
The verier wag 0’ th” two ? : | 
Fol. VVe were as twin’d Lambs, that did frisk i’th’Sun, 
And bleat the one at th’ other: what we chang’d,” : 
VVas innocence, for innocence : ‘we knewnot: © 
The Doétrine of il"-Joing, ne nor dream’d i 
That acy did: had we purfu’d that life, 
And our weak {pirits ne’re been higher ‘rear'd 
With ftronger blood, we fhould have anfwer’d "Heaven 
Boldly, not guilty ; the*impofition clear’d; 
Hereditary ouré. tWepectolion. 
Her. By this we gather 
You have tript fince. 
Pol. Omy moft facred Lady, 
Temptations have fifice then been bofn’ to’ss for 
In thofe unfledg’d daies, was my wife a Girl ; 
Your precious felf had then norerofs'd the eyes 
Of my young Play-fellow. . 
Her. Grace to boot ¢ rg 
Of this make no conclufion, left youfay 
Your Queen and I are Devils + yet goon; 
Th’ offences we have made ‘you do; 'we'l anfwer, / 
If you firt finn’d with us’: and that'with us 
You did continue fault ¢ and'that you fliprnot 
VVicth any, but with us. 
Leo, Ishe won yet ? 
Her. He'll ftay, (my Lord) 
Leo. Atmy requeft, he wild not : 
Hermione (my dearcit) thou never (pok’ft 


To pig 
Her. Never ? 


Leo, Never, but once. 
Her, VV tat? have T twice faid well? when’ was’t before? 
Iprethee tell me : eram’s’withpraife, and'make’s 
Asfat as t\me things ? One goed deed) dying tonpuelefs, 
Slaughrers a thoufand, waiting upon thar,’ 
Oar praifes are our wages. Yourmay tide’s’ 
VVith one foft kif a thoulatid Furtonge, ete 
VVith fpur ‘we heat an Acre? But 26th? Goal > 
| My laft good deed was to intreat his ftay; 0% °° 
5 VVhat was my firft ? ir has avelder’ Sifter, 


Bur once before I {pake to th’purpole ? when ? 
Nay, let me have’c; I long. 
Leo, VV-hy, thatwas: when. . 
Three crabbed.Months had fowrd themfelves to death, 


Ere I could make thee. open.thy white band : 


And clap thy fel6.my-Lave.;..then didi# thou utter, 
{am yours for-ever..... 


Her. ’Tis Graceindeed. 


| Vvhy lo-you now ; | have {po eto thipurpofe twice ; 
The one for,evereatn’da Royal Husband ; 


Th’ other, foxdome whilea Friend. 
Leo. :Lodshot,.toohot.:.. .. ©... 

To mingle friendfhip far, .is mingling bloods. 

| have Tremor Condis on, me.:.my. heart dances, 
But not for joy ; notjoy. “Thisentertainment 
May a free face put on; derivesa Liberty 
From heartinefi, from bounty, fertilesofom, 
And we'l become the Agents “t.maysI grants 


But to be padling palms, and pinchieg fingers, 
| As now they are, and.:makingypraétis:d finiles 


Or I miftake you ;, O, woud her nane were Grace, 


Asin a Looking-Glafs : and then to figh, as twere 


| The Mort o’th’ Deer'3,;oh,,that is-entertamment 
|| My bofome likesnot, nor my Brows. AZanilins, 
|| Art chou my boy, ? 


Man, Vary, g00d'Lord. 
Leo, I feeks : , 
VVhy that’s sity Bawcock 5 what? has’t {mutch’d thy nofe? 


'| They fay-it is.a-Copy.out of mine. Come Captain, 


We muft be-neat snot neat, cleanly Captain.; 
And yet the Steer, the Heifer,,and the Calf, 
Are all call’d Neat. Still Virginal/ing 


‘| Upenhispalm ? How now (you wanton Calf) 


Art thou my Calf.) ? 
Mam. Yesif.youwill (my Lord) 
Leo. Thou wane a rough path,& the fhoots that I-have 
Tobbe-fullplikeme 5 yet. they fay we are 
Almoft-aslike as Eggs 3 Women fay.fo, 
(That willfay) any thing): but were they falfe 
Aso're did Blacks, as wind,as waters; falfe 
As dice are to be wifh’d, by one. that fixes 
No:born ‘twixthisand mine; . yet-were it true, 
To fay: this-boy-werelikeme. Come (fir Page) 
Look on me with your welkin eye; fwect villain. 
Moft dear’it, my collop: Camthey dam, may’t be 
Affe&tion?. thy intention ftabs.the Center. 
Thou‘do’ft makepoflible things not be fo held, 
Communicat'ft with dreams (how can this be ?) 
With what’s unreal, thou.coaétive art, 
And fellow’ft nothing, Then ’tis very credent, 
Thou maift co-joyn with fomething, and thou dof, 
(And that béyond commiffion) andi fiadir, 
( And that to the infeétion of »my Brains: 
Asd hardaing’of:my Brows. ) 
Pal, What means Sicilia? 
Her, He fomething feems unfeeled. 
Pol. How? my Lord ? 
Leo. What cheer ? how ist with.you, beft Brother ? 
Her.¥ou look as if you held a brow of much diftraétion, 
Are you mov’d (my! Lord? ) 
Leo, No, in good earneft. 
How fometimes Nature,will betray its folly ? 
It’s tendernefs ? und make it felf a paftime 
To harder bofoms ? Looking.on the, Lines 
Of my Boys:faceymeshoughts I did recoil 
Twenty three yearsyandiawmy felf.unbreach’d, 
In my green Velvet Goat ;..my,Dagger.muzzel’d, 
Left it fhould biteit’s Mater, and to.prove 
(As Ornaments oftdoes)too dangerous 5 
How like(methought) I chen: was so this Kernel) 
This Squath,! this: Gentleman, ..:/Mineboneft friend, 
Will you take Eggs for, Money ? 
‘Mam: No (ay bord) Ple-fight. 
Leo. You will: why happy man.be’s dole. My. Brother 
= Are 
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Are you fo fond of your young Prince, as we 
Do feem to be of ours? 
Pol. Ifat home (Sir) : 
Here’s all my Exercife, my Mirth, ‘my Matter 5 
Now my fworn Friend, and themmine Enemy 5 
My Parafite, my Soldier , Statessmans @ 
He makes a Fuly’s day, fhort as Decémber ; 
And with his varying Childnefs, cures:in me 
Thor ghts, that {hould think my Blood. thins 
Les. So ftands this Squire 
Officd with me: We two will walk ¢ my Lord) - 
And leave you to your graver fteps."” Herriione. 
How thou lov'ft us,, fhew in our Brothérs ‘welcom 5 
Let what is deer in Sscily be cheap : 
Next to thy felf, and my young Rover, ‘he’s 
Apparent to my heart. 


Her. lf you would feek us, 12 
We are yours i’th’Garden= fhall’s ‘attend: you there ? 

Leo, To your own bents difpofe you : 
Be you beneath the Sky Tam angling Now, 
(Tho you perceive me not how 1 give Line) 
Go to, goto. = 
How fhe holds up the Neb’? ‘the Bill to him? 
And arme her with the boldnefs of a Wife. 
To her allowing Husband. Gone alréady, 


Go play, (Boy) pla ; thy Mother plays, and I 
Play me ts difgiae’d apart, whofe iffue: 
Will hifs me to my Grave: Contempt and Clamor 
will be my'Knell. Go play ( Boy) play, 
(Or 1am much deceiv’d)” Cuckolds ere ‘now 

And many.a man there is (even at thisprefent, © 
Now, while {peak this) tiolds his Wife byoth’ Arm. 
That little thinks fhe has been fluic‘d in’s' abfence, 

And his Pond fift’d by his next Neiglibour’ by 
Sir’Smi], his Neighbout :) nay, there’s'comfort in’t;. 
Whiles other men have Gatés, and thofe-Gates epenkh . 
(As mine) againft their will. Should-all:defpair =~ 
That have revolted Wives, the tcnth’of Mankind. . 


It is a bawdy Planet that will ftrike 
Where’ cis predominant ; and ’tis powerful: 
From Eaft, Weft, North -and South, “be it concluded, 
No Barricado for aBelly -Know’t, toe 
It will let inand out the Enemy, ©? oY fied 
With bag and baggage: many a thoufand one’s. 
Have the difeafe, and feel’t not. - How now Boy ? 
Mam. \am like you they fay. 
Leo, Why, that’s fome comfort. °° 
What? Camillo there? — ig 
Cam. 1, my good Lord. «4 


fai % a Ly 


Comillo, this great Sir will yet ftay longer. 


Woen you caft out, it ftill came home: 

Leo. Didft note it? ; 

Cam. He would not ftay, at your petitions, made, 
His bufinefs more material, 

Leo, Didft perceive it? : 
They’re here with me already 5 
Sicilia is afo-forth: *tisfar goney % 
When I fhall guft it lat. How-cam’e ( Camillo) 
That he did ftay? 

Cam. At the‘good Queens entreaty- : 

Leo. At the Queens be’t: Good fhould be pertinent, 
But fvitis, itis not. Was this taken 
By any underftanding pate but thine? a 
Fo eee isfoaking, willdrawin © "¥ 
More than the common Blocks; not noted, is’t, 
But of the finer Natures? by fome Severals 
Of head-piece extraordinary? Lower Meffes 
Perchance are to this bufinefs purblind? ‘Say. 


whifp’ring, rounding : 


Bohemia ftays here longer. 


you'd be found, 


“1 | And tak’ticall for jeft, 


Inch thick, Knee deep; ore-head and eats’a fork’d one. , 


there have been 


. |L play’d the fool, it was my negligence, 


; 


Would hang themfelves. - Phyfick for’t, there's’ none’: 


thinkett t. 


Leo. Go play (Aamillins) thou’rt an honeft man: 


Cam. Youhad much ado to make his Anchor hold, | 


Cam. Bufinefs, my Lord? I think moft underftand 
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Leo. Ha? 1 
Cam, Stays here longer: 
Leo. 1, but why? 
Cam. To fatisfie your Highnefs, 
Of our moft.graeious Miftrets. 
Leo. Satisfie ? 
Th'entreaties of your Miftrefs? Satistie? 
Let that fuffice. I have trufted thee (Camilb } 
With all the nearft things to my heart, as well 
My Chamber-Councels, wherein ( Prieft-like). thou 
Hafi cleans’d my Bofom : I, from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform’d: but we have been 
Deceiv’d in thy integrity, deceiv’d 
'In that which feems fo. 
Cam, Be it forbid (my Lord.) : ' 
Leo. To bide upon’t: thou art not honeft: of 
If thou inclin’ft that way, thou art a Coward, 
Which hoxes honefty behind, reftraining <4 
From courfe requir’d: or elfe thou muft be counted . | 
AServant, grafted in my ferious Truft, me 
And therein negtigent: or elfe a Fool, Be 
| That feetta Game plaid home, the rich flake drawn; | 


and the Entreaties 


Ee 2) 


Cam. My gracious Lord,. «.. 
I may be negligent, foolith and fearful, 
In every one of thefe; no man is free, 
But that ‘his negligence, his folly, fear, 
Amongft the infinite doing of the World, 
| Sometimes puts forth {a your, affairs (my Lord.) 
If ever | were wilful-negligent, 
1 It was my folly.5- if induftrioufly 


Not weighing well the end: if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the iffue-doubted, .«) . 
'| Whereof {the Execution did cry out ‘4 

'| Againft the not-performance 5 ’twes a fear Pes: 
Which oft infeéts the wifeft: thefe (my Lord). 

Are fuch aHow’d infirmities that honefty 9 
Is never free of.’ But befeech your Grace ‘ 
Be plainer with me, let me know my trefpafs tn 
By it’s own vilages if Ithen deny it, mets 
* Tis none ‘of mine. ; 

Leo. Hvnot'you fen Camille? ea eae 
(But that’s paft doubrs you haves or. your eye-glafs. a: a 
is thicker than a Cockolds Horn)orheatd? = (sss 
(For to a Vifion fo apparent, Rumour ae 
Cannot be mute) or thought? (for Cogitation: ‘ 
: Refides not in that man, that do’s not think iGae 

My Wife is tpoery) if thou wilt confels,. ae 

Or «lfe be impudeiftly negative, rat 
To have nor Eyes, nor Ears, nor Thought, then fay | | 
My Wife’s a — defervesa Name... 
Asrank as any-Flax-wench, that puts to «sag 
Before her troth-plight : fay’t and juftifi's. Cy hE 


Cam. I would not be a ftander-by, to hear. yea | 
My Soveraign Miftrefs clouded fo, without... | 
My prefent vengeance taken;"fhrew my heart)... 
You never fpoke what did become you lefs deh 


Than this; which to reiterate, were fin 
As deep as that, tho true, oat 
Leo, Is whitpering nothing? ne teed 
Is leaning Cheek te Cheek? is meeting Nofes? . 
Kiffing with infide Lip? ftopping the Carier cca 
Of Laughter, witha Sigh? (a note infallible, 
Of breaking honefty) horfing footonfoot?° 
Skulking in corners? withing Clocks more fwilt? » te 
Hours, Minutes? the Noon, Midnight? and all Eyes 
Blind with the pin and web, but theirs; theirs only, 
That would unfeen be wicked ? Isthisnothing? ee ae 
Why then the:World, .and all that’s in’c is nothings | 
The covering Sky is nothing. Bobemsa nothing, 
My wifeis nothing, nor nothing have thefe nothingsy 
lf this be nothing. Se wee 
Cam. Good my Lord be cur’d: - 


Se MEY 
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Of this dileas'd opinion, and betimes - 
For ’tis moft dangerous. 
Leo, Say it be, tiserue. 
Cam. No,no,my Lord, 
Leo. tis: youlye, you lye: 
Ifay thou lieft Camillo, and { hate thee, 
Pronounce thee agrots Lowt, a mindlefs Slave, 
Or clfe a hovering Temporizer, that 
Canft with thine eyes at once fee good and evil; 
foclining to them both: were my wives Liver 
Infeéted ( as her life) the would not live 
The running of one Glats. 
Cam. Who do’s infe& her ? ; 
Leo, Why he that wears her like her Medal, hanging 
About his neck( Bohemia) who, if 1 
Had fervants true about me, that bear eyes 
| To fee alike mine honour, as their profits, . 
| (Their own particular Thrifts ) they would do that 
| Which fhould undo more doing: I, and thou 
His cup- bearer, whom! from meaner form 
Have bench’d, and rear’d to worfhip, who may’ft fee 
Plainly, as heaven {ces earth, and earth fees Heaven, 
How I am gall’d, thou mightft be-{pice a Cup, 
To give mine enemy a lafting wink : 
Which draught to me, were cordial. 
Cam, Sit (my Lord ) 
I could do this, and that with no rafh Potion, 
But with a lingring Dram, that fhould not work 
Malicioufly, like a poifen, bur I cannot 
Believe this Crack to be in my dread Miftrefs 
(So foveraignly being honourable.) 
I havelov’d thee. Merk /I7 fuerhim K90 dot. 
Eee, Make that thy queftion; and go fot : 
Do’ftthink I am fo muddy, fountetled, 
To appoint my felf in this vexation ? 
Sully the purity and witnefs of my fheets 
( Which to preferve, is fleep ¢ which being fpotted, 
Is Goads, Thorns, Nettles, Tails of Wafps) 
Give fcandal tothe blood o’th’ Prince, my Son, 
(Who I do think is mine, and love as mine) 
Without ripe moving to’ ? would Ido this ? 
Could man fo blench? ~ 
| Cass. I mult Believe you (Sir) 
I do, and will fetch off Bobemia for’t : 
Provided, that when he’s remov’d, your highnefs 
Will take again your Queen, as yours at firft; 
Even for your Sons fake, and thereby for fealing 
The injury of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdoms* 
Known and ally’d to yours, 
Leo. Thou doft advife me; 
Even foas I mine own courfe have fet down : 
Vle give no blemifh to her hononr, none. 
Cam, My Lord, 
Go then; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendfhip wears at Peafts, keep with Bohemia 
And with your Queen: | att his Cup-bearer, 
If from me he havewMholfome Beveridg, 
Account me not your fervant. 
Leo. This is all : 
Do’t, and thou haft the one half of my heart ; 
Do’t not, thou {plitt’?@ thine own. 
Cam. Vle do’t, my Lord. 
Leo. Twill feem friendly; as thou haft advis‘d me. &xit. 
Cam. O miferable Lady. But for me ! 
What cafe ftand Tin? I muft be the poyfoner 
Of good Polixenes,and my ground to dot, 
Is the obedience to a Mafter’, one, 
Who in saben ee. will have 
All that are his, {0 too. Todo this deed 
Promotion follows: If I pe Fad example e3 
Of thoufands that had ftruck anointed Kings, 
And flourifh’d afer, ’ld not do’t : But fince °°! 
Nor Brafs, nor Stone, nor Parchment bears 
Let villiany it felf forfwear’t. Tmuft 


not one, 
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Forfake the Court: to do’t, or no, is certain’ 
Tome abreak-neck. Happy Star reign now, 
Here comes Bohemia. Enter Polixenes. 
Pol. This is range : methinks 
My favour here begins to warp. Not fpeak? 
Good day Cavgillo. 
Cam. Hail moft royal fir. 
Pol. Whatis the news i’th’ Court ? 
(am. None rare ( my Lord. ) 
Pol. The King hath on him fuch a countenance, 
As had he loft fome Province, and a Regicn 
Lov’d, as he loves himfelf: even now I met him 
With cuftomary complement, when he 
Watting his eyes to th’contrary, and falling 
A Lip of much contempt, fpeeds from me, and 
So leaves me to confider what is breeding, 
That changes thus his Manners. 
Cam. I darenot know (my Lord.) . . 
Pol. How, dare not2 do not? do you know, and dzre not? 
Be intclligent tome, tis thereabouts : 
For to your felf, what do you know, you muft, 
And cannot fay, youdare not. Good Camillo, 
Your chang’d complexions are to mea Mirror, 
Which fhews me mine chang’d too ; for Imuft be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
My felf thus alter’d with’r, 
Cam. There is a ficknefs 
Which puts fome of usin ditemper; but 
Icannot name the Difeafe, and itis caught 
Of you that yet are well, 
Pol. How caught of me ? 
Make me not fighted like the Bafilifque. 
Ihave look’d'on thoufands, who have fped the better 
By my regard, bur kill’d none fo : Camilly, 
As you are cerrainly a Gentleman, thereto 
Clerk-like expedienc’d, which no lefs adotns 
Our Gentry, than our Parents Noble Names, 
In whofe fuccefs we are gentle : I befeech you, 
If you know ought which do’s behove my knowledg; 
Thereof to be inform’d, imprifon’s not 
In ignorant concealment. 
Cam. | may not anfwer, 
Pol. A SicknefS caught of me, and yet I well ? 
Imutt be anfwer’d, Doft thou hear Camilo, 
Tconjure thee by allthe parts of man, 
Which honour do’s acKnowledg, whereof the leaft 
Is not this Suit of mine, that thou declare 
What incidency thou doft guefs of harm 
Is creeping toward me; how far off, how near, 
Which way to be prevented, if tobe: 
If not, how beft to bear it. 
Cam. Sir, | will tell you, 
Since I am charg’d in Honour, and by him 
That I think Honourable; therefore. mark my. counfel, 
Which muft be ev’n as fwiftly followed, as 
] mean to utter it; or both your felf, and me, 
Cry loft, and fo good night. 
Pol, On, good Camillo, ‘ig 
Cam. I appointed’im to murder you. 
Pol. By whom, Cami ilo. 
Cam. By the King. 
Pol. For what ? 
Cam, He thinks, nay with all confidence 
Ashe had feen’t, or, been an Inftrument 
‘To vice you to’r, that you have toucht his Queen 
Forbiddenly. 
Pol. Oh then, my beft blood turn 
To an infeéted Gelly, and my Name — 
Be yoak’d with his, that did betray the belt : 
Turn then my frefheft Reputatian so. 
A favour, that may ftrike the dulleft Noftril 
Where I arrive, and my approch be fhun’d, 
Nay hated too, worfe than the great’t infection, 
That ere was heard, or read, 
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Cam. Swear his thought over 
By each particular Star in Heaven, and 
By all their influences ; you’ may as well 
Forbid’ the Sea for to obey the Moon, 
As( or by Oath) remove, or ( Counfel ) fhake 
The Fabrick of his Folly, whofe foundation 
[s py’d upon his Faith, and will continue 
The ftanding of his Body. 
Pol. How fhould this grow? 
Cam. | know not: but I amfure’tis fafer to 
Avoid what’s grown, than queftion how "tis born. 
If therefore you dare truft my honefty, 
That lies inclofed in this Trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawnd, away to Night, 
Your Followers 1 will whifper to the bufinefs, 
And will by twoes, and threes, at feveral Pofterns, 
Clear them o’th’ City. For my felf, I'le put 
My fortunes to your fervice ( which are here 
By this difcovery loft. ) Be not uncertain, 
For by the honour of my Parents, 1 
Have uttred Truth 3 which if you feek to prove, 
{ dare not ftand by; nor fhall you be fafer, 
Than one condemned by the Kings own mouth: 
Thereon his Execution fworn. 
Pol. 1 do believe thee: 
I faw his hear t in’s face. Give me thy hand. 
Be Pilot to me, and thy places fhall 
| Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, and 
My people did expeé&t my hence departure 
Two days ago. ~ This Jealoufie 
Is for a precious Creature : as fhe’s rare, 
Mutt it be great 5 and,as his Perfon’smighty, 
Muttit be violent: and, as he do’s conceive, 
He is cifhonour’d bya man, whichever 
Profefs’d to him ; Why his Revenges mutt 
In that be made more bitter. Fear ore-fhades me + 
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gracious Queen, part, of his Theam ; but nothing 
Of hisij!-tane fulpition. Come Camillo, 
I will refpeét thee asa Father, if 
Thou bear’ my life off, hence. Let us avoid. 
Cam. \t is in mine authority to command 
The Keys of all the Pofterns : Pleafe your Highnefs 
Totakethe urgent hour. Come Sir away. | 
Exeunt. | 


, 
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Actus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Hermione, Mamillins, Ladies : Leontes, 
Antigonus, Lord. 


Her. Take the boy to you : he fotroubles me, 
Tis paft enduring. 

Lady. Come ( my graciousLord ) 

Shall I be your play-fellow ? 

Mam. No, le none of you. , 

Lady. why (my fweet Lord?) 

Mam. You’lkifsme hard, and fpcak to me, as if 
I were a Baby ftill. I love you better, — 

2 Lady And why fo (my Lord? ) 

Mam. Not for becavfe 5 
Your Brows are blacker (yet black-brows they fay 
Become fome Women beft, fo that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a Semicircle, 


2 Lady. Who taught this? | = . 
_ Mam, Wearn’dit out of Womens faces : pray now, 
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What colour be your eye->rows? 


The Queen( your Mother } rounds apace 
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| And Tle be {worn you would believe my faying, 
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Lady. Blew ( my Lerd. ) 
Mam. Nay, that’s a mock: | have feen a Ladies Nofe 
That ha’s been blew, but aot her eye-brows, 


Lady. Heark ye Pais. 
: we thall 


Prefent our fervicestoafine new Prince 
One of thefe daies, and then you’l wanton with us, 
If we would have you. 

2 Lady. She is {pread of late 
Into a goodly Bulk ( good time encounter her. ) 

Her, What wifdom ftirs amongf you? Come Sir,now 
Iam for you again : Pray you fit by us, 
And tell’sa Tale. 

Mam. Merry , or fad, fhal’t be ? 

Her. As merry as you will. | 

Mam. A fad Tale’s be& for VVinter : 

I have one of Sprights, and Goblins. - 

Her. Let's have that ( good Sir. ) 

Come-on, fit down. Come-on, and do your beft, a 
To fright. me with your fprights : you’r powerful atit, | 

Mam, There was'a man. ie Oe 

Her. Nay, come fit down ; then on. 

Maz. Delt by a Church-yard +1 will tellit 
Yond Crickits fhall not hear it. 

Her. Come on then, and giv’t me in mine ear, 

: Enter L, 
Leon. V.Vas he met there ? his Train ? Camillo with 
him? . ts 

Lord, Behind the tuft of Pines 1 met them, never 
Saw Imen fcowr fo on their way : leyed them 
Even to their Ships. 

Leo, How bleft am I 
In my juft Cenfare ? In my true Opinion ? 
Alack, for lefler knowledge, how accurs‘d, 
In being fo ble? ? There may be in the Cup 
A Spider fteep’d, and one may drink ; depart, 
And yet partake no venom ; ( for his knowledge 
Is not infe&ted ) but if one prefent « 
Th’ abhor’d ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his Gorge, his fides 
VVith violent Hefts. I have drunk, and feen the Spider, 
Camillo was his help in this, his Pander : ‘ 
There isa Plot againft my Life, my Crown; 
All’s true that is miftrufted , that falfe Villain, 
VVhom I employ’d, was pree employ’d by him: 
He ha’s difcovered my D.{fign, and I 
Remain a pinch’d Thing ; yea, a very Trick 
For them to play at will ; how came the Pofterns 
So eafily open? 

Lord, By his great authority, 

VVhich often have no lefs prevail’d, than fo 
Ono your command. 

Leo. | know’t too well. . 
Give me the Boy, 1 am glad you did not nurfehim: 
Though he do’s bear fome figns of me, yet you 
Have too much bloodtin him. ==> 

Her, Whatis this? fport? : wi ante 

Leo, Bear the Boy hence, he thal] not come about her, 
Away with him, and let her {port her felf ti 
With that the’s big with, for tis Polixenes 
Ha’s made thee {well thus. 

Her, But V1d-fay he had not ; 


fofily, 


How e’re you lean to th’ Nayward, 
Leo. You (my Lords ) 

Look on her, mark her well; be but about 

To fay fhe is a goodly Lady, and 

The Juftice of your hearts will thereto add 

*Tis pity fhe’s not honeft : Honourable : 

Praife her but for this her without-dore-Form, 

( Which on my faith defetves high fpeech ).and ftrai 

The Shrug, the Hom, or Ha, ( thefe Petty-brands ; 

That Calumny doth ufe;Qhlamout,; .,  . | 
2 La seers ashy That| 

i 


ae 


ght 
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; do’s, for Calumny will fear ; 
aka f) thefe Shrugs,thefe Hum’s, and Ha’s, 
When you have faid fhe’s goodly, come between 
Ere youcan fay fhe’s honeft : bur be’e known 
(From him that ha’s moft caufe to grieve it thould be) 

d dultrefs. 
ae Should a Villain fay fo, 
(The moft replenifh’d villain in the world) ; 
He were as much more villain : you (my Lord) 
miftake. 
— You have miftook (my Lady) 
Polixenes for Leontes : O thou thing, 
(Which [le not call a creature of thy place, 
Leaft Barbarifm (making me the precedent ) 
Should a like Language ufe to all degrees, 
And mannerly diftinguifhment leave out, 
Betwixt the Prince and B: ggar : I have taid 
She’s an Adultrefs, i have faid with whom : 
More ; She’s a Traytor, and Camillo is 
A Federary with her, and éne aes 
What fhe fhould fhame to know her felf, ' 
But with her mof vild seineibal une fhe’s 
{warver, even as bad as thofe : 
Tht oled Sive bola’ft Titles, I, and privy 
To this their late hed 
my life 

Biv seed this : how will this grieve you, 
When you fhall come to clearer knowledg, that 
You thus have publith’d me? Gentle my Lord, 
You fearce can right me throughly, then to fay 
You did miftake. ; 

Leo. No, if I miftake | 
In thofe foundations which I build upon, 
The center is not big enough to bear : 
A School-boys Top, Away with her, to prifon: 
He who fhall {pcak for her, is afar off guilty, 
But that he {peaks, ; 

Her. There’s fome . Planet et : 

e patient, till the heavens loo 

nh is Steet more favourable. Good my Lords, 
I am not prone to weeping (as our fex 
Commonly are ) the want of which vain dew 
Perchance fhall dry your pities: but I have 
That honourable Grief lodg’d here, which burns 
Worle than tears drown : "befeech you all ( my Lords ) 
With thoughts fo qualified as your Charities 
Shall beft inftrn& you, meafure me: and fo 
The KingsWill be perform’d. 

Leo, Shall Ibe heard ? 


Her. Who is’t that goes with me? befecch your highnefs | Y 


My women may be with me, for you fee 
My plight requiresit. Do not weep (good Fools ) 
Thereis nocaufe: when you thall know your Miftris 
Hasdeferv’d Prifon, then abound in tears, 
As I come out ; this ation I now goon, 
Is for my better grace. Adieu(my Lord ) 
I never wifh’d to fee you forry, now 
i truftl thall : my womencome, you have leave. 
Leo. Go do our bidding hence. 
Lord. Befeech your highnels call the Queen again, 
Ant. Be certain what you do (Sir)left your Juttice 
Prove violence, in the which three great ones duffer, 
Your feif, your Queen, your Son. 
Lord. For her (my Lord) 
I dare my life Jay down, and will do’t (Sir) 
Pleafe you ¢’ accept it, that the Queen is ipotlefs 
Pth? eyes of heaven, and to:you'( 1 mean. 
In this, which you accufe her, ) 
eAntiz. If itprove ih 
She’s otherwife, i'le keep my Stable where « - 
I lodg my wife, [’le goin couples with hers... 
Then when I feel, and fee her, no farther troft her : 


For every inch of Woman in the world, 
levery dram of womans flcthis falfe, 
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If the be. 

Leo. Hold your peaces, 

Lord. Good my Lord, 

e4atig. Itis for you we {pzak, not for our felyes - 
You are abus’d, by fome putter on, 
That will be damn’d for’t; would I knew the villain, 
I would Land-damn him - be the honour-flaw'd, 
I have three daughters: the eldeft is eleven; 
The fecond, and the third, nine: and fons 
If this prove true; they’! pay tor’t, By mine honour 
le gel’d em all : fourteen they thall not {ee 
To bring falfe generations: they are Co-heirs, 
And I had rather glibmy felf, thay they 
Should not produce fair iffue, 

Leo. Ceafe, no more : 
You fmell this bufinefs with a fence as cold 
As is a dead-mans nofe: but I dofee’t, and feel’t; 
As you feel doing thus - and fee withal 

he inftruments that feel. 

ent. If it be fo, 
We need no grave to bury:honefty, 
There's nor Stain of it, the face to fweeten 
Of the whole dungy-earth, 

Leo. What? lack | credit ? 

Lord. I had rather you did lack ¢] 
Upon this ground : and more it would content me 
To have her hononr true, than’ your fufpition 
Be blam7d for’t how you might, 

Leo. Why what need we 
Commune with you for this ? but rather follow 
Our forceful inftigation ?- Cur Prerogative 
Calls not your countels, but our nataral goodnefs 
Imparts this ; which, ii you, or ftupified, 

Or feeming fo, in skill, cannot, or wiil not 
Relith a truth, like us: inform your felves 

€ need no more of Your advice: the Matter, 

The lofs, the Sain, the ord’ring on’r, 
Is all Properly ours, 

Ant. And I with (my Liege) 
You had only in your filent judgment try’d it, 
Without more overture. 

Leo. How could that be? 

Either thou art moft ignorantby ages. 

Or thou wer’t born a foo} : Camillo’s flight 
Added to their familiariry 
(Which was as rol, as ever touch’d conjeQture, 
That lack’ approbation 
But only feeing all other circumftances 
Made up to th? deed) doth path on this Proceeding s 


five: 


Leo. Tho lam fatish 
Than what I know ; 
Give reft to th’minds of Others; fuch as he 
Whofe ignorant credulity will not 
Come upto th’truth. So we have thought it good 
Fromour free Perfon, fhe thould be confin’d, 
Left that the treachery of the two) fled thence, 
Be left her to perform. Come follow us, 

We axe to {peak inpublick = for this bufinels 
Will raife us alls). 9 - 
4 ntiz, To laughter, as I take it, 


If the good truth, were known, Exeunt, 


er 


Bo oe ED ere 
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Scena Secunda. 


Emilia. 


Enter Paulina, a Gentleman, Goaler, 


Pant. The keeper of the prifon, call to him : 
Let hin have knowledg whom 1 am. Good Lady, 
No Court in Earope is too good for thee, 
What doft thou then in prifon? Now good Sir, 
You know me, do you not? 
Goa. For a worthy Lady, 
And one, whom much I honour. 
Pau. Pray you then, 
Condué me to the Queen. 
Goa. I may not (Madam) 
To the contrary I have expres commandment: 
Paws, Here’s a-do to lock up honefty and honour from 
Th’ accefs of gentle vifitors. Is’t lawful pray you 
To fee her women ? any of them? Emilia ? 
Goa. So pleafe you (Madam) ~ 
To put apart thefe your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 
Pas. Lpray younow call her : 
Withdraw your felves. 
Goa. And Madam, 
| mutt be prefent at your conference. 
Pant. Well: be’ fo: prethee. 
Here’s fuch a-do, to make no ftain, a ftain, 
As paflescolouring. Dear Gentlewoman, 
How fares our gracious Lady ? 
Emil. As wellas one fo great, and fo ‘forlorn 
May hold together ; On her frights, and’ griefs 
(Which never tender Lady hath born greater) - 
She is fomething before her time, deliver’d. 
Faun. A boy? 
Emil. Adaughter’ and ‘a goodly babe, 
Lufty, and like to live: the Queen receives 
Much comfort in’t: Says, my poor prifoner 
I am innocent as you- = 
Pau, 1 dare be {worn : 
Thefe dange ous, unfafe Lunes i’th’ King, befhrew them, . 
Ee mutt be told on’r, and he fhall : the office : 
Becoms a woman beft! Vle take it upon me, 
If I prove Honey-mouth’d, let my tongue blifter. 
And never to my red-look’d anger be 
The Trumpet anymore: pray you( Emilia) 
Commend my belt obedience to the Queen, 
If the dares truft me with her little babe, 
Pie fhew’t the King, and undertake to be 
Her advocate to’th loud’it, We do not know 
How he may foften at-the fight 0’ th’ Child : 
The filence often of pure innocence : 
Perlwads, when {peaking fails. 
Emil. Moft worthy Madam, —. 
Your honour and your goadnefs is fo evident, 
That your free undertaking cannot mils 
A thriving iffue : there isno Lady living 
So meet for this great etrand ; pleafe your Ladythip 
To vific the next room. Ple prefently 
Acquaint the Queenof your moft noble offer, 
Who, but to day hammered of this defign, 
But durft not tempt'a Minifter of honour 
Leaft fhe fhould he deni‘d: ; 
Paul, Tell ter(Emilia) 
le ufe that rongue I have: 
As boldnefs from wy bofom, 
I thall:do good: Tein 
Emil. Now be you bleft for it. 
Ple to the Queen : pleafe you come fomething nearer. 
Goa, Madam if’t pleafe the Queen to fend the babe, 


Enter. 
€ milia ! 


‘ 


If wit flow from’t = 
let’ not be doubted © 


And level of my brain : 


| Shall fhe, within my power. 


| Fear you his tyrannous paffion more (alas) 


11 come to bring him fleep. "Tis fuch 
| Fhat creep like fhadows fy him, and 4 fish? Rit 


pe} 
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know not what I {hall incur, to pais it, 
Having no warrant. 
Pau. You need not fear it (fir) 
This Child was prifoner to the womb, and is 
By Law. and procefs of great Nature,thence 
Free’d, and énfranchis’d, not a party to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of 
( If any be) the trefpafs of the Queen. 
Goa. 1 do believe it. 
Pau. Do not you fear: upon mine honour, I 
Will ftand betwixt you, and denger. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Leontes, Servants, Pavlina, Antigonus — 
and Lords. i 


’ 

Leo. Nor night, nor day, no reft : it is but weaknefs 
To bear the matter thus: mear weaknels, if 
The caufe were not in being : part.o’th caufe, 


| She, th’ Adultrefs 5 for the harlot-king 


Isquite beyond mine arm: out of the blank 
plot-proof : but fhe, 
I can hook to me : fay that fhe were gone, 
Given to the fire, a moity of my reft 
Might come to me again. Who's there ? 

Ser, My Lord. 

Leo. How do’s the boy ? 

Ser. He took good reft co night : ‘cishop’d © 
His ficknef is difcharg’d. 

Leo. To fee his noblenefs. 
Conceiving the difhonour of his Mother, 
He ftraight declin’d, droop’d, took it deeply, 


Enter, ‘ 


| Faften’d, and fix’d the fhame on’t inhimfelf: 1 


Threw off his Spirit, his Appetite, his Sleep, 
And down-right languifh’d. Leave me folely: g0, — 


| See how he fares: Fie, fie,no thoughtof him, = 7 


tsb 


The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoylupon me: inhimfelf too mighty: 
Until a time may ferve, for prefent vengeance 
Take iton her: Camillo, and Polixenes $e 
Laughat me, make their paftime at myforrows 
They fhould not laugh if I could reach them, nor 


_ Enter Paulina. ' 


Lord. You muft not enter. ; iS ae 
Paul, Nay rather (good my Lords be fecond to me: : 
Then the Queenslife ? A gracious innocent Soul, ba 
More free, than he is jealous, + ae 
Antig. Ae enough. Be Be 

Ser. Madamhe hath not flept to night,commanded 
None fhould come at him.: . how m8 
Pau. Not fo hot (good Sir) J 


nyirs Me 
t 


At each his needlefs heavings: fuch a {pathy v0 ee 
Nourifh the caufe of his awaking. Us La : 
Do come with words, as medicinal, as true Pa ee 
(Honeft, as either 5) to purge him of that h age 
That preffes him from fleep.  soapan 2 Ore 

Leo. What noife there, hoe ? vga ioe 
Pau. No noite (my Lord) but needfuleonferent 
About fome Goffips for your Highnefs, 
Leo. How? here: 5 
Away with that audacious Lady. Anti, beats ee 

Tcharg’dthee that fhe fhouldnot eaice audit me, 

I knew fhe would, © ipainaca Ws 39-90 Y3 


4 


Ant, \ told her fo (my Lord) — 
On your difpleafures peril and on mine, 
She fhould not vifit you. i 

Leo. What ? canft not rule her ? 

Pau. From all difhonefty he can: inthis: 
(Unlefs he take the courfe that you have done) 
Commit me, for committing honor, truft it, 
He fhall nor rule me : 

Ant. La-you now, you hear, 
When the willtake the rain, Let-her-run, 
But the’l not finmble. 

Panl. Good my Liege I come: 
‘| And I befeech you hear me : who profeffes 
My felf your loyal fervant, your Phyfitian, 
-Your moft obedient Counfellor ; yer that dares 
Lefs appear fo, in comforting your evils, 
Then fuch as moftfeem yours. «I fay, Icome 
From your good Queen. 
Leo. Good Queen? 

Paul. Good Queen (my Lord) good Queen, 
Ifay good Queen, 

And would by combate, make her good fo, were! 
A man, the worft about you. 

Leo. Force her hence. 

Pau. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes 

Firft hand me: on mine own accord, Ile off, 
But firft 5 Pie do.my errand. The good Queen 
(for the is good ) hath brought you forth a daughter, 
Here tis: commends it to your bleffing. 

Leo, Out : 
A mankind Witch? Hence with her, out o’dore : 
A moft intelligencing bawd. 

Paul, Not fo, 
Im am asignorant in that, as you, 
In fo entit’ling me : and no lets honeft 
Then you are mad: which is enough, Ile warrant 
(Asthis world goes) to pafs for honeft. 

Leo.. Traitors; 

Will you not pufh her out ? Give her.the Baftard, 
Thou dotard, thou art woman-tir'd : unroofted 
By thy dame Partlethere. Take up the baftard, 
Tak’ up, I fay 5 give’t to the Croan, 
| Paul. Foreyer 

Unvenerable ede trands, if thou 
Tak’ up the Princefs, BY thatforecd bafenefs 
Which he has put upon’e, : 

Leo. He dreads his Wife. 

Paul. So I would you did: then ’twere paft all doubt 
Youl'd call your Children, yours, - . 

Leo. A neft of Traitors. , 

Ant. | am none, by this good light. 

Pant, Nor 1; tor any e TERR 
But one that’s here: and that’s himfelf; for he, 

The facred honor, of himfelf, his Queens, 
| His hopeful Sons, his babes betrays to flander, 
| Whofe fting is fharper than the Swords, and will not 
| (For as the cafenow ftands, it isa curfe 
He cannot be compell’d too’t) once remove 
The root of his opinion, which isrotten, 
| As ever Oak, or fone was.found. J 
Leo, ACallac 
Of boundlefs tongue, who Jate hath beat. ber husband, 
And now baits me this brat isnone of mine. _ 
It is the 1ffue Of Polixenes. aa 
Hence with it, and together with the Dam, 
Commit them tothe fire, = 

Paul. \tis yours; 
And might we lay th’ old Proverb to your 
So like you, ’tis the worfe. Behold (my Lords J 
Altho the print beJictlethe whole Matter 
And copy of the Father ;(Eye, Nofe,Lip, 
| The trick of’s Frown, his forehead, nay, the Val 


charge, 


| The very Mold, and frame of hand, nayl, Finger.) 


of Gae ~ 
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| And thou good Goddels Mature, 


{) 


| That wilt not flay her ton 


| CAs recompence of jour dear fervices >” 


Lead on to fome foul {flue.’ We albigiéel, 2 Hi ; 
Yor each wind that blows] |"? 


which haf made ‘it 
So like toshim that got it, if thou haft |! 


The ordering of the Mind too, *mongtt all Colours 
No Yellow in’t, left the fufpeé, as he do’s, 
Her Children, not her Husbands. 

Leo. A grofshag: 
And Lozel, thou art worthy ro be hang’d, 
ue. 

Antig. Hang all the husbands . 
That cannot do that Feat, you'l leave your felf 
Hardly one fubje& | 

Leo, Once more take her hence: 

Paul. A moft unworthy, and unnatiiral Lord 
Can donomore, 

Leo. Ple ha’ thee burnt. 

Paul. Icarenot; ~” 
itis an Heretick that makes the fire, 
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Not fhe whieh burns in’t. (le not call you Tyrant: 


But this moft cruel ufage of your Queen 
(Not able to produce sore accufation. 
Then your own we: k-hing’d faney Something {yours 
Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 
Yea, fcandalous to the world, 
Leo. On your allegiance, 
Out of the chamber with her, Were [a tyrant, 
Where were her life ? the d&tfhot call me fo 
if the did know me one. Away withher. 
Paul. | pray you do not pufhime, Ple be gone, 


A better guiding fpirit. What-need thefe hands > 
You that are thus fo tender o’re His Follies, 
Will never do him good, hot one of you. 

So, fo : farewel, we are gone. 


| Look to your Babe(my Lord) ‘tis yours: Jove fend her 


Exit. 


Leo: Thou (Traytor )haft fet onthy wife to this, 
|My Child ?, away with’c ? even-thou, that hat 


| A heart fo tender o’re it, take it hence, 


‘And fee it inftantly confom’d with fire, 


| Even thou, ahd none but thou. - Take it up fraight ; 


Within this hour bring méword ‘tisdone, 
(And by good teftimony ).or Mle feize thy life, 
With what thou elfe cai? ft thine, + if thou refufe, 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, fay fo; ... 
The Baftard-brains with thete my proper hands , - 
ShallT-dath out: gotake ittothefire, | 2)” 
For thou fett’& on thy wife, 

eAntig. | did not, fir; 


| Thefe Lords, my noble fellows, if they pleafe, 
,} Can clear me in’t. 


Lords. We cin s-myRoyal Lieges:, oot 
He isnot guilty of her coming hither. “= 
Leo. You're liars all. _ ; 
Lord, Beleech:yourshighne(s give-us*better credit ¢ 
We have always truly ferv’d you, and befeech 
So to efteem of'us: atid’on ourknees weep) 27) © 
ii SHY 9S 
Paft, and tocome ) that 


ou do charge thisipurpote, 
Which being fo “ 6 SPU EOre, 


horrible , fo bloody, mutt . 
2 a Orn 
Leo. am ai 
Shall I live on, tooftethis baterd kneel; 
And call me Féasher better ‘tuft now, 2002729 © 
Then curfeitthen. But be it: let ic: bayp 220 ‘dai ese 
You that have been!fo tenderly ofitiods® °°? ° J 
With Lady Adargery;:yourMid-wife there, °°". 
To fave this baftards life ; fortis a baftard, °" =" 
So fure as this beard’s gray: ‘What will you adventate, 
To fave this mata hi ) Saas SESE HEIR RAM! 28 3 
Antig. Any-thing(my Lordy‘ 


| the Valley, | That my ability may underaos” >” 
\| The pretty dimples of his Chin, and a erm ules? , pages 5 


And noblenets impofe: at laftghus much; 


u 
: | Ple pawn the ltd blood with haveleft, 
3 


oe 


ee 


It fhallnot neither. You fir, coméevou h her 20% © me 


To 
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To lave the innocent : any thing poffib 
his {word 


Leo. It fhall be poflible , Swear byt 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 
Antig, Lwill (my Lord.) 
Leo, Mark and Rsie', i > 
Of any point in’e, fhall not only . 
Gsscth to thy felf,. but to thy lewd-tongu’d Wife, 
( Whom for this time we pardon ) We enjoin thee 
‘As thou art Liege-man to us, that thou carry 
This female Baftard hence, and that thou bear it 
Tofome remote and defart place, quiteout =, 
Of our Dominions ; and that there thou leave it 
( Without much mercy ) to its own proteétion, 
And favour of the Climate ; as by ftrange fortune 
It came to us, I doin Juftice charge thee, 
On thy fouls peril, and thy bodies torture, 
That thou commend it ftrangely to fome place, _ 
Where chaftgémay nurfe or end it: take it up. 
Antig. Ufwear to do this: thoa prefent death 
Had been more merciful. Come on (poor Babe ) 
Some powerful Spirit inftruét the Kites and Ravens 
To be thy Nurfes. Wolvesand Bears, they fay, 
( Cafting their favagenefs afide ) have done 
Like offices of pity. Sir,be profperous 
In more than this deed do’s require: and blefling 
Againft this Cruelty, fight on thy fide 
( Poor thing condemn’d to lofs.) 
Leo. No: Vile not rear ’ 
Anothers [ffue. 
Serv. Pleafe your Highnefs, Pofts 
From thofé you fent to th’ Oracle, are come . 
An hour fince : Cleomines and Dion, ihe a, 
Being well arriv’d from Delphos, are both landed, 
Hafting to th’ Court, ws i & 
Lord. So pleafe you ( Sir) their {peed 
Hath been beyond account. - 
Leo. Twenty threedays seh. 
They have been abfent «. ’tis good {peed foretels 
The great Apollo fuddenly willhdve > 
The truth of this appear :. Prepare you Lords, 
Summon a Seffion, that we may arraign : 
Our moft difloyal Lady.:, for as fhe hath 
Been publickly accus’d, fo fhall fhe have 
A jut and open Trial. While fhe lives, 
My heart will bea burden to me, Leave me, 
And think upon my bidding. 


{eeft thou? for the fail 
be 


Exit. 


Exeunt. 


ee 


Aétus Tertius,’ Scena Prima. 
Enter Cleomines and. Dion. 


Clo. The Climate’s delicate, the Air moft fweet, 
Fertile the Ifle, the Temple much furpaffiv 
The common praife it bears: 
Dion. ¥ thall report,. . 
For moft it over més the Celeftial Habits, 
Methinks.1 ould term.them )-and the re . 
ee the ae Wearers.. -O, the Sacrifice. stra 
How ceremonious, folemn,and un-earthly «» 
[t was ith’ Offering... 2-8 on! 
Cleo. But of all theburt, ov 9 
And the ear-deafning Voiceo’ th Oracle, . 
Kin to Foves Thunder, fo furpriz’d my-Sence. 
That I wasnothings 9 p62) 0) 
Dio. Mf th? evento’ch* Journey. 6.) 8 
Prove as fuccefsful to the Queen ( O:be’t fo.) ©) 6 | 
As it hath been to us, rare, pleafant, fpeedy, es 
The time isworththe ufe on’t... .. .. 
Cleo. Great Apollo... ; 


Turn all to th’ belt: thele Preclamations, » sit rye! 
* 


Z 


| Tbe Winters Tale. Bie: 
Tee opel Mioltsupon Flereizieg «5 01 cd Rie 


Enter-a Servant. 


-| Subjetl, didft connfel and aid them 


The teftimony on my part, no other 


| That way enclining, hardned be the hearts - 


' || Lefs impudeuce to gain-fay what they did 


I little like. 
Dio. The violent carriage of it ‘ 

Will clear, or end the Bufinefs, when the Oracle - 

( Thusby Apollo's great Divine feal’d up.) 

Shall the Contents difcover: fomething rare # 

Even'then will rufh to knowledg. Go: frefh Horfes, 

And gracious be the iffue. Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Exter Leontes, Lords, Officers: Hermione ( as to Pay | : 
Triab) Ladies , Cleomines, Dion. Si 


Leo. This Seffions ( tocur great grief we pronounce ) 
Even puthes ’gainft our heart. Thepartytry’d, 9 | 
The Daughter of a King our VVifeand one ea 
Of us too much belov’d, Let usbe clear’d 
Of being tyrannous, fince we fo openly 
Proceed in Juftice, which fhall have due courfe, 
Even to the Guilt, or the Purgation - 
Produce the Prifoner. ee 
Off. Ivis his Highnefs pléafure, that the Queen | 
Appear in perfon, here in Court. Silence, ae 
Leo. Read the Indi&ment. 


Officer. Hermione, Queen to the worthy Leo, oe 
Sicilia, shon art bere bash and Bagi of Ligh ine y 
in committing Adultery with Polixenes King of Bohemia, 4 
andconfpiring with Camillo to take away the Life f om) 
\Soveraign Lord the King, thy royal Husband : the pretewe| 
whereof being by circumfance partly laid epen, thon ( Her i 
mione .) contrary to the Fasth and Allegiance of a heh 
or ty, | 
cea sen » Lor thesr better fafty, ¥ i: 
Her. Since what I am tofay, muft be but that A 
Which contradiés my Accufation, and 
But what comes from my felf, it fhall fearce 
Tofay, Not guity : mine integrity < 
Being counted Falfhood, fhall (asl exprefs it pe a 
Be fo receiv’d. But thus, if Powers divine ‘ead 
Behold our humane Actions ( asthey doy} ~~ “ 
I doubt. not then, but innocence fhall make _ the 
fab pcodaaiame and Tyrann 
remble at Patience. You ( my Lo 
( Whom leaft will feem to de fo) oy vie 
Hath been as continent, as chaft, as true, 
Asl am now unhappy 5 which is more 
Than Hiftory can pattern, tho devis’d, Sei 
And play’d to takeSpeftators. For behold me, _ THA 
. aad e a ae Bed, which owe gay") 
oity of the Throne : a great Kings ] 
The Mother to a hopeful Prince, here eae 
To prate and talk for Life, and Honour, fore 
— — to hear. For Life, I prize it _ a 
s 1 weigh grief ( which I : our, 
Tis a derivative corce to ae as ee ss 
Cas only a I ftand for. I appeal we 
o your own Confcience ¢ Sir ) bef pe eee 
Came to your Court, how I i in your pee “ail 
How merited to be fo : Since he came. z 
= vos ei fo uncurrant, y "ee 
ve ftrain’d t’ appear thus ; if one io Re aah eb 
The bound of honour, ot in aé, ae wilt, abide 2 
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Of all that hear me, and m 

Cry fie upen my Grave. 
Leo; Tne’r heard yer 

That any of ‘thofe bolder Vi 


ynearftof Kin 


ces wanted 


>” 


tat 


Than to perform it firft. 

Her. That is true enough, ! 

Tho ’tis a faying (Sir) not dueto me, 

Leo Youwill not ownit. . 

Her. More than Mittrefs of, : 
Which comes to me in name of faut, I muft not 
At all acknowledg. For Polixenes . 
(With whom lam accus’d ) I do confefs 
I lov’d him, as inhonour he requn’d : 

With {uch a kind of love, as might become 

A Lady like me: with a love, even fuch, 

So and no other, as your felf commanded : 
Which not to have done, | think had been in me 
Both difobedience, and in gratitude 


Even fiace it could {peak, from an infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now for confpiracy, 
1 know not-how it tafts, tho it be difh’d 
For me to try how; alll know of ir, 
Is, that Camallo was ao honeft man 5 
And why he left your court, the Gods themfelves 
(Wotting no more than | ) are ignorant. 

Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have underta’ne to do in’s abfence. 

Her. Sir, 
You fpeak a Language that I underftand not ; 
My Life ftands in the level of your Dreams, 
Which I’le lay down. 

Leo. Youz a€tions are my Dreams, 
You had a baftard by Polixene:, 
And | but dream’d it: As you were paft all fhame, 
(Thofeof your fact are fo ) fo paft all ruth ; 
Which ro deny, concerns more than avails: for as 
Thy brat hath been caft out, like to it felf, 
No Fathet owning it ( which is indeed 
More criminal in thee, than it ) fo thou 
' 4 Shalt feel our juftice ; in whofe eafieft paffage, 
Look for no lefs than death. 

Her. Sir, {pare your threats ; 
The bug which you would fright me with, I {eek : 
To me can life be no commodity, 
The Crown and comfort of my Life ( your Fayour ) 
I de giveloft, for 1 de feclit gone, 
But know not how it went. My fecond Joy, 
And firft fruitsof my body, trom his prefence 
‘| I am-bar’d like one infeétious. My third comfort 
(Star’d moft unluckily ) is from my breft 
1C The innocent milk in it moft innocent mouth) 
Hal’d out tomurder. My feif on every Poft 
Proclaim’d a Strumpet : withimmodeft hatred 
The Child-bed priviledg deny’d which "tongs 
To womenof all fathion: Laftly, hurried 
Here, to this place, i’th’ open air before 
I have got ftrength of limbs. Now (my Liege) 
Teli me wat bleflings I have here alive, 
That I fhould fear to die? Therefore proceed : 
But yet hear this; miftake me not; no life, 
( I prife ic not a ftraw ) but for mine honour, 
Which I would free : if I fhall be cond.mn'd 
Upon furmizzs ¢ all proofs flceping elie, 
But what your Jealoufics awake ) J tell you 
{Tis Rigour, and not Law. Your honours all, 
I do refer me to the Oracle: 
Apollo be my Judg. 

Lord. This your requeft, 


Enter Dion and Cleomines. 
Is altogether jut; therefore bring forth 
( And in Apollo's Name) his oracle. 
Her, The Emperour of Ruffia was my Father, 

Oh that he were alive, and here heholding 

His Daughters tryal : that he did but fee 

The flatnefS of my mifery 5 yet with eyes 

Of picy, not revenge. 
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To you, and towards your friends, whofe love had f{poke, 
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Officer. You here thall {wear upon the Sword o 
That you'( Cleomines and Dion) nave nee 

Been both at De/pbos, and from thence have brought 
This fea’d-up Oracle, by the hand deliver’d 
Of great Apollo's Prieft ; and that fince then, 
You have not dar’d to break the holy Seal, 
Nor read the Secrets in’t. 
Cleo, Dio, All this we {wear. 
L+o, Break up the Seals and read. 
Officer. Hermione is chaft, Polixenes blamele/s, Camillo 
4 true Subjelt, Leontes a jealous Tyrant, his innocent | abe 
truly begotten, and the King fhalllive without an Heir, tf that 
which is loft, be not found. 
Lords. Now bleffed be the great e4 pollo. 
Her. Praifed, ; 
Leo. Halt thou tead the truth ? 
Ofc. I( my Lord ) even fo as it is here fet down, 
eo. There is no truth at alli’th’ oracle: 
The Seffions fhafl proceed: this is meer falfhood, 
Ser. My Lord the King: the King ? 
' Leo. What is the bufinefs ? 
Ser. O Sir, I fhall be hated to report it, 
The Prince your Son, with meer conceit and fear : 
Of the Queen’s {peed, is gone. 
Leo, How? Gone? 
Ser, Is dead, 
Leo, Apdllo’s angry, and. the Heavens themf{elves 
Do ftrike at my injuftice. How now there? | 
| 


Paul, This news is mortal to the Queen: Loo lown | 
And tee what death is doing. e ad 
Leo. ‘Take her hence ; 
Her heart is but o’re-charg’d ; fhe will recover, 
| have too much believ’d mine own fulpition ; 

‘Befeech you tenderly apply to her 

Some remedies for life. pollo pardon 

My great prophancfs *gainft thine oracle. 

le reconcile me to Polixenes, 

New woo my Queen, recall the good Camillo 

( Whom I proclaim aman of truth, of mercy ; ) 

For being tranfported by my Jealoufies 

To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chofe 

Camillo tor the Minifter, to poyfon 

My friend Pol#enes : which had been done, 

But that the good mind of Camillo tardicd 

My fwift command ; tho I with death, and with 

Reward did threaten and encourage him, 

Not doing it, and being done ; he, (moft human, 

And fili’d with honour ) to my Kingly guett 

Unclafp’d my praétife, quit his fortunes here 
Which you knew great ) and to the certain hezird 

Of all uncertaintics, himfelf commended, 

No richer than his honour : How he glifters 

Through my dark Ruft ? and how his Piety 

Do’s my deeds make the blacker ? 

Paul. Wo the while : : 

O cut my lace, left my heart (cracking it ) 
Break too. 

Lord What fit isthis ? Good Lady? 

Paul, What ftudied torments (tyrant) haft for me ? 
What wheels ? racks? fires? what flaying ? boyling ? burns 
In Leads, or Oyls? what old, or new torture (ing, 
Mutt I reccive ? whofe very word deferves 
To taft of thy moft worft. Thy tyranny 
(Together working with thy Jealonfies, 

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 

For Girls of nine) O think what they have dene, 

And then run.mad indeed: ftark mad: for al} 

Thy by-gone fooleries were bat {pices for it. - t 
That thou betrayed’ft Poliaenes, ’:was nothing, 

(That did but thew thee, of a Fool, iuconftant, i 
And damnable ingrateful ; ) Nor was’t much, } 
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Thou would’it have poyfon’d good Camille’s Honour, 

To have him killa King : poer tre{paffés, 
: Y2-. » * More } 
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More monftrous ftanding by : wherefore I reckon 
The cafting forth of Crows, the Baby- daughter, 
To be or none, or little; tho a Devil 
Would have fhed water out of fire,ere don’t : 
Nor is’ dire@tly laid to thee, the death 
Of the young Prince, whofe honourable thoughts 
(Thcughts high for one fo tender ) cleft the heart 
‘Tat could conceive agrofs and foolifh Sire 
lemifh’d his gracious Dam ; this isnot, no, 
Laid to thy anfwer: but the laft: O Lords, 
When I have faid, cry wo,. the Queen, the Queen, 
The {weert dear’ft creature’s dead : and vengeance 
Not drop’d down yet. 
Lord, The higher powers forbid. 
Pau. | fay the’s dead : Ple fwear't. If word, nor oath 
Prevail not, go and fee: if youcan bring 
Tin@ure, or luftre in her lip, her eye ; 
Heat outwardly, or breath within, I'le ferve you 
As 1 would do the Gods. But, Othou Tyrant, 
| Doft not repent thefe.things, for they are heavier 
‘Than all thy woes can ftir: therefore betake thee 
To nothing but defpair. A thoufand knees, 
Ten thoufand years together, naked, fafting, 
Upon a barren Mountain, and ftill winter 
in form perpetual,could not move the Gods 
To look that way thou wer’. 
Leo. Goon, go On: 
Thou canft not {peak too much, I have deferv’d 
All tongues to talk their bittereft, 
Lord, Say no more, 
How ere the bufiaefs goes, you 
ith boldnefs of yourtpeech. 
Pau. Yam forry fort, 
All faults make, when I thal) come to know them, 
I do repent: alas, I have fhew’d too much 
The rafhnefs of a woman : he is toucht 
To th’ noble heart. What’s gone, and what’s p 
Should be paft grief: Do not receive affliction 
At my petition, I befeech you, rather 
Let me be punith’d, that have minded you 
Of what you fhould forget. Now (good my Liege ). | 
Sir, Royal Sir, forgive a foolifh woman : 
The love I bore your Queen (Lo, fool again ) 
[le foeak of her no more, nor of your Children : 
Ple not remember you of my own Lord, 
(Who is loft too: ) take your patience to you, 
And Ple fay nothing. 
Leo. Thou didft {peak but well, 
When moft the truth: which I receive much better, » 
Than tobe pitied of thee. Prethee bringme 
To the dead bodies of my Queen and Son, 
One grave fhall be for both. Upon them fhall 
The caufes of their death appear (unto 
Our fhame perpetual ) once a day, Ile vifit 
The Chappel where they lie, and rears fhed there 
hall be-my recreation. So long as Nature 
Will bear up with this exercife, fo long 
[daily vow to ufeit; Come and lead me 
To thefe forrows. 
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for’t 
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have made fault 


aft help 


Exeunt: 


Scena Tertia. 


Ester Antigonus, Mariner, Babe and Shepherd, 
and Clown. 


Ant. Thouart perfeét then,our Ship hath toucht upon 
The Defarts of Bohemia. 

Mar: | (My Lord ) and fear 
We have Landed in ill time : the skies look grimly, 
And threaten prefent blufters. In my confcience 
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The heavens with that we have in hand, are angry, — 
And frown upon’s. 

Ant. Their facred wills be done, get aboard, 
Look to thy bark, |’le not be long before 
Icall upon thee. 

Mar. Make your beft haft, and go not 
Too far ’th’ Land: tis like to be loud weather, 
Befides this place is famous for the Creatures 
Of prey, that keep upon’. 

Antig. Go thouaway, 
Ple follow inftantly. 

Mar. \am glad at heart 
To be fo rid o’th bufinefs. 

Ant. Come, poor Babe ; 
I have heard (but not believ’d) the fpirits o’chr dead 
May walk again : if fuch thing be, thy Mother 
Appear’d to me taft night : for ne’re was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes,a creature, 
Sometimes her head is on one fide, fome another, 
I never faw aveffel of like forrow 
So fill’d, and fo becoming : in pure white Robes 
Like very Sanétity the did approach 
My Cabbin whereI lay: thrice bow'd before me, 
And ( gafping to begin fome fpeech) her eyes 5 
Became two fpouts, the fury ipent, anon 
Did this break fromher, Good Antizonus, 
Since fate (againft thy better difpofition ) 
Hath made thy perfon for the thrower-out 
Of my poor babe; according to thine oath, 
Places remote enovgh arein Bohemia, 
There weep, and leave it crying: and for the babe 
Is counted loft for ever, Perdita : 
Iprethee call’r: For this ungentle bufinefs 
Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne’re fhalt fee 
Thy Wife Paulina more ? and fo, with fhrikes 
She melted into ayr.. Affrighted much, 
I did in time colleé my felf, and thought 
This was fo, and no flumber : Dreams, are toys, 
Yet for this once, yea fuperftitioufly, 
I willbe fquar’d by this. I do believe 
Hermione hath fuffer’d death, and that 
eA polla would ¢ this being indeed the iffue 
Of King Polixenes) it fhould here be laid 
(Either for life, or death ) upon the Earth 
Of it’sright Father. Bloffom, {peed thee well, 
There lie, and there thy charaéter : there thefe, 
Which may if fortune pleafe, both breed tt ee (Pretty 
And ftill reft thine, The ftorm begins poor wretch, 
That for thy mothers fault, art thus expos'd 
To lofs, and what may follow. Weep I cannot, 
But my heart bleeds : and moft accurf am 1 
To be by oath enjoyn’d to this. Farewel. 
The day frowns more and more : thou art like to have 
Alullaby too rough: I never faw 
The heavens fo dim, by day, A favage clamour! be 
Well may | get a-board : This is the Chace, (herd. 
Tam gone for ever. Exit pur[ned by a Bear. Enter a Shep: 

Shep. 1 would there were no age between ten and thet 
and twenty, or that youth would jleep out the reff; fot 
there is nothing Cin the between ) but getting wenches 
with child, wronging the ancientry, ftealing, fighting, 
hark you now: would any but thefe boyld brains of nine- 
teen, and two and tweenty, hunt. this weather : 
They have fcarr’d away two of my be Sheep, whic 
fear the Wolf will fooner find than the Mafters 
ifany where] have them, ’tis by the fe2-fide, provzing of 
Ivy. Good luck Cand’: be the will ) what have we here? 
Mercy on’s, abarn ! a very pretty barns a boy, or a child} 
Iwonder? (a pretty one, a very pretty one ) ‘ure fom 
fcape: tho I am not bookifh, yet ¥ ¢an read Waitirg- 
Gentlewoman in the fcape : this has been fome fait} 
work, fome Trunk-work, fome behind-door work | 
they were warmer that got this, than the poor thing 
is here. le take it up for pity, yet I'le eal 

ie 


Exit. 
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till my foncome : hehollow’d buteven now, Whoa-ho- | To ufe my wings. Impute it not a crime 


hoa. 
Enter Clowz. 


Clo, Hilloa, loa. 

Shep. What ? art fo near ? If thou’lt fee:a thing to 
talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither: 
what ail’ft thou, man ? 

Clo. I have feen two fuch fights, by Sea and by Land: 
but I am not to fay it is a Sea, for it is now the sky, be- 
twixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruft a bodkins 
point. 

Shep. Why boy, how is it? 

Cle, I would you did but fee how it chafes, how it ra- 
ges, how it takesup the fhores but that’s not to the point 5 
Oh the moft piteous cry of the poor fouls, fometimes to 
fee’em, and not to fee ’em: Now the Ship boaring the 
Moon with her main Maft, and anon fwallowed with yeft 
and froth, as youl’d chruft a Cork into a hogs-head. And 
then for the Land-fervice, To fee how the Bear tore out 
his fhoulder-bone, how hecry’d to me for help, and faid 
his name was ntigoxus a Nobleman, But to make an 
end of the Ship, to fee how the Seca flap-dragon’d it. 
But firft, how the poor fouls roar’d, and the Sea mock’d 
them.’ And how the poor Gentleman roared, and the 
Bear mocked him, both roaring jouder than the Sca, or 
Weather. | 

Shep. Nameof mercy, when was this, boy ? 

Clo. Now, now, I have not winked fince! faw thefe 
fights, the men are not yet cold under water, nor the Bear 
half-dined on the Gentleman, he’s at it now. 

Shep. Would I had been by to have help’d the old 


= 


man. 
Clo. I would you had been by the fhip-fide, to have help- 
ed her, there your charity would have lacked footing. — 
Shep. Heavy matters, heavy matters: but look thee 
{here boy. Nowblefsthy felf, thou meet’t with things 
dying, 1 with things new bora. Here is a fight for thee ; 
Look thee, a bearing-cloath for a Squires child : loo 
thee here, take up, take vp, (Boy ) optn’t, fo let’s fee, 
it was told mel fhould be rich by the Fairies. This is 
fome Changeling ; open’t, what is within boy ? 
| (lo. You're a mad old man; If the fins of your 
youth are forgiven you, you are well to live. Gold, all 
Gold. 
Shep. This is Fairy Gold, boy, and "twill prove fo : up 
with’t, keep it clofe: home, home, the next way. We are 
lucky ( boy ) and to be fo ftill requires nothing but fe- 
crefy. Let my fheep go: Come ( good boy ) the next 
way home. 
Clo. Go youthenext way with your Findings, l’le go 
fee if the Bear be gone from the Gentleman y and how 
‘much he hath eaten: they arenever curft, but when they 
are hungry: if there be any of himleft, Tle bury it. 
Shep. ‘That’s a good deed, if thou maift difcern by 
~ which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to th’ fight 
of him. 
Clo, Marry will 1, and you fhall help to put him ich’ 
ground, ._ 
Shep. "Tis a lucky day, boy, and wel do good deeds 
on’t. 9 
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Atlus Quartus. Scena Prima. 
Enter Time, the Chorus, — 
Time, 1 that pleafefome, try all, both joy -and terror 


Of good, and bad, that makes and unfolds error, 
Now take upon me (in thr name of Time) _ 


Exeunt. 


To me, or my {wift. paflagethat I flide, 

O’re fixteen years, and leave the growth untri’d 

Of that wide gap, fince it is inmy power 

To orethrow Law, and in one felf-born hour | 

To plant, and ore-whelm Cuftom, Let me pafs 
The fame Iam, ere ancient’it Order was, 

Or what is now receiv’d. _ I witnefs to 


‘| The times that brought them in, fo fhall i do 


To th’ fretheft things now reigning, and make fale 
The gliftering of thisprefent, asmy Tale 

Now feems to it: your patience this allowing, 
[turn my glals, and give my Scene fuch growing 
As youhad flepr between: Leontes leaving 
Th’effeéts of his fond jealoufies, fo grieving 

That he fhuts up himfelf, imagine me 

( Gentle Speétators ) that I now may be 

In fair Bohemia, and remember well, 

I mention here a fon o’th’ Kings, which Florizel 
Inow name to you, and with fpeed fo pace 

To {peak of Perdita, now grown in grace 

Equal with wondring. What of her enfues 

I hift not prophefic : but Let Times news 
Be known when °tis brought forth. A Shepherds daughter 
And what to her adheres, which follows after, 

Is th’argument of Tiwe: of this allow, 


If ever you have {pent time worfe, ere now : 
If never yet that time himfelf doth fay, 


He withes carneftly, ‘you never may. 


‘Scena Secunds. 


Enter Polixenes and Camillo. 


Pol. 1 pray, thee( good Camillo) be no more importu- 
nate, “cis aficknels.denying theejany thing : a death to 
grant this. . 

, Cam. It is fifteen years fince 1faw-my Country ; tho I 
have ( for the moft part ) being aired abroad, I defire to 
lay my bones there. Befides, the penitent King ( my Ma- 
fter ) hath fent for. me, to whofe. feeling dorrows | might 
be fome allay ( or I oreween to think fo) which is ano- 
ther {pur to my departure, 

Pol. As thou lov’ft me ( Camillo.) wipenot ouf the ref 
of thy fervices, by leaving me now 3 the need 1 have of 
thee, thine own goodnefs hath made: better not to have 
had thee,than thus to want thee,thou having made me Buli- 
nefs, (which none, (without thee) can fufficiertly manage) 
muft either ftay to execute them thy {felf, or take away 
with, thee the very. fervices thou haft done ; which if | 
have not enough confidered (as too much I cannot ) to 
be more thankful co thee, fhall.be my ftudy, and my pro- 
fittherein, the heaping friendihips, Of that fatal Coun- 
trey Sicilia, prethee {peak no more, whofe very naming, 
unifhes me, with the remembrance of that penitent (as 
thou call’ him ). and reconciled King my brother, whofe 
lofs of his moft .precious Quéen and Children, are even 
now to be a-frefh lamented. Say to me, when faw'ft 
thou the Prince Florizel my fon? Kings are no’ lefs 
unhappy, their iffue not being gracious, than they are 
in lofing them, when they have approved their ver- 
tues. Fa ees 
. Cam, Sir itis three days fince I faw ‘the Prince ; what 
his happier affairs may be, are fo me unknown : but! have 
( miflingly } soted, he is of late much retired from Court, 
andis lefs frequent to his Princcly exercifes than formerly 
he hath appeared. 

AY Pol,.I have 


confidered fo fouch ( Camillo ) and with 


fome care fo far x that I have eyes under my fervice, 
which fook. upom his removednefs ; from whom have 
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this 
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Hath'madé'she four.and twenty Nofe-gays tor,the Shearerg 
(three-man fong-men, all, and very good ones) bur they 
are moft of them Means and’ Bales 5 but one Puritan a. 
mong them, and he fings Pialms <o horn-Pipes. I muft 
have Safiron to colour the Wardcn Pies, Mace: Dates 

none: that’s out of my note: Nutmegs,-fevems a Race! 
or two of Ginger, bur that! may beg:. our pound of} 
Prewyns} andoas many of Reafons 07th’ Sun. | 


this intelligence, that he is feldom from the houfe’ ofa 
mofthomely Shepherds aman (they fay) thatfromi very 
nothing, and beyond'the imagination of his neighbours, 415 
grown into an unfpeakable eftate. 

Cam. have heard (Sir) of fuch a man, who hati a 
Daughter of moft rare note 5 the report of her is extended 
more, than can be thought to begin from fuch a cortage. 

Pol. That’s ikewile part of my intelligence ; but (I 
fear ) the Angle that plucks our Son thither, Thou 
(halt accompany us to the place, where we will (not-ap- 
pearing what we are) have fome quéftion with the: Shep- 
herd; from whofe fimplicity, I'think it not uneafie'to get 
the cavfe of any Sons refort thither, Prethee be my pre- 
fent partner in this bufinels, and lay afide the thoughts of 
Sicilia. + 

Cam. I willingly obey your command. 

Pol. My beft Camillo, we mut difguife our felves, Exit- 
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«Aut. Oh, that ever | was born. 
Clo. ch? name of me, 
Aut, Ob help me, fielp me: pluck but off thefe rags: and | 
then; Death}. Death, ti 
Clo. Alack poor Sov!, thou haft need of more rags bs, 
lay on thee, rather than have thefe of, | 
‘Aut. Olifir; theloathfomnes of them offends me, more! 
than the ftripest have received, which are mighty ones 
and millionss: . 
Gl; Alas poor man, a-million of beating may come toa! 
great mattér. 
Aut. Lath rob’d.fic, and beaten: my moncy and appar. 
rél rane from me, and thefe deteftable things put upon 
me. | 
Clo. What, by a Horfe-man, ora Foot-man? . 
Aut. A:Foot-man (iweet fir) a Foot-man. ; 
Clo. Indeed, he fhould be a Footman, by the Garments} 
he has left with chee; if this be a Horfmans. Coat, it hath} 
feen very hot fervice. Lend me shy hand, Pie help thee, 
Come lend me thy hand. 
Aut. Oh good fir; tenderly, oh. 
cl, Alas ‘poor Scul. 
Aut. Ohogood fir, foftly, good fir: 1 fear (fir) my 
Shoulder-blade: is out. 
Clo. is eg: cant ftand.? : ‘7 i. 
Aut. Softly, dear fir, good fir, fofily ; id 
me a charitable office. = : ys am -_ 
a Clo, Doft lack any: monty: I have a little money for 
' éé. i 7 
Aut: No, fooddweet fir: no, I befeech. you fir 51 have 
'aKinfman nor paft three quarters of a Mile hence, unto 
Wwhonr lwasgoing ; I fhalk there have money, or any thing 
2 a 30.2) kwant: Offetme no moncy I pray you, -that kills my 
[have ferv’d Prince Flivixel, and'in ‘my time’ wor€ three | heart. 
pile, bur now I am out of fervice: Clo. What. manner of ‘Fellow was he> that rob'd 
‘ | you? 
But {hall I go mourn for that '(- dear -) | © Aut. A Fellow (Sir) that 1 hav . 
the pale’ Moon fhines by Pass : ; i2¢\) with Trol-my-dames: 1 knew di Se ee 
And when l wander bere and there, cory | Of the Prince: I cannot tell good fir, for which of fi 
ea | rhen do molt go'righs. 2 Se 1 Vertues it was, but he was certainly ‘Whipt out of t 
If Tirkers may have leave to-live, : Court. ae 
and bear che Skow-skin Bowget, Clo. His vices 'youwould fxy 5 there’s no Vertile whip 
Then my. account I wellmay gives © » | out of the Court; they cherifh it to make it ftay there 
ana in the'Stooks vouch st. ! 2° \and yet it will no more but abide, 


brea ee ee sala eee 


Scana Lertia. 


Enter Autolicus -/inging. 


When Daffadils begin to peer 

With heigh the Doxy over the dale, 

Why then comes in the fwect o'th year. 

For the rea blood raigns in the Winters pale. 


The white fleet bleaching on the hedg, 
With bey the {weet Birds, Obow they fing: 
Doth fet my pugging tooth. at edg, 

For aquart of Ale ts a dif for a King. 


The Lark. that tirra Lygrathaunts; 

With beigh, with heigh the Thrufh and the Lay: 
ere Summers fongs for mie and my Aiints,’ 
while we lie tambling in the hay. pa eid. 


: ] 


. 


| 
Au. Vices would fay (Sir) Iknow: this man well, he 
hath ‘been fince. an Ape-bearer; then-a Procefi-fervery @ 
Bailiff ) then he copaft a Motion of the)Prodigal ‘Som 
and married a Tinkers wife,-within.a mile‘where my bat 
and Living lies; and (having flown over’ many knavi 
profeffions) he fetled only in Rogues fome call hia 4H 
tolicus. Rods ee 
Cho. Out upon him ; Pris, for m life Ren ‘he h 
Wakes; Fairs, atid Bedrbainogs. dete Pgs es | 
Aa. Very true firs he fir he, that’s che Rogue tha 
put me into this apparel. | 
__ Clo. Not amore cowardly Rogue in all Bobemia; 
you had but look’d big, and {pic ar him, “peta bat 
run. { 
ef ut, mut confeli to you (fir) -1 am no fighters la | 
falfe of heart that way, arid ‘that heknew fwarcant hit, 
Cle. How do you do now? | 
Aut. Sweet fic, enuch better thank was ; Ican ftand, 4 
walk; I willeven take my leave of you, and pace fottly 


4 My Traffick is fheets ; When the’Kitelbuilds, look rolef- 
‘fer Linnen. My Father ‘Hain’d me’ Autolicus, who' being 
V(as'Tam) litter’d under Afercury, ‘was likewife a fhapper- 
up of unconfidered trifles + With Die ahd’ Drab, 1 pur. 
chas’d Caparifon, and my Revenue iy the filly Cheat, 
Gallows, and. Knock ,, are. too powerfal’ on the High- 
way,. Beating and Hanging are Terrors to me: For’ ‘the 
HJife to come, | fleep our the thought of it.” A prize; a 
prize. xa! 


Enter Clown. Fics 

Cl, Let mefee, every Leaven-weather todds, every told 
yields pound and odd fhillings: fifteen hundred" fhorn, 
what comesthe Woolto? , Bes et 
Aut, If the fptinde Hold,’ che Cack’s thine.* 
Clo. 1 cannot do it ¥ 


‘ 


(without ‘Compters. ‘Let me fee, 
whatam [,to buy, for our Sheep-fheating-Feaft? Three 


pound of Sugat.» five pound of Curfétice, Rice :* What towards my ‘Kinfmahs. lo 4edgd- awe 
chat Sifter of mine do with Rice but my Father hath) Clo. Shall bring thee omthy.way?! os boo 
}eaade her Miftrifs of the Feaft, ‘and fhe“lays it on: She) dut. No, ‘good facid firy, ad dweetfit. cons» ee 1, 
i fweeetigenagn ost) 
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Clo. Then farewel, 1 muft go to’ buy Spices for our | Strangle fuch thoughts as thefe, with any thing 

Sheep-fhearing. : ey Exit. That you behold:the while, Your Guefts are coming : 
e4ut. Prolper you fweet fir. Your Purfe is not het e- | Lift up you Countenance, as it were the day 

‘nough to purchale your Spice. Ile be with you at your Of Celebration of that Nuptial,, which 

|Sheep-fhearing too: If 1 make not this cheat bring out | We two have {worn fhall come. 

another,and the Shearers prove Sheep, let me beunrold,and |. Per. O Lady Fortune, } 


my name put in the book of Vertue. 


Sung. Fag-on, Fog-on, the foct-path way, | 
eA4nd merrily bent the Stile-a, 
4 Merry heart goes all the day, 
Your fad tires in a Mile-a. 


Scana Quarta. 


Camillo, Mopfay Dorcas, Servants, Autolicus 


Flo. Thefe your unufual weeds, to each part of you 
Do’s give a life: no Shepherdefs but Flora 
Péering in epril front. This your Sheep-fhearing, 
Is as a merry meeting of the petty godss 
And you the Queen on’r, 

Per. Sir: my gracious Lord, 

Tochide at your extreams, itnot becomes me: 
(Oh pardon, that Inamethem:) your high felf 
The gracious mark o’th’ Land, you have obfcur’d 
With a Swains wearing: and me (poor lowly Maid) 
Moft goddets-like prank’d up: But that our Feafts 
In every Mets, have folly, and the Feeders 
Digeft it with a Cuftom, I fhould biufh 

To tee you {6 attir’d: {worn I think, 

Todhew my felf a plats: 

“Flo. 1 blefS the time 

When ‘ny good Falcon, made her flight a-crofs 
Thy Fathers ground. 

Per. Now Jove afford you caufe : 

To methe difference forges dread (your Greatnefs 
| Hath not been uid to fear :) even now | tremble 
| To think your Father, by fome accident 
Should pals this way, as you did: ‘Oh the Fates, 
4 How would he look tofee his work, fo noble, 
‘| Vildly bound up? Whut would he fay? Or how 
‘| Should I (in thefe my borrowed Flaunts) behold 
| The fternnefs of tis prefence ? 
‘| Flo. Apprehend 
Nothing but jollity : the gods themfelves 
(Humbling their Deities to love) have taken 
The fhapes of Beafts upon them. Fupiter 
Became a Bull, and beiiow’d: thegreen Wepexiie 
A Ram, and bleated : and the Fire-roab’d-God 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble:Swain, 
Asifeemnow. ‘Their transformations, 
Were never for a piece of Beauty; rarer, 
Nor in a way fo chaft: ftoce mydefires 
Run not before ititie Honour: ‘nor my Lufts 
Buro hetter than my Faith. 

Per. O but dear fir, 

Your refolution cannot hold, when ’tis 
| Oppos’d (as it thuft be ) by th’ power of the King. 
‘One of thefe two moft be neceffities,. 


Or [my life. = <= 
Flo. Thou deareft Perdita , 
. PWith thete fore’d thoughts; I prethee darken not 
The Mirth o’ch’ Feaft: Or le be thine (my Fair) 
Ofnor my Fathers. For icannorbe 9... 
| PMine wa, nor any thing tovany, if 
Ibe notthine. To this! am moft conftant, 


Exit. 


Exter Florizel, Perdita, Shepherd, Clown, Polixenes, 


Which then will fpeak, that youwmuf-change this purpofe, 


Stand you aufpicious, 

Flo, See, your Guefts approach, 
Addrefs your felf to entertain them {prightly 
And let’s be red with mirth. 

Shep. Bie (Daughter) when my old Wife liv’d: upon 
This day, the was both Pantler, Butler, Cook, 
Both Dame and Servant: Welcom’d all, ferv’d all, 
Would fing her Song, and dance her curn; now here 
At upper end o’th? Table ; now i’ch middle : 
On his fhoulder, and his 5 her face o’fire 
With labour, and the things fhe took co quenchit.+ 
She would toeach one fip.. You are retired, 
As if you were a feafted one; and not 
The Hoftefs of they meeting: Pray youbid 
Thefe uoknow'friends 10's welcome, for it is 
A way to make us better Friends, more known, 
Come, quench your Blufhes, and prefene you felf 
That which you are, Mittris o’th’ Featt. Come On, 
And bid us welcome to your Sheep-fhearing, 
As your good Flock»fhall profper, 

Per. Sit, welcome: 
Itismy Fathers will, 1 fhould take onme 
The Hoftetsthip o’th’ day, you're welcome fir, 
Give me thofe Flowers there ( Dorcas.) Reverend Sirs 
For you, there’s Rofematy, and Rue, thele keep 
Seeming, and favoiiriall. the Winter long : 
Gracey and Remembrance be to you both, 
And welcome to our Shearing. 

Pol. Shepherdefs , 
(A fair one are you: well you fit our ages 
With Flowers of Winter. 

Per. Sir, the year growing ancient, 
Not yet on Summers death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling Winter, the faireft Flowers o’ch* Seafon 
Are our Carnations , ‘and ftreak’c Gilly-vors, 
(Which fome call Natures Baftards) of that kind 
Our ruftick Gardén’s barren, and Icare not 
To get flipsof them. 

Pol. Wherefore (gentle Maiden) 

‘Do you negle& them? 

» Per, For I have-heard it faid, 
There isan Art, whichin their pidenefs fhares 
With great creating: Nature. 

Pol. Say there be: 
Yet Nature is made better by no mean , 
But Nature makes that mean ; fo over that Art 
(Which you fay adds to Nature) isan Art 


Exter all. 


A gentler Sien, to the wildeft Stock, 
And make conceive a batk of bafer kind 


| By bud of Nobler'sacé) This is an Art 
| Which do's mend Nature: changeit rather, but 


The Art it felf, is Nature. 
Per. So itis, 
Pol, Then make your Garden richin Gilly’vors, 
And donot call them Baftards. 
Per, Vlenot put 
The Diblein earth, to fet one flip of them: 
No more than were I painted, I would with 
This youth thouldfay’twere.well 5 and-only therefore 
Delire to breed by me, Heres flowers for you: 
Hot Lavender, Mints, Savory, Marjorum, 
The Mary-gold, that goes to bed with’ Sun, 
And with him rifes, weeping: ‘Thefe are Flowers : 
Of middle Summer, and | think they are given 
To men of middlesage, . Y’are, weleome. 
Cam, I fhould leave grazing; were! of your Flock, 


} 


a 
That Nature makes; you fee ( {weet Maid) we Marry 


Tho Deftiny fay no, © Be merry (Gentle) And only-live by gazing. - 


Per, 


3 i 
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“Per, Out alas-5 
You’ld be fo lean , 


2 


that blafts of Fanwary (Friends 
Would blow you through and through. Now (my fair ft 
| would I had fome Flowers o'th Spring, that might 
Become your time of day : and yours, and yours, 
That wear upon your Virgin- branches yet 
Your Maiden-heads growing: O Proferpina, 
For the Flowers now, oar ashi thou Iet’ft fall 
From Diffes Waggon: Deffadils , 
That . See ie Swallow dares, and take 
The winds of J4arch with beauty: Violets (dim 
But fweeter than the lids of Juno s CES » 
Or Cytherea’s breath) pale Prim-rofes, 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phabas in his ftrength (a Malady 
Moftincident to Maids:) bold Oxlips, and 
The Crown imperial: Lillies of all kinds, 
(The Flower-dc-Luce being one) O, thefe I lack, 
To make you Garlands of ) and my fweet Friend, 
To ftrew him o’re, and ore. 

Flo. What ? like a Coarfe 2 

Per. No, like a bank, for love tolieand play on: 
Not like a Coarfe; orif: not to be buried, 
But quick, and in mine arms. Come take your flowers, 
Methinks I play as Lhave feen them do 
[AWhitfon-pafterals: Sure this Robe of m 
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in 


le have you do itever ; when you fing 

Tle have you buy,*and fell do, fo give Alms, 

Pray fo; and for the ord’ring your Affairs, 

To fing them too. When youdodance, | wifh you 
A Wave o'th Sea, that you. might ever do 

Nothing but chat; move ftill, fill fo 5 

And own no other Fun@ion. Each your doing, 
(So fingular in each particular) 

Crowns what you are doing, inthe prefent deeds, 
That all your Ads, aré Queens. 

Per. O Doricles , 

Your praifes are too large ; but that your Youth - 

And the true blood which peeps fairly through’, 

Do plainly give you out an unftain’d Shepherd 
Vith wildom, I might fear (my Dorscles ) 

You woo’d me the falfe way. 

Flo. \ think you have 
As little skill to fear, as Ehave purpofe  . 

To put you to’t. But come, our dance I pray 5 
Y.ur hand (mv Perdita: ) fo Turtles pair 
That never mean to part. 

Per. Vie {wear for ’em. 

Pol, Thisis the prettieft Low-born Lafs, that ever 
2an on the green-ford: Nothing the do’s, or feems 
But foaicks of fomething greater than her felf, 

‘Too Noble for this place. 

Cam. He tells her fomething 

| yhat makes her blood look on’t: Good footh fhe is 


| The Queen of Curds and Cream. 


i 


Clo. Comeon; ftrike up. 

Dor. Mopfa muft be your Mit 
mend her kiffiag with. 

Mop. Now in good tim 

Cle. Nota word, a wor 
Come ftrike up: 


refs: matry Garlick to 


e. 
d, we ftand upon our manners, 


Here a Dance of Shepherds and 
Shepherdejfes. 
Pol. Pray good Shepherd, what fair Swain is this 
Which dances with your Daughter ? 
Shep. ‘They call him Doricles, and boafts himfelf 
To havea worthy Feeding 5 but haveité’ - 
Upan his own report, and { believe it: 
Fe looks like footh ; he fays he lovesmy Daughter, 


a 


Do’s change my difpofition. saladyeg b | eh rik 
Flo. What you do, ##gv Pray oe onary 
Still betterswhat is done. en you fpea weet) 


| iiars. 
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I think f% too ; for never gaz’d the Moon 
Upon the Water, ashe’ll ftand and read 
As’twere my Daghters Eyes: and to be plain, 
I think there is not halfakifs to chufe 

Who loves another belt. 

Pol. She dances featly. 

Shep. So fhe do’s any thing, tho I report it 
That fhould be filent; if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, fhe fhall bring him that Bb 
Which he not dreams of. Enter Servant, | 

Ser. O Mafter: if you did but hear the Pedler at the 
door, you would never dance again after a Tabor and 
Pipe: no, the Bag-pipe could not move you ; he fings fe. 
veral Tunes fafter than you’l tell money = he utters them 
as he had eaten Ballads, afd al] mens Ears grew to his 
Tunes, 

Clo. He could never come better: he fhall come in: ] 
love a Ballad but even too well, if it be doleful marrer 
merrily fet down: or avery pleafant thing indeed, and 
fung lamentably. 

Ser, He hath Songs for man, or.woman, of all fis; 
No Milliner can fo fit his cuftomers with Gloves: he has 
the prettieft Lov:-fongs for Maids, fo without bawdry} 
(which is ftrange) with fuch delicate burthens of Dil 
do’s and Fadings: Jump her and thump-her 5 and where} 
fome ftretch-mouth’d Rafcal , would, (as it were) mean 
mifchief, and break a foul gap into the Matter, he makes 
the Maid to anlwer , Whoop, do me no harm good man; 
pur'’shim off, flightshim, with }“hoop, do me no harm good 
man. 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. ; , 

Cio, Believe me, thou talkeft of an admirable conceited 
fellow, has he any wnbraided Wares? PY 

Ser. He hath Ribbons of all the colours ith’ Rainbow; 
Points, more than all the Lawyers in Behemia can learn 
edly handle, tho they come to him by th’ grofs: Inkles, 
Caddiffes, Cambricks, Lawns; why he fings em over, a8 
they were Gods or Goddeffes ; you would think a$ 
were a fhe-Angel, he fo chants to the ‘leeve-han@ , and 
the work about the $quare on’t. ‘ 

_ Clo. Prethee bring nim in, and let him approach fing | 
ing. ard 
Per. Forewarn him that he ufe no feurrillovs words ins 
Tunes. a 

Clo. Youhave of thefe Pedlers, that have m 
than you'ld think (Sifter) 

Per. | good brother, of go about to think. 


- 


ore in then, 


Enter Autolicus finging, 


Lawn as white as driven Snow, 
Cyprefs black, as cre was Crow, 
Gloves as fweet as Damask Rofes, 
(Masks for Faces, and for Nofes: 
Bugle-Bracelets, Neck lace »Ambery 
Perfume for a Ladies Chamber : 
Golden Quoifs, and Stomachers 
For my Lads eo give their Dears : 
Pins, and poaking flicks of tect. 
What Maids lack from head to heel: 
Come buy of me, come: come buy, come buy, 
- Buy Lads, or elfe your Laffes cry: Come buy. 


(lo. If I were not in love with AZopfa, thou fhouldt 
take no money of me, but being enthrall’d as I am, it Wi 
alfo. be thebondage of certain Ribbons and Gloves. 
Mop. was promis’d them againft the Feaft, but they 
come not too late now. i; fy 
Dor. He hath promis’d you more than that, or therebe 


he has paid you more, which will frame you to give mm 
again. eg 3 


Clo, Is there no manners left among Maids? will they 2 
| Waal aaa 
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were their plackets, where they fhould bear their faces ? 


Isthere not milking-time ? when you are going to bed ? 
Or kill-hole? To whiftle of thefe. fecrets, but you muft 
be tittle-tatling before all our Guefts ? Tis well they are 
whifpring : clamour your tongues, and not a word more- 

Mop. 1 havedone; Come you promis’d me a tawdry- 
lace, and a pair of fweet Gloves. 

Clo, Have Lnot told thee how I was cozen’d by the 
way and loft all my money ? 

Aut. And indeed Sir, there are Cozeners abroad, there- 
fore it behooves men to be wary. ; 

Clo, Fear not thou man, thou halt lofe nothing here. 

Aut. \ hope fo fir, for I have about me many parcels 
of charge. 

Clo, What haft here? Ballads ? 

Mop. Pray now buy fome, 1 love a Ballad in print, a 
life, for then we are {ure they are true. 

ent. Here’s oneto a very doleful tune, how a Utu- 
rers wife was brought to bed with twenty money-bags at 
a burthen, and how the long’d to eat Addars heads, and 
Toads Carbonadord. 

Mop. \s it true, think you ? 

Aut. Very true, and but a month old, 

Dor. Biefs me from marying a Uturer. 

cut. Here’s the Midwives name to’t : one MiftrifsTale- 
Porter. and five or fix honeft Wives, that were prefent. 
Why fhould I carry lyes abroad ? 

Mop. ’Pray you aow buy it. 

Clo, Come on, Lay it by : and let’s firft fee moe Bal- 
lads : We'l buy the other things anon. 

Aut. Here’s another Ballad ofa fith, that appeared 
upon the coaft, on Wednesday the fourfcore of April, forty 
thoufand fadom above water , and fung this Ballad againft 
the hard hearts of Maids: it was thought fhe was a Wo- 
man, and was (urn’d into a cold fith, for the would not 
exchange fl.fh with one that lov’d her : The Ballad is-ve- 
ry pitiful, and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, think you. 

Aut, Five Joftices hands at. it : and witneffes more 
than my pack will hold. 

Clo, Lay it by too; another, 

e4ut. This isamerry Ballad, but a very pretty one. 

Mop. Let's have fome merry ones. 

efut. Why thisisa pafling merry one, and goes to the 
tune of two Maids wooing a man: there’s fearcea Maid 

Weftward but the fingsit: ’tis in requet, Ican tell you. 
| Adop. We can both fingir: if thoulr bear a Patt, thou 
| fhalt hear, “tis-in three parts, 

Dor, We had the tune on’ a month a £0. 

efut. I can bear my part, you mutt know’ tis my occu- 
pation : Have at it with you : 

Song: 
Get yeu hence, for I muft £0 
Aut. Where fits not you to'kuow. 
Dor. Whither, 
Mop. O whither ? 
Dor. Whither ? 
Mop. J: becomes thy oath full well, 
Thon to me thy fecrets tell, 
Dor. A4¢ t00, let me go thither : 
Mop. Or thon oeft toth’ Grange, oy A4ill, 
Dor. If to either thou: dof iil, 
Aut. Neither, 
Dot. what neithey 2 
Ant. Neither. 
Dor. Thoubaft fworn my Love ti be, 
Mop. Thou bafh fornix more to ave. 
3 Then whither goeft? Say whither 2 


Clo. We’ have this fong out anon by our felves: My 
Father and the Gent, are in fad talk, and we'l not trouble 
them : Come bring away thy pack after me, Wenches 
i?e buy for you both : Pedler let’s have the fir choice 2 
follow me girls. 4ue. And you fhall pay well for "em. 


ite on ie ee - 
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<3 . Song. 

Will you buy any Tape, or Lace for your 
My dainty Dack, my Deer-a? 
eAny Silk, any Thred, any Toyes for your head 
Of the new’ ft, and fifi fiw wear-a. 

Come to the Pedler, Monty’s amedler, 
That doth utter all wens ware-a. 


Sir, Matter, there is three Carters, three Shepherds , 
three Neat-herds , three Swine-herds that have mace 
themfelves all men of hair, thay call themfelves Saltiers, 
and they have a Dance, which the wenches fay is a gal- 
ly-maufry of Gambols, becaufe they ate not in’r: but 
they themfelves are o’th‘mind ( if it benot too rough 
forfome , that know little but bowling ) it will pleafe 
plentifully. 

Shep. Away: we’l none on’c;;here has been too | 
much homely foolery already. Iknow (Sir )we weary 
you. 

Pol. You weary thofe that *refreth us : Pray let’s fee 
ca four-threes of Herdfmen. . 

er. One three of them, by their own report ( Sir 
hath dane’d before the King tad not the OER si He 
three, but jumps twelve foot and half by th *fguire. | 

Shep. Leave your prating, fince thefe good men are | 
pleas’d, let them come in ; but quickly now. 

Ser. Why, they ftay.at,dvor Sir. 


Cape ? 


Here a Dance of twelve AP pee 
Pol. OQ Father, you’! know more of that hereafter, | 
Is it not too far gone ? *tis time to part them, 
He’s fimple, and tells much. How now ( fair fhepherd) 
Your heart is fall of fomething, that do’s take 
Your mind from feafting, Sooth, when I was young, 
And handed love, as you do; I was wont “; 
To load my Shee with Knacks: would have ranfackt 
The Pedlers filken Treafury, and have pour’dit 
To her acceptance: you haye let him gO, 
And nothing marted with him. Ifyour Lafs 
interpretation fhould abufe, and call this 
Your lack of fove, -or bounty, you were ftraited 
For a reply at leaft, ifyou make a care 
Of happy holding her. 
Flo, Old Sir, I know 
She prizes not fuch triffles as thefe are : 
The gifts fhe looks from me, are 
Up in my heart, which I have 
But not deliever’d. O hear me breath my life 
Before this ancient Sir, who Cit fhould feem ) 
Hath fometime lov’d. [take thy hand, this hand 


packt and locke 
Riven already, 


| As foft as Doves Down, and as white asit, 


Or Ethiopians tooth, or the fan'd fhow, 
That’s bolted by th’Nothern blaft, twiceo’re, 

Pol. what follows this ? 
How prettily th’young Swain feems to wath 
The hand, was fair before ? [ have put you out, 
But to your proteftation : Let me hear 
What you profcfs, 

Flo. Do, and be witnefs to’t. 

Pol. And this my neighbour too ? 

Flo. And he, and more 
Than he, and men : the earth, and heavens, and all ; 
That were I crown’d the moft Imperial Monarch 
Thereof mot worthy: were I the faireft youth 
That ever made eye fwerve, had force and knowledg 
More than was ever mans, Twould not prize them 
VVithout her Loves for her imploy them all, 
Commend them, and condemn them to her fervice, 
Or to their own perdirion, 

Pol. Fairly offer?d, 

Cam. This thews a found affegtion, © 

Sbe. But my daughter, 
Say you the] ke to him, 

Per. Icannot {peak . 


So 
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So well, ( nothing {o well) no, nor mean better, 
By the pattern of mine own thoughts, I cut out 
The purity of his i 

Shep. Take hands, a bargain; , 
And friends unknown, you fhall bear witnefsto’c: 
| give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion equal his. 

Fle. O, that muft be 
[th vertue of your daughter 5,one being dead, 
. {hall have more than you can dream of yet, 
Enough then for you wonder : but come-on : 
Contraée us fore thefe witnefles. 

Shep. Come, your hand : 
And davghter, yours. 

Pol, Saft Swain a-while : beleech you, 
Have youa Father ? 

Flo. Lhave ; but what of him? 

Pol. Knows he of this ? 

Flo. He neither do’s, nor fhall. - 

Pol. Me-thinks a Father, 
Is at the nuptial of his fon, a Gueft 
That beft becomes the Table ; pray you ones more 
{s not your Father grown incapable 
Of reafonable affairs ? is he not ftupid 
With Age, and altring Rheumes 2? Canhe {peak ? hear ? 
Know man from man? Difpute his own eftate ? 
Lies he not bed-rid ? And again, do’s nothiag 
But what he did, being childifh? 

Flo, No good Sirs, , 
He has his health, and ampler ftrength indeed 
Than moft have of his age. 

Pol, By my white Beard, 
You ofier him ( ifthis be fo ) a wrong 
Something unfilial : reafon my fon 
Should choofe himfelfa wife, but as good reafon 
The Father, ¢ all whofe joy is nothing elfe 
Bur fair pofterity ) fhould hold fome counfel 
In tuch a bofinels. ; : 

Filo, 1 yield all this 
But for fome other reafons ( my grave Sir) 
Which’sis not fit you know, not acquaint 
My Father of this bufinefs. 

Pol, Let him know’t. 

Flo. He fhall not. 

Pol. Prethee let him. 

Flo. No: he muft not. .. 


Shep. Let him (my fon) he hall not need to grieve 


At knowing of thy choice. 

Fb. Come, come, he muft not: 
Mark our Contra&. 

Pol Mark your divorce (young Sir J 
Whom fon I dare not call: Thou art too bafe 
Yo be acknowledg’d. Thou a Scepters Heir, 
That thus affeéts.a fheep-hook? Thou old Traitor, | 
I amforry that by hanging thee, I can 
Bur fhorten thy life one week. And thou frefh Piece 
Of excetlent Witchcraft, who of force muft know 
The royal Fool thou coap’it with. 

Shep, Ob my heart. 


Pol, Pte have thy beauty {cratcht with briers, and made 


Mere hom«ly than thy ftate. For thee (fond boy ) 
if F may ever know thou doft, but figh, ' 
That thou no more fhalt never fee this knack ) as never 
[ meah thou {hale ) we’l bar thee from fucceffion, 

Nor hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin, 

Fatthin Dencalion off: ( mark thou my words ) . 
Folfow vs to the Court. Thou Churl, for his ime 
(Though full of our difpleafure ) yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it: And your enchantment, _ 
| Worthy enough a Herd{man: yea him too, 

That makes hienlelf (but for our Honour therein ) 
Unworthy thee. If ever henceforth, thou 

Thefe rural Latches to his entrance open, 

Or hope his body more, with thy imbraces, 


| When he fhall mifsme, as ( in faith 1 mean not 


1 will devife a death, ascrucl for thee 
As thou art tender to’t. 

Perd, Even here undone : 
I was not much afear’d: for once, or twice 
I was about tofpeak, and tcli him plainly, 
The felf-fame Sun, that shines upon his Court, 
Hides not his vifage from our Cottage, but 
Looks on alike. Wilt pleafe you (Sir J be gone ? ‘ 
I told you what would come of this: Beteech you + 
Of your own ftate take care: This dream of mine WM 
Being now awake, Ile Queen it no inch tarther, 
But milk my Ewes, and weep. 

Cam, Why how now Father, 
Speak ere thou dyeft, 

Shep. Ycanot fpeak, nor think, Ok ae 
Nor dare to know, that which Iknow: O Sir, 


Exst, 


| You have undone a man of fourfcore threes 


That thought to fill his gravein quiet; yea, 
To die upon the bed my father dy’d, , 
To lie clofe by his honeft bones 5 butnow ‘i 
Some Hangman mutt put on my fhroud, and lay m® 
Where no Prieft fhovels-in duft. Ohcurled wretch; 
That knew’ft this was the Prince, and wouldft adven 
To mingle faith with him. Undone, undonez. 
If I might die within this hour, 1 have liv‘d 
To die when I defire. 

Flo, Way look you fo upon me ? 
Iam but forry , not afear’d; delar'd, ee 
But nothing alter’>d, What lwas, lam, oul 
More ftraining on, for plucking back ;not following 
My leafh unwillingly ae 
Cam, Gracious wy Lord, 3 
You know your Fathers temper : at this time 
He will allow no {peech , (which Ido ghefs 

You do not purpofe to him; ) and as hardly 
Will he endure your fight, as yet I fear; 

Then till the fury of his Highnets fertle, 

Come not before him. 

Flo. I not purpofe is 5 

I think (amillo. 

Cam, Even he, my Lord. . 
Per. How often have I told you ’twould be thi 

How often faid, my dignity would lat 
But till *cwere known? 

_ Plo. It cannot fail, but by 

The violation of my faith, and then it 
Let Nature crufh the, fides o’th’ earth together, 
And mar the feeds within. Life up thy looks 
From my fucceflion wipe me{ Father } t 
Am heir to my affeétion. 

Cam. Be advis’d. : Pte 
Flo. | am ; and by my Faney, ifmy Reafon 
Will thereto be obedient ; lhave-Reafon, 

Afnot my lenfes better( pleas’d with madnefs } 

Do bid it welcome. , 
Cam. This is defperate( fir: )... 
Flo. So callit 3 but it do’s fulfilmy vow 5—— 

Ineeds muft think, it honelty ; Camillo, ah 
Not for Bobemia, nor the pompthat may ia 
Be thereat gleaned 5 for all that the Sun fees, OF 

The clofe earth wombs; or the profound feashide 
In unknown fadomes 5 will Ibreak my. Qath ae 

Tothis my fair belov’d, Therefore L pray you, 
As you have ever been my Fathers friend, 


— 
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To fee him any more) caft your good countels 

Upon his paflion, Let my telf, and Fortune ~ 

Tug for the time tocome, This you may. know, 

And fo deliver , ] am put to fea : ‘ “see 

With her, whom here I cannot ho'd on fhore, Ad aiees 
And molt opportune to her aced, 1 have 6 
A Vefkiridestaft by, but not prepaid 
For this Cefign. What courfe I mean to hold 

Shall nething benefit your knowledge,nor ~ 
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Concern me the reporting. 

Cam. O my Lord, wee 
I would your fpirit were eafier for advice, 
Or ftrongerfor your need. 

Flo. Heark Perdita, 

Ple hear you by and by. 

Cam. He’s irremovable, 
Refolv’d for flight : Now were I happy, if 
His going, I could frame to ferve my turn. 
Save him from danger, do him love and honour, 
Purchafe the fight again of dear Sicilia, 

And that unhappy King, my Mafter whom 
Ifo much thirft to fee. 

Flo. Now good Camillo, 

I am fo fraught with curious bufinefs, that 
1 leave out Ceremony. 

Cam. Sir, I think 
You have heard of my poor fervices, i’th’ love 
That [have born your Father ? 

Fle, Very nobly ; 
Have you deferv'd : It is my Fathers Mufick 
Tofpeak your deeds: not little of his care 
To have them recompenc’d, as thought on. 

Cam, Well (my Lord ) 

If you may pleafe to think I love the King, 
And through him, what’s neareft to him, which is 
Your gracious felf ; embrace but my direétion, 

If your more ponderous and ferled projeé& 

May fuffer alteration : On mine honour, 

I’le point you where you fhall have fuch receiving 
As fhall become your highnefs, where you may 
Enjoy your Miftrefs 5 from the whom ,I fee 
There’s nodisjunétion to be made, but by 

(As heavens forfend ) your ruin: Marry her, 
And with my beit endeavours; in yourabfence, 
Your difcontenting Father, ftrive to qualify 

And bring him up toliking: 

Flo, How Camillo meats 
May this (almoft a miracle) be done ? 

That l may call thee fomething more than man, 
And after that truft to thee? 

Cam. Have you thought on 
A place whereto you’l go ? 

Flo, Not any yet : 

But as th’unthought- on accident is guilty 
To what we wildly do, fo we profefs 

Our felves to be the flaves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 

Cam. Thentift to me: 
This follows, if you will not change your purpofe 
But undergo this flight, make for Sicilia, 

And there prefent your felf, and your fair Princefs, 
(For fo I fee the muft be ) "fore Leontes 5 
She fhall be habited, as it becomes 
The partner of your Bed. Methinks I fee 
Leontes opening his free Arms, and weeping 
His welcomes.forth: asks thee the Son forgivenels, 
As*twere i’th’ Fathers perfon : kiffes the hands 
Of your frefh’Princefs ; ore and ore divides him, 
"Twist his unkindenfs, and his kindnefs : th’one 
He chids to Hell, and bids the other grow 
Fafter than Thought, or Tinte. 

Flo, Worthy Camillo, 
What colour for my vifitation; fhall I 
Hold up before him? ~ 
- Cam. Sent by the King your Father 
To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 
Themanner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you (as from your Father) fhall deliver, 


Things known betwixt us three, Ple write you down, 


The which fhall point you forth at every fitting 
What you muft fay, that he fhall not perceive, 
But that you have your Fathers Bofom there, 
And fpeak his very heart. 
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had been hallowed, and brought a benediétion to 
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Flo. 1am bound to you : 
There is fome fap iff this. | ) 
Cam. A, Courfe more promifing , 
Thana wild dedication of yourfelves . 
To unpath’d waters, undream’d Shores ; moft certain, 
To miferies enough: no hope to help you, 
But as you fhake off one, to take another: 
Nothing focertain, as your Anchors, who 
Do their beft office, if they can but ftay you, 
Where you'l be loath to be: befides you know, 
‘Profperity’s the very, bond of love, 
Whofe frefh complexion, ahd whofe heart together, 
Affliétion alters. 
Per, One of thefe is true : 
I think Afflition may fubdue the cheek, 
But not take in the Mind. 
Cam. Yea, fay you fo ? 
There fhall not alyouyvaeFathers houfe, thefe feveri years 
Be born another fuch. 
Fla. My good Camillo, . 
She’gas forward of her breeding, as 
She is i’th’ rear ’our birth. 
Cam. I cannot fay, ’cis pity 
She lacks inftruétions, for fhe feems a Miltrefs 
To moft that teach. 
Par. Your pardon Sir, for shis. 
le blufh you thanks, 
Flo, My pretticit Perdsta. 
But O, the Thoras we ftand upon , (Camillo) 
Preferver of my Father,now of me. 
The Medicine of our Houfe: how thall we do ? 
We are not furnifh’d like Bobemia’s Son, 
Nor fhall appear in Sicily. 
Cam. My Lord, 
Fear none of this: I think you know my fortunes 
Do all lie there: I thall be fo my care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The Scene you play, were mine. For inftance, Sir, 
That you may know you fhall not want 5 oae words 


Enter Autolichus, 


e4ut. Ha, ha, what a fool Honefty is? arid Truft (his 
{worn brother ) a very fimple Gentleman. I have fold all 
my trumpery ; not a counterfeit ftone, not a ribbon, 
glafs, pomander; btowch, table-book, ballad, knife, tape, 
glove, fhooe-tye, bracelet, horn-ring, to keep my pack 
from faftning : they throng who fhould buy firit, as if my 


the buyer :_ by which means, { faw whofe purfe was beft in 
picture: and what I faw, to my good uit, I remember 
My Clown (who wants but fomething tobe areafonable 
man ) grew foin love with the Wenches fong, that he 
Would not ftir his pettytoes till he had borh tune and 
Words, which fo drew the rcft of the herd to me, that 
all their other fences fuckin cars; you might have pinch’d 
a Placket;it was fencelefs, twas nothing to geld a Cod- 
picce of apurfe ; 1 would have fii’d Keys off that hung 
if chains: no hearing, no feeling, but my firs fong, and ad- 
miring the nothing of it- So that in this time of Lethar- 
gy, I pick’t and cut moft of their Feftival purfes: and 
had not the old man come in with a Whoo-bub againt 
his Daughter, and the Kings Son, and fear’d my chowghes 
from the chaff, Ihad notleft a purfe alivein the whole 
Acmy. : 

Cam. Nay; but my Letters by this means being there 
So foon as you arrive, fhall clear that doubt. 

Flo, And thofe that you’l procure from King Leontes? 

Cam, Shall fatisfy your Father: 

Perd. Happy be you : 
All that youfpeak, fhe ws fair. 

Cam. Who have we here ? 

, Wet 


< ‘5 oa CA Sa Rt ee 


| eS 
We'l make an inftrument of this: omit 
Nothing may give us ayd. 3 
‘Aut. Jf they have over-heard me now : why hanging: 
Cam. How now(Good Fellow) 
Why fhak’A thoufo ? fear not (man) 
Here’s no harm intended to thee. 
Ant. Tama poor fellow, Sir. ; 
Cam, Why, be fo fill : here’s no body will fteal that 
from thee: yet for the out-fide of thy poverty, we rmuft 
-¢ an exchange : therefore dif-cafe thee inftantly ( thou 
chink there’sa neceffity in’t _) and change garments 
Gentleman : tho the peny-worth ( onhis fice ) 
there’s fome boot. 


mal 


with this 


2 
t 


oe t 


he worft, yet hold thee, 
ent. lam a poor fellow, Sir, ( I know ye well e- 
nough. ) 
Cam. Nay prethee difpatch : the Gentleman is half fled 
: already. 
Aut, Are you inearheft, Sir? (I fmell the trick on’t. 


Flo. Difpatch, I prethce. ; 

Aut. Indeed I have had earneft, but I cannot with con- 
{cience take it. 

(am, Unbuckle, unbuckle, 

Fortunate Miftrifs ¢ let my prophecy 

Come home toye: ) you muft retire your {elf 

into tome Covert, take your{weet-hearts hat 

And pluck it ore your brows, muffle your face, 

Difmantle you, and (2s you can ) difliken 

The truth of your own feeming, that you may 

(For Ido fear eyes over ) to Ship-boa 
Get undefcry’d. 

Per. I fee the Play fo lies, 
That I mu bear a part. 

Cam. No remedy : 

Have you done there ? 

Flo, Should Inow meet my Father. 
He would not call me Son. 

. (am, Nay, you fhall have no hat 5 
Come Lady, come ; farewel (my friend.) 

Aut. Adiev, Sir. 

Flo, © Perdita: what have we twain forgot ; 
?Pray you a word. 

Cam, WhatIdo next, fhall be to tell the King 
Of this efcape, and whither they are bound : 
Whereinsmy hope is, 1 fhallfo prevail, 

To ferce him after: in whofe. company 
{ thal review Sicilia : for whofe fight, 

[have a womans Longing ; 
Flo, Fortune fpeéd us: = 
thus we fet on ( Camillo ) to th’ Sea fide. 
Cam. The fwiftér {peed, the better. 


on. 


Enter Clown and Shepheard. 


4 Lanes en 
careful.man work. 
Clown. See, fee: 


of your flefh and blood. 
Shep. Nay, but hear me. 
Clow, Nay, but hear mes 


i The Wititers Tale. 


Exit. 

4ut. Tunderftand the bufinets,] heat it: to have an| you have none. 
open eat, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, isneceffary for a 
Cut-purfe, a good nofe is requilite alfo, to fmell cut work 
for th’other fences, I fee thisis the time that the unjuft man 
doththrive. What an exchange had this. been, without 
hoot? Whata boot is here, with this exchange 5 fure the 
‘1 Gods do this year connive at Us, and we may do any thing 
extewpore. The Prince himfelfis about a piece of iniquity 
(fiealing away ftom his Father,with his Clog at his heels. ) 
if I thought ie were a piece of honefty to acquaint the King 
withal, Lwould fot do’: I hold it the more Knavery 
to conceal it; and-thercin am I conftant tomy Profi ffi- 


i Afide, afide, here’s more matter for a hot brain : Every 
d, every Shop, Church, Seffion, Hanging yiclds a 


what aman you are now ? there isno 1 
other wav, but to tell the King fhte’s a Changling, and none) anew Ship, to purge Malencholly, and air himnfelf + for if 


ee a 


Shep. Go to then. 
Clow. She being none of your fic 


fh arid blood, your fiehh 
and blood has not.offended the King,and fo. your fieth and 
blood is not to be punifh’d by him. Shew thole things youl) 
found about her (thofe fecret things , all but what fhe has 

with her : ) This being done, let the Law go whiftle: 4 

} warrant you. 

Shep. I will tell she King all, every word; yeas and his} 


Sons pranks too: who, I mayfay, is no honeft man neis} | 
ther to his father, nor to me, to go about to make me the: 
Kings brother in Law. / 
Clow. Indeed Brother in Law was the farthett off you) | 
could have been to him, and then your blood had been 
the dearer, by 1 know how much an ounce, 
Aut. Very wilély ( Puppies ) 
Shep. Well: let us to the King: thereris that im this} 
Farthel, will make him fcratch his beard. " 
e4ut. | know bot what impediment this complaint may) 
be tothe flight of my matter. i] 
Clo. Pray heartily he be at Pallace, i 
Aut. Tho Dam not naturally honeft,-1 am fo. fometimes 
by chance : Letmie pocket up my pedlers excrement. How | 
now (Ruftiques ): whither are you bound ? é 
Shep. To th’ Pallace ( and it like your Worfhip.). 9 
Aut, Your affairs there ? what 2 with whom? thecons}, 
dition of that Farthel ? the place of your,dwelling ? your) 
Names? your ages? of what having? breeding, and 
thing thacis fitting to be known, dilcover ? 
Clo. We are but plain fellows, Sir. rsh 
e4ut. A Lye: you are rough, and hairy + (Let me 
have no lying; it becomesnone but Tradelemen, and they 
often give us (Souldiers ) the lie, but we pay them for it) 
with ftamped Coie, ‘not ftabbing fteel, therefore they 40} 
not give us the lye. iah) 
Clo, Your Worthip had like to have given us one, if you 
had not taken your felf with the manner. oY 
Shep. Are-youacourtier, and’ like you Sir? ah) 
Aut. Whether it like me, or no,i ama Courtier, Seeft 
thou not the air of the Court, in thefe enfoldings? hath not 
my gate in it, themeafureof the Court ?) receives not thy 
Note Court-Odour from me? reflect I'not onthy bafenels 
Court-contempt ? Think’ thou, for that Linfiruate; o 
toaze from thee thy bufinefs , 1 am therefore no Courtier’ 
I am courtier Cap-a-pe 5 and one that will either (pull-on, 
or pluck-back, thy bufinefs there: wherevpen I ‘comm 
thee to open thy affair. 
Shep. My bufinefs, Sir, is totheKing. 
Aut, What advocate haft thou tohim? 
Shep. know not, (and’t like you.) 
Clo. Advocate’s the ‘Court-word for a 


4 


Pheazant : ay 


Sheps None, fir: I have no Pheafant cock,nor hen. 

Ant. How bleffed are we, that are:not fimple men? 
Yet nature might have made me as thefe are, 
Therefore 1 will not difdain. 

Clo, This cannot be but-agreat Courtier. 

Shep. His Gatments are’rich, but :he wears them not 
handfomly. é 

Clo, Hefeets to be the more noble «in ‘being sfantalti 
cal: a great man, Vle warrant’; know by: the pickitg 
on’s teeth. fool 
ut, The Farthel there? ‘What’s ith’ Farthel? > 
wherefore that Box ? 

Shep. Sir, there lies fuchfecrets in this Fartheland Box. 
which none muft know but the King, and whieh ‘he {hi 
— within this hour, if dumay come to th’ fpeech © 
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Axt. Age, thou haft loft thy labour. 

Shep. VVhy Sir? 

Aunt. Phe King is not at the Pallace,! he 


ox 


is gone-aboitd 
thou bee’ft capable of thin 
King is full of gtief. 


gs ferious, thou muft know U° 
Shep. So °tis {aid (Sir ») about’ his Son that tml 
avi 


et 


[ave married a Shepherds daughter. 

|  .@#:, lf that Shepherd be now in hand-faftt; let him fly; 
| che Curfes he fhall have, the Torturcs he hall feel, will 
| break the back of Mah,:tlie heatrot Montter. 

| Cle. Think you fo, Sir? 

Aut. Not ke alone fhall foffer what Wit can make hea- 
Vy, and vengeance bitters but thofe thatare Jermain to 
jhim (tho remov’d fifty times) fhall all come under the 
Hangman. which, tho ig be great pity, yerit is neceflary. 
|Aa old Sheep-whittling Rogue, a Rametehder to offer 

co have his Daughter come into grace ? Some fay he fhall 
| be fton’d ; but that Death is too fofti for: him C fay I :) 
Draw our Throne into.a Sheep-Coat ? all/Deaths are too 
few, the fharpeft too eafie; 

Clo. Ha’s the old man cre a Son,Sir (do-you hear) and’t 
like you, Sir. 

Aut, He ha’s a Son, who fhallhbe flay’d alive, then 
‘anointed oyer with honey, fet on the Head of a Walps 
Neft, then ftand till he be three quarters and a dram dead; 
then recover’d again withAgna-vite, or fome other hot 
Infufion;then, raw as he is (aud in che hotteft day Progno- 
tication.proclzims) fhall he be fet againft a Brick-wall 
(the Sun looking with a Southward Eye uponhim 5 where 
he is to behold him, with Flies blown to Death.) But 
what talk we of thele Traitorly-Rafcalsy whofe miferies 
are (0 be {mil’d at, their offeucss being fo capitrl? Tell me 
(for you feem to be honeft plain men) what you have to 
the King: beingdomething gently confider'd, Ple bring 
you where he is aboord, tender your perfons: to his pre- 
fence, whifper him in your behalf; and if it be in Man, 
belides the King; to effc& your Suit’, here isa man hall 
do it. 

Clo, He feems to be of great Authority: clofe with 
him, give him Gold; and though authority be a ftubborn 
Bear, yet he is oft led -by,the Nofe with Gold: thew 
the infide of your. Purfe.toithe outfide of his hand ‘ 
and no more ado. Remember fton’d and flay’d a- 
live. 

Shep. And’t pleafe you (Sir) to undertake the. bufi- 
nefs for us, here is that Gold Ihave: Pile make it as much 
@ore, and leave this young. man in Pawn till | bring it 
you, : 

Aut. After Lhave done what I promifed 2 

Shep. ¥ Sir. 

Aut. Well, 
this bulinels, , 

Clo. In fome fort, Sir: but tho my cafe be apitiful one, 
Thope I fhalf not be flay’d our of it. : 

Aut, Oh that’s the cate of theShepherds Son j hang him, 
he’l be nade anexample: 

Clo. Comfort, good comfort: We wuk to the King, 
and fhew our ftrange fights: he muft know "ris none of your 
Duughter, nor my Sifter» we are gone elfe, Sir, 1 will 
give you asmuch as thisold man do’s, when the bufinefs is 
performed, and remain (as he fays) your Pawn till it be 
brought you. fate: 

Aut. | will tru you, walk before toward the 
go onthe right hand, | wil: bus 
follow you, 

Clo. We are blefs’d, in this man: 
blefs’d. - 

Shep. Let?s 
do us godd. 


give me the moity ; are you a parting in 


Sea-fide, 
look upon the Hedg, and 


as E may fay, even 
before, as he bids us: he was provided to 


‘ Exeunt. 

" Aut. If Thad a mind to be honcft, I {ce Fortune would 
not fuffer me: fhe drops Booties ia my mouch, I am 
‘courted now with a double occafion - Cgold, and a means 
to do the Prince my Mafter g00d: which, who knows 
how that may turn back to my advancement?) I wiil 
bring thefe two Moal:, thefe blind ones, aboard him, if 
hethink it fir co fhoar them again, and thar the Com- 
plaint they have to the King concerns him nothing, let 
him call me Rogue, for being fo fat officious, for | am 
proof againft that Title, and what fhame elfe belongs 
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» there may be matter 


to’t: To him will I prefent them 
in it, 


Exeunt. 


Actus Quintus. Scéna Prima. 


Enter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulina, Servant:, 
* Florizel, Perdita, 


Cleo. Sir, you have done enough, and have perform’d 
A Saint-like Sorrow: No fault could you make, 
Which you have not redeem’d § indeed pay’d down 
More penitence, than done trefpafs: at the laft 
Do.as the Heavens have done; forgét your evil, 
With them, forgive your felf. 
Leo, Whilft I remember 
Her and her vertues, I cannot forget 
My blemifhes in them, and fo ftill think of 
The wrong] did my felf: which was fo much, 
That Heit-lefs it hath made my Kingdom, and 
Deftroy’d the fweet?it companion that ere man 
Bred his hopes out of true. 
Pau!. Too true (my Lords 
If one by one, you wedded all 
Or from the All that are, 
To make a perfe& Woman 
Would: be unparallell’d, 
Leo.'T think fo. KKill’d 2 
Shel kil’d? Fdidfo, bur chow fri?’ me 
Sorely, to fay I did, it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue; as in my thought. 
Say fovbut feldom. 
Cleo. Notat all, good Lady : 
You might have {pokena thoufand things, that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac’d 
Your kindnefs better. 
Paul. You.are none of thofe j 
Would have him wed again, 
Dio. If you would not fo, 
You pity not the Stare; nor thé Remembrance 
Of his moft Soveraign Nime : Confider little, 
What dangers, by his Highnefs fail of iffue, 
May drop upon his Kingdom, and devour 
Incertain lookerson, What were more holy, 
Than to rejoyce the former Queen is well? 
What holier, than for Royalties repair, 
For prefent comfort, and for future good, 
To blefs the Bed of Majefty again 
With a fweet fellow to’r? 
Paul. There is none worthy, 
(Retpeéting her that’s gone:) befi'es the Gods 
Will have tulfill’d their feeret purpotes 
For has rot the Divine eT pollo faid , 
\s’¢ not the cenor of his Oracle, 
Toat King Leontes fhall not have an Heir ; 
Till his loft Child be found ? Which, that it thad 
Is all as monftrous to our humane reafon, 
As my Antigonns to break his Grave, 
And come again to me; whe on my fife, 
Did perith with the Infant, Tis your Courcel , 
My Lord fhould tothe Heavens be contrary > 
Oppote againft théir wilis. Care not for iffue, 
The Crown will find an Heir, Great Alexander 
Left his to th’ Worthicft: {0 his Succeffor 
Was like to be the beft. 
Leo. Good Paulina, 
Who haft the memory of Hermione 
I know in honour ; O, tat ever t 
Had {quar'd me to thy Coney 2 then, ever now 


the World, 
took fomething good, 
5 the you kill’d, 


Now, good now, 


> 
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1 might have look’d upon my Queens full eyes, 
Have taken T'reafure from her lips. 
Pant. Andleft them 
More rich, for what they yielded. 
Leo, Thou {peak’&t truth : 
No more fuch wives, therefore no wife ; one worle, 
And better usd, would make her Sainted Spirit, 
Again poilels her Corps, and on this Stage, 
(Wihéte we Offenders no appear}Soul-vext, 
And begin, why to mec 
Paul. Had fhe fuch power, 
She had juft caufe. 
‘Leo. She had, and would incenfe me 
To murther her I married. 
Paul. I fhould fo: 
Were I the Ghoft that walk’d, I’ld bid you mark 
Her eve, and tell me for what dull part in’t 
You chofe her ; then ’ld fhriek, that even your Ears 
Should rift to hear me, and the words that follow’d, 
Should be, Remember mine, 
Leo. Stars, Stats, 
And all eyes elfe, dead-coals 5 
Viehave no Wife, Paulina, 
Paul, Will you {wear 
Never to marry, but by my free leave? 
Leo. Never (‘Paulina) fo be blefs’d my Spirit. 
Paul. Then good my Lords, bear witnefs to his Oath. 
Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 
Pau!. Unlefs another, 
As like Hermione, as is ber piéture, 
Affront his eye. ¢-* Come a pals 
Cleo. Good Madam, I fide perk ‘ ; 
Paul. Yer if my Lord will marry 5 if you will, Sirs ; 
No remedy but you will: Give me the office 
To chufe you a Queen» fhe fhall not be fo young 
As was your former, but fhe fhall be fuch 
As (wa'k'd your firft Queens Ghoft) it fhould take joy 
Totee her in your arms. 
Leo. My true Paulina, 
We (hall not marry, ‘till chou bidft us. 
Paul. That 
Shall be when your firft Queen’s again in breath 
Never till then. 


fear thou no Wife ‘ 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser, One that givesout himfelf Prince Florizel, 
Son of Polixenes, with his Princefs (the 
The faireft I have yet beheld) defires accefs 
To your high pretence, 
Leo. Wheat with bim ? he comes not 
Like to his Fathers greatnefs his approach 
(So our of circumftance, and dudden ) tells usy 
» Vis not a Vilitation fram’d , but fore’d 
By need, and accident, What Train ? 
Ser. But few, 
{And thofe but mean. 
Leo. His Princefs (fay you) with him ? 
Ser. 13 the moft peerlets piece of Earth, I think, 
That ere the Sun fhone bright on. 
Pasl. Oh Hermione, 

| As ever prefent Time doth boaft it felf 
Abovea better, gone; fo muft thy Grave 
Give way to what’s feen now. Sir, you your felf— 
{aid, and writ fo; but your writing now 
is colder than that Theam; fhe bad not been, 

Nor was not to be equali’d 5 thus your Verfe 
Flow’d with her Beauty once, "tis fhrewdly ebb’d, 
To fay you have feen a better. 
Ser. Pardon, Madam: tad 
The one, I have almoft forgot (your pardon :) 

The other, when fhe ha’s obtain’d your Eye, 
Will have your Tonguetoo. This isa Creature, — 
Would the begin a Seét, might quench the zeal 


Tbe Winters T ale. 


| Usfurnifh me of Reafon. They are come. 


| Your Mother was moft true to Wedlock, Prince, a : 


Of all Profefforselfe: make profelites 
Of who fhe but bid follow. 
Paul. How? not Women? 
Ser. Women will love her, that fhe is a Woman 
More worth than any Man: Men that the is 
The rareft of all Women. : 
Leo. Go Cleomines, 
You felf €affifted with your honour’d friends) 
Bring them to our embracement. Still “tis ftrange, 
He thus fhould fteal upon us. ? 
Exit. 
Paul. Had our Prince, 
(Jewel of Children) teen this hour, he trad paix’d 
Well with this Lord; there was not a full month | 
Between their Births. 
Leo. *Pretheeno more 3 ceafe: thou know’ 
He dies to me again, when talk’d-of: fure 
When I fhall fee this Gentleman, thy Speeches 
Will bring me to confider that, which may 


Enter Florizel, Perdita, Cleomines, and others. 


For fhe did print your Royal Father off, a 
Conceiving you. Were I but twenty one, : 
Your Fathers Image is {0 hit in you, 
(His very air) that | thou!d call you Brother, 
AsI did him, and {peak of fomething wildly 
By us perform’d before. Moft'darly welcome , 
And your fair Princefs (Goddels) oh: alas ,-- 
Iloft a couple, that *twixt Heaven and Earth 
Might thus have ftood, begetting wonder, as 
You (gracions Couple) do: and then I loft 
(All mine own Folly) the Society, 
Amity too of your brave Father, whom 
(Tho bearing Mifery) Idefire my life 
Once more to look on him. 
Flo, By his command 
Have I here touch’'d Sicilia, and from him 
Give you all greetings, that a King (as friend) 
perce his Brother: and but infirmity 2 
(Which waits upon worn times) hath fi ing feiz’d | 
His wifh’d Ability, he had ee ie ppt : i - 
The Lands and Waters, *twixt your Throne andhis | 
Meafur’d, to look upon you;, whom he loves | 
(He bad me fay fo) more than all che Scepters 
And thofe that bear them, living. ; 
* te ts Brother , « : 
(Good Gentleman) the wrongs I have ce, fits. 
Afrefh within me; and thefe ay offices oe 
(So rarely kind) are as Interpreters 
Of my behind-hand flacknefs. Welcome hither. 
Asis the Spring toth’ Earth. Andhath he too ; 
Expos'd this Paragon to th’ fearful ufage 
fey leaftungentle) of the dreadful Neptune, 
0 greet a man, not worth her pains : 
Th’ adventure of her perfon? peut h = 
Flo. Good my Lord, 
She came from Lybia. 
ne —_ the warlike Swalus, 

That Noble honour’d Lord. is fear’ 4? 
Flo. Moft Royal Sir, a 
From thence: irom him, whofe Daughter 
His ‘Tears proclaim’d his Parting with her: thence 

(A profperousSouth-wind friendly we have crotsd 
‘To execute the Charge my Father fave me, , 
For vifiting ) your Highnef:: my beft Train. 
I have from your Sieilian fhores difmiis’d . 
Who for Bohemia bend, to fignifie ri 
— only my ae in Lybia (fiz) 
ut my arrival, and my Wi : : 
Here, whete we ar en pile at 
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Leo, The bleffed Gods : 

| Purge all infeétion from our Air, whilft you 
Do Climate here: you havea holy Father, 
A graceful Gentleman, againft whofe perfon 
(So facred as it is) I have done fin, 
For which the Heavens (taking angry note) . 
Have left me Iffue-lefs: and your Father’s blef’d 
( As he from Heaven meritsit ) with you, 
Worthy his goodnefs. What might I have been, 
Might I a Son and daughter now have look’d on, 
Such goodly things as you ? 


Enter a Lord, 


Lord. Moft Noble Sir, 
That which I fhall report will bear no credit, 
Were not the proof fonigh. Pleafe youg great Sir ) 
Bohemia greets you from himfclf, by me: 
Defires you to attach his Son, who ha’s 
(His Dignity, and Duty both caft off) 
Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with 
A Shepherds Daughter. 

Leo. Where’s Bohemia? {peak. 

Lor. Herein your Ciry : I now came from him. 

'I fpeak amazedly, and it becomes, 

My marvel, and my Meflage, to your Court 
Whiles he was haftning ( in the Chafe, it feems , 
Of this fair Couple ) meets he on the way 
The Father of this feeming Lady, and 
Her Brother, having both their Countrey quitted, 
Wich this young Prince. 

Fo. Camillo ha’s betray’d me 5 
Whofe honour, and whole honefty till now, 
Endur’d all Weathers. 

Lord, Lay’t fo to his charge : 

He’s with the King your Father. 

Leo. Who ? Camillo ? 

Lord. Camillo 2 ( Sir : )1 pake with him: who now 
#a’s thefe poor men in queftion. Never faw | 
Wretches fo quake: they kneel, they kifs the earth; 
Forfwear themfelves as often as they {peak : 
Bohemia ftopshis ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths, ia death. 

Per. Oh my poor Father ; 

The Heaven fets {pies upon us, will not have 
Our Contra& celebrated. ; 
_ Leo. You are married ? 

Flo. Weare not (Sir _) nor are we Ike to be 5 
The Stars (I fee) will kifs the Valleys firtt ; 

The odds for high and low’s alike. : 

Leo. My Lord, 

Is this the Daughter of a King ? 

Flo. She is, 

When once fheis my Wife. 

Leo. That once (I fee ) by your good Fathers fpeed, 
Will come-on very flowly. 1 amforry 
( Moft forry ) you have broken from his liking, 
Where you were tw’din duty: and as forrys 
Your choice isnot {fo rich in Worth, as beaury, 
That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo. Dearlookup: 

Though Fortune, vifible an enemy, 

Should chafe us, with my Father : power no jot 
Hath fhe tochange our Loves, Befeech you (Sir) 
Remember fice you ow’d no more toTime 

Than I do now : with thought of fuch affcétions, 
Step forth mine Advocate: at your requelt, 

My Father will grant precious things, as Trifles. 

Leo, Would he do fo, Tid beg your precious Miftris 
Which he counts but a Trifle, 

Paul. Sir ( my Liege ) 

Your eye hath too much youthin’t ¢ not amonth 
*Fore your Queen di’d, fhe was more worth fuch gaz:s 
Than what you look cn now. 


The Winters Tale. 


t 
Leo. | thought of her, 
Even in thefelooks } made. But your Petition 
Is yet un-anfwer’d : 1 will to your Father - 
Your Honour not o’re thrown by your defires 
1 am friend tothem, and you :upen which Errand 
I now gotoward him: therefore follow me, 
And mark what way 1 make : Come, good ry Lerd 


Exceunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Autolichus, and a Gentleman. 


_ Aut, Befeech you (Sir) were you prefent at'this Rela- 
tion? Z . 

Gent. 1, I was by st the opening of the Fardel, heard 
the old Shepherd deliver the manner how he found it 3 
whereupon (after a little amazzdnefs ) we were all com- 
manded out of the Chamber : only this (me thought ) 1 
heard the Shepherd fay, he found the Child. 

Aut. 1 would mof gladly know the [fue of it. 

Gen. 1. Imake a broken delivery of the bufinef : but 
the changes I perceived in the King and Camilio, were ve- 
ryNotes of admiration 5 they feem’d aloft, with ftaring 
on oneanother, to tear the Cafes of their Eyes. There 
was4peech in their dumbnels, Language in their very Ge- 
fture : they look’d asthey had heardofa World ranfom’d, | 
or one deftroyed ; a netable paffion of Wonder appeared 
in them : but the wifeft beholder, that knew no more 
but feeing, could not fay, if th’ importance were Joy, or 
Sorrow 35 but inthe extremity of the one, it muft needs be, 


Enter anther Gentleman. 


Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knows more: 
The News, Ragero, 

Gen, 2. Nothing but Bonfires: the Oracle is fulfil’d ; 
the Kisgs Daughter is dound ; fach a.deal of wonder is 
broken out within this hour, that Balladmakers cannot 
be able. to expreisir. 


Enter avether Gentleman. 


Here comes the Lady Paulina’s Steward, he can deliver 
you more. How goesit now (Sir ? ) This News (which 
is cali’d true) is tolike an old Tale, thar the verity of itis 
in ftrong fulpition ; Ha’s the King found,his heir ? 

Gen. 3. Mott true, ifever Truth were pregnant by 
Circum{tance; That which you hear, you’l fwear you 
fee, there is fuch unity in the Proofs. The Mantle 
of Quen Hermiones; her Jewel about the Neck of it; 
the Letters of Antigonus found with it, which they know 
to bz his Charaéters the Majefty of the Creature, in ree 
femblance of the Mother; the Affection of  Noblenefs, 
which nature fhews above her breeding, and many o-} 
other Evid ences, proclaim her with all certainty to be 
the Kings Daughter: did you fee the meeting of the twof 
Kings ? 

Gent, 2. No. 

_ Gext, 3. Then have you loft a fight which was to be 
feen, cannot be fpokenof. There might you have be. 
held one Joy crowa another, foand in fuch manner, that 
it feem’d Sorrow wept to take leave of them ; for their 
Joy waded int:ars. There was cafting up of Byes, hol- 
ding up of hands, with Countenance of fuch diftraction, f 
that they were to be known by Garment, not by Favour. 
Our King being ready to leap out of himielf, for joy ef 
his found Daughter ; as if that joy were now becomea 
Lofs, cries, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother 3 then asks 
Z 2 Bohemia | 
oe 
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Have we pals’d through, not without much content 
Jn many fingularities : but we faw nor 
That which my Daughter came to look upon, 
The Statue of her Mother. 
Paul Asthe liv’d Peerlefs, 
So her dead likenets L do well believe 
Excells what ever yet you loo.’d upon, 4 
Or hand of Man hath done: theretore I keep it 
Lovely, apart. Buthere itis: prepare 
To fee the life as lively mock’d, as ever 
Still Sleep mock’d death : behold, and fay ’tis well. 
I like your filence, it the more fhews off 
Your wonder 5 but yet fpeak, firft you (my Liege ) 
Comes it not fomething near ? 

Leo. Her natural Pofture. 

Chide me (dear Stone ) that I may fay indeed 
Thou art Hermione, or rather, thou art fhe, 
In thy not chiding ; for fhe was as tender 

As infancy, and grace. But yet (Pauling) 
Hermione was not fo much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged as this feems. 

Pol, Oh, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our Carvers excellence. 
Which lets go by fome fixteen years, and makes her 
As fheliv’d now. 

Leo. As now (he might have done, 
So much to my good comiort,as it is 
Now piercing to my Soul. Oh, thus the ftood, 
Even with fuch Life of Majefty (warm Life, 
As now it coldly ftands ) when firft I woo’d her- 

I am afham’d ; do’s not the ftone rebuke me, 

For being more ftone thanit ? Oh Royal Piece; 
There’s Magick in thy Majefty, which has 
My evils conjur’d toremembrance ; and 
From thy admiring Daughter took the Spirits, 
Standing like Stone with thee. 

Perd. And give meleave. 
And do nor fay tisSuperftition, that 
i kneel, and then implore her bleffing, Lady, 
Deer Queen, that ended when I but began, 
Give methat hand of yours to ki(s. 

Paul QO, patience: 

The Statue is but newly fix’d: the Colour’s 
Not dry. 

Cam, My Lord, your forrow was too fore lay’d-on, 

Which fixteen Winters cannot blow away, 

So many Summers dry, fearce any Joy 

Did ever fo long live ; no Sorrow, 

But kil’dit felf much fooner. ; 

Pol. Dear my Brother, 

Let him that was the caufe of this, have power 
To take off fo much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himfelf. 
Paul. Indeed my Lord, 
If | had thought the fight of my poor Image 
Would thus have wrought you ( for the ftone is mine .) 
Pid not have fhew’d youit. 
- Lee. Do not draw the Curtain. 
_ Paul. No longer fhall you gaze on’t , le your Fancy 
May thinkanon, it moves. 
Leo. Let be, let be, 
Would I were dead, but that methinks already. 
(What washe that did make it ? )See(my Lord) 
Would younotdeem it breath’d ? and that thofe veins 
Did verily bear blood ? ¥ 
Pol. Mafterly done. 
The very life feems warm upon her Lip. 
Leo, ‘The fixture of her Eye hs motion in’, 
As we are mock’d with Art, 

Paul, Ve draw the Curtain 5 
My Lord’s almoft fo far tranfported, that 
He’l think anon it lives. 

Leo. Oh fweet Paulina, 

Make me to think fo twenty years together : 
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No fetled fences of the World can match 
The pleafure of that madnefs. Let’s alone. 
Paul. 1 amforry (Sir)I have thus far ftir’d you; but 
I could afflict you further. 
Leo, Do Paulina ; 
For this affli&tion ha’sa tafte as {weet 


| Asany cordialcomfort. Still methinks 


There is an ayr comes from her. What fine Chizzel 
Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mock me, 
For Iwill kifs her. 
Pal. Good my Lord forbear ; 
The ruddinefs upon her lip is wer 5 
Yow'l marre it, if youkifsir 5 ftain your own 
With Oyly Paincing ; fhall 1 draw the Curtain 2 
Leo, No, not thete twenty years. 
Perd. Solong could I 
Stand by, a looker on, 
Paul, Either forbear, 
Quit prefently che Chappel, or refolve you 
For more amazement, if you can behold it, 
le make the Statue move indeed 5 defcend, 
And take you by the hand but then you'll think 
(VVhich I proteft againft ) I am affitted 
By wicked Powers. 
Leo. VVhat you can make her do, 
fam content 1o look ons what to fpeak, 
[am content to hear ; for ’tis as eafy 
To make her fpeak, as move. 
Paul. Iris requi'd 
You do aweke your Faith, then all and till, 
On 5 thofe that think i: is unlawf.l Bufinefs 
Lam about, let them depart- 
Leo. Proceed; 
No toot fhall ftir, 
Paul. Mufick , awake her : Strike, 
"Tis time, defcend ; be Stone no more: approach , 
Strike all that look upon with marvail. Come ; 
Pie fill your Grave up: ftir, nay come away: 
Bequeath to death your numbnef:: (for from him 
Dear life redeems you ) youperceive fhe ftirs, 
Start not, her aétions fhall be holy, as — 
You hear my fpell is lawful, do not fhun her, 
Until you fee her dye again , for then 
You kill her double. Nay, prefent your hand , 
VVhen the was young, you woo’d her, now in age, 
ls fhe become the Suicor ? 
Leo, Oh the’s warm , 
If this be Magick, let it be an art 
Lawful as Eating. 
Pol. She embraces him. 
Cam. She hangs about his neck, 
If the pertain to life, let her fpeak too. 
Pol. 1, and make it manifett where fhe has lived, 
Or how ftoln from the dead ? 
Paul. That the is living, 
Were it but told you, fhould be hooted at 
Likean old tale; but it appears fhe lives, 
Tho yet fhe fpeak not. Mark alittle while. 
Pleate you to enterpofe ( fair Madam ) kneel, 
And pray your Mothers bleffing, turn good Lady, 
Our Perdita is found, 
Her, You gods look down, 
And from your facred viols pour your graces 
Upon my Daughters head ; tell me (mineown) 
Where haft thou been preferved ? where lived ? how found 
Thy Fathers Court ? For thou fhalt hear that I 
Knowing by Paulina, that the Oracle 
Gave hope thou waft in being, have preferved 
My felf, to fee the Iffue, 
Paul. There is time enough for that ; 
Left they defire( upon this puth ) to trouble 
Your joys with like relation. Go rogether 
You precious winners al! , your exultation 


Partake to every one ; [(an old Turtle} 


Will 
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I screamer 2° 7 <s~ snr  ay 
Will wing me to fomewither'd bow, and there 
My Mate (that’s never to be found again) 
Lament rill lam Toft. 

Leo. O peace Paulina: 
Thou fhouléft a husband take by my confent, 
4s by thine a Wife. This isa Match, ; 
And made between’s by Vows. Thou haft found mine, 
But how, is to be queftion’d ; for 1 faw her 
(AsI thought) dead : and have (in vain) faid many 
4 parver upon her Grave. Vle not feek far 
(For bim, I partly know his mind) to find thee 
An honourable Husband. Come Camillo, 
And take her by thehand ; whofe worth; and honefty 
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Is richly noted : and here juftified 

By Us, apairof Kings. Let's from this p'ace. 
What? look vpon my Brother : both your pardons, 
That ere 1] put between yout holy tooks 

My ill fufpition : ‘This your Son-in-law, 

And Son unto the King, whom heavens direéting 
Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina, 
Lead us from hence, where we may leifurely 
Each one demand, and anfwer to his part 
Perform’d in this wide gap of Time, fince firft 
Were diffever’d. Heftily lead away. 
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Names of the Actors, — 
Eontes, King of Sicilia. Emilia, ¢ Lady. — 
EMamilius, young Prince of Sicilia. | Polixenes, Aing of Bohemia. 
Camillo Florizel, Prince of Bohemia. 
Antigonus Four Old Shepherd, reputed Father of Perdita. 
Cleomines (Lords of Sicilia. Clown his Son. 
Dion Autolicus, a Rogwe. 
Hermione, Queen to Leontes. Archidamus, @ Lord of Bohemia. 
Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Her-|Other Lords, and Gentlemen, and Servants. 
mione. Shepherds, and Shepherdeffes. 


Paulina Wife to Antigonus. 
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KING 


Enter King Johns Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Eflex, and Sa- 
lisbury, w#th the Chattylion of France. 


King Fobn. 


Chat. Thus (after greeting) {peaks the King 
Na 2 of France. 
WW § In my behaviour to the. Majetty, 
S The borrowed Majefty of Exgland here. 
Eli. A ftrange beginning - borrowed Majefty / 
K. Fohn, Silence(good Mother) hear the Embaflic, 
Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceafed Brother. Gefrey’s Son, 
Arthur Plantagenet lays mott lawful Claim 
To this fair I fland, and the Territories: 
To Ireland, Poyttiers, Anjowe, Loraine, Maine, 
Defiring thee to lay afidethe Sword 
Which {ways ufurpingly thefe feveral Titles, 
And Put the fame into young Arthur’s hand, 
Thy Nephew, and right Royal Soveraign. 
K. Fob. What follows, if we difallow of this? 
Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody War, 
To inforce thefe Rights fo forcibly withheld. 
K.jobn.Here have weWar for War,and Blood for Blood, 
Controlment for Controlment: fo anfwer- France. 
Chat. Then take my Kings defiance from my mouth, 
The fartheft limit of my Embaflie. 
K. Fobu, Bear mine to him, and fo depart in peace, 
Be thou as lightning in the Eies of France ; 
For e’re thou canft report, I will be there; 
The Thunder of my Cannon fhall be heard. 
So hence : be thou the Trumpet of: our wrath, 
And fullen prefage of your own decay: 
An honourable conduct let him have, 
Pembroke look to’t: farewell Chattylion, 
‘ [Exit Chat. and Pem. 
Eli. What now, my Son, have I not ever faid 
How that ambitious Con/tance would not ceafe 
Till fhe had kindled France and all the World, 
Upon the Right and Party of her Son ? 
This might have been prevented, and made whole 
| With very eafie Arguments of Love, 
Which now the mannage of two Kingdoms muft 
With fearful bloody iffue arbitrate. 
K, Fohn. Our trong Pofleflion, and our Right for us. 


Or elfe it muft go wrong with you and me, 
So much my Confcience whifpers in your Ear, 
Which none but Heaven, and you and I fhall hear. 
. Enter a Sheriff. 
Effex. My Liege, here is the ftrangeft controverfis 


se Ow fay, Chattylion, what would France with us?’ 


Eli, Your {trong Pofleffion much more than your Rigkit, - 
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Come from the Countrey to be judgd by you 
That e’re | heard, fhalll produce the mea 
K.Fohn. Let them approach : 
Our Abbies and our Priories fhall pay 
This Expedition’s Charge, What men are you ? 
Enter Robert Faulconbridge and Philip, 


Philip. Your faithful Subject, 1a Gentleman, 
Born in Northamptonfhire, and eldeft Son, 

As I fuppofe, to Faulconbridce, 
A Souldier, by the Honour-giving-hand 
Of Cordeliox, Knighted in the field. 

K. Fohn. What art thou ? 

Robert. The Son and Heir to that fame Fanlconbridge, 

K. Fohn. 1s that the Elder, and art thou the Heir ? 
You came not of one Mother then it feems ? 

Philip,« Moft certain of one Mother, mighty King 
That is well known, and,asI think, one Father; 
But for the certain knowledge of that truth, 

I put you o’re to Heaven, and to my Mother; 
Of that I doubt, as all mens Children may. 

Eli. Out on thee rude man, thou doft fhame thy Mother, 
And wound her Honour with this diffidence, 

Phil. 1, Madam ? No? Ihave no Reafon for it, 

That is my Brother’s Plea, and none of mine, 
The which if he can prove, a pops me out, 

At leaft from fair five hundred pound a year ? 
Heaven guard my Mother’s Honour, and my Land. 

K. Fokn. A good blunt Fellow:why being younger born 
Doth he lay claim to thine Inheritance ? . 

Phil, | know not why, except to get the Land ; 

But once he flandered me with Baftardy ; 

But whether | be as true begot or no, 

That ftilll lay npon my Mothers head, 

But that lam as well begot, my Liege, 

(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me) 

Compare our faces, and be judge your felf 

If old Sir Robert did beget us both, 

Ard were our Father, and this Son like him: 

O old Sir Robert Father, on my knee 

I give Heaven thanks I was not like to thee, 
K. Fohn, Why what a mad-cap hath heaven Jent us here? 
Eli. He hath a trick of Cordelion’s face, 

The accent of his tongue affecteth him: 

Do yon not read fome tokens of my fon 

In the large compofition of this man? 
K.Fohn. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 

And finds them perfect Richard: firrah f{peak, 

What doth move you to claim your Brother’s Land ? 
Phil. Becaufe he hath a half-face, like my Father, 

With half that face se S have all my Land, 

a 
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«cacao 
A half-facd groat, five hundred pound a year ? | 
Rob. Mygracious Liege, when that my Father liv’d, 
Your Brother did imploy my Father much. 
Phil. Well, Sir, by thisyou cannot get my Land, 
Your tale muft be how he imploy’d my Mother. 
Rob. And once difpatch’d him in an Eimballic 
To Germany, there withthe Emperour | 
To treat of high Affairs touching that time: 
Theadvantage of his abfence took the King, 
And in the mean time fojourn’d at my Fathers 
Where, how he did prevail, I fhame to fpeak : 
But truth is truth, large lengths of Seas and Shores 
Between my Father, and my Mother lay, 
As I have heard my Father {peak himfelt, 
When this fame lufty Gentleman was got + 
Upon his death-bed he by Will bequeath’d 
His Lands to me, and took it on his death 
That this my Mother’s Son was none of his; 
And if he were, he came into the world. 
Fuil fourteen weeks before the courfe of time: 
Then good my Liege, let me have what is mine, 
My Father’s Land, as was my Father’s Will. -- 
K. Fobn. Sirrah, your Brother is Legitimate, 
Your Father’s Wife did after Wedlock bear him: 
And if the did play falfe, the fanlt was hers, 
Which fault lies on the hazzards of all Husbands 
That matry Wives: tell me, how if my Brother, 
Who, as you fay, took pains to get this Son, 
Had of your Father claim’d this Son for his, 
In footh, good Friend, your Father might have kept 
This Calf, bred from his Cow, from all the world: 
In footh he might : then ifhe were my Brother’s, 
My Brother might not clam him: nor your Father, 
Being none of his, refufe him: this concludes, 
My Mother’s Soa did get your Father’s Heir, 
Your Father’s Heir mutt have your Father’s Land, 
Rob. Shall then my Father’s Will be of no force 
To difpoflef that Child which isnot his ? 
Phil. Of no more force to difpoflefs me, Sir, 
Than was his will to get me, as | think. 
Eli, Whether hadft thou rather be a Faulconbridge, 
And, like thy Brother, to enjoy thy Land : 
Or the reputed Son of Cordelion, 
Lord of thy Prefence, and no Land befide ? 
Baft. Madam, and if my Brother had my fhape 
And Lhad his, Sir Roberts his like him, 
Andif my Legs were two fuch riding Rods, 
My Arms fuch Eel-skins ftuft, my Face fo thin, 
That in mine Ear I durft not ftick a Rofe, 
Left men fhould fay, look where three farchings goes, 
And to his fhape were Heir to all this Land, 
Would I might never ftir from off this place, 
I would give it every Foot to have this Face 
I would not be Sir Nobbe in any cafe. 
Eli. Like thee well: wilt thou forfake thy Fortune, 
Bequeath thy Land to him, and follow me? 
Lam a Souldier, and now bound to France, 


Your Face hath got five hundred pound a year, 
Yet fell your Face for five-pence, and tis dear. 
Madam, Ile follow you unto the death. 
Eli, Nay, | would have you go before me thither. 
Baft. Our Country manners give our betters way. 
K. John, What is thy Name? 
Baft. Philip, my Liege, fo is my name begun, 
Philip,-good old Sir Robert’s Wives eldeft Son. 
K. Yobn, From henceforth bear his name 
Whofe form thou beareft 
| Kneel thou down Philip, but rife more great, 
Arife Sir Richard and Plantagenet, 


My Father gave me Honour, yours gave Land, 
Now blefled be the hour, by night or day, 
| When I was got, Sir Robert was-away. 
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‘Baft. Brother, take you my Land, I’le take my chance; 


Baft. Brother by th? Mothet’s fide, give me your hand, 


eee 


El. The very Spirit of Plantagenet ; 
I am thy Grandam, Richard, call me fo. 
Baff. Madam, by chance, but not by truth, what tho; 
Something about, a little from the right, 
Inat the Window, or elfe o’re the Hatch - 
Who dares not ftir by day, muft walk by night, 
And lave is have, however menido catch: 
Neat or far off, well won is ftill well fhot, 
And I am I, how e’re { was begot. 
K. Fobn. Go, Faulconbride, now haft thou thy defire, 
A Landlefs Knight, makes thee a Landed Squire : 
Come Madam, and come Richard, we mutt {peed 
For France, for France, for it is more than need. 
Bat. Brother, adieu, good Fortune come to thee, 
For thou waft got ith? way of honelty>,. i 
[Exeunt all but Baftard) 
Baft. & Foot of Honour better than Iwas, if 
But many a many Foot of Land the worfe. 
Well, now cari-make any Foane-a Ladys 
Good denne; Sir Richard, Godamercy Fellow, 
And if his Name be George, Ple call him Peeer 5 
For new made Honour doth forget mens Names — 
’Tis too refpective, and too fociable ae 
For your converfion, now your Traveller, 
He and his Tooth-pick, atmy Worfhips Mefs, 
And when my Knightly ftomach is fuffis’d, 
Why then I fuck my teeth and Catechize ...9 4 
My picked man. of Conntitys : my dear, Sir, a 
This leaning on mine elbow I begin, RA" 
I fhall befeech you; that is Queftionnow, ae 
And then comes Arifwer like an Abfey-book : satis | 
O Sir, fays Anfwer, at your belt Command, Aan 
At your Employment, at your Service, Sir: 
No Sir, fays Queftion, 1 fweet, Sir, at yours, pM 
Arid fo ere Anfwer knows what Queftion would, 
Saving in Dialogue of Complement, of oie 
And talking of the Alpes and Appenines, 
The Pyrennean and the River Poe, a 
It draws towards fapper in conclufion fo. Re 
But this is worfhipful Society, cia 
And fitsthe mounting Spirit like my felf 5 
For he is but a Baftard tothe time 
That doth not fmoak of Obfervation, 
And fo am 1 whether I fmack or no 5 
And not alone in habit and device, 
Exterior Form, outward Accoutrement; 
But from the inward Motionto deliver 
Sweet, {weet, fweet poyfon for the Ages Tooth, 
Which though I will not Practife to deceive, 
Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn 5 
For it fhall ftrew the footfteps of my rifing - 
But who comes in fuch hafte in riding Robes ? 
What Woman-pott is this ? hath fhe no Husband 
That will take pains to blow a horn before her f 
O me, tis my Mother : how now, good Lady, 
What brings you here to Court fo haftily ? 


Enter Lady Faulconbridge and James Gurney. a | 


Lady. Where is that Slave, thy Brother ? where is he?) 

That holds in chafé mine Honour up and down.. oe . 
Baft: My Brother Robert, old Sir Robert?s Son: 

Colbrand the Gyant, that fame mighty man 

Isit Sir Roberts Son that you feek fo ? : 

_ Lady. Si Robert’s Son, 1, thou unreverend Boy, 

Sir Robert’s Son, why f{corneft thou at Sir Robert ? 

He is Sir Robert’s Son, and fo art thou. bide 
Baft. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leavea while? 
Gur. Good leave, good Philip. a 
Baft. Philip, Sparrow, Fames, 

There’s toys abroad, anon [le tell thee more. ; . 

[Exie Fame 


» 


Madam, I was not old Sir Robert?s Son, 
Sir Robert might have eat his part in me 


a 


The Life and Death of King John. 3 


Upon good Fryday, and ne’re broke his Faft : Whofe foot fpurns back the Oceans roaring Tides , 
Sir Robert could do well, marry, to confefs ho dit notgetma And coops from other Lands her I flanders, 
ould get me}Sir Robert could not do it; Even till that England, hedg?din with the Main, 
We know his handy-work, therefore good Mother That water-walled Bulwark, {till fecure 
To whom am I beholding for thefe Limbs ? And confident from Foreign purpofes, 
Sir Robert never holp to make this Leg. Even till that outmoft Corner of the West 
_, Lady. Haft thou confpired with thy Brother too Salute thee fot her King, till then fair Boy 
That for thine own gain fhould?ft defend mine Honour ?| Will I not think of home; but follow Arms, 
What means this fcorn, thou moft untoward Knave ? Conft. O take his Mothers thanks, a Widows thanks, 
Baft. Knight, Knight, good Mother, Bafilifco-like. Till your ftrong hand fhall help to give him frength 
What, I am dub’d, I have it on my fhoulder : To make a more requital to your love. 
But Mother, | am not Sir Roberts Son, Auft. The peace of Heaven is theirs who lift their Swords 
I have difclaim’d Sir Robert and my Land, In fuch ajuft and charitable War. 
Legitimation, Name, and all is gone; King. Well, then to work, our Cannon fhall be bent 
Then, good my Mother, let me know my Father, Againtt the Brows of this refifting-Town, 
Some proper man I hope, who was it, Mother ? Call for our chiefeft men of Difcipline, 
Lady. Haft thou deny’d thy felf a Fauleonbridge ? To cull the Plots of beft Advantages : 
Baft. As faithfully as I deny the Devil. We'll lay before this Town our Royal Bonés, 
Lady. King Richard Cordeloon was thy Father, Wade tothe Market-place in French-mens Blood, 
By long and vehement fuit I was feduc’d But we will make it fubject to this Boy. 
To make room for him in my Husbands Bed: Conft. Stay for an anfwer to your Embaffic, 
| Heaven lay not my tranfgreflion to my charge, Left unadvis’d you ftain your Swords with Blood: 
Thou art the [flue of my dear Offence My Lord Chattilion may from England bring 
Which was fo ftrongly urg’d paft my defence. That Right in Peace which here we urge in War; 
Baft. Now, by this light, were I to get again, And then we fhall repent each drop of Blood, 
Madam, I would not wih a better Father : That hot rafh hafte fo indireétly thed. 
Some fins do bear their priviledge on Earth, 
And fo doth yours: your fault was not your folly, 
Needs mutt you lay your heart at his difpofe, 
Subjected tribute to commanding love, 
Againft whofe fury and unmatched force, 
The awlefs Lyon could not wage the fight, 
Nor keep his Princly heart from :chara’s hands 
He that per force robs Lyons of their Hearts, 
May eafily win aWomans: aye, my Mother, 
With all my heart I thank thee for my Father: 
Who livesand dares but fay, thoudidft not well 
W hen I was got, Ile fend his Soul to Hell. 
Come, Lady, I will thew theeto my Kin, 
|And they fhall fay, when Richard me begot, 
‘If thou hadft faid him nay, it had been fin; 
Who fays it was, he lyes, I fay’twas not. 


> 


Exter Chattilion, 

King. A wonder, Lady; lo upon thy with 
Our Meflenger Chattillon is arriv?d, 

What England fays, fay bricfly gentle Lord, 
We coldly paufefor thee, Chattzllion fpeak. 

Chat, Then turn your Forces from this paultry Siegc, 
And ftir them up againft a mightier Task. 
England, impatient of your juft Demands, 

Hath put himfelf in Arms, the adverfe winds, 
Whofe leifare [have ftaid, have given him time 
To Land his Legions all as foon asT : 

His Marches are expedient to this Town; 

His Forces ftrong, his Souldiers confident : 

With him along is come'the Mother-Queen, 

An A€e ftirring him to bloud and itrtes* = 
With her her Neece, the Lady Blanch of Spaia, 
With them a Baftard of the King deceas’d, 

And all the unfettled humors of the Land, 

Rath, inconfiderate, fiery Volunteers, 

With Ladies Faces, and fierce Dragons Spleens, 
Have fold their Fortunes at their Native Homes, 
Bearing their Birth-right proudly on their Backs, 
| To make a hazzard of new Fortunes here ; 

In brief, a braver Choice of dauntlefs Spirits 
Than now the Englifh Bottoms have waft o’re, 
Did never float upon the fwelling Tide, 

To do offence and fcathe in Chriftendom: 

The interruption of their churlith Drums 

Cuts off more Circumftance, they are at hand ; 
[ Drums bext. 


Exeunt, 


Scana Secunda. 


Enter before Angiers, Philip King of France, Lewis, Daul- 
phin, Anftria, Con ance, Arthur, 


Lewis. Before Augiers well met brave Auftria, 
Arthur that great fore-runner of thy Blood, : 
Richard that rob’d the Lyon of his heart, 

And fought the Holy Wars in Paleftine, 

By this brave Duke came early to his Grave; 

And for amends to his Pofterity, 

At our importance hither is he come, 

To fpread his Colours Boy, in thy behalf, 

And torebuke the Ufurpation 

Of thy unnatural Uncle Exglifh Fobn, 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 
<4rth. God thall forgive you Cordelion’s death 

The rather that you give his Off-{pring life, 

Shadowing their Right under your Wings of War: 

I give you welcome with a Powerlefs Hand, : 

But witha Heart full of unftained Love, 

Welcome before the Gates of Axgiers, Duke. 

Lewis, A Noble Boy, who would not do thee right ? 

4uft. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous‘kifs, 
As Seal to this Indenture of my love: 

That to my home I will no more return 
Till Angiers, and the Right thou haft in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-fac’d fhore, 


To parly or to fight, therefore prepare. 
King. How much unlook’d for, is this Expedition! 
Aujt. By how much unexpected, by fo much 

We muft awake, endeavour for defence, 

For Courage motinteth with occafion, 

Let them be welcome then, we are prepar’d. 


Enter King of England, Baftard, Queen, Blanch, Peubreor., 
and others, 


K. Fohn. Peace be to France: if France in peace permit 
Our juft and lineal Entrance to our own 3 . 
Ifnot, bleed France, and peace afcend to Heaven. 
Whiles we Gods wrathful Agent do correct 
Their proud contempt that beats his pedee to Heaven. 

Fran. Peace beto England, if that War return 
From France to ae there to live in peace : 

Bb2 


Englane 


4. 


England we love, and for that Englands fake, 
} Wich burthen of our Armour here wefweat: 

Tiis toyl of ours fhould be a work'of thine, 

But thou from loving England art fo far 

That thou haft under-wrought his lawful King, 

Cut off the fequence of , Pofterity, 

Out-faced Infant State, and done a-Rape 

Upon the Maiden-Vertue of the Crown: 

Look here upon thy Brother Gejfreys Face, 2 

Thefe eyes, thefe brows, were moulded, out of his, 

This little Abftract doth contain that large, 

Which died in Gefrey: and the hand.of time 

Shall draw this brief into as huge,a| Volume: 

That Geffrey was thy Elder Brother born, 

And this his Son, England. was Gefreys Right, 

And this is Géefreys, in the; Name, of God, 

How comes it then that thou art call’d a King, 

When living blood doth in thefe Temples beat 

Which owe the Crown that thou .o’re-mattereft ? 
K.Foln. From whom haft thou this great Commiffion, 

To draw my Anfwer from thy Articles ? [ France, 
Fra, From that jupernal Jadge that ftirs good thoughts 

In any Breaft of {trong Authority, 5 

To look into the Blots.and Stains of Right, ’ 

That Judge hath made me Guardian. to this Boy, 

Under whofe Warrant I impeach thy Wrong, 

And by whofe help 1 mean to chaftife it. 
K. Fobn. Alack thou doft ufurp Authority. 
Fran. Excufe it is to beat Ufurping down. 
Qucen, Who is it thou doft call. Usurper, France ? 
Conft. Let me make anfwer: thy Uturping Son. 
Queen, Out infolent, thy Baftard fhall be King, 

That thou may7ft be a Queen, and checkthe World. 
Conft. My Bed was ever to thy Son as true, 

Asthine was to thy Husband, and this Boy, 

Liker in feature to his Father Geffrey, 

Than thou and Joba, in manners being as like, 

As Rain to Water, or. Devil to his Dam. 

My Boy a Baftard ? by my Soul I think 

His Father never was fo true begot, 

It cannot be, and if thou wert his Mother. 


Qu. There’sa good Mother, Boy, that blots thy Father. 


Conft. There’sa good Grandem, Boy, 
That would blot thee. 
Anft, Peace. 
Baft. Hear the Cryer. 
Aut. What the Devil art thou ? 
Baft, One that will play the Devil,.Sir, with you. 
And a may catch your hide and you alone : 
You are the Hare, of whom the Proverb goes, 
Whofe valour plucks dead Lyons by the beard ; 
Ple fmoak your Skin-coat, and I catch you right, 
Sirra, look to’t, faith { will, i?faith. 
Blan. O well did he become that Lyons Robe, 
That did difrobe the Lyon of that Robe. 
Bajt. It lyes as fightly on the back of him 
As great Alc:des fhoos upon an Af: ‘ 
But, Afs, Ple take that burthen from your back, 
Or lay on that fhall make your fhoulders crack. 
Ant. What cracker is this fame that deafs our éars 
With this abundance of fuperfluous breath? 
King Lewis determine what we shall, do ftreight. 
Lewis. Women and Fools break. off your Conference: 
King Fobz, this is the very fum of all: 
England, and Ireland, Angiers, Toraim, Main, 
In Right of Arthur dol claim of thee: 3 
Wilt thou refign them, and lay down thy Arms ? 
John, My lite as foon, I do defie thee, France, 
Arthur of Brittain, yield thee tomy hand ; 
And out of my dear love le give thee more, 
Than ere the Coward-hand of France can win; 
Submit thee, Boy. . 
Queen, Come to thy Grandam, Child. 
Conft. Do, Child, go to it Grandam, »Child, 


The Life and Death\of King John. 


Give Grandam Kisgdom,.and it Grendam® will 
Give. ita Pham,'a Cherry, anda: Fig,° Bi 
There’sa good:Grandam. LOH 
. Arthur. Good my Mother peace, ; a 
I would that | were low Jaid in my Grave, ie) 
1 am not worth this coyl that’s made‘for me, we 
Qu:do: His Mother fhames him f6, poor’ Boy he weeps, 
Conft.. Now fhame upon yon whe’re ‘fhe does or ng; | | 
His Grandam’s wrong , and not his Mothers thames,” WEE 
Draws thofe Heayen-moving Pearls from his poor Eyes, | 
Which Heaven fhall take innature ofa Fee? o>) Wey © 
l, with thefe fad Cryftal Beads “Heaven thall-be baibdiay = 
To dohim Juftice, and Revengeon you: Svea q 
Qu. Thou monftrous flanderer of Heaven and Earth? 
Conft. Thou monfttous injurer of Heaven and Ear 
Call me not flanderer, thou and thine ufurp 
The Domination, Royalties and Rights ah 
Of this opprefled Boy ; this is thy Eldeft Son’s Sony® 
Infortunate in nothing butin thee 5 souks 
Thy fins are vifited in this poor Child, 
The Canon of the Law is laid on him, 
Being but the fecond: generation 
Removed from thy fin-conceiving’ Womb, 
‘Fohn. Bedlam have done: 
» Conft. Ahave but-this to fay, 
That he is not only plagued for her fin, + 
But God hath made her fin and her, the plague = 9% 
On this removed iflue, plagued for her; ba 
And with her plague her fin: his iajary 
Her injury the Beadle to her. fin, 
Adi punifh’d in the perfon of this Child, 
And all for her, a plague upon her. 
Gu. Thou unadviled feold, I can produce 
A Will that bars the Title of thy Son. _ 
Cont, 1, who doubts, a will: a wicked ‘will, — 
A womans will, a cankered Grandams will. ee 
Fran, Peace Lady, paufe, or be more temperate, © 7) 
It ill befeems this prefence to cry ay me a 
To thefe ill tuned repetitions : : 
Some Trumpet fummon hither to the. walls 
Thefe men of Angiers, let us hear them fpeak, 9” 
Whofe Title they admit, Arthurs ot Fobas, 


ee 
Soy 
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Trumpet founds. i 
Enter a Citizen upon she Walls. “oh, 
Citi, Who is it that hath warn’d us to the Walls? | 
Fran, ?Tis France, for Eneland., rs A 
John, Englaud for it felf : ae) 
You men of Aigiers, and my loving Subjetts. 4 
Fran. You loving men of Angiers, Arthurs Subjects, 
Our Trumpet call’d you to this gentle parle. 
Sohn, For our advantage, therefore hear us firlts | 
Taefe Flags of France that are advanced here 
Before the eye and profpect of your Town, 
Have hither march’d to your endamagement. 
The Canons have their bowels fuil of wrath, 
And ready mounted are they to {pit forth 
Their Iron indignation >gainft your walls : 
All preparation for a bloody Siege j 
And mercilefs proceedin 8 by thefe French, 
Comfort your Cities eyes, your winking gates: 
And but for cur approach, thofe fleeping ftones, 
Thatas a waifte doth girdle you about, 
By the compulfion of their Ordinance 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime 
Had been difhabited, and wide havock made 
For bloody power to rufh upon your peace, 
But on the fight of us your lawful King 
Who painfully with much expedient march / 
Have brought a counter-check before your Gatesy >} 
To fave unfcratch’d your Cities threatned Cheeks: 
Behold the French amaz?d vouchfafea arle, 
And now in ftead of Bullets wrapt in fire, 


To make a fhaking Feaver in your Walls, 

They fhoot but calm words, folded up in finoak, 

To make a faithlefs error in your ears, 

Which truft accordingly kind Citizens, 

| And let us in. Your King, whofe labour’d fpirits | 

Fore-wearied in this action of {wift fpeed, 

Craves harbourage within your City walls. 

Fran. When I have faid, make anfwer tous both: 

Loe in this right hand, whofe protection 
Is moft divinely vow’d upon the right 
Of him it holds, ftands young Plantagener, 

Son to the elder. Brother of this man, 

And King o’re him, and all that he enjoys : 

For this down-trodden equity, we tread 

In warlick march, thefe greens before your Town, 

Being no further Enemy to you 

Than the conftraint of Hofpitable zeal, 

In the relief of this opprefled Child, 

Religioufly provokes. Be pleafed then 

To pay that duty which you truly owe, 

_ 1 To him that owes it, namely, this young Pririces 

| And then our Arms, like to a muzled Bear, 

Save in afpect, hath all offence feal’d up: 

7 Our Canons malice, vainly fhall be fpent — 

_| Againft th? invulnerable Clouds of Heaven, _ Seat 
~ | And with a bleffed; and un-vext retire, A 
we unhack’d {words, and Helmets all unbruis’d, : 

e will bear home that lufty blood again, 

Which here we came to fpout againft your Town, 

And leave your Children, Wives, and you in peace; 

But if you fondly pafs our proffer’d offer, 

Tis not the rounder of your old fac’d Walls, 

Can hide you from our Meflengers of War, 

Though all thefe Englifh, and their Difcipline, 

Were harbour’d in their rude Circumference ; 

Then tell us, fhall your City call us Lord, 

In that behalf which we have challeng’d it ? 

Or hall we give the fignal to our rage, 

And ftalk in blood to our pofleffion ? 

Citi. In brief, we are the King of Englana’s Subjects, 

For him, and in his right, we hold this Town. _ 
Fobx, Acknowledge then the King, and let me. in. 
Citi, That can we not, but he that: proves the King 

To him will we prove loyal, till that time 
Have we ramm’d up our Gates againft the world. 

Sokn. Doth not the Crown of Exgland, prove the King ? 

And if not that, I bring you Witneflées 

Twice fifteen thoufand hearts of Exgland’s breed. 

Baft. Baftards, and elfe. 

ohn. To verifieour Title with their Lives. 

Fran, As many, and as well born Bloods as thofe: 
Baft. Some Baftards too. 

Fran, Stand in his face to contradict his Claim. 
Citi. Till you compound whofe right is worthieft, 

We for the worthieft hold the right from both. 

Sohn. Then God forgive the fin of all thofe fouls, 

That to their everlafting refidence, 

Before the dew of evening fall, fhall fleet 

In dreadful trial of our Kingdoms King. 

Fran, Amen, Amen, mount Chevaliers to Arms. 
Baff. Saint George that fwindg’d the Dragon, 

And ere fince fits on’s horfeback at mine Hoftefs door, 

Teach us fome fence. Sirrah, were | at home 

At your den, Sirrah, with your Lyonnefs, 

I would fet an Ox-head to your Lyons hide : 

And make a Monfter of you. 
Anf?, Peace, nO more. | 
Baft. O tremble: for you hear the Lyon roar. | 

» Gohn, Up higher to the plain, where we'll fet forth, 

In beft appointment, all our Regiments. 

Baft. Speed then to take advantage of the Field. 
Fran. \t fhall be fo, and at the other hill 
Command the reft to ftand: God and ourriglt. 
(Exehnt. 
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| And Victory with little lofs doth play 


Here after excurfions, enter the Heraldof Frastce 
with Trumpets to the Gates. 
F. Her, You men of Axngiers open wide your Gates, 
And let young Arthur Duke of Britain in, 
Who by the hand of France, this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an Engh{h Mother, 
Whofe Sons lye fcattered on the bleeding ground: 
Many a Widows Husband groveling lyes, 
Coldly embracing the difcoloured Earth, 


Upon the dancing Banners of the French, 
Who are at hand triumphantly difplayed 
To enter Conquerors, and to proclaim 
Arthur of Britain, Englana’s King, and yours. 


Enter Englifh Herald with Trumpet. 


E. Her. Rejoyce you men of Augiers, ring yout Bells, 
King Fobx, your King and Englands, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day; 

Their Armours that march’d hence fo filver bright, 
Hither return all gilt with Fvenchmens Blood : 
There ftuck no Plume in any Englifh Creft; 

That is removed by a Staff of France. 

Our Colours do return in thofe fame hands 

That did difplay them when we firft marcht forth, 
And Like a jollyTroop of Huntfmen come 

Our lufty Exglifh, all with purpled hands, 

Dy’d in the dying flaughter of their foes. 

Open your Gates, and give the Victors way: 

Hub. Heralds, from off our Towers we might behotd 
From firft to laft, the on-fet and retire, 

Of both your Armies, whofe equality 

By our beft eyes cannot be cenfured : 

Blood hath bought Blood, and blows have anfweréd blows: 
Strength matcht with ftrength, and power confronted 
Both are alike, and both alike we like: [power, 
One muft prove greateft. While they weigh fo even, 
We hold our Town for neither : yet for both, 


Enter the two Kings with their Powers 
at feveral doors. 


Sohn. Frince, halt thou yet mote Blood to caft Away ? 
Say fhall the currant of our Right run on, 
Whofe paflage vext with thy impediment, 
Shall leave his native Channel, and o’re-fwel 
With courfe diiturb’d even thy confining thoes; 
Unlefs thou let his filver Water keep 
A peaceful progrefs to the Ocean. 
Fran. England thou hait not fav’d one drop of Blood 
In this hot Tryal more than we of France. 
Rather loft more. And by this hand I fwear 
That fways the Earth this Climat over-looks; 
Before we will lay down our juft-born Arnis, 
We'll put thee down, gainft whom thefe Arms wé bear; 
Or add a Royal Number to the dead - 
Gracing the Scroul that tells of this Wars lofs, 
With flaughter coupled to the name of Kings: 
Baft. Ha! Majefty : how high thy glory towers; 
When the tich blood of Kings is fet on fire : 
Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with fteel, 
The Swords of Souldiers are his Teeth, his Phangs; 
And now he feafts, moufing the flelh of men 
In undetermin’d differences of Kings. 
Why ftand thefe Royal Fronts amazed thus ? 
Cry havock Kings, back to the ftained field 
You equal Potents, fiery kindled Spirits, 
Then let confufion ofone part confirm 
The others peace : till then, blows, blood, and death. 
Sohn. Whofe Patty do the Townfmen yet admit? 
Fran. Speak Citizens; for England, who’s your King? 
Hub. The King of England, when we know the King . 
B3 Fran, 
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Fran. Know him in us, that here hold up his right. 

Fohn. In us, that-are our Own great Deputy, 

And bear polleflion of our Perfon here, 
Lord of our prefence, Avgicrs, and of you. 

Fran. A greater power than We denies all this, 
And till it be andoubted, we do lock 
Our former fcruple in our ftrong barr?d Gates : 
Kings of our fear, until our fears refolv’d 
Be by fome certain King purg’d and depos’d. 

Baft. By Heaven, thefe Scroyles of dugiers flout you 
And ftand fecurely on their Battlements, (Kings, 
As in a Theater, whence they gape and point 
At your induftrious Scenes and atts of death. 

Your Royal Prefences be rul’d by me, 

Do like the Mutines of Serufalem, 

Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your fharpeft deeds of malice on this Town. 

By Eaft and Weft let France and England mount 
Their battering Canon charged tothe mouths, ~ . 
Tul their foul-fearing clamours: have braul’d down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous City, 

Pde play inceflantly upon thefe. Jades, 

Even till unfenced defolation: . 

Leave them as nakedyas the vulgar Air: .. 
Thatdone, diflever your united Strengths, 

And part your, mingled Colours once. again, 
Turn face to.face,and bloody, point to point, 
Then in a moment, Fortune.tha'i cull forth, 

Out of one fide,ther happy Minion. 

| To whom in favour -the thal] give the day, 

} And kifs him.with.a glorious Victory : 

| How, like-you.this,wild Counfel; mighty States, 
Smacks it not fomething of the policy? > 

Fohn. Now by the Sky that hangs above oar heads, 
I like it well. Fraace, {hall we, knit our Powers; 
And lay this.Azgéers eyen with the ground, 
¥ Ahen after fight who fhall be. King of it? 

. Baft. And if thou haft the mettle of a King, 
Being wrong’d as we are by this peevifh Town: 
Turn thou the mouth of thy:Artillery, 

As we will ours, again{ft thefe faucy Walls, 

, And when that.-we have dafh’d them to the ground, 
| Why then defie each other, and pell-mell, 

| Make work upon our felves for Heaven or Hell. 

Fran. Let it be fo: fay, where, will you aflault ? 
| ohn, We from the Weft will fend deftruction 
Into this Cities.bofom. 

Axnft. (fromthe orth, . 
Fran. Our Vhunder _ from the South, 
‘Shall rain their ear of Bullets on this Town. 
Baft. O prudent Difcipline-!. From Worth to Sonth : 
| Auftria and Franee fhoot in each others mouth, 
Pie ftir them to it: come away, away. 
_ Hub, Hear us great Kings, vouchfafe a while to ftay 
| And I fhall fhew you peace, and. fair-fac’d League : 
Win you this City without ftroak, or wound, 
| Refcue thofe Breathing lives:to dye in Beds, 
; That here come Sacrifices for. thé Field. 
'Perfevere not; but hear me mighty Kings. 
Sohn, Speak on; with favour, we are bent to hear. 
| Hub. Vhat Daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch 
[sneer to England, look upon the years 
OF Lewis the Dolphia,y and that lovely Maid, 
jIf lufty love fhould go in queft of Beauty, 
} Where fhould he find ir fairer, than in Blanch: + 
jIf zealous Love go in. fearch of Vertue, 
‘Where fhould he.find it purer than in Blanch ? 
if Love ambitious, fought a Match.of Birth, 
‘Whole Veins beund richer Blood than Lady Blanch ? 
‘Such as fhe is, in Beauty, Vertue, Birth, 
Is the young Dolphin every way compleat, 
If net. compleat of, fay he is not the, 
And the again wants nothing, to name want, 
If want it be not, that {he is not he: 
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Fra. What fay’it thou, Boy ? look inthe La 
Dol, 1 do, my Lord, and in her eye J find 
| A wonder, or a wondrous Miracle, 
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He is the half part.of a blefled man, 

Left to be finifhed by fuch as fhe, 

And fhe a fair divided Excellence, 

Whofe fulnefs of perfection lies in him. 

© two fuch filver Currents when they joyn, 

Do glorifie the Banks that bound them in: 

And two fach Shores, to two fuch Streams made one, 

Two fuch controlling ;Bounds fhall you be, Kings, 

To thefe two, Princes, if you marry them: 

This Union fhail do more than Battery can, 

To our faft clofed Gates: for at this Match, 

With fwifter Spleenthan Powder can enforce, 

The mouth of paflage fhall we fling wide ope, 

And give you entrance : but without this Match, ~~ 

The Sea enraged is not half fo deaf, sal 

Lyons more confident, Mountains and Rocks 

More free from Motion, no not death himfelf Rr 

In mortal fury half fo peremptory , a. 

As we to keep this City. pis: 
Baft. Heres a flay, Oe 

That fhakes the rotten Carkafs of old death van 

Out of his rags. Here’sa large mouth indeed, J 

That {pits forth death, and Mountains, Rocks, and Seas, es 

Talks as familiarly of roaring Lyons, . 

As Maids of thirteen do of Puppi-dogs. wre 

What Cannoneer begot this lufty Blood, . 

He fpeaks plain Cannon fire, and fmoak, and boung 

He gives the Baftinado with his Tongue.: 

Our ears are cudgel’d, not a Word of his 

But buffets better than a Fift of France ; 

Zounds I was never fo bethumpt with words, 

Since I firft call?d- my Brother’s Father Dad. 
Old Qu. Son, lift to this conjunction, make this} 

Give with our Neece a Dowry large enough, 

For by this Knot, thou fhalt fo furely tye, 

Thy now unfur’d Affurance to the Crown, Ht goal 

That yon greén Boy fhall have no Sun to ripe, 

The bloom that promifeth amighty fruit, === | 

I fee a yielding in the looks of France: 
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Are capable-oftthis ambition, 0 
Left zeal now melted by the windy breath rs 

Of foft Beaton. pity and remorfe, “eye 
Cool and congeal again.to what it was. mere 


Sohn, If that the Dolphin there, thy Princely Son, g 
Can in this Book of Beauty read I love: - dp 
Her Dowry fhall weigh equal with the Queen, 
For Angiers, and fair Torain, Main, Poyttiers, 
And all that we upon this fide the Sea, 
(Except this City now by us befieg’d) 

Find liable to. our Crown and dignity, 

Shall gild her Bridal Bed, and make her rich 
In Titles, Honours, and Promotions). 

As fhe in Beauty, Education, Blood, 

Holds hands with any Princefs of the World, 


i 
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jes fate, | 
all 


The fhadow of my {elf form’d in her eye, 
Which being but the fhadow ofyour Son, | 
Becomes a Son, and makes your Sona fhadow: 
I do proteft I never lov’d my felf . 
Till now, infixed I beheld my felf, “Bibs: 
Drawn in the flattering Table of her eye. =, | 
[Whifpers with Blanch.) 
Baft. Drawn in the flattering Table of her eYly fo of 
Hang?d' in the frowning wrinkle of her brow, 
And quarter’d in her heart, he doth efpie ae 
Himfelf Loves Traitor; this is pity now, Roe. 
That hang’d, and drawn, and quarter’d there fhould be f 
n 
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| Infuch a Love, fovileaLout as he. 
Blan. My Uncles Will in this re{pect is mine. 
If he fee ought in you that makes him like, 
That any thing, he fees which moves his liking 
I can with eafe tranflate it to my will : 
Orif you will, to {peak more properly, 
I will enforce it eafily to my love. 
Further I will not flatter you my Lord, 
That all [ fee in you, is worthy Love, 
Than this, that nothing do I fee in you, 
Though churlith thoughts themfelves fhould be 
That I can find, fhould merit any: hate. 
Fohn,What fay thefe young-ones? What fay you myNeece? 
Blan. That the is bound in honour {till to do 
| What you.in wifdom {till vouchfafe to fay. 
Fobn.Speak then, Prince Dolphin, can-you love this Lady'? 
Dd. Nay, ask me.if L-can refrain. from love, 
For I do love her moft unfeignedly. 
Fohn..Then dol give Volgneffen, Torain, Main, 
Poyttiers, and, Anjou, thefe five Provinces 
With her to thee, and this addition more, 
Full thirty thoufand Marks of Englifh Coyn ; 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas’d withall, 
‘Command.thy Son and:Daughter to joyn hands. 
Fran, It likes us well: young Princes, clofe your Hands. 
Anfi, And your Lips too, for 1am well affur’d, 
That I did fo, when I was firft affur’d, 
Fran. Now Citizens of Angier s ope your Gates, 
Let in that amity which you have made, 
For at Saint Adarie?sChappel prefently, 
The Rites of Marriage fhall be folemniz’d. 
Is not the Lady Conftance in this Troop ? 
I know fhe is not, for.-this Match made up, 
Her prefence would, have interrupted much, 
Where is fhe and her Son; tell me; who knows ? 
Dol, She is fad.and paflionate at your Highnefs Tent. 
Fran, And by my faith, this Leaguethat we have made, 
Will give her fadnef&Svery little cure: 
Brother of Exgland, how may we content 
This Widow Lady ? in her Right we came, 
Which we, God knows, have turned another way 
To our own vantage. 
John, We will heal up all, 
For we'll create young Arthur Duke of Britain 
And Earl of Richmond and this rich fair Town 
We make him Lord of. Call the Lady Conjt ance, 
Some ipgedy Meflenger bid her repair 
To our Solemnity,: [ truft we thall, 
Cif not fill up the meafure of her will ) 
Yet in Some meafure: fatisfie her fo, 
That. we fhall ftop her Exclamation. 
Go we as well as hafte will fuffer us, 
To this unlook’d for unprepared. pomp. LE xeunt.. 
Baft, Mad world, mad Kings, mad Compofition ; 
Sohn, to {top -4rthurs-Title in the whole, 
Hath willingly departed with a part, 
And France, whofe Armour Confcience buckled on, 
Whom Zeal and Charity brought to the Field, 
As Gods own Souldier, rounded in the ear 
With that fame Purpofe-changer, that flye Devil 
That Broker, that {till breaks the pate of Faith, 
That daily Break-Vow, he that wins of all, 
Of Kings, of Beggars, old men, young men, maids, 
Who having no external thing to lofe, 
But the word Maid, cheats the poor Maid of that. 
That fmooth-fac’d Gentleman, tickling Commodity, 
Commodity, the byas of the World . 
The World, who of it {elf is poyfed well, 
Made to run even, upon even ground = 
Till this advantage, this vile drawing byas, 
This fway of motion, this Commodity, 
Makes it take head from all indifferency, 
From all direction, purpofe, courfe, intent, 
And this fame Byas, this Commodity, 


yourJudge, 


For then I fhould not love thee: no, nor thou 


es 


This Bawd, this Broker, that all- changing-world, 
Clapt on the outward eye of fickle France. 

Hath drawn him-from: his own determin?d ‘aid 
From a.refolv’d and honourable War, : 
To a moft bafe and vile cogcluded Peace, 

And why rail! on this Commiodity ? 

But for becaufe he hath not wooed me yet : 

Not that I have the power to clutch my Hand, 
When his fair Angels would falute my Palm, 

But for my hand, as unattempted yet, 
Like a poor Beggar, raileth on the Rich, 
Well, whiles lam a Beggar, I will rail, 
And fay theres no-fin “but: to be rich, 
And being Rich my Vertue then fhall be, 
To fay there is no Vice, but Beggary, 
Since Kings break Faigy upon Commodity, 
Gain be my Lord; for Pwill worthip thee, [Exir. 
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Aus Secundus: 


Enter Conftance, Arthur, ana Salisbury, 


Conf. Gone to be married ? gone to fwear a peace ? 
Falfe blood to falfe blood joyn’d. Gone to be Friends ? | 
Shall Lewis have Blanch; and Blaich thofe Provinces ? 
It is not fo, thou haft mifpoke, mifheard, 

Be well advis’d, tell o’re: thy tale again, 

It cannot be, thou doft but fay ’tis fo, 

I truft! may not truft thee; for thy word 

Is but the vain breath of a common man; 
Believe me, I do not believe thee man, 

I havea Kings Oath-to the contrary. 

Thou fhalt be punifh’d for thus frighting me; 
For I am fick, and capable. of fears. 

Oppreft with wrongs, and therefore full of fears, 
A Widow, Husbandlefs, fubject to fears, 

A Woman naturally born to fears ; 

And though: thou now. confefs thou didft but. jeft 
With my vext Spirits, k, cannot take a Truce, 
But they will quake/and tremble all this day. 

‘hat doft thou mean, by fhaking of thy head ? 
Why doft thou look fo fadly on my Son ? 

What means that hand upon that breaft of thine ? 
Why holds thine eye.that lamentable rheume, 
Like a proud river. peering o’re his bounds ? 

Be thefe fad figns confirmers’of thy words ? 
Then fpeak again; not all thy former tale, 

But this one word, whether thy tale be true, 

Sal. As true, asl believe you-think them falfe, 
That give -you,caufe to\prove my faying true. 

Cont. Oh if thou teach me to believe this forrow, 
Teach thou this forrow how to make me dye, 

And let belief, and life encounter fo, 

As doth the fury of two defperate men, 

Which in the very meeting fall and dye. 

Lewis marty Blanch? Q Boy, then where art thou? 
France. friend with England, what becomes of me ? 
Fellow be gone; I cannot brook thy fighé, 

This news hath made thee a moft ugly man. 

Sal. What other harm have 1, good Lady, done, 
But fpoke the harm, that is by other's done. 

Conft, Which harm within it felf fo hainous is, 
As it makes harmful alithat fpeak of it. 

Arthur,-1 do befeech you, Madam, be content. 

Conft. 1f thou that bidft me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly, and flandrous to thy Mothers Womb, 

Full of unpleafing blots, and fightlefs ftains, 
Lame, foolifh, crooked, fwart, prodigious, 
Patch’d with foul Moles, and eye-offending marks, 
I would not care, I then would be content, 


Become thy great Birth, nor deferve a Crown, 
; ut 


Bat thou art fair, and at thy birth (dear Boy ) 
Nature anid Fortune joyn’d to make thee great. 
Of Natures Gifts thou may’ft_ with Lillies boaft, 
And with the half blown Rofe. But Fortune, oh, 
She is corrupted, chang’d, and won from thee, 
Sh’ adulterates hourly with thy Uncle Fobn, 
And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread down fair refpect of Soveraignty, 
And made his Majefty the Bawd to theirs. 
France isa Bawd to Fortune, and King Fobn, 
That ftrumpet Fortune, that ufurping Fobn : 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forfworn ? 
1 Envenom him with words, or get thee gone, 
And leave thefe woes alone, which alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 

Sal. Pardon me, Madam, 
I may not go without you to the Kings. 


I will inftruct my forrows to be proud, 

For grief is proud, and makes his owner_ftoop ; 
Tome and to the ftate of my great grief, 

Let Kings aflemble: for my grief?s fo great, 
That no Supporter but the huge firm Earth 

Can hold it up: here | and forrows fit, 

Here is my Throne, bid Kings come bow to it. 


Aétus Tertius, Scana prima. 
Auftria, Conftance. 


Ever in Fraace fhall be kept Feftival : 

To folemnize this day the glorious Sun 

Stays in his courfe, and playsthe Alchymift, 
‘Turning with fplendour of his precious eye 
The meager cloddy Earth to glittering Gold: 
The yearly courfe that brings this day about, 
Shall never fee it, but a Holy-day. 

Conft. A wicked day, and not a Holy-day. 

What hath this day deferv’d ? what hath it done, 
That it in golden Letters fhould be fet 

Among the high Tides in the Kalendar ? 

Nay, rather turn this day out of the Week, 
This day of Shame, Oppreffion, Perjury. 

Or if it muft ftand ftill, let Wives with Child 
Pray that their Burthens may not fall this day, 
Left that their hopes prodigioufly be croft : 
But (on this day) let Sea-men fear no wrack, 
No bargains break that are not this day made; 
This day all things begun, come to ill end, 

Yea, faith it felf, to hollow falfhood change. 

Fran. By Heaven, Lady you fhall have no caufe 
To curfe the fair Proceedings of this day : 

Havel not pawn’dto you my Majefty? 

Conft. You have beguil’d me witha Counterfeit 
Refembling Majefty, which being touch’d and try’d, 
Proves valuelefs : you are forfworn, forfworn, 
You came in Arms to fpill my Enemies Blood, 
But now in Arms, you ftrengthen it with yours. 
The grapling vigor, and rough frown of War 
Is cold in amity, and painted peace, 

And our Oppreffion hath made up this League : 
Arm, arm, you Heavens, againft thefe perjur’d Kings, 
A Widow cryes, be Husband tome (Heavens) 

Let not the hours of this ungodly day 

Wear out the days in peace: but e’re Sun-fet, 

Set armed difcord ?twixt thefe perjur’d Kings, 

Hear me, Oh, hear me. 

Anjft. Lady Conftance, peace. 

Conft, War, war, no peace, Peace isto mea Wat: 
QO Lymoges, O Anftria, thou doft fhame - 
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That bloudy fpoil : thou Slave,thou Wretch,thou Coward, 


Conft.T hou mayeft, thou fhalt, I will not go with thee. 


Enter King Sohn, France, Delphin, Blanch, Elianor, Philp, 


Fran. ’Tis true ( fair Daughter ) and this blefled day, 


Thou Little Valiant, Great in Villany: 

Thou ever ftrong upon the ftronger fide 

Thou Fortunes Champion, that doft never fight 

But when her humorous Ladyfhip is by 

To teach thee fafety: thou art perjur’d too. 

And footh’ft up greatnefs. What a Fool art thou, 

A ramping Fool, to brag, to ftamp, and fwear, 

Upon my Party: thou cold-blouded Slave, ¥ 

Haft thou not fpoke like Thunder on my fide? 

Been {worn my Souldier, bidding me depend Th 

Upon thy Stars, thy Fortune, and thy Strength, ‘ 

And doft thou now fall over to my Foes? d sie 

Thou wearsa Lyons hide? doff it for fhame, 

And hang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant Limbs, ©” 
Auj?, O that aman fhould fpeak thofe words to me} 
Phil. And hang a Calves-skin on thofe reereant Limbs,| ~ 
Anft, Thou dart not fay fo, Villain, for thy life, ~} 
Phil, And hang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant Limbs} 
ohn, We like not this, thou doft forget thy felf. ha 3 

Ve 


Enter Pandulph, . is 


Fran. Here comes the holy Legate of the Pope. | 

Pan. Hail you anointed Deputies of Heaven; * "| 
To thee King ohn my holy errand is ¢ AW a 
I Pandulph of fair Millane Cardinal, os 
And from Pope Jznocent the Legate here, as aa 
Do in his Name religioufly demand me 
Why thou againft the Church, our holy Mother, ~~ | 


So wilfully doft fpurn, and force perforce | 
Keep Stephen Langton, chofen Archbifhop uta 
Of Canterbury, from that holy See’: He 3! | 
This in our forefaid holy Fathers Name, ig ia 

te Sei 


Pope Jnnocent, 1 do demand of thee. 
John, What earthy name to Interrogarories ~ aay 

Can tafte the free-breath of a facred King? 7 

Thou canft not (Cardinal) devifea name 

So flight, unworthy, and ridiculous 

To charge me to an anfwer, as the Pope: ae 

Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of England,” io 
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Add thus much more, that no Jtalian Prieft 79 | 
Shall tythe or toll in our Dominions: Bis 
But as we, under Heaven, are fupream head, 9 7] 
So under him th : Suprem hee 

o under him that great Supremacy a 


Where we do Reign, we will alone uphold 

Without th? afliftance of a mortal hand: 

So tell the Pope, all Reverence fet apart ; : 

To him and his ufurp’d Authority. 1084 
Fran, Brother of England, you blafpheme in this. > 
john, Though you, and all the Kings of Chriftendolt 

Are led fo gtofly by this medling Prict, == 

Dreading the Curfe that Money may buy out, | 


And, by the merit of vile Gold, drofs, duft, eet 
Purchafe corrupted Pardon ofa man Bie 
Who in that fale fells Pardon from himfelf : 1 As 
Though you, and all the reft fo grofly led; 


This jugling witch-craft with Revenue cherifh, 
Yet Ialone, alone, do me oppofe fie 
Againft the Pope, and count his Friends my Foes | 
Pand. Then by the lawful power that Ihave, 
Thou fhalt ftand curft, and excommunicate, - p+ 
And bleffed fhall he be that doth revolt > > 
From his Allegiance toan Heretique, dd 
And meritorious fhall that hand be call’d,. 
Canonized and wofhipp’d as a Saint, ; 
That takes away by any fecret courfe 
Thy hateful life. 
av O lawful let it be Tee 
at | have room with Rome to cur les 
Good Father Cardinal, cry thou fe ig ; 4 
To my keen Curfes 5 for without my Wrong 13 
There isno Tongue hath power to curfe himright. . 4) 
Pan. There’s Law and Warrant (Lady) for my om “ 
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Conft. And for mine too, when Law can dono right. 
Let it be lawfal, that Law bar no wrong : 
Law cannot give my Child his Kingdom here, 
For he that holds his Kingdom, holds the Law ; 
Therefore fince Law it felf is perfect wrong, 
How can the Law forbid':my Tongue to curfe ? 
Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a carfe, 
Let go the hand of that Arch-heretique, 
And raife the Power of France upon his head, 
Unlefs hedo fubmit himfelfito Rowe, 


+. 


Elea. Lookft thou pale, France? donot let go'thy hand: 


Conft, Look to that Devil, left that France repent, 
‘And by disjoyning hands Hell lofe.a Soul. 
Auft. King Phitip, liften to'the Cardinal. .; 


Baft, And hang a- Calves-skin on his recreant Limbs, 


4 Ax. Well} Ruffian, | mutt pocket up thefe wrongs, 
Becaufe, . © 

Baft, Your Breeches beft maycarry them. 

John. Philip, what fay 'ft thou to the Cardinal ? 

Conft. What fhould he fay, but as the Cardinal ? 

Dolph. Bethink you Father, for the difference 

Is purchafe of a heavie Curfe from Rome, 

Or the light lof§ of Exglaxd for a Friend : 

Forgo the eafier. 

Bla. That is the Curfe of Rome, — 

Con, O Lewis, ftand faft, the Devil tempts thee here 

In likenefs of a new untrimmed Bride. : 
Bla, The Lady Conftance ipeaks not from her Faith : 

But fram her Need. 
Conft, Oh, ifthou grant my Need, 

Which onely lives but by the d-ath of Faiths 
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Or let the Church our Mother breathe her CLTie, 

A Mothers curfe, on her revolting Son. 

France, thou may’it hold a Serpent by the Tongue 

A cafed Lyon-by the mortal Paw, i 

A fafting Vyger fafer by the Tooth, 

‘Than keep in peace that hand which thou doft hold. 
Fran, | may dis-joyn my Hand,.burt not my Faith, 
Pand. So mak? it thou Faith an Enemy to Faith, 

And Jikea Civil War fev’ft Oath to Oath, 

Thy Tongue againit thy Tongue. O let thy Vow 

Firit made to Heaven, firft be to Heaven perform’d, 

That is, to be the. Champion of our Church, 

What fince thou fwor’it, is fworn againit thy felf, 

And may not be performed by thy felf, 

For that which thou haft fworn to. do ami, 

is not amis when it istruly doné: 

And bring not done, where doing tends to ill, 

The truth is then moft done, not doing it : 

The better Act of Purpofes miftook, 

sto miftake again, though indirect, 

Yet indirection thereby grows dire¢t, 

\nd falfehood, falfehood cures, as fire cools fire 

Within the feorching veins of one-new burn?d, 

it is Religion that doth make Vows kept, 

But thou hait {worn againft Religion: 

By what thou fwearft, againft the thing thou fweart : 

And mak?it an Oath the farety for thy Truth ; 

Againft an Oath the Truth, thow art unfure 

To fwear, fwears, only not to be forfworn, 

ilfe what a mockery fhould it be to fwear ? 

But thou doft fwear, only to be forfworn, 


That: Need, mult needs infer this Principle, 

That Faith would live again by death of Need: 

O then tread down my Need, and Faith mounts up 3 
Keep my Need up, and Faith is trodden down, 


A'd moft forfworn, to keep what thou doft fwear, 
Therefore thy latter Vows, againft thy firft, 
Is in thy felf Rebellion to thy felf: 


Fobn, The King is moved, and anfwers not to this, 
Conft. O. be remov’d from him, and anfwer well : 
Axft. Do fo, King Philip, hang no motein doubt. 
Saft. Hang nothing but a Calves-skin, moft {weet lout. 
Fran, 1am perpjext, and know not what to fay- 
Pan. What canit thou fay, but will perplex thee more ? 
If thou ftand. excommunicate, and curft? 
Fran, Good reverend Father, make my perfon yours, 
} And tell me how you would beftow your felf? 
This Royal hand, and mine are newly knit, 
And the conjunction of our inward fouls 
Married in league, coupled and link’d together 
Wéith-all Religious flrenggh .of facred Vows: 
he lateit breath, thai ct found of words, 
W<4tdcep fworn Faith, MRE Amity, true Love 
Between our Kingdoms aid-our Royal flves, 
: Bi eve before thiéifruce, but new before, 
“| No-dénger than Wi could wath our hands, 
Tjo*clap this Roye@l gin up in Peace, 
‘@-Hedven knows they "weterbefinear’d and over ftain’d 
"| With Slaughter’s Pogue” where Revenge did paint 
Ave’ fearful differciice of incenfed Kings: 
"And fhall thefe hands fo lately purg’d of Blood ? 
So newly joyn’d in love ? fo ftrong in both, 
Unyoke this feifure, and this kind regreet ? 
Play faft and loofe with Faith? fo jeft with Heaven, 
Make fuch uflconftant Children of our felves, 
As now again to fnatch our Palm from Palm ? 
Un-fwear Faith fworn, and on the Marriage-bed 
Of finiling Peace to march a bloody Hoalt, 
And make a riot on the gentle brow 
Of true fincerity ? O holy. Sir, 
My reverend Father, let it not be fo; 
Out of your grace, devife, ordain, impofe 
Some gentle Order, and thén we fhall be. bleft 
To do your pleafure, and continue Friends. 
Pand. Ali Form is form'efs, Order orderlefs, 
Save whatis oppolite to Exgdand’s love. ~ 
Therefore to Arms, be Champion of our Church, 


estes nn 
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And better Conqueft never canft thou make, 
Tian arm thy conftant and thy nobler parts 
Againit thefe giddy loofe fuggettions : 
Upon which better part, our Pray’rs come in 
{t thou vouchfafe them. But if net, then knov 
The peril of our Curfes light on thee 
So heavy, as thou fhalt not fhake them off 
But in defpair, dye under their black weight, 
4ufi. Rebellion, flat Rebellion. 
Baft. Wilt not be? 
Will not a Calves-skin ftop that mouth of thine? 
Daul, Father, to Arms. 
Blanch, Upon thy. Wedding: day ? 
Againft the blood that thou haft married ? 
What fhall our Feaft be kept with flaughtered men ? 
Shall braying Trumpets, and Joud churlifh Drums, 
Clamours of Hell, be meafures to our Pomp? 
© Husband, hear me: ay, alack, how new 
s Husband in my Mouth? even for that Name 
Which till this time my Tongue did ne’re pronounce; 
Upon my knee I beg, go notto Arms 
Againft mine Uncle. ‘ 
 Conft. QO, upon my knee, thade hard with knecling, 
I do pray to thee, thou vertuous Dauiphin, 
Alter not the Doom fore-thought by Heaven. 
Blan. Now fhall I fee thy love, what motive may 
Be ftronger with thee than the Name of Wife ? 
Cort. That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds, 
His Honour. Oh thine Honovr, Lewis, thine Honour. 
Dolph, | mufe your Majelty doth feem fo cold, 
When fuch profound Refpects do pull yot on? 
Pand. \ will denounce a Curfé upon his head. 
Fran, Thou fhalt not need. England, | will fall from thee. 
Conft, O fair return of banifh’d Majefty. 
Elez, O foul revolt of French Inconftancy. 
Eng. France, thou fhalt rue this hour within this hour.- 
Baft, Old Time the Clock-Setter,that bald Sexton, Time, 
Is it as he will? well then, France fhall rue. 2 
Blan. The Sun’s o’recaft with Blood: fair pay adieu. 
Which is the fide that 1 muft go withall ? 
am 
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Bee To fay what good refpect i have of thee. . 
| am with both, each Army hath 2 ao Hib 1am much bounden to your Majefty. ; 
Acdinic ago mag RCE | jon Gon Fri thot een oy 
ws eo —— = that thou may?t win: But thou fhalt have : and creep time ne eh fo flow, 
ets " “needs ee ary that thou mayft lofe : Yet it fhall come es i ef pn ee good. 
Father, 1 may not with the fortune thine: I had a thing a fy) ae whe athe racial 
Grandam L will not with thy wifhes thrive < The Sun 1s in the - the pai se P A ay, 
F > wins, on that fide fhall I lofe : Attended with the pleaiure : Zs hers ’ 
Wires ee helene the match be plaid. Is all too wanton, andtoo full oe paw cit 
Dolph Lady with me, with me thy Fortune lies. To give me audience, if the oe — “o 
Bla. There wliere my Fortune lives, i my life dies. ae ict iprnennia : ¢ ach , outh 
ia. raw our Puiflance together; ¢ ; | 
“aie Berd up with inflaming wrath, Bee eee Gn ee 
A rage, whofe heat hath this eae, , eka fcly spirit, artally, Tongs: 
: : ; t 00 4: # a te Wee 
Thor thiog oh alay nothing bt Boz, | Saba ey lon, Sd ade Rene 
pe Thy rage fhall burn thee up, and thou fhall turn |) Which elfe runs tickling up and down the Veins,. 
To afhes, ere our blood fhall quench that fire : | Making that idiot: Langhter Bee ie: Eis, 
Bi vale felf, thou art in jeopardy. _ | And ftrain their Cheeks to idle Merriment,, 
Sohn, No more than he that threats. To Arnis let?s hie. | A paffion hatefulto my Purpofes : B 
he pExeut.| Or if thatthou could{t fee me without Eles,, 
Hear me without thine Ears, and make reply 
RK | Without a Tongue, ufing conceit alone, 
VVithout Eies, Ears, and harmful foundof ¥ Vords: 
Scana Secu nda, Then, in defpight of brooded: watchful day; ae 
T would into thy mre goo my thoughts: 
‘Bhs - } ‘sh Auffria’s bead, | But (ah) Iwill not, yet I love thee well 
i kets os gieeot internal And’ by ai troth] think thou er me well. ae 
Balt. Now by my life, thisday grows wondrous hot, Hub, Sowell, that what you bid me undertake, » 
PL Mage Devil savers in the as, re ees Ages = adjunct to my AG 
pe site ore : a 
And pours down mifchiet. Afiria’s greece Aas ‘sole Do not ae oe wouldft ? ia 
Hubert. | Good Hubert, Hubert, Hnbert throw thingeye 
Enter Fohn, aisle} On yon young Boy : I’le tell thee vist fan ee &: 
While Philip breathes. He is a very Serpent in my way, oC 
sobn, Hubert, keep this Boy : Philip make up, And wherefoe’re this Foot of mine dott tread, — 
My Mother is aflailed in ourFent, = + He lyes before me : doft thou underftand me? 
And tane, I fear. Thou art his Keeper. 
Baft. My Lord I refeued her. Hub, And Plekeephim fo, 
Her Highnefs is in fafety, fear you not: That he fhall not offend your. Majelty. 
But on, my Liege, for very et se a : Pi vane f 
j i i end. xt, sh ra. 
Will bring this labour to an happy [ ph Pratt 
Alarms, Excurfions, Retreat. Enter fobn Eleanor, Arthur, Hiuxb, He fhall not live, 
Baftard, Hibert, Lords. ohn. Enough. . 
ee . I could be merry now, Hubert, | love thee. _ 
Sohn. So fhall it be : your gra@e fhall ftay behind Well, Ple not fay what I intend for thee: 
So ftrongly guarded: jo ae not fad; Remember : Madam, fare you well. 
Thy Grandam loves thee, and thy Uncle will [le fend thofe Powers o re to your Majelty. 
As dear be to thee, as thy Father was. . ' Ele. My blefling go with thee. 

Arth, © this will make my Mother die with grief. Gohn. Kor England Cofen, go. 

Fohn. Cofen, away for England, hafte before, Hubert thall be your man, to attend on you 
And e’re our coming fee thou fhake the Bags With all true duty : on toward Callice, hoa. 

Of hoarding Abbots, imprifoned Angels ‘a 
Set at liberty ; The fat ribs of Peace TS 
Mnuft by the hungry now be fed upon: ; 

Ufe our Commillion in his utmoft force. Scana Tertia. 

Baft. Bell, Book, and Candle, fhall not drive me back, er: 
When Gold and Silver becks me to come on. Enter France, Dolphin, Pandupbo, Atteddamts, 
Raed your Highnefs : piel will pray . es 

ever! remember to be holy ) Fran. So by a roaring Tempeft on t Oy = 2 
For your fair fafety ; fo 1 kifs your hand. A whole peste of convicted Bil _ Fppot fare 

Ele. Farewell, gentle Cofen. Is {cattered and disjoyned from fellowhhip. st 

Fohn, Coz, farewell. Pand. Courage and comfort, all fhall yet go well. | 

Ele, Come hither little Kinfman, hark, a word. - . Fran. What can go well, when we haye run foil? | 

Fohn, Come hither, Hubert.O my gentle Hubert, Are we not beaten ? Is not Azgiers loft ? tee 
We owe thee much : within this wall of fleth : Arthur tane Prifoner 2.divers dear Friends flan? =| 
There isa Soul counts thee her Creditor, And bloody England into England gone e 

| And with advantage means to pay thy love : O’re-bearing Interruption fpight of F; me? “i a 
And, my good Friend, thy voluntary Oath ~ Dol. What he hath tote this hath i fortified: | 
Lives in this bofom, dearly cherifhed. So hot a fpeed, with fach ‘Advine difpos’d, ue, ae 
- ins a i, hand, I had thing to fay, ao Order in fo fierce a Caufe, 

T; ao tit with fome better tune. | oth want Example: who hath read, or heard 
By Heaven, Aubert, 1am almoft afham’d Of any kindred-aétion like to this ? 


a sckncneien 


ee ee ne 


So we could find fome Pattern of our Shame. 
Enter Conftance, 

Look, who comes here ?.a Grave unto a Soul, 

Holding th’eternal Spirit againft her Will, 

j In the vile Prifon of afflicted Breath : 

| 1 Prethee, Lady, goaway with me. 

Conft. Lo, now: now fee the iflie of your Peace. 


Confit, No, I defie all Counfel, all Redrefs, 
But that which ends all. Counfel, true Redref, 
Déath, Death, O amiable; lovely Death, 

Thou odoriferous ftench : found rottennef, 
Arife forth fnom the ‘Couch of lafting Night, 
Thou hate and terror to Profperity, 

And I will kifsithy deteftable Bones. 

And put my eye-balls in thy vanlty Brows, 
And ting thefe Fingers with thy houfhold Worms, 
And ftop this gap of breath with fulfom dutt, 
And be a Carrion Moniter like thy felf: 

Come, grin on me, and I will think thon fmil’{t, 
And bufs thee as thy Wife: Miferies Love, 
O:comé to me. 

Fran. O fair Affliction, Peace. 

Conft. No, no, 1 will not, having breathtocry: 
O that my Tongue were inthe Thunders Mout 
Then with a Paflion I would fhake the World, 

} And rowze from fleep that fell Anatomy 
| VVhich cannot heat a Ladys feeble Voice, 
VVhich fcorns a modern Invocation. 

Pand. Lady, you utter madnefs, and not forrow. 

Conft. ‘Thou art not holy to belye me fo, 

{ am not mad :this hair I tear is Mine, 

My name is Con/fance, 1 was Gefrey’s: Wife, 
Young Arthur is my Son,and heis loft: 
Tam not.mad, J would to Heaven I were; 
For then’tis like I fhould forget my felf: 
O, if Icould, what grief fhould I forget 
Preach fome Philofophy to make me mad, 
And thou: fhalt be Canoniz?d (Cardinal) 
For, being not mad, but fenfible of grief, 
My reafonable part produces Reafon 
How I may be deliver’d of thefe Woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang my felf: 
If I were mad, I fhould forget my Son, 
Or madly think a Babe of Clouts were he ; 
I am not mad: too well, too well I feel 
The different Plague of each Calamity. 

Fran, Bind up thofe Trefles : O what love I note® 
In the fair multitude of thofe her Hairs ; 
Where but bychance a filver drop hath faln, 
Even tothat drop ten thoufand wiery Fiends 
Do glew themfelves in fociable grief, 

Like true, infeparable, faithful Loves, 
Sticking together in Calamity. 

Conft. To England, if you will. 

Fran, Bind up your Hairs, 

Conft. Yes, that 1 will: and whetefore will I do it ? 
I tore them from their Bonds, and cry’d aloud, 
O, that thefe hands could fo redeem my Son, 
As they have given thefe Hairs their liberty : 
But now Lenvy attheir Liberty : 

And will again commit them to their Bonds, 
Becaufe my poor Child isa Prifoner. 

And Father Cardinal, I have heard you fay 
That we fhall fee and: know our Friends in Heaven: 
If that be true, I thall fee my Boy- again: 
‘For fince the birth of Cain, the firft Male-child 
To him that did but yefterday fufpire, 

There was not fuch a gracious Creature born t 
But now will Canker-forrow eat my Bud, 

And chafe the native Beauty from his Cheek, 
And he will look as hollow as 4 Ghoft, 

As dimand meager as an Agnes fit, 


—— 


Fran, Patience, good Lady, comfort gentle Con/tiuce. 
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Fran. Well could Ubear that Exgland had this Praile, 


And fo hel dye : and rifing fo azain, 

When I fhall meet him in the Court of Heaven 

I fhall not know him: therefore uever, ncver 

Muft I behold my Pretty Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too hainous a refpe:t of grisf, 
Conft. He talksto me that never had a Son. 

‘Fran, You are as fond of Grief, as of your Child. 
Conft, Grief fills the room up of my abient Child. 

Lies in his Bed, walks up and down with me, 

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 

Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his Form, 

Then haye I reafon to be fond of grief ?° 

Fare you well: had you fuch a lof as I, 

I could give better comfort than you do. 

I will not keep this Form upon my head, 

VVhen there is fuch diforder in my Wit: 

O Lord, my Boy, my Arthur, my fair Son, 

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world. 

My Widow-comfort, and my Sorrows cure. [Exit. 
Fran. \ fear fome outrage, and Ple follow her. [#.xir. 
Dol. There?s nothing in this world can make me joy. 

Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 

Vexing the dull cat ofa drowfie man; 

And bitter fhame hath fpoil’d the fweet words tafte, 

That it yields nought but fhame and bitternefS. 

Paad. Before the curing of a {trong difeafe, 

Even in the inftant of tepair and health, 

The fit is ftrongeft : evils that take leave, 

On their departure, moft of all thew evil : 

What have you loft by lofing of this day ? 

Dol. All days of glory, joy, and happinefs. 
Pand. If you had won it, certainly you had. 

No, no: when Fortune means to men moft good, 

She looks upon them with a threatning Eye : 

’Tis ftrange to think how much King fohw hath loft 

In this which he accounts fo-clearly won: 

Are not you griev’d that Arthur is his Prifoner ? 

Dol. As heartily as he is glad he hath hin. 
Pand, Your Mind is all as youthful as your Blood. 
Now hear me {peak with a Prophetick Spirit : 
For even the breath of what I mean to {peak, 
Shall blow each duft, each ftraw, each little rub 

Out of the Path which fhall dite@tly lead 

Thy foot to Exgland’s Throne. And therefore mark : 

Fobn hath feiz’d Arthur, and it carinot be, 

That whiles warm life plays in that Infants veins, 

The mifplac’d-Fobn thould entertain an hour, 

One minute, nay one quiet breathof reit. 

A Scepter frratch’d with anunruly hand, 

Muft be as boyfteroufly maintain’d as gain?d. 

And he that-ftands upon a flipp’ry place, 


{ Makes nice of no vile hold to ftay him up: 


That Yobx may ftand, then Arthur needs mutt fall 
So be it, for it cannot be bat fo. 
Dol. But what fhall I gain by young Arthurs fall ? 
Pand. You, in the tight of Lady Blanch your Wife, 
May then make all the Claim that w4rthur did, 
Dol. And lofe it, life and all, as Arthur did. : 
Pand. How green you ate, and frefhin this old world? 
john lays you Plots: the Times confpire with you, 
For he that ftceps his fafety- in true Blood, 
Shall find but bloody fafety and untrue. 
This A& fo evilly born fhall cool the hearts 
Ofall his people, and freeze up their zeal, 
That none fo fmall advantage thall ftep forth 
Yo check his Reign, but they will cherifh it. 
No natural exhalation in the Skie, 
No {cope of Nature, no diitemper’d Day, 
No comion Wind, no cuftomed Event, 
But they will pluck away his Natural Caufe; 
And call them Meteors, Prodigies, and Signs; 
Abortives, Prefages, and Fongues of Heaven; 
Plainly denouncing Vengeance upon Folx. 


? 


Dol. } 
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Ar, And will you? 
Hub, And I will. es 
Ar, Have You the heart ? When your head did butake, 
I knit my Hand-kercher about your Brows 
(The beft I had, a Princefs wrought it me) 
And | did never ask it you again: 
And with my Hand, at midnight held your Head; 
And like the watchful Minutes, to the Hour, 
Still and anon chear’d up the heavy time ; vie 
Saying, what lack you ¢ and where lies your grief ? 
Or what goed love may I perform for you? 
Many a poor mans Son would have lain ftill, - 997 
And ne’re have fpoke a loving word to you: 
But you, at your fick férvice had a Princes 99) 
Nay, you may think my love was crafty love, 9/7) 
And call it cunning. Do, and if you will, ! 
If Heaven be pleas’d, that you muft ufe me ill, 


Dol. May be he will not touch young Arthur’s life, 
But hold himfelf fafe in his Prifonment. 

Pand, O Sit, when he fhall hear of your approach, 
If that youug Arthur be not gone already, 
Even at this news he dies: and then. the hearts 
Of all his People fhall revolt from him, 
And kifs the lips of unacquainted Change, 
And pick ftrong matter of Revolt, and Wratlt 
Out of the Bloody Fingers ends of Toba. 
Methinks I fee this Hurley all on foot ; 

| And O, what better matter breeds for you, 

Than I have nam’d. The Baftard Faulconbridge 
Is now in England ranfacking the Church, 
Offending Charity : If but a dozen French 
Were there in Arms, they would be as a Call 
To train ten thoufand Exglifh to their fide ; 


- asa little fnow, tumbled about, 4 
as becomes a mountain. O noble Dolphins Why thea you maft. Will you put out mine Eies? 
Go with me to the King, ?tis wonderful, : Thefe Eies, that~never did, nor never fhall (oo 99) 
‘What may be wrought out of their Difcontcnt, So much as frown on you. — {Dot 
Now that their Souls are top full of Offence, Hub, 1 have fworn to do it, ‘a09) 
For England go 1 will whet. on the King. And with hot Irons muft I burn them out. 2 athe 

Dol. Strong Reafons makes ftrong Actions: let us go, Ar. Ah, none but in this Iron age, would'do its ie 
If you fay 1, the King will not fay no. [Exeunt | The Iron of it felf, though heat red hot, ee | 

Approaching near thefe Eies, would drink my teats, 
And quench this fiery Indignation, “7 aa 


Even in the matter of mine Innocence: 
Nay, after that, confume away in Ruft, 
But for containing Fire to harm mine Eyes) 97 
Are you more ftubborn hard, than hammer’d Irom?’ 
And ifan Angel fhould have come tome, | 
And told me Abert fhould put out mine Eyes, ~~ 
I would not have believ’d him: no Tongue but Huber’) 

Hub, Come forth: Doas I bid you do. 

Ar, O fave me, Hubert, fave me: my Eies are out 
| Even with the fierce looks of thefe bloody mens} 

Hub, Give me the Iron, I fay, and bind him here” 

Ar, Alas, what need you be fo boifterous rough? | 
I will not ftruggle, I will ftand ftone ftill : a 
For Heaven fake, Aubert, let me not be bound: 7) 
Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive thefe men away, 
And I will fit as quiet as a Lamb. te 
I will not ftir, nor wince, nor {peak a word, 
Nor look upon the Iron angerly: a. 
Thruft but thefe men away, and Ple forgive you, 7 © 
What ever torment you do put me to. oD, 

Hub, Go, ftand within: let me alone with him 77 

Exec. 1 am beft pleas’d to be from fuch adeeds 

Art, Alas, 1 then have chid away my Friend, 
He hath a ftern Look, but a gentle Heart: 1 
Let him come back, that his compaflion may” 
Give life to yours. 

f1ub. Come (Boy) prepare your felf. 

4r, Is there no remedy ? 

Hub, None, but to lofe your Eyes. 

4rt. O Heaven: that there were bat a Moth im yout) 
A Grain, a Duft, a Gnat, a wandring Hair, 
Any Annoyance in that precious fenfe : i 
Then feeling what fmall things are boifterous there; 
Your vile intent muft needs feem horrible. | 

Hub. \s this your Promife? Go too, hold your Tong 

4r, Hubert, the utterance of a brace of Tongues, — 
Mutt needs want pleading for a pair of Eyes: 
Let me not hold my Tongue, let me not, Hubert, — 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my Tongue, 
Sol may kecp mine Eics, O fpare mine Eies, 
Though to no ufe, but ftill to look on yous 
Lo, by my troth, the inftrument is cold, 
And would not harm me, 

Hub, | can heat it, Boy. 

4r. No, in goed footh, the fire is dead with grief, 
Being create for comfort, to be us’d i 
In undeferved Extrearhs: fee elfe your felfy 
There is no malice in this burning coal, The f 


Altus Quintus. Scena prima. 


Enter Hubert and Executioners, 


Hub. Heat me thefe Irons hot, and look thou ftand 
Within the Arras: when I ftrike my foot 
Upon the bofem of the ground, rufh forth 
And bind the Boy, which you fhall find with me, 
Fait to the Ghair: be heedful: hence, and watch. 

Exec. | hope your Warrant will bear out the Deed! 

Flub. Uncleanly Scruples; fear not you: look to’t. 
Young Lad come forth; 1 have to fay with you. 

Enter Arthur~ 

Ar. Good morrow, Hubert. 

Hub. Good morrow, little Prince. 

Ar, As little Prince, having fo great a Title 
To be more Prince, as may be: you are fad. 

Fixb. Indeed 1 have been merrier. 

Ar, Mercy on me: 

Methinks no body fhould be fad but I: 
Yet I remember when I was in France 
Young Gentlemen would be as fad as night 
Only for wantennefs: by my Chriftendom, 
So 1 were ont of Prifon, and kept Sheep, 

I fhould be as merry as the day is long: 
And fo I would be here, but that I doubt 
My Unéele practifes more harm to me : 

He is afraid of me, and I of him: 

Is it my fault that I was Geffrey’s Son ? 

No indeed is’t not, and I would to Heaven 
I were your Son, fo you would dove me, Hubert. 

Hub. 1f 1 talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my Mercy, which lyes dead : 
Therefore I will be.fudden, and difpatch. 

Ar, Are you fick, Hubert? you look pale to day; 
[nfooth I would you were a little fick, 

That I might fit all night and watch with you. 
I warrant I love you more than you do me. 

Hub, His words do take pofleflion of my Bofom. 
Read here, young Arthur, How now foolifh rheume ? 
Turning difpitious Torture out of door ? 

1 muft be brief, left Refolution drop 
Out at mine Eyes, in tender Womanith Tears. 
‘Can you not read it? Is it not fair writ? 

Ar. Tco fairly, Hubert, for fo foul Effect, 

Muft you with hot Irons burn out both mine Eyes ? 

Ainb, Young Boy, I muft. 


+ Startles and frights Confideration : 


The breath of Heaven hath blown his ‘Spirit out; 
And ftrew’d repentant afhes on his head. — 
| Hin, But with my breath I can revive it, Boy: 
4rt, And if you do, you will but make ‘it blnfh, /° 
And glow with fhame of your ‘proceedings, FZmbert : 
\Nay, it perchance will fparkle in your Eyes: 
'And, like’a Dog that is compell’d to fight, 
‘Snatch at his Mafter. that doth tarre him on. 
All things that you fhould ufé to do me wrong 
}Deny their Office: only you do lack 
' That Mercy which fierce Eire, and fron ‘extends, 
Creatures of note for Mercy, lacking ufes. 
_ Hub, Well, fee. to ‘live: I will not touch thine Eye 
\For ‘all the-Treafure that thine Uncle owes, 
/Yet am I fworn, and,I did purpofe, Boy, 
With this fame very Iron, to burn them out. | 
| rt. O now you look like Hubert. All this while 
You were difguis’d., 
Hb, Peace: no more. Adieu, 
Your Uncle muft not know but you are dead. 
Vle fill thefe dogged Spies with falfe Reports : 
And, pretty Child, fleep doubtlefs, and fecure, 
That Aubert, for the Wealth of all the World, 
Will not offend thee. 
4rt. O heaven’ I thank you, Hubert. : 
Fixb. Silence, no more: go clofely in with me. 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. _ LExennt, 
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I have poffeft:yow with; and! think them ftrong. 
And more, more ftrong, then lefS is my fear 
I hall endue:you: with: Meantime, but ask 
'‘What> you ‘would ‘have: Reform’d, that is not well, 
‘| And well fhalh you: perceive,’ how ‘willingly 
I will both hear and grant you ‘your requefts. 
| Pem. Then I, as one that amethe Tonguelof thefe 
To found the Purpofes: of all their Heats, ' 
Both for my!felf; and them:,tbut chiefi.cf all 
Your fafety: for the whichsmy {elf and’\them 
| Bend: theif beft: ftudies}heartily. requekt. 
-| The Infranchifement of, ethur, whofe’ reftraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of Difcontent 
| To break-into this: dangeroussArgument, ¢ 
If what in Ref you have, in Right you! hold, yh 
Why then your Fears (which as they fay) atteid. »- 
The fteps of Wrong,’ fhouldi move you.to. mew ups!) } 
Your tender’ Kinfman, ‘and: to choke: his: days 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth |... 
| The rich advantage of good Excercife, ; , 
| That the Times Enemies: maysriot have this, 
| To grace Occafions: let it be our fuit, 
That you have bid us ask his liberty, » 
| Which for our goods we. do no further ask, 
Than, whereupon. our weal:on you depending; 
Counts it your weal; he have his Liberty, 
Enter Hubert. 
John. Let it be fo: I do. commit his Youth 
To your direction: Hubert, what, News with ‘you? 
Pem, This is the mam fhould:do the Bloody: deed: 
He fhew’d his Warrant to ai Friend of mine, 
The Image of a wicked: heynous fault .. 
Lives in his Eye : that clofé: afpect of his, 
Does thew the: mood of aimuch troubled Breaft, 
And I’ do fearfully believe.?tis done, 
What we fo fear’d he had: a charge to.dos: 
Sal. The.colour ‘of the ‘King, doth comie ,and go, 
Between his Purpofe and his Confcience, - 
| Like Heralds *twixt two dreadful Battels fet « 
His Paflion is fo ripe, it needs muft break. <. 
Pem. And when it breaks, 1 fear will-iffue: thence 
| The foul corruption of \a {weet Child’s Death: 
John, We cannot hold Mortalities. trong: hand. 
| Good Lords, although my will to give, :is> living, 
| The fuit which you demand: is: gone, and. dead; 
| He tells us Arthur is deceas’d to night. 
Sal. Indeed we fear’d: his ficknefs was paft curé. 
Pem. Indeed we heard how. near his death he was, 
Before the Child himfelf felt he was fick ; 
This muft be anfwer’d either here or hence. 
John. Why do you bend fuch folemn Brows on me? 
Think you I bear the Shears of Deftiny ? 
Have I Commandment on the Pulfe of Life ? 
Sal, It isapparent foul-play, and tis thameé 
That greatnefs fhould fo grofly offer it : 
So thrive it in your Game, and fo farewell: 
Pem. Stay yet (Lord Salisbury) Ple go with thee} 
And find th’inheritance ofthis poor Child, 
His little Kingdom of a forced Grave. ; 
That Blood which ow’d'the-bteadth of all-this fe; 
Three foot of it doth hold ; bad world the while : 
This muft not be thus born; this will break ont.) < 
To all our forrows, and e’re long J doubt: [Exennt. 
John. They burn in indignation: 1 repent : [Eater AL/. 
There.is no fure Foundation fet on Blood: 
No certain Life atchiev’d by others Death: . 
A fearful Eye thou haft. Where is that Blood 
That I have feen inhabit in thofe Cheeks? — 
So foul a Skie, clears not without a Storm; 
Pour down thy Weather :. how goes all in France ? 
Mef. From France to England, never fuch a Power; 
For any Foreign Preparation,. . 
| Was levied in the Body of aLand. . 
| The Copy of your fpeed is learn’d by them : j 
Cc For 


Scana Secunda. 
Enter John, Pembroke, Salisbury, ana other Lords, 


Sohn. Here once again we fit, once again crownd, 
And Jook’d jipon, I hope, with chearful Eyes, 

Pem,. This once again (but that your Highnefs pleas’d) 
Was once fuperfluous: you were Crown’d’ before, 
} And that high Royalty was n’ ere pluck’d off : 
The Faiths of men, ne’re ftained with Revolt : 
Frefh Expéétation troubled not the Land 
With ary long’d-for change, or better State. 

Sal. Therefore to be poflefs’d with double Pomp, 
To guard 4 Title that was rich before 
To gild refined Gold, to paint the Lilly; 

To throw a perfume on the Violet, 

To fmooth the Ice, or add another hew 

Unto the Rainbow ; or with Taper-light 
To feek the beauteous Eye of Heaven to garnifh, 
Is wafteful and ridiculous excefs. 

Pem, But that your Royal Pleafure muft be done, 
This Act is as an ancient Tale new told, 

And in the laft repeating troublefom, 
Being urged at a time unfeafonable. 

Sal. In this the Antick, and well noted face 
Of plain old form, is much disfigured, 

And like a fhifted Wind unto a Sail, 
{ft makes the courfe of thoughts to fetch about, 


Makes found Opinion fick, and Truth fufpected, 
For putting on fo new a fafhion’d Robe. 

Pem. When Workmen ftrive to do better than Well, 
They do confound their Skil] in Covetoufnefs, 

And oftentimes excufing of a Fault, 

Doth make the Fault the worfe by th’excufe : 
As Patches fet upon a little Breach, 

Difcredit more in hiding of the Fault, 

Than did the Fault before it was fo patch’d, 

Sal. To this Effect, before you wete new crown’d, 
We breath’d our Counfel: butit pleas’d your Highnefs 
To over-bear it, and we are all well pleas’d, 

Since all, and every part of what we would | 
Doth make a ftand, at what your Highnefs will. 
_ Gobn, Some Reafons of this double Coronation 
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-or when you fhould be told ‘they do prepare, 
The tydings come, that they are all arriv’d. 

Fobn. Oh where hath our intelligence been drunk ? 
Where hath it flept?. Where is my Mother?s care ? 
That fuch am Army fhould be drawn in France, 

And fhe not hear igi ? 

Mef. My Liege, her ear 
Is pe ich duit’ the firft of April dy’d 
Your noble Mother ; and, asi hear, my Lord, 
The Lady Conftance in a frenzie dy’d 
Three days before : but this from rumours Tongue 
[ idely heard : if true, or falfe, 1 know not. 

Fohn. With-hold thy fpeed, dreadful Occafion ; 
© imake a League with me, “ull I have pleas’d 
My difcontented Peers. What? Mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my Eftate in France 
Under whofe Conduct came thofe Powers of France? 
That thou for truth giv’ft out are landed here ? 

Mef, Under the Dolphin. 


Enter Baftard and Peter of Pomfret. 


Sohn. Thou haft made me giddy 

With the(e ill tydings: Now? What fays the World 

To your proceedings? Do not feek to {tuft 

My head with more ill News: for it is full. 

Bast, But if you be afraid to’ hear ther wortt, 

Then let the worft unheard, fall on your head. 
sobn. Bear with me, Coulin ; for 1 was amaz’d 

Under the tide; but now I breath.again 

Aloft the flood, and can give Audience 

To any Tongue, fpeak it of what it will. 

Baft. How | have fped among the Clergy-men, 

The Sums I have collected fhall exprefs : 

But as I travel’d hither through the Land, 

I find the People ftrangely fantafied, 

Pofleft with Rumours, full of idle Dreams, _ 

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear. 

And here’s a Prophet that I brought with me 

From forth the Streets of Pomfret, whom 1 found 

With many hundreds treading on his heels : 

To whom he fung in tude harfh founding Rimes, 

That ere the next Afcenfion day at noon, 

Your Highnefs fhould deliver up your Crown. 
sohn, Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didft thou fo? 
Pet. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out fo. 
Sohn. Hubert, away with him : imprifon him, 

And on that day at noon, whereon he fays 

I fhall yield up my Crown, let him be hang’d. 

Deliver him to fafety, and return, 

For. muft ufe thee. O my gentle Coufin, 

Hear’ft thou the News abroad, who are arriv’d ? 
Bat. The French (my Lord) mens mouths are full of it: 

Befides I met Lord Bigot, and Lord Salisbury 

With Eyes as red as new enkindled fire, 

And others more, going to feck the Grave 

Of -Arthwr, whom they fay is kilPd to night, on your 
Fohn, Gentle Kinfman, go (fuggeftion. 

And thruft thy felf into their Companies, 

I have a way to win their loves again > 

Bring them before me. 

Baft. 1 will feek them out. 
Sohn, Nay, but make hafte: the better foot before. 

O, let me have no Subjects Enemies, 

When adverfe Foreigners affright my Towns 

With dreadful Pomp of ftout Invafion. 

Be Mercury, fet Feathers to thy heels, 

And flye (like thought) from them to me again. 

Baft. Tie Spirit of the Time fhall teach me fpeed. [Ext 

Sohn, Spoke like a fprightful Noble Gentleman. 

Go after. him: for he perhaps fhall need 

Some Meflenger betwixt me and the Peers, 

And be thou he. 

Mef, ‘With all my heart, my Liege. 
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sjobn, My Mother dead ? 
Enter Hubert. 
Hub, My Lord, they fay five Moons were feen tonight: if 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirle about, / 
The other four in wondrous motion. 
Sohn. Five Moons ? ge aang ‘ 
“ub. Old men and Beldams, in the Sreets ft” 
Do prophefie upon it dangeroufly: : 
Young -Arthur?s death is common in their Mouths; } 
And when they talk of him, they fhake their Heads} 
And whifper one another in the Ea. 
And he that fpeaks, doth gripe the hearer’s Writ 
Whilft he that hears makes fearful Action . ; 
With wrinkled Brows, with Nods, with rolling Eyes, 
I faw a Smith ftand with his Hammer (thas) A 
The whilft his Irondid on the Anvil cool, i 
With open mouth fwallowing a Taylor’s News, = J 
Who with his Sheers, and Meafure in hishand; | 
Standing on Slippers, which his nimble hafte ae 
Had falfly thruft upon contrary feet, 
Told of a many thoufand warlike French, 
That were embatteled, and rank’d in Kent. 
Another lean, unwafh’d Artificer, 
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 
Fobn. Why feek’ft thou to poffefs me with thefe Feats? } 
Why urgeft thou fo oft young Arthur’s death? = | 
Thy hand hath murdered him: Thad a mighty Caule} 
To wifh him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him” 
H. No had (my Lord ?) why did you not provoke me? 
Sohn. It is the Curfe of Kings, to be attended 
By Slaves that take their Humours for a Warrant, 
To break the bloody houfe of life, Pee 
And on the Winking of Authority : 
To underftand a Law; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous Majefty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon Humour, than advis’d Refpect. a 
Hub. Bere is your Hand and Seal for whatIdid 
ola. Oh,when the laft account *twixt Heaven and Earth 
Is to be made, then fhall this Hand and Seal 
Witnefs againft us to Damnation. 
How oft the fight of means to do ill deeds, 
Make deeds ill done? hadft not thou been by, | 
A Fellow by the hand of Nature mark’d, he 
Quoted, and fign’d to do a deed of fhame, | 
This Murther had not come into my mind. 
But taking note of thy abhor’d Afpett, 
Finding thee fit for Bloody Villany : 
Apt, liable to be employ’d in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur’s death: 
And thou to be endeared toa King, 
Made it no conftience to deftroy a Prince. 
_ Pages: 
Sohn, Had{t thou but fhook thy head, or madea 
When I fpake darkly, what | ear poe sy 
Or turn’d anEye of doubt upon my Face; 
As bid me tell my tale in exprefs words: 
Deep fhame had ftruck me dumb, made me breake of,| 
And thofe thy Fears, might have wrought Feats in me, 
But thou didft underftand me by my Signs, | 
And didft in Signs again parley with fin, 
Yea, without ftop didft let thy Heart confent. 
And confequently thy rude Hand to aét 
The deed, which both our Tongues held vile to aml’ 
Out of my fight, and never fee me more: 
My Nobles leave me, and my State is brav’d, 
Even at my Gates, with ranks of foreign Powers: 
Nay, in the Body of this flefhly Land, 
This Kingdom, this Confine of Blood, and Breath 
Hoftility and Civil Tumult reigns : : 
Between my Confcience, and my Coufins death. 
; Hub, Arm you againft your other Enemies, 
Ple make a peace between your Soul, and you. 
Young “thu is alive: this hand of mine 


Is yet a Maiden, and an innocent hand, Not 
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Not painted with the Crimfon {pots of Blood: 
Within this Bofom, never entred yet 
The dreadful motion of a murderous thought, 
And_you have flander’d Nature in my Form, 
Which howfoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the cover ofa fairer Mind, 
Than to be Butcher of an innocent Child. 

Fobn. Doth Arthur live? O hatte thee to the Peers, 
Throw this Report on their incenfed rage, 
And make them tame to their Obedience. 
Forgive the Comment that my Paflion made 
Upon thy Feature, for my Rage was blind, 
And foul imaginary Eyes of Blood 
Prefented thee more hideous than thou art. 
Oh, anfwer not , but to my Clofet bring 
The angry Lords, with all expedient hatte, 


I conjure thee but flowly: run more fait. [E-xeunt. 


Scana Tertta. 
Enter Arthur om the Walls. 


4rt, The wall is high, and yet will I leap down. 
Good ground be pitiful, and hurt me not: 
There’s few or none do know me, if they did, 
This Ship-boys femblance hath difguis’d me quite. 
I am afraid, and yet I’le venture it. 


} If 1 get down, and do not break my Limbs, 


Ple find a thoufand fhifts to get away 5 

As good to dye, and go; as dye, and flay. 

Oh me, my Uncles fpirit is in thefe ftones, 

Heaven take my Soul, and Exgland keep my Bones. [ Dies. 


Enter Pembroke, and Salisbury, and Bigot. 


Sal. Lords, I will meet him at St. Edmondsbury, 
It is.our fafety, and we muft embrace 


This gentle Offer of the perillous time. 


Pem, Who brought that Letter from the Cardinal ? 
Sal, The Count A4éMoone, a Noble Lord of France, 
_Whofe private with me of the Dolphins love, 
Is much more general than thete lines import. 
Bigot. Yo morrow morning let us meet him then. 
Sal, Or rather then fet forward, for twill be 
Two long days journey (Lords) or ¢’re we meet. 
Enter Baftard. , 
Baft, Once more to day well met, diftemper’d Lords, 
The King by me requefts your Prefence ftraight. 
Sal. The King hath difpofleft himfelf of us, 
We will not line his thin-beftained cloke 
With our pure Honours: nor attend the Foot 
That leaves the print of Blood where ¢’re it walks. 
Return, and tell him fo: we know the worft. —_(beft. 
Saft. What ere you think, good words I think were 
Sal. Our Griefs, and not our Manners reafon now. 
_ Baff, But there is little Reafon in your Grief. 
Therefore *twere Reafon you had Manners now. 
Pem. Sir, Sir, impatience hath his Priviledge. 
Bat. "Vis true, to hurt his Mafter, no man elfe. 
Sal. This is the Prifon: what is he lyes here? 
P. Ohdeath made proud with pure and Princely Beauty, 
The Earth had not ahole to hide this deed. 
_ Sal, Murther, as hating what himfelf hath done, 
Doth lay it open to urge on Revenge. m 
Big. Or when he doom’d this Beauty toa Grave, 
Found it too precious Princely, for a Grave, 
| Sal. Sic Aichard, what think you? have you beheld, 
Or have:you read, or heard, or could you think ? 
Or doyou almoft think, although you fee, 
That youdo fee? could Thought, without this Object 
Form fuch another? this is the ‘very top, 
The heighth, the Creft,: or Creft-unto the Creft 
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Of Murthers Arms: this is the bicodiett fhame, 
The wildeft Savagery, the vileft froke 
That ever wall-ey’d Wrath; or ftaring Rage 
Prefented to the Tears of iofe Remorfe. 
Pem. Aj] Murthcrs palt, do ftand ¢xcus’d in this: 
And this fo fole, and fo unmatchable, 
Shall give a holinefs, a purity, 
To the yet unbegotten tin of times ; 
And prove a deadly blood-fhed, but'a Jeaft, 
Exampled by this heinous Spectacle. 
Baft. lt isa damned, and abloody Work, 
The gracelefs action of a heavy hand, 
If that it be the work of any hand. 
Sal. If that it be the work of any hand ? 
We had a kind of light, what would cafue - 
it is the fhameful work ot Almbert?s hand, 
The practife, and the purpofe of the King: 
From whote Obedience | forbid my Soul, 
Kneeling before this Ruinie of {weet Life, 
And breathisg to his breathlefs Excellence 
The Incenie of a Vow, a holy Vow: 
Never to talte the Pleafures of the World, 
Never to be infected with Delight, 
Nor converfant with Eafe, and Idlenefs, . 
II have iet a glory to this Hand, 
By giving it the Worthip of Revenge. 
Fen, by. Our fouls Religioutly confirm thy words. 
Enter Hubert. 
Fixb, Lords, I am hot with hafte, in feeking you, 
Arthur doth live, the King hath fent for you. 
Sal. Oh he is bold, and blufhes not at death : 
Avant thou hateful Villain, get thee gone. 
Hub, Lam no Villain. 
Sal. Mult 1 rob the Law ? 
Beft. Your Sword is bright, Sir, put it up again. 
Sal. Not tilll fheath it ina Murtherer’s skin? 
Hub, Stand back, Lord Salisbury, ttand back, I fay, 
By Heaven, | think my Sword’s as {harp as yours. 
I would not have you (Lord ) forget your {felf, 
Nor tempt the Danger of my true Defence ; 
Leit 1, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your Worth, your Greatnefs, and Nobility. 
Big. Out Dunghil, dar?{t thou brave a Nobleman? 
dnb, Not for my life: but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life againft an Emperor. 
Sal. Thou art a Murtherer. 
Hub. Do not prove me io: 
Yet 1am none. Whoie tongue fo e’re {peaks falfe, 
Not truly ipeaks: who {peaks not truly, Lies. 
Pem, Cut him to pieces. 
Baff. Keep the peace, I fay. 
Sal. Stand by, or I fhall gaul you Faulconbridge. 
Beft. Thou wert better gaul the Devil Salsbury, 
If thou but frown on me, cr ftir thy foot, 
Or teach thy hafty Spleen to do me fhame, 
Ple {trike thee dead. Put up thy Sword betime. 
Or Ple fo maul you, and your tofting-Iron, 
That you fhall think the Devil is come from Hell. 
Big. What wilt thou do, renownéd Paulconbridge ? 
Second a Villain, and a Murtherer ? 
Hub. Lord Bigot, Lam fone. 
Big. Who kill’d this Prince? 
Hib. *Vis not an hour fince I left him well : 
[ honour’d him, llov’d him, and will weep 
My date of life out, for his fweet lives lols. 
Sal, Truft net thofe cunning Waters of his Eyes, 
For Villany is not without fuch Rheume, 
And he long traded ‘im it, makes it feem 
Like Rivers of Remorfé and Innocency. 
Away with me, all you whofe fouls abhor 
Thuncleanly iavour of a flaughter-houfe, 
For I am itifled with the fmeil of fin. 
Big. Away toward Szry, to the Dolphia there. 
P. There tell the King he may enquire us out.[ Ex.Lords, 
cc2 


Baft. 
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Ba. Here’s a good World : knew y 
Beyond the infinite and boundlefs reach of Mercy, 
(If thou didit this deed of death) thou art damn’d, Hubert. 

Hub. Do but hear me, Sir. 

Baft. Ha? Vile tell thee what. 

Thou rt damn’d as black, nay nothing is fo black, 
Thou art more decp damn’d than Prince Lucrfer. 
There is not yet fo ugly a Fiend of Hell 
As thou fhalt be, ifthou did?ft kill this Child. 
Hub, Upon my Soul. 
Baff. \f thou did’ft but confent ; 
To this moft cruel Act :-do bat defpair, 
And if thou want%ft a Cord, the fmalleft threed 
That ever Spider twifted from her Womb 
Will ferve to ftrangle thee: A rufh will bea Beam 
To hang thee on. Or would’ft thou drown thy felf, , 
Put but a little Water in a Spoon, 
And it fhall be as all the Ocean, 
Enough to ftifle fuch a Villain up. 
1 do fufpect thee very grievoully. 
Hin. \f lin ad, confent, or fin of thought, 
Be guilty of the ftealing that fweet Breath 
Which was embounded in this Beauteous Clay, 
Let Hell want pains enough to torture me: 
Llefe him well. 
Baft. Go, bear him in thine Arms: 
Iam amaz’d methinks, and lofe my way 
Among the Thorns, and Dangers of this World. 
How eafie doft thou take all Exgland up, 
From forth this Morfel of dead Royalty 2 
The Life, the Right, and Truth of all this Realm 
Is fled to Heaven : and England now is left 
To tug and fcamblé, and to part by th’ Teeth 
The unowed intereft of proud fwelling State : 
Now for the bare-pickt bone of Majefty, 
Doth dogged War briftle his angry Creit, 
And fnarleth in the gentle Eyes of Peace : 
Now Powers from home, and Difcontents at home 
Meet in one Line : and vaft Confufion waits 
As doth a Raven ona fick-fallen Beatt, 
The imminent decay of wrefted Pomp. 
Now happy he, whofe Cloak and Center can 
Hold out this tempeft. Bear away that Child, 
‘And follow me with fpeed ; ’leto the King: 
| A thoufand bufinefles are brief in hand, 


And Heaven it felf doth frown upon the Land. = LE. 


Altés Quartus, Scena Prima, 
Enter King John and Pandulph, Attendants, 


K. John. Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The Circle of my‘ Glory. 
Pand, Take again 
| From this my hand, as holding of the Pope, 
| Your Soveraign Greatnefs and Authority. 
yohn. Now keep your holy word, go meet the French, 
And from his Holinefs ufe all your Power 
To ftop their Marches *fore we are enflam’d ; 
Our difcontented Counties do revolt : 
Our people quarrel with Obedience, 
Swearing Allegiance, and the love of Soul 
To ftranger-blood, to forcign Royalty 5 
| This inundation of miftempered humour, 
} Reits by you only to be qualified. 
Then paufe not; for the prefent time’s fo fick, 
| That prefent Med’cine muft be miniftred, 
4 Or overthrow incurably enfues. : 
Pand, \t was my breath that blew this Tempeft up, 


| Upon your ftubborn ufage of the Pope: 


But fince you are a gentle Convertite. _ 
My Tongue hall huth again this Storm of War, 


| And grapple with him e’re he come fo nigh, ‘a 


On this Afcenfion day, remember well, 

Upon your Oath of fervice to the Pope, 

Go I to make the French lay down their Arms. PE yy 
Fobn. 1s this Afcenfion day ? did not the Prophet 

Say, that before Afcenfion day at noon, 

My Crown I fhould give off? even fol have: 

i did fuppofe it fhould be on conftraint, 

But( Heav’n be thank’d) it is but Voluntary. é 

Ester Baftard. 4 

Baft. Ali Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds out 


But Dover Caftle : London hath receiy’d, - cE. 
Likea kind Hoft, the Dolphin and his Powers. "| 
Your Nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
Yo offer fervice to your Enemy : 
And wild Amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of doubtful Friends. 3 
John. Would not my Lords return to me again © oe 
After they heard young Arthur was alive ? ~<a 
Baft. Yhey found him dead, and caft into the fireta | 
Anempty Casket, where the Jewelof life — 7 
By fome damn’d hand was rob’d and tane away, « 
John. That Villain Aubert told me he did liye, ae: 
Baft. So on my Soul he did, for ought he knew; | 
But wherefore do you droop? why look you fad? | 
Be great in Act,as you have beenin Thought: ~~ 
Let notthe world fee Fear and fad Diftruft 
Govern the motion ofa Kingly Eye: 
Be ftirring as the time, be fire with fire, 
Mhreaten the threatner, and out-face the Brow 
Of bragging Horror : So fhail inferior Eyes 
That borrow their Behaviours from the Great, 
Grow great by your Example, and puton “ 
The dauntlefs Spirit of Refolution. 
Away, and glifter likethe God of War 
Whenhe intendeth to become the Field : a 
Shew boldnefs and afpiring Confidence : ——— 
What, hall they feck the Lyon inhisDen, 7 | 
And fright him there? and make him tremble there? | 
Oh let itnot be faid: forrage, and run 53 
To meet difpleafure farther from the doors, 


John. ‘Whe Legat of the Pope hath been with m 

And I have made a happy Peace withhim, 7 

And he hath promis’d to difmifs the Powers > 

Led by the Dolphia. e 
Baft. Oh inglorious League: 

Shall we upon the footing of our Land, 

Send fair-play-orders, and make comprinife. 

Infinuation, parley, and bafe truce 

To Arms Invafive ? Shall a beardlef Boy. 

A cockred-filken Wanton brave our Ficlds 

And flefh.his Spirit ina War-like Soil 

Mocking the air with Colours idely pread 4 

And find no check ? Let us my Liege to Arms : 

Perchance the Cardinal cannot make your Peace; 

Or ifhedo, let it at leaft be faid ie 

They faw we had a purpofe of defence. tee: 
Fobn.. Have thou the ordering of this prefent time. i | 
Raft. Away then with good Courage: yetI know | 

Our Party may well meet a prouder Foe. of 


am] 


= Scana Secunda, 
Enter (in Arms) Dolphin, Salisb af a 
Bigot, Souldiers, pt Ey, Mele rons { 


Dol. My Lord Atelloon, let thisbe éopied out, _ 
And keep it fafe for our remembrance : cok 
Return the Prefident to thefe Lords again, 

‘That having our fair Order written down, 
Both they and we, perufing ore thefe Notes 


; 


.— 
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May know wherefore we took the Sacrament, 
And keep our Faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal. Upon our fides it never fhall be broken. 
And, noble Dolphin, albeit we {wear 
A voluntary Zeal, and an un-urg’d Faith 
‘To your Proceedings: yet believe me, Prince, 

J am not glad that fuch a Sore of Time 
Should feek a Plaifter by contemn’d Revolt, 
And heal the inveterate Canker of one wound, 
By making many: Oh it grieves my Soul, 
That I muft draw this Mettle from my fide 
To be a Widow-maker: Oh, and there 

Where honourable Refcue, and Defence 

Cries out upon the Name of Salisbury, 

But fuch is the Infection of the time, 

That for the Health and Phyfick of our Right, 
We cannot deal but with the very Hand 

OF ftern Injuftice, and confufed Wrong : 

And is’t not pity, (oh my grieved Friends) 
That we, the Sons and Children of this Jfle, 

| Were born to fee fo fad an hour as this, 
Wherein we ftep after a Stranger, march 

Upon her gentle Bofom, and fill up 

Her Enemies Ranks? I muft withdraw and weep 
Upon the fpot of this enforced. Caufe, 

To Grace the Gentry of a Land remote, 

And follow unacquainted Colours here : 

What here? O nation that thou couldft remove, 
That LVeptunes Arms who clippeth thee about, 
Would bear the from thee knowledge of thy felf, 
And cripple thee unto a Pagan fhore, 

Where thefe two Chriftian Armies might combine 
The blood of malice, in a vein of league, 

{ And not to fpend it fo un-neighbourly. 

Dol, A noble Temper doft thou fhew in this, 
And great Affections wreltling in thy Bofom 
Doth make’ an Earthquake of Nobility 
Oh what a Noble combate haft thou fought 
Between compulfion, and a brave refpect ; 
| Let me wipe off this Honourable Dew, 

That filverly doth progrefs on thy cheeks : 
My heart hath melted at a Ladies tears, — 
Being an ordinary inundation : 

But this Effufion of fuch Manly Drops, 

This fhowr blown up by tempeft of the Soul, 
Startles ‘mine Eyes, and maks me more amaz’d 
Than had I feen the vaulty top of Heaven 
Figur’d quite o’re with burning Meteors. 

Lift up thy brow (renowned Salisbury, ) 

And with a great Heart heave away this ftorm: 
Commend thefe Wars to thofe Baby-eyes 
That never faw the Gyant-world enrag’d, 
Nor met with Fortune, other than at Feafts, 
Full warm of Blood, of Mirth, of Goflipping. 
Come, come, for thou fhall thruft thy hand as deep 
{into the Purfe of rich Profperity 

As Lewis himfelf: fo (Nobles) fhall you all, 
That knit your Sinews to the ftrength of mine. 


Enter Pandulpho, 


And even there, methinks an Angel fpake, 
Look where the Holy Legate comes apace, 
To give us Warrant from the hand. of Heaven, 
And on our Actions fet the Name of Right 
With holy Breath. 

Pan. Hail, Noble Prince of France, 
The next is this: King %obn hath reconcil’d 
Himfelf to Rome, his Spirit is come in, 
That fo ftood out againft the Holy Church, 
The great Metropolis and See of Rome : 
Therefore thy threatning Colours now wind up, 
And tame ‘the Savage Spirit of Wild War, 
That like a Lyon foftered up at hand, 


It may lie gently at the foot of Peace, 
And be no further harmful than in thew. 
Dolph. Your Grace fhail pardon me, 1 will not back : 
I am too high-born to be Propertied, 
To be a fecondary at controll, 
Or ufeful Serving-man, and Inftrument 
To any Soveraign State throughout the World: 
Your breath firft kindled the dead Coal of Wars, 
Between this chaftis’d Kingdom and my felf, 
And brought in Matter that fhould feed this Fire ; 
And now’tis far too huge to be blown ont 
With that fame weak wind which enkindled it : 
You taught me how to know the face of Right; 
Acquainted me with Intereft to this Land, 
Yea thruft this Enterprize into my heart, 
And come ye now to tell me John hath made 
His Peace with Rome ? what is that Peace to me? 
I (by the Honour of my Marriage-bed ) 
After young -4rthur, Claim’ this Land for mine, 
And now it is half conquer’d, muft I back, 
Becaufe that ohn hath made his Peace with Rome ? 
Am I Romes Slave? what Penny hath Rome born ? 
What Men provided ? what munition fent 
To under-prop this Action? Is’t not I 
That under-go this Charge? who elfe but iF 
And fuch as to my Claim are liable, 
Sweat in this Bufinefs, and maintain this War ? 
Have I not heard thefe Jflanders fhout out 
Vive le Roy, as I have bank’d their Towns ? 
Have I not here the beft Cards for the Game 
To win this eafie Match, play’d for a Crown ? 
And fhall I now give o’re the yielded Set? 
No, no, on my Soul it fhall never be faid. 
Pan, You look but on the out-fide of this Work. 
Dolp. Out-fide or in-fide, I will not return 
Till my Attempt fo much be glorified, 
As to my ample Hope was promifed, 
Before I drew this gallant head of War, _, 
And cull’d thefe fiery Spirits from the world 
To out-look Conqueft, and to win Renown 
Even in the jaws of danger, and of death: 
What luity Trumpet thus doth fummon us ? 


Enter Baftard., 


Baft. According to the fair-play of the World, 
Let me have Audience: I am fent to fpeak: 
My holy Lord of Adiane, from the King 
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him: 
And as you anfwer, I do know the fcope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand, The Dolphin is too wilful, oppofite, 
And will not temporize with my Entreaties : 

He flatly fays, he?l not lay down his Arms. 
Baft. By all the blood that ever fury breath?d, 


| The youth fays well. Now hear our Englifh King, 


For thus his Royalty doth fpeak in me: 
He is prepar’d, and Reafon too he fhould, 
This apifh and unmannerly approach, 

This harnefs’d Mask, and unadvifed Revel, 
This unheard fawcinefs and Boyifh Troops, 


| The King doth finile at, and is well prepar’d 


To whip this dwarfifh War, this Pigmy Arms 
From out the Circle of his Territories. 
That Hand which had the ftrength, even at your door, 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch, 
To dive like Buckets in concealed Wells, 
To crouch in Litter of your Stable Planks, 
To lye like Pawns, lock’d up in Chefts and Trunks, 
To hug with Swine, to feek fweet fafety out 
In Vaults and Prifons, and to thrill and fhake, 
Even at the crying of your Nation’s Crow; 
Thinking this Voice an armed Engl:fh man. ~ 
Shal] that vi&torious Hand be feebled here, 
3 That 
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'That in your Chambers gave pon Chatilament Pem. They fay ba met at bars) By left the Field, } 

\ sow the gallant Monarch is in Arms , ' 
‘ na ee lc a” his ayery Towerg Mel. Lead me to the Revolts of England here. Pi 
IT fonfe Annoyance that comes near his Nell; Sal, When we were happYs wehad other Names, a 

And you degenerate; you ingrate Revolts, Pem, It is the Count ee ae 

You bloody Nero’s ripping up the Womb Sal. Wounded to ae “th, ea et i 

Of your dear Mother-Exgland : blufh for fhame : Mal. Fly, Noble Eng dig ah ught and fold, | 

For your own Ladies, and Pale-vifag’d Maids Unthreed the rude Eye 0 ebe if % 

Like Avszons, come tripping after Drums : And welcom home again ae aith, 

Their Thimbles into armed Gantlets change, Seek out King Four, and a oe ‘eee : 

Their Needlcs to Lances, and their gentle Hearts For if the French be Lords of this loud day, 

To fierce and bloody inclination. He means to recompence the Pains you take, 

Deol, There end thy Brave, and turn thy Face in Peace, By cuttiag off your Heads : thus hath he fworn, 

We grant thou canft out-fcold us: fare thee well, And I with him, and many ais with me, 

We hold our time too precious to be {pent Upon the Altar at St. Edmondsbury, 

With fach.a Brabler. Even on that Altar, where we {wore to you 

Pan, Give me leave to fpeak. Dear Amity, and everlafting Love. . 

Baft. No, 1 will fpeak. - Sal. May this be poflible ? May this be true? 

Dol, We will attead to neither: es Mel, Bah not pechth ety within my view 
Strike up the Drums, and let the Tongue of V Var etaining but a quantity OF tule, ae 
Plead foe our Interelt, and our being here. Which bleeds away, even 5 a Form ee Sih 

Baft. Indeed your Drums being beaten, will cry out? | Refolveth from his Figure gainft the Fire? — 
And fo fhall you, being beaten : do but ftart _ | What in the world fhould make me get deceive, 
Aneccho with the Clamour ef thy Drum, — Since I muft lofe the ufe of all deceit ? 
And even at hand, a Drum is ready brac’d, _ | Why fhould I then be falfe, fince it is true ae 
That thall reverberate all, as loud as thine. That I muft die here, and live hence, bytruth? =| 
Soynd but another, and.another fhall I fay again, if Lewis do win the day, 
(As loud as thine) rattle the Welkin’s Ear, He is forfworn, if ere thofe Eyes of yours 
And mock the deep-mouth’d Thunder : for at hand Behold another Day break in the Eaft: P 
(N ot trufting to this halting Legat here But even this Night, whofe black contagious breath \ 
Whom he hath us’d rather for {port than need) Already fmoaks about the burning Creft ; 
Is warlike Yobn ; and in his forehead fits | Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sun, os 
A bare-rib’d death, whofe Office is this day Even thisill_ night, your breathing fhall expire, 
To feaft upon whole thoufands of the French, Paying the Fine of rated Treachery, as Ae 

Dol. Strike up our Drums, to find this danger out. Even with a treacherous Fine of all your lives: sy 

Bajt. And thou fhalt find it (Dolphin) do not doubt. If Lewis, by your afliftance win the day. ai 

[ Exeunt. Commend me to one Hubert, with your King; 


Scena Tertta. 


Alarms. Enter John, and Hubert. Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
. In peace: and part this Body and my Soul, 
ohn, How goes the day with us? oh tell me, Hubert, | With Contemplation, and devout Defites. | 
Hib, Badly, I fear; how fares your Majefty? Sal. We do believe thee, and befhrew my Soul,” 
Soba, This Feaver that hath troubled me fo long, But I do love the favour, and the form ‘ef 
Lyes heavy on me: oh, my heart is fick. Of this moft fair oecafion, by the which : 
Enter a Meffenger. , We will untread the ftepsof damned flight, —~ 
Méeff. My Lord: your Valiant Kinfman , Faulconbridge, | And like a bated and retired flood, 
Defires your Majefty to leave the Field, Leaving our ranknefS, and irregular courfe, = | 
And fend him word by me, which way yougo. | Stoop low within thofe Bounds we have o’re-look’dy 
soba. Tell him, toward Swsnffed, to the Abby there. | And calmly run on in Obedience, we 
Méeff. Be ef good comfort: for the great Supply, Even to our Ocean, to our great King Fobw. © = 
That was expected by the Dolphin here, _ |My Atm fhall give thee help to bear thee hence, 
Are wrack’d three nights ago on Goodwin Sands, For I do fee the cruel Pangs of death or 
This News was brought to Richard but even now, Right in thine Eye. Away, my Friends, new flight 
The French fight coldly, and retire themfelves. And happy newnefs that intends old right. 
Soba. Aye me, this Tyrant Feaver burns me up, Be 
And will not let me welcome this good News. 
Set on toward Swinfted:to my Litter ftreight, 


Weaknefs poflefleth me, andl am faint. = [Exeuat, Scand Quinta, ae 


Enter Dolphin and his Train, 


Scana Quarta. 


aad - ; | Dol. TheSun of Heaven(methought Joth to et 
Enter Sailisbury, Pembroke, and Bigot. But ftaid,and made the Weftern Wallan buf, = 


: : When Enxgli(fh mea i 
| Sal. 1 did not think the King fo ftor’d with Friends. — | In faint a : Dn Baiay cue wc OE a 
Pen, Up once again : put Spirit in the French, VVhen with a Volley of our needlefs fhior” ry ot : 
Ifthey mifcarry, we mifcarry too. | After fuch bloody toyle, we bid good night, _ 
Sal. That misbegotten Devil Fanlconbridge, And woon’d our tott’ring Colours clearly up, 
In fpgh of fpight, alone upholds the day, Laft in the Field, and almoft Lords of it, a 


Enter a Meffenger, 


Mef. Where is my Prince, the Dolphin? 
Dol. Here, what News? 
Mef. The Count Aeloone is flain:' The Englifh Lords 
By his perfwafion are at length faln off, 
And your Supply, which you have wifh'd fo long, 
Are calt away, and funk on Gooawiz Sands. 
Dol. Ah foul fhrew’d News. Bethrew thy very heart : 
I did not think to be fo fad to Night 
As this hath made me. Who was he that faid 
King Yobn did fly an ‘hour or two: before 
The ftumbling: Night:did part our-weary Powers ? 
Me. Who ever fpoke it, it isttue, my Lord. 
Dol. Well: keep good Quarter, and'good care to Night, 
The Day thall not:be:up fo foon'as I, 
To try the fair Adventure of to Morrow. 


LExennt. 


Stana Séxta, 


Exter Baftard and Hubert feverally, 


Hub. Whos there? Speak, hoa, fpeak quickly, or I fhoot, 

Baft. A Friend. What art thou? 

Hub,.Of the part'of England. i 

Baft, Whither doft.thou go? 

Hub, What’s that to thee ? 

Why may not I demand of thine Affairs, 
As well as thou of mine ? 
Baft.. Habert; 1 think, 
Hub, Thou haft a perfect thought: 
I will upon all hazzards well believe 
Thou art my Friend, that know’ft my Tongue fo well: 
Who art thou ? 

Baft. Who thou wilt : and if thou pleafe 
Thou maift be-friend-me fo much, as to think 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Avo, Unkind Remembrance: thou, and endlef night, 
Have done me fhame: brave Souldier, pardon me, 
That any accent breaking from thy Tongue, 

Should fcape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 

Baft. Come,come : fans complement, What News abroad ? 

Hub, Why here walk I, in the black Brow of Night, 
To. find you out... , , 

Safe. Brief then; and what’s the News? 

#Hub.°O my fweet Sir, news fitting to the Night; 
Black, fearful, comfortlefs, and horrible. 

Baff. Shew me the very wound of this ill N ews, 

{ am no Woman, lle not fwoon at it, 

Hub, The King tT fear “is poyfon’d by a Monk,~ 
I left him almoft fpeechlefs, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this Evil, that‘ you might 
The better Arm you to the fudden time, 

Than if you had at leifure known of this. 

Baft. How did he take it? Who did tafte to him? 

Hub, A Monk, I tell you, a refolved Villain, «, 
Whofe Bowels fuddenly burft out: The King 
Yet*fpeaks, and peradventure may, recover. 

Baft. Who didit thou leave to tend_his Majefty ? 

Hub WW hy, kniow you not? the Lords are all come back; 
And brought Prince #ienry in their company, 

At whofe requeft the King hath pardon’d them, 
And they are all about his Majefty. 

Baft. With-hold thine Indignation, mighty Heaven 
And. tempt us not to bear above. our. Power: 

Ple tell thee, Hubert, half my Power this Night 
Pafling thefe Flats,. are taken by the Tide, . 
Thefe Lincoln-Wafhes have devoured th 


? 


My felf, well mounted, have efcap’d. . vile ted 
Away before: Conduct me to the Kins! "°° 
I doubt he will be dead, or e’re T come, set 
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Ew 


Scena Septima. 
Enter Prince Wenry, Salisbury, «nd Bigot 


Fen, Xt, is too late, the life of all his Blood 
Is touch’d ‘corruptibly : and his pure Brain 
(Which! fome fuppofe the Soul’s frail dwelling houfe) 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes, 
Foretell the ending of Mortality. 

Eater Pembroke. 

Fem, His Highnefs yet doth fpeak, and holds belief, 
That being brought into the open air; 
It would allay the burning» quality 
Of that fell Poyfon which ailaileth him. 

Hen, Let him,be. brought into the Orchard here ; 
Doth he! ftill rage? ., 

Pem, He is more patient, 
Than when you left him; even now he fang. 

ffen, Oh vanity of Sicknefs, fierce Extreams 
In their continuance will not feel themfelves. 
Death having prey’d upon the outward parts 
Leaves them invifible, and her fiege is now 
Againft the Wind, the which he pricks and wounds 
With many. Legions of ftrange Fantafies, 
Which in their throng. and prefs to that~Jaft hold, 
Confound themfelves, ?Tis ftrange that death fhould fing : 
I am the Symet to this pale faint Swan. 
Who chagnts.a doleful Hymn to: his own, death, 
And from the Organ-pipe of frailty fings 
His Soul and Body their lafting reft, ~ 

Sal, “Be of good. comfort (Prince) for. you are’ born, | 
To fet a form upon that’ indigeft 
Which he hath left fo fhapelefs and fo rude, 

John brought in, 

Fohn, 1 marry now my Soul kath elbow-room, 
It ,would not out at windows, nor at doors, 
There is fo hot a Summersin my Bofom, 
That»all my Bowels crumble up to Dutt: 
I ama fcribled Form drawn with a Pen, \ . f 
Upon a Parchment, and againift this fire dol fhrink up, 

Hen, How fares your Majefty ? 

John. Po yfon'd, ill fair: dead, forfook, caft off, 
And none of you will bid the Winter come 
To thruft his Icie Fingers in my Maw; 
Nor A ey mca piseR ivers-tako=theireourfe 
Through my burn’d Bofom : nor intreat the North 
To make his bleak winds kif my parched lips, 
And ‘comfort me with cold. 1 do not ask you much, 
I beg cold comfort; and you are fo ftraight 
And fo ungrateful, you deny me that. 

Hen, Otrthat there-were fome Virtue in my Tears, 
That: might relieye you. f 
» Foln.. Vhe*Salt -of them is hot. 
Within me is a Hell, and there the Poyfon 
Is, as a Fiend, confind teftyrannize, 
On unrepreeveable condemned Blood. 


Enter ‘Bastard, 


Baft. Oh, 1 am fealded with my violent Mation 
And Spleen of Speed to fee your Majefty, 

Folm.. Oh Cowlns thew are come to: fet ming Eye: 
The Tackle of my Heart is crackt and. burnt, _ 
And alk the throwds-wherewith my Jife:fhould fail, | 
Are turned tooné>threed, one ‘little hair: 

My Heart hathene-poor, fring to ‘ftay. it by, 
Which holds.but tilbthy News. be uttered, 
And then all this thou feeft, is’ but:a Clod, 
And modhle of confoynded Royalty. — 

Baft. The Dolphin is “preparing! hitherward, 
Where Heaven he knows how wecfhall anfwer him. 
For ina night the-beft part of my Power, 

As I-wpon\advantage did reniove, 
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Were in the Wafhes all, unwarily, 
Devoured by the unexpected Flood. — 
Sol, You breath thefe dead News in as dead an Ear 5 
My Liege, my Lord: but now a King; now thus. 
Hea. Even fo muft { run on, and even fo ftop. 
What furety of the World, what hope, what itay, 
When this was now a King, and now is Clay? 
Baft. Art thou gone fo ? Ido but ftay behind 
To do the Office for thee, of Revenge, 
And then my Soul fhall wait’on thee to Heaven, 
As iton Earth hath been thy Servant ftill. 
Now, now you Stars, that move in your right Spheres, 
Where be your Powers ? Shew now your mended Faiths, 
And inftantly return with me again, 
To pufh Deftruétion, and perpetual Shame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting Land : 
Streight let us feek, or ftreight we fhall be fought, 
The Dolphin rages at our very heels. 
Sal. It feems*you know not then fo much as we, 
The Cardinal Pavalnlph is within at reft, 
Who half an hour fince came from the Dolphin, 
And brings from him fuch Offers of our Peace, 
As we with Honour and Refpect may take, 
With purpofe prefently to leave this War. 
Baft. He will the rather do-it, when he fees 
Our felves well finew’d to our Defence. 
~. Sal, Nay, ?tis in amanner done already, 
_|For many Carriages he hath difpatch’d 
| To the Sea-fide, and put his Caufe and Quarre] 


Enter King Richard, John of Gaunt, with other Nobles 
and, Attendants. 


King Richard. 


Ld Foba of Gaunt, time-honoured Lancaffer, 
Hait thou according to thy Oath and Band; 
Brought hither Hexry Hereford thy bold Son : 


{ Which then our leifure would not Jet us hear, . 
| Againit the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ¢ 

| Gaunt, | have;my Liege. 1B Sid 
| King, Tell me moreover, haft thou founded him, 

} [f he Appeal the! Duke on ancient Malice, © ‘ . 
| Or worthily, a$ good Subject fhould, <= > 

1 Oa fome known ground of Treacheryin him? © © 
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Here tomake good the boifterous late Appeal, 


‘ ha 
Until the Heavens envying Earths Bote hap, 
Add an immortal Title to your Crown. 


King, Wethank you both, yet one but flatters us, | : 


Gannt, As near as | could fift him on thav-Argument; | . Be 
‘sf _Namelj | 


| To the difpofing of the Cardinal, 
| With whom your felf, my felf, and other Lords, 
\If you think meet, this Afternoon will poft 
\To confummate this bufinefs happily. 
| Baft. Let it be fo, and you, my Noble Prince, 
|With other Princes that may beft be fpar’d, 
‘Shall wait upon your Fathers Funeral. 
Hen. At Worcefter muft his Body be interr’d, 
For fo he willd it. 
Baft. Thither fhall it then, 
And happily may your {weet felf put on 
The lineal ftate, and glory of the Land, 
To whom with all fubmiflion on my Knee, 
I do bequeath my faithful Services 
And true Subjection everlaftingly. 
Sal. And the like tender of our love we make 
To reft without a fpot for evermore. 


Hen. \ have akind Soul that would give thanks, re ie 


And knows not how todo it but with Tears, 
Baft. Oh let us pay the time: but needful Wo, 
Since it hath been before hand with our griefs, 
This Exgland never did, nor never fhall . 
Lye at the proud foot of a Conqueror, 
But when it firit did help to wound it felf. 
Now, thefe her Princes are come home again, 
Come the three Corners of the world in Arms, 
And we fhall fhock them: Nought fhall make us 
If England to it felf, do reft but true. 


rue, | 
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KING RICHARD I 


 Adfus Primus, Scana Prima, 


On fome apparent Danger feen in him, 
| Aim’d at your Highnefs, no inveterate Malice. 


And frowning brow to brow, our felves will hear 
Th’Accufer, and the Accufed freely fpeak; 
High ftomack’d are they both, and full of ire. 

In rage, deaf'as the Sea; hafty as Fire. 


Enter Bullingbrook and Mowbray. 


Bull, Many years of happy daies befall 
My gracious Soveraign, my moft loving Liege. _ 
Mow. Each day ftill better others 


pinefs, 


As Well appeareth by the Caufe you come, 
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King. Then call them to our Preferice face to face | 
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The Life and Death of King Richard the {econd, 


Namely to Appeal each other of high Treafon. 
Coufin of Hereford what doft thou object 
Againft the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
Bull, Firft Heaven be the record to my {peech, 
In the devotions of a Subjects love, 
Tendring the precious fafety of my Prince, 
And free from other mif-begotten hate, 
Come I Appealant to this Princely Prefence, 
' Now Dbomas Mowbray do | turn to thee, 
lA id mark my greeting well: fer what I fpeak, 
My Body shall make good upon this Earth, 
| Or my Divine Soul anfwer it in Heaven: 
i} Thou art a Traitor and a Mifcreant ; 
Too good to be fo; and too bad to live ; 
Since the more fair and Cryital is the Skie,. 
The uglier feem the Clouds that in it flye: 
Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 
Witha foul Traitors Name ftuff | thy throat, 
And wilh (fo pleafe my Soveraign )e’re | move, (prove, 
What my Tongue fpeaks, my right drawn Sword may 

A4ow. Let not my cool Words here accufe my Zeal: 
Tis not the Tryal of a Woman’s War, 

The bitter Clamour of two eager Tongues, 

Can arbitrate this Caufe betwixt us twain: 

The Blood is hot that mutt be cool’d for this. 

¥et can knot of fuch tame patience boat, 

As to be hufht, and nought at all to fay. 

Firft the fair reverence of your Highnefs curbs me, 
From giving reins and fpurs to my:free fpeech, 
Which elfe would poftjantil it had return’d 
Thefe terms of Treafon, doubly down his throat, 
Setting afide his high'Bloods Royalty, 

And let him be no Kinfman to my Liegé, 

I do defie him, and I {pit at him, 

Call hima flanderous Coward and a Villain: 
Which to maintain, I would allow him odds, 
And meet him, were! tide to runa foot, 

Even‘to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable, 

Where ever Exglifhman durft fet his foot; 

Mean time, let this defend my Loyalty, 

By. allmy hopes moft falfly doth he lie. 

Bull, Pale trembling Coward, there i throw my Gage, 

Diiclaiming here the Kindred of a King, 

And lay afide my high Blood’s Royalty, 

Which Fear, not Reverence makes thee to except, 
If guilty dread hath left thee fo much ftrength, 
As to take up mine Honour’s Pawn, then ftoop. 
By that, and all the Rights of Knighthood elie, 
Will I make good againft thee arm to ar m, 

What Lhave {poken, or thou canft devife. 

‘ow. I take itup, andby that Sword I {wear, 
Which gently Jaid my Knighthood on my fhoulder, 
"le anfwer thee in any fair degree, ' 
Or Chivalrous defign of Knightly tryal: 

And when I mount, alive may not light, 
Ift be Traitor, or unjuftly fight. 

King: What doth our Coufin lay to Mowbray’s Charge ? 
Tt muit be great that can inherit us, 

So much as ofa thought of ill in him. 

Bull. Look what I faid, my. life fhall Prove it true, 
That Mowbray hath receiv’d ei ght thoufand Nobles, 
In name of endings for your Highnefs Souldiers, 
The which he hath detain’d for lewd Im ployments, 
Like a falfe Traitor and injurious Villain, 

Befides, I fay, and will-in Battel prove, 

Or here, or clfewhere, to the fartheft Verge 

That ever was furvey’d by Englifh eye, 

That all the Treafons for thefe eighteen year's 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, 

Fetcht from falfe A4wbray their Firft Head and Spring. 


Further I fay, and further will maintain: 
Upon his bad life, to make all this good, 
That he did plot the Duke of Glofter’s death, 


c 


Suggelt his foon belizving Adverfaries, 


And confequently likea Traitor Coward, 
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Sluc’d out his innocent Soul through {treams of Blood: 


Which Blood, like facrificing Abe!?s cries 


LV O4 


(Even from the tonguelef$ Caverns of the E 
To me for Juftice, and rough Chattifement 


And by the glorious worth of my defcent, 
This arm fhall do it, or this life be fpent. 


arth) 


King. How high a pitch his Refolution foars : 


Thomas of Norfolk, what fay’ thou to this 
Moy. Oh let my Soveraign tutn away hi 


And bid his Ears a little while be deaf, 
Till] have told this flander of his Blood, 


e 


s Face; 


How God and good men hate fo foul a Lyer, 
King. Mowbray, impartial are our Eyes and Ears; 
Were he my Brother, nay, our Kingdoms Heir, 


As he is but my Father?s Brother’s Son;... 
Now by my Scepters awe, I make a Vow; 


Such neighbour-nearnefs to our facred Blood, 


Should nothing priviledge him, nor partial 


IZe@ 


The unftooping firmnefs of my upright Soul: 


He is our Subject (AZorbray) fo art thou, 
Free fpeech and frarlefs, | to thee allow. 


Ahow. Then, Bullingbrock , as low as to thy heart, 


Through the falfe paflage of thy throat; thou lieft ; 


Three parts of that Receipt I had for Callice, 


Disburit I to his Highnefs Souldiers ; 
The other part referv’d I by. confent, 


For that my Soveraign Liege was in my debt, 


Upon remainder.of a dear Account, 


Since laft I went to France to fetch his Queen : 
Now {wallow down that lye. For Glofter’s death, 


I flew him not ; but (to mine own difgrace) 
Neglected my fworn Duty in that cafe: 
For you,my noble Lord of Lancafter, 
The Honourable Father to my Foe, _ 
Once I did lay an ambufh for your Life, 
A trefpafs that doth vex my grieved Soul: 
But ere I laft receiv’d-the Sacrament,” 

I did confef8 it, and exactly beged 

Your Grages Pardon, and I hope I had it, 
This is my fault ; as for the reft appeal’d, 
It iflues from the rancor ofa Villain, 

A Recreant and moft degenerate Traitor, 
Which in my felf 1 boldly will defend, 
And interchangeably hurle down my Gage,* 
Upon this overweening Traitors foot, 
To prove my felf aLoyal Gentleman, 


Even in the beft Blood chamber?d in his bofor, 


In hafte whereof moft heartily 1 pray 
Your. Highnefs to aflign our Tryal-day. 


King. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen be tul°d by me: 


o 


Let’s purge this Choller without letting Blood : 


This we preferibe, thongh no Phyfitian. 
Deep Malice makes too deep Incifion, 
Forget, forgive, conclude and be agreéd; 
Our Doctors fay, this is no time to bleed. 
Good Uncle, Ict this end where it begun, 


Well calm the Duke of Worfolk, you your Son. 
Gaunt. Tobe a Make-peace {hall become my age, 


Throw down (my Son jthe Duke of Norfolk? 
King. And Norfolk, throw down his: 
Gauat, When Harry, when ? Obedience b 

Obedience bids, | fiould not bid agen: 


s Gage: 


ids, 


King. Norfolk, throw down, we bid; there isno boot: 
Mow: My felf I throw (dread Soveraign) at thy foot. 
My Life thou fhalt Command, but not my Shame; 
The one my Duty owes, but my fair Name, 
Defpight of death that lives upon my Grave, 
To dark difhonours ufe, thou fhalt not have. 


Lam difgrac’d, impeach’d, and bafiPd here, 


Pierc’d to the Soul, with flanders venom’d Spear. 
The which no Blame can cure, but his-heart Blood 


Which breath’d this Poyfon. 


“3 King, | 
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King. Rage mutt be withitood : 

Give me his Gage: Lyons make Leopards tame. 

Mow. Yea, but not change his Spots : take but my fhame, 

And I refign my Gage. My dear, dear Lord, 

The pureft Treafure mortal times afford, 

Is fpotlefs Reputation : that away, 

Men are but gilded Loam, or painted Clay. 

A Jewel ina ten-times barr’d up Cheft, 

Is a bold Spirit in a Loyal Breatts(. = 

Mine Honour is my life; both grow in one: 

Take Honour from me, and my life is done. 

Then (dear my Liege) mine Honour let me try, 

In that I live; and for that willl dye. ‘ 
Kine. Coufin, throw down your Gage, Do you begin. 
Bul. Oh Héaven defend my Soul from fuch foul fin. 

Shall I feem Creft-faln in my F ather’s fight, 

Or with pale beggar’d Fear impeach my hight 

Before this out-dar’d Daftard ? E’re my Tongue 

Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble Wrong 5 

Or found fo bafe a parle: my Teeth fhall tear 

The flavith Motive of recanting Fear, 

And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace, 

| Where fhame doth harbour, even in Mowbray’s Face. 

[ Exit Gaunt. 
King. We were not born to fue, but to Command, 

Which fince we cannot do to make you Friends, 

Be ready, (as your lives fhall anfwer it) 

At Coventrey, upon Saint Lambert’s day : 

There fhali your Swords and Lances arbitrate 

The fwelling Difference of your fetled Hate: 

Since we cannot attone you, you ‘hall fee 

Juftice defign the Victor’s Chivalry. 

Lord Marfhal command our Officers at Arms, 

Be ready to direét thefe home Alarms. = [ Exeunt. 


em og eet eee 
Scena Secunda. 


That which in mean men, we intitle Patience 
Is pale cold Cowardice in noble Breafts : 
What hall I fay, to fafegard thine own life, 
The beft way is to venge my Glofter’s death. . 
Gaunt. Heavens is the Quarrel : for Heaven’s Subftitute, 
His Deputy anointed in his fight, 
Hath caus’d his death, the which if wrongfully 
Let Heaven Revenge : for 1 may never lift 
An angry Arm againft his Minifter. a 
Dut. Where then (alas) may 1 complain my felf?” 
Gaun, To Heaven; the V Vidows Champion to defen 
Dut, Why then 1 will : farewell old Gaunt, wy 
Thou gorit to Coventrey, there to behold 
Our Coufin Hereford, and fell Adowbray fight : 
O fit my Husbands Wrongs on Hereford’s Spear, | 
That it may enter Butcher Afowbray’s brealt : rs 
Or if Misfortune mifs the firft Carreer, 
Be Mowbray’s fias fo heavy in his Bofom, 
That they may break his foaming Courfers back, 
And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, | 
A Caytiff recreant to my Coufin Hereford, ay 
Farewel old Gaunt , thy fomtimes Brother’s Wife - 
With her Companion Grief muft end her life. td 
Gauat. Sifter farewel: 1 muft to Coventrey, itd 
As much good ftay with thee, as go with me. 
Dut. Yet one word more,Grief boundeth whereit fz 
Not with the empty hollownefs but weight : of 
[ take my leave, before I have begun, : 
For Sorrow ends not: when it feemeth done. 7 
Commend me to my Brother, Edward York, 
Lo, this is all: nay yet depart not fo, 
Though this be i, do not fo quickly go, 
I fhall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what ? 
With all good fpced at Plafbe vifit me. 
Alack, and what fhall good old York there fee” 
But empty Lodgings, and unfurnifh’d Walls, 
Un-peopl’d Offices, untrodden Stones? 
And what hear there for Welcome, but my Groans 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there 
To feek out Sorrow that wells every where, 
Defolate, defolate will 1 hence, and dye, a 
The laft leave of thee, takes my weeping Eye. [Exe 


Enter Gaunt, avd Dutche/s of Glofter. 


Gaunt. Alas, the partI had in Glofter?s blood, 
Doth more folicite me than your Exclaims, 
To ftir again& the Butchers of his life. 

But fince Correction lyeth in thofe Hands 
“Which made the Fault that we cannot correct, 

Put we our Quarrel to the Will of Heaven, 

Who when they fee the Hours ripe on Earth, 

Will rain hot Vengeance on Offenders heads. 

(ut. Finds Brotherhood in thee no {harper fpur ? 
Hath love in thy old Blood no living fire : 
Edward?s feven Sons (whereof thy felf art one ) 
Were as feven Vials of his facred Blood. 

Or feven fair Branches fpringing from one Root: 
Some of thofe feven are dri?d by Natures Courfe, 
“Some of thofe Branches by the Deftinies cut : 
But Thomas, my dear Lord, my life, my Glofter ; 
One Vial full of Edwara’s Sacred Blood, 

One flourifhing Branch of his moft Royal Root 


Is crack?d, and all the precious Liquor fpilt ; 
Is hackt down, and hisSummer Leaves all faded The Caufe of his arrival here in Arms 
? 


By Envie’s hand, and Murder’s‘Bloody Axe. Ask him his Name, and orderly proceed 
Ah Gaunt ? His. Blood was thitie, that Bed, that Womb, | To fwear him in the Juftice of his Caufe. 


That Mettle, that Self-mould that fafhion’d thee, Mar. in Gods Name,and the Ki ou 
Made him a Man :.And though thou liv’ft and breath*ft ; | And why thou com’ft, thus ite Tee 
Yet art thou flain in him; thou doft confent Againit what man thou com’{t,and what?s th Quarrel, 
in fome large meafure to thy Father’s death, Speak truly on thy Kinghthood and eheee ce v5 3 
in that thou feeft thy wretched Brother die, As fo defend thee Heaven and th Valour, 2 is 48 
Who was the Model of thy Father’s life, Mow. My Name is Tho. pert Duke of Norfolk 
Call it not Patience (Gaunt ) it is Defpair, Who hither come engaged by my Oath, Ts 
in fuffering thus thy Brother to be flaughter’d, (Which Heaven dcfenda Knight fhould violate) 
Both to defend my Loyalty anf ftith., ip : 


Thou fhew’ft the naked ‘Pathway to thy life, 
| Teaching ftern Murther how to butcher thee : To God, my King, and his fucceeding fffue, - 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter Marfhal and Aumerle. 


Mar. My . Aumerle, is Harry Hereford armvd? 
Aum. Yea, at all points, and lgngs to enter in. 
Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, fifrightful and bold, 
Stays but the Summons of the Apfealants Trumpet. 
4u, Why then the Champions are prepar’d and fte 
For nothing but his Majefties approach. [ Flon 


qi 


Enter King, Gaunt, Bufhy, Bagot, Green, 4a joe 
Then Mowbray # ania Sn) Hard. a 


Rich. Marfhal, demand of yonder Champion 
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Againft the,Duke of Hereford, that Appeals me: 

_ | And by the Grace of God and this mine Arm, 
To prove him (in defendiug of my felf) 

A Traitor to my God, my King, and me; 

And as I truly fight, defend me Heaven. 


Tucket. Enter Hereford; and Harold, 


Rich, Marfhal : Ask yonder Knight in Arnis, - 
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither, 
Thus placed in Habiliments of War : 
And formally according to our Law 
Depofe-him in the Juftice of his Caufe. Roe 
Mar What is thyName,and wherefore com’ft thou hither 
Before King Richard, in his Royal Lifts ? 
Againft whom coméft thou ? and what’s thy Quarrel ? 
Speak like a true Knight, fo defend thee Heaven. 
Bult, Harry of Hereford, Lancafter, and Darby, 
Am I, who ready here do ftand in Arms, 
‘| To prove by Heaven’s grace, my Body’s Valour, 
In Lifts, on Zhomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk, 
That he’s a Traitor foul and dangerous, 
To God of Heaven, King Richard, and to me, 
And as{ truly fight, defend me Heaven. 
Mar. On pain of Death, no perfon be fo bold, 
Or daring hardy, as to touch the Lifts, 
Except the Marfhal, and fuch Officers 
Appointed to direct thefe fair Defigns. 
Bull, Lord Marfhal, let me kifs my Soveraign’s Hand, 
‘And bow my Knee before his Majefty : 
For Mowbray and my felf are like two men, 
That vow a long and weary Pilgrimage, 
Then let us take a ceremonious Leave 
And loving Farewel of our feveral Friends. __ 
Mar. The Appealant inall duty greets your Highnefs, 
And cravesto kifs your hand, and take his leave. 
Rich, We will defcend and fold him in our arms. 
Coufin of Hereford, as thy Caufe is juft, 
So be thy Fortune in this Royal Fight : 
Farewel, my Blood, which if to day thou fhed, 
Lament me may, but not Revenge thee dead. 
Bull, Oh let no noble Eye prophane a Tear 
For me, if Ibe gor’d with Afombray’s Spear : 
As confident, as is the Faulcon’s flight 
Againft a Bird, do I with Adowbray fight. 
‘My loving Lord, I take my leave of you, 
Of you (my noble Coufin) Lord Admerle : 
Not fick, although I have to do with death, 
But lufty, young; and chearly drawing breath. 
Lo, as at Englifh Feafts, fol regreet 
The daintieft laft, to make the end moft f{weet. 
Oh thou the Earthy Author of my Blood, 
Whofe youthful Spirit in me regenerate, 
Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me up 
To reach at Victory above my Head, 
Add proof unto mine Armour with thy Prayers, 
| And with thy Bleflings fteel my Lancés Point, 
| That it may enter AZombray’s Waxen Coat, 
And furnifh new the Name of Fohn aGauat 
Even in the lufty "haviour of his Son. __ 
Gaunt. Heaven in thy good Caitle make thee profp’rous, 
Be fwift like Lightning in the Execution; 
And let thy Blows doubly redoubled, 
Fall like amazing thunder on the Cask 
Of thy amaz’d perhicious Enetny. saat 
|Rouze up thy youthful Blood, bé Valiant, and live: 
Bull. Mine Innocence, and St. George to thrive. 
Mow. How ever Heaven or Fortune caft my, Lot, 
There lives, ot dies, ttue to King Richard's Throné, 
A Loyal, Juft, and Upright Gentleman : : 


Never did Captain with a freer heart 

Catt off his Chains of Bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontroul’d Enfranchifement. 
More than my dancing Soul doth celebrate 
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This feaft of Battle, with mine Adverfary, 
Mott mighty Liege, and my Companion Peers, 
Take from my mouth, the with of happy years, 
As gentle, and as jocond, as to jeaft, 

Go lI to fight : Truth hath a quiet breaft. 
Rich, Farewel, my Lord, fecurely.I efpy 
Vertue with Valour, couched in thine Eye: 
Order the Trial Marfhal, and begin. 

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancafter and Da 
Receive thy Launce,and Heaven defend t 
Bull. Strong as a Tower, in hope, I cry Amen. 
Mar, Go bear this Launce to Thomas Duke of Norfolk, 
1. Harry of Hereford, Lancafter and Darby, 
Stands here for God, his Soveraign, and Hinfelf, 
On pain to be found falfe and recreant 
To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Aow 
A Traitor to his God, his King, and him, 
And dares him to fet forward to the fight; 
2. HarHere ftandeth Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 
On pain to be foiind falfe and recreant, 
Both to defend himfelf, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancafter, and Darby, 
To God, his Soveraign, and to him dilloy ; 
Couragioufly, and with a free defire, 
Attending but the Signal to begin. - [ Acharge founded. 
Mar. Sound Trumpets, and fet forward Combatants : 
tay, the King Hath thrown his Warder down. 
Rich, Let them lay by their Helmets, 
And both return back te their Chairs again : 
Withdraw with us, and let the Trum 


: ; Trumpets. found 
While we return thefe Dukés what we decree, : 
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and their Spears, 


Draw near, and lift 
What with our Council we have done. 
For that our Kingdoms Earth fhould not be foild 
With that dear Blood which it hath foftered, 
And for our eyes do hate the dire afpect 
Of Civil Wounds plough’d up with N eighbours Swords, 
Which {p rouz’d up with boifterous untun’d Drums, 
With harfh refounding Trumpets dreadful bray, 
And grating fhock of wrathful Iron Arms, . 
Might from our quiet Confines fright fair Peace, 
And make us wade even in our Kindreds Blood: 
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories, 
You Coufin Hereford, upon pain of death, 
Till twice five Summers have enrich’d our F i¢lds; 
Shall not regreet our fair Dominions;- __ 
But tread the ftranger Paths of Banifhment. 
Bull, Yout will be done: This muft my Comfort be; 
That Sun that warms you here, fhall fhine on me: 
And thofe his golden Beams to you here lent; 
Shall point on me, and gild my Banithmeait.. ° H 
Rich, Norfolk; for thee remains a heavier Doom, 
Which I with fome unwilliagnefs pronounce, 
The flye flow Hours thall not determinate 
The datelefs limit of thy dear Exile : 
The hopelefs word, of never tor 
Breathe I againft thee, upon pain of life. - 
Mow. A heavy Sentence, my ,moft Soveraign Liege; 
And all unlook’d for from your Highnef§ mouth : 
A dearer Merit, not fo deep a Maim, ; 
As to be caft forth in the common air. - 
Havel deferved at your Highnefs hands. 
The Language I have learn’d thefe forty years 
(My native Englifh) now I muft forgo, 
And now my ‘Longues ule is to. meno more, 
Than an unftringed Viol, or a Harp, 
Or like a cunning Inftrement cas’d up, 
Or being open, put into his.hands;... . 
That knows no touch to tune the hartnony. 
Within my Mouth you have esuert my Torigue, 
Doubly percullis’d, with my Teeth and Li 
And. dull, unfeeling, barren Ignorance, 


eturny 
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'Is made my Goaler to atténd on me: 


24. 
[ am too old to fawn upon a Nurfes 
Too far in years to be a Pupil now: 
What is thy Sentence then, bat fpeechlefs death, 
Which robs. my Tongue from breathing native breath ? 

Rich. It boots thee not tobe compailionate, 
| After our Senténce, plaining comes too late. 

Méow. Thenthus I tarn me from my Country’s light, 
To dwell in folemn Shades of endlefs night. 

Rich. Return again, and take an Oath with thee, 
Lay on your Royal Sword, your banift’d hands ; 
Swear by the Duty that you owe to Heaven 
(Our part therein ‘we banifh’ with your felves ) 
To keep the Oath that we adminifter : 

You never. fhall (fo help you Trath, and Heaven) 
Embrace each others Love in Banifhmrent, 

Nor ever look upon each others Face, 

Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile 

This lowring Tempeft of your home-bred Hate, 
Nor ever by advifed purpofe meet, 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

°Gaintt Us, our State, our Subjects, or our Land. 

Bul, 1 fwear. 

Adow. And I, to keep all this. 

Bul. Norfolk, fo far, as to mine Enemy. 

By chis time (had the King permitted us) 

One of our Souls had’ wandred in the air, 
Banifh’d this frail Sepulchre of our fieth, 

As now our flefh is banifh’d from this Land. 
Confefs thy Treafons, e’re thou fly this Realm, 
Since thou has far to go, bear not along 

The clogging burthen of a guilty Soul. 

Mow. No: Bullingbrook: if ever were Traitor, 
My Name be blotted from the book of Life, 
And I from Heaven banifh’d, as from hence: 
But what-thowart, Heaven, thou and! do know, 
And all too foom(f fear) the King fhalt rue. 
Farewell (my Liege)now no way canI itray, 

Save back to Exgland, all the world’s my way. 

Rich, Uncle, even in the Glaffes of thine Eyes 
I fee thy grieved Heart: thy fad Afpect, 

Hath from the number of his banifh’d years 
Pluck’d four away: Six frozen Winters fpent, 
Return with welcome home from Banifhment. 

Bul, How long a time lies in one little word - 
Four lagging Winters, and four wanton Springs 
End in a word, fuch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt. [thank my Liege, that in regard of me 
He fhortens four years of my Sons Exile : 

But little yantage fhall 1 reap thereby. 
For e’re the fix years that he hath to fpend, 


Can change the Moons, and bring their times about; | 


My oyl-dry’d Lamp, and time-bewafted Light, 
Shall be extinct with Age, and endlefs Night - 
My inch of Taper; will be burnt, and done, 
And blindfold death, not let me fee my Son. 
Rich, Why Uncle? thow haft many years to live. 
Gaunt, But not a minute (King) that thou canft give ; 
Shorten my days thou canft with fudden Sorrow, 
And pluck Nights from me, but not lend me a Morrow - 
| Thou canft help time to furrow me with Age, 
But ftop no Wrinckle in his Pilgrimage: 
Thy word is currant with him, for my death, 
But dead, thy Kingdom cannot buy my breath. 
Rich, Thy Son is banifh’d wpon good advice, 
Whereto thy Tongue a party-verdict gave, 
Why at our Juftice feem’ft thou then to lowre ? 
Gaunt, Things {weet to tafte, prove in digeftion fowr : 
You urp’d me asa Judge, but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like'a Father. 
Alas, I look’d when fome of you fhould fay, 
I was too ftritt to make mine own away: 
But you gave leave to my unwilling Tongue, 
Againft my will, todo my felf this wrong. 
Asch. Coufin farewell: and Uncle bid him fo: 


Sm 
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Six years we banifh him, and he fhall. go, 


From where you do remain, let Paper: fhow. | 


As far as Land will let ;me,,. by. your fide, 


How far brought. you High Afreford, on his way 2 AG 


But to the next high way, and there.! left him. 


_Awak’d the fleepy rheume, and fo by chance 


} With humble, and fami 
| What Reverence he di 


| And patient under-beating of his Fort 


Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 


9, 


Ted 


Elourifh. 1G: aa 
Au. Coufin, farewel, what prefence: muft not know, | 


Mar. My Lord, no leave take 1, for I will ride ~ 


Gaunt. Ohto what purpofe doft thou hoard thy words, 
That thou reture’ftno greeting.to thy Friends?. 

Bul, \ have too few to. take, my leave of you; 4 
When the Tongue?s, Office fhould: be. prodigal, 
To breathe th’abundant dolour,.of the Heart, 9 | 
Gaunt. Thy Grief is but thy. Abfence.for.a time. 
Bul, Joy abfent, Grief is prefent for that time, 
Gaunt, What.is fix Winters, they are quickly gone: 
Bul. To men in Joy, but Grief makes one hoor ten} 
Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou \tak‘f for pleafure, | 


yi 


Bul. My heart; will figh, when 1, mifcall it fo, 9 | 
Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage. ye 
Gaunt. The fallen paflage of thy: weary: fte of bi 
Efteem 4 Soil, wherein. thou art.tofet ; bt 
The precious Jewel of thy home return, 
Bul. Oh who can hold a Fire in his hand 
By thinking on the Frofty Cancafus ? 
Or cloy the hungry edge of Appetite, 
By bare imagination of a Fealt ? a 
Or wallow naked in December Snow aa 
By thinking on fantaftick Summers Heat ? 
Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
Gives but the greater feeling to the worfe: 
Fell Sorrow’s Tooth, doth never ranckle more — 
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the fore, 
Gaunt, Come, come (my Son) Pie bring thee on thy way, 
Had I thy Youth, and Caufe, I would not flay. 
Bul, Then England's ground farewel :, fweet foil adic, 
My Mother and my Nurfe, which, bears me yet, 
Where-e’re I wander, boaft of this I can, 9 | 
Though banifh’d, yet a true-born Englifh-mam 


Scana Quarta, ~ 


Enter King, Aumerle, Green, Bagot, 


ee ae 


Rich, We did’ obferve. Confin Aumerle, Bes) 


Aum, | brought High Hereford (if you call him{fo) 


Rich, And fay, what ftore of parting tears. were fh 
Aum, Faith none by me: except the North-Eaf wind 
Which then grew bitterly againft our. face, Pe 


Did grace our hollow Parting with a tear. Bs 

Rich. What faid our Cont aed you parted with him 
_ Au. Farewel:and for my heart difdained that my Tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppreflion of fuch Grief. en 
That word feem’d buried -in my Sorrows Grave. | hal} 
Marry, would the word farewel, had Jengthn’d Hours, — 
And added Years to his fhort Banifhment, 5.) 
He fhould have had a Volume of Farewels pf 
But fince it would not, he had none of me. - vee 

Ric. He is our Coufin (Coufin) but tis doubt, 
When time fhall call him home from Banifhment, | 
Whether our Kinfman come to fe his Friends, 
Qur Self, and Bufhy: here Bacot and Green 
Obferv’d his Courtthip to the “Common People a 
How he did feem to dive into their Hearts, 

liar Courtéfie, a 

ate d throw away on Slaves 
ooing poor Crafts-men with the craft of Souls; 


~ 


As °twere to banifh thelr Affets with hice. a Reg : 


Eerste 


—— 
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A brace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well, 
And had the Tribute of his fupple Knee, 

With thanks, my Countrymen, my loving Friends, 
As were our England in Revertion his, 

And he our Subjects next Degree in hope. 

Gr, Well, he is gone, and with him go thefe thoughts : 
Now for the Rebels, which ftand out in Jrelazd, 
Expedient mannage muft be made, my Liege 
E’re further leifure, yield the further means 
For their advantage, and your Highnefs lof. 

Rich, We will our Self in Perfon.to this V Var, 
And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, 

And liberal Largefs, are grown fomewhat light, 
V Ve are infore’d to farm our Royal Realm, 
The Revenue whereof fhall furnith us 
For our Affairs in hand : if they come fhort, 
Our Subltitutes at home fhall have Biank Charters : 
Whereto, when. they shall know what imen are rich, 
They fhall Subfcribe them for large Sums of Gold, 
And fend them after.to fupply our Wants: 
For we will make for Jreland prefently. 

Enter Bulhy. 

Bufhy, what News ? 

Bu. Old Fohu of Gauet is very fick, my Lord, 
Suddenly taken, and hath fent poft hafte 
To intreat your Majelty to. vilit him. 

Ric. Where lies he? 

Bu, At Ely-boufe, : 

Ric, Now put it (Heaven) in his Phylitian’s mind, 
To help him to his Grave immediately : 

The lining of his Coffers fhall make Coats 

To deck our Souldiers for thefe Jrifh Wars. 

Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him : 

Pray Heaven we may make hate, and come too late.[ Exit, 


Adtus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter fick, Gaunt, with York, 


Gau,* Will the King. come, that I may breathe my. laft 
In wholefom counfel to his unftaid youth ? 

Yor. Vex not your {elf, nor {trive not with your breath, 
For all in vain comes counfel to his ear. 

Gan. Oh but (they fay) the Tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like deep harmony : 

Where words are {carce, they are feldom {pent in. vain, 
For they breath truth, that breath their words in pain. 
He that no more mult fay, is liften’d more, 

Than they whom youth and eafe have taught to-glofe, 

More are mens ends markt than their lives before, 

The fetting Sun, and Mufick is the ¢lofe, 
As the laft tafte of fweets, is fweetelt lait, 

Writ in remembrance, more than things long paft ; 
Though Richard my lifes counfel would not hear, 

My deaths fad tale may yet undeaf his Ear. 

Tor. No, it is ftopt with other flatt’ring Sounds, 

As praifes of his State : then there are found 

Laicivious Meeters, to whofe venom found 

The open Bars of youth doth always liften. 

Report of Fafhions in. proud Zraly, 

Whofe ‘Manners ftill our tardie apifh, Nation 

Limps after in bafé imitation, 

Where doth the World thruft forth a Vanity, 

So it be new, there's no refpect how vile, .. 
That is not quickly buz’d dato their Ears ? 
That all too late comes counfel to be heard 
Where Will doth, mutiny with Wits regard : 


For violent Fires foon burn-out themfelves 5 
Small Showers laft long, ‘but fudden Storms are fhort. 
He tiresbetumes, that dpurs too fait betimes 


Wich eager feeding, foed, doth choke the ff 
Light Vanity, iniaciate. Cormorant, 
Confuming means; foon preys upon it felf, 
This Royal Throne sof Kings, this Scepte:e 
This Earth of Majefty,this. Seat of Ads, 
This other Edm, demy Paradife, 

This Fortrefs built, by. Nature for her felf; 
Againit infe¢tion, and the-hand of War; 


This happy Breed of men, this little World, 


This preaous Stons fet iu the Silver Sea, 

W hich ferves it ia the Office of a Wall; 

Or asa Moat defenfive,to,a, Houle, 

Againit the envy of lefsihappicr Lands, 
This bleffed Plot, this: Barth; this Reaim,:t 


For. Chriltian Service, and tgue,-Chivalrie, 
As is the Seputchre in, dtubborn. Fury 

Of the Worlc’s Ranfoms-blefkd Miys So 
This Land of fuch dear; Souls, this dearsdea 


Dear for her Reputation through the, Werld, 


Is now Leas’d out ( dye pronouncing ic) 
Like toa Tenement or,pelting Farm, 
England bound, in with the ttiamphant Sea, 


Whofe rocky fhore beats back the envious Siege 
Of watry Wepeune, isnow bound in with thame, 
With Inky Blots, and-rotten Parchment Bonds. 
Vhat England that was wont to conquer. otHers, 


Hath made a fhameful(\Conqueft of it felf. 
Ah! would the Scandal,vanifh with my; life, 
How happy then were my enfiing death ! 


< 


Bagot, Rofs, ard, Willoughby. 


Enter King, Queen, \Aumerle, Bulhy, Green, 


Yor. The King is comesdeal mildly: with 
For young hot Colts, being: rag’d, do rage th 


Qu, How fares our Noble Uncle, Lancafter ? 
Ric, What comfort, man ¢. How isc, with aged Gaunt ? 
Ga. Oh how that Name befits my. Compoiition ; 


Old Gaunt indeed, and-gauntin being old: 


Withinume Grief hath kept a tedious Fait, 


And who abitains from Meat, that is not gaunt ; 


For fleeping England long time have I wateh 


Whatching breeds leannetsyleanncf is all gauat; 


The Pleafure that dome Fathers feed upon, 
Is my ftrict Fat, 1 mean-my; Childrens looks 


And therein Fafting haft,thoa made me gaunt 
Gauntamdbifor the Grave;.gauit as a Grave, 
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Whole hollow-W omb inherits neught bur Bones. 
Ric. Can, fick men play foo nicely with: their Names? 
Gat, No, Mifery makes fpert to'mock it felf : 


Since thou dofiieek to killsmy Name’ia me, 


I mock my Name (great King) to flatcer_thee. 


Rie, Should dying men flatter thofe that 


live. ? 


Gan, No, no,men livimg flatter thofe that dye. 


Ric, Thou nowadyig, fay it thou flatter 


ft me. 


Gan, Oh. no, thou dytity thoagh Ithe: ficker be. 


Ries l,amjin: health, :debreathe/ Lee thee i 


I}. 


Gau, Now he thatmade me, knows l-fee- thee ill ¢/<¢ 


Ill in my-felf:to fee, and.in thee: feeing ll, 
| Thy. Death-héed isniodefler than the Land, ; 
| Wherein thou lieft in Reputation fick, 

And thou,,too-carelefs,Patient.as thou:att; 
Committ’ftthy anointed Body tothe curs 


Direct not him, whofe, way himfelf will choofe, -.. _ | Of thofe; Phylitians:thatdirft-wounded thee : 


Tis breath thou lack"it, and that breath. wilt.thou look. 
Gauet..Methinks lam a Prophet new anfpir’d,. 

And thus expiring, do ee of him, 

His rah herce Blaze of Ryot cannot daft, 


‘ 


' 


: 


A thoufand flatterers, fit-within thy Grown, 


Whofe cOmpafyis no’ bigger than thy hand, 


| And yet ingaged:in-forimaila Verge, 
The waftgsismoswhit defler than thy Land, 
Dd 


Oo 


his Exe land: 
This Nurfe, this teeming, womb of Royal Kis % 
Fear’d by their. Brecds and. famous tor+their birth, 
Renowned, for their Deeds, as far, fren home, 
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| Oh had thy Grandfier with a Prophets Eye, 
Seen how his Son’s Son fhould deitroy his Sons, 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy fhame, 
Depofing thee before thou wert pofleft, 
Which art pofleft now to depofe thy felf, 
Why (Coufin) wert thou Regent of the world, 
It were a fhame to let this Land bf leafe : 
But for thy world enjoying but this Land, 
Isit not more than fhame, to fhame it fo? 
Landlord of England art thou, and not King ¢ 
Thy {tate of Law, is bondflave to the Law, 
And yee ; 
Rich. And thou, a lunatick lean-witted Fool, 
Prefuming on an Agues priviledge, 
Dar’ft with thy frozen Admonition 
Make pale our cheek, chafing the Royal Blood 
With fory, from his Native Refidence 5 
Now by my Seats right Royal, Majefty, 
Wert thou not Brother to great Edward’s Son, 
This Tongue that runs fo roundly in thy head, 
Should run thy head from thy unreverent fhoulders- 

Gau, Oh fpare me not, my Brother Edwara’s Son, 
For that I was his Father Edward’s Son: 
That Blood already (like the Pelican) 
Thou haft tapt cut, and drunkenly carows’d. 
My Brother Glocefter, plain well meaning Soul 
(Whom fair befallin Heaven ’mongft happy Souls) 
May be aPrefident and Witnefs good, 
That thou refpect not fpilling Edward’s Blood : 
Joyn with the prefent ficknefs that I have, 
And thy unkindnefs be like crooked age, 
To crop at oncea too long wither’d Flower. 
Live in thy fhame, but dye not fhame with thee, 
Thefe words hereafter thy tormentors be. 
Convey me to my Bed, then to my Grave. 


Love they to live, that Love and Honour have. (Exit. 
Rich, And let them dye, that Age and Sullens have, 


For both haft thou, and both become the Grave. 
Yor. 1 do befeech your Majefty impute his words 
To wayward ficklinefs, and age in him: 
He loves you on my life, and holds you dear 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, wete he here. 


Rich. Right, you fay true: as Hereford’s love, fo his; 


As theirs, fo mine: and all be as it is. 
Enter Northumberland. : 
Nor. My Liege, old Gaunt commends him to yourMajetty. 
Rich, What fay’s he? 
Nor. Nay nothing, all is faid : 
His Tongue is now a ftringlefs Inftrument, 
Words, life, and all, old Lancajter hath fpent. 
Yor. Be York the next, that muft be Bankrupt fo. 
Though Death be poor, it ends a mortal wo. 
Rich. The ripeft Fruit firft falls, and fo doth he, 
His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be: 
So much for that. Now for our Jrifh Wars, 
We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed Kerns, 
Which live like Venom, where no Venom elfe 
But only they, have priviledge to live. 
And for thefe great Affairs do ask fome charge, 
Towards our Afliftance, we do feize to us 
The Platé, Coyn, and Revenues, and Moveablcs, 
Whereof our Uncle Gaunt did ftand poflett. 
Yor. How long fhall 1 be patient ? Oh how long 
Shalt tender duty make me fuffer wrong ? 
Not Glofter’s death, nor Hereford’s Banifhment. 
Nor Gaunt’s Rebukes, nor Englands private Wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poor Bullingbrook, 
About his Marriage, nor my own Difgrace, 
Have ever made me fower my patient Cheek, 
Or bend one wrinkle on my Soveraign’s Face : 
Lam the Jaft of noble Edward?s Sons, 
Of whom thy Fathar Prince of Wales was firft 5 
in Wars was never Lyon rag’d more fierce : 
in Peace, was never gentle Lamb more mild, 
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Than was that yeung and Princely Gentleman: 
His Face thou haft, for even fo look’d he, 
Acoggnplifh’d with the number of thy Hours: 
But when he frown’d, it was againft the French, 
And not againft his Friends: his Noble Hand 
Did win what he did fpend: and fpent not that 
Which his triumphant Father’s Hand had won: 
His Hands were guilty of no Kindreds Blood, 
But bloody with the Enemies of his Kin: 
Oh Richard, York.is too far gone with Grief, 
Or elfe he never would compare between. 
Rich. Why Uncle, What’s the matte ? 
Yor Oh, myLiege, pardon me if you pleafe, if not, 
I, pleas’d not to be pardon’d, am content with dll” 
Seek you to feize, and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rights of banifh’d Hereford ? 
Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live ? 
Was not Gaunt juft, and is not Harry true? 
Did not the one deferve to have an Heir? 
Is not his Heir a well-deferving Son ? 
Take Hereford’s Rights away, and take from time 
His Charters ; and his cuftomary Rights: 
Let not to morrow then enfue to day, 
Be not thy felf. For how art thou a King 
But by fair Sequence and Succeflion ? 
Now afore God, God forbid I fay true, 
If you do wrongfully feize Hereford’s right, 
Call in his Letters Patents that he hath 
By his Attorneys General, to fue _ 
His Livery, and deny his offer’d Hothage, 
You pluck a thoufand Dangérs on your head; 
You lofe athoufand well difpofed Hearts, 
And prick my tender Patience to thofe thoughts 
Which Honour and Allegiance cannot think. 
Rich, Think what you will: we feize into our-hants, 
His Plate, his Goods, his Money, and his Lands. 
Yor. Ple not be by the while: my Leige, farewell; 
What will enfue hereof, there’s none can tell, ; 
But by bad Courfes may be underftood, 

That their Events can never fall out good. [Eait 
Rich. Go Bufhie to the Earl of Wilefhire ftreight, — 
Bid hith repair to us to Ely-houfe, 

To fee this bufinefS: to morrow next 
We will for Jreland, and ’tis time I trow : 
And we create in abfence of our felf 
Our Uncle York, Lord Governour of England : 
For he is juft, and always lov’d us well. 
Come on our Queen, to morrow muft we part, 
Be merry, for our time of ftay is fhort. ~ [Alon 
Manet North, Willoughby, and Rofs. 
North, Well, Lords, the Duke of Lancaffer is dead. 
Roff. And living too, for now his Son is Duke. 
Wl. Barely in Title, not in Revenue. 
Wor, Richly in both, if Juftice had her Right. 
Roff. My Heart is great : but it muft break with filence, 
Er’t be disburthened w ith a liberal Tongue. 
Nor, Nay {peak thy mind: and let him ne’er fpeak mor 
That {peaks thy words again to do thee harm. a 
Will. Tends that thowdit {peak to the Duke of Herefi a! 
If it be fo, out with it boldly, man: 
Quick is mine Ear to hear of good towards him. 
Rof. No good at all that I can do for him, 
Unlefs you call it good to pity him, 
Bereft and gelded of his Patrimony. 
Nor. Now afore heaven, it’s fhame fuch wrongs ate bor, 
In him a Royal Prince, and many moe, 
Of Noble Blood in this declining Land ; 
The King is not himfelf, but bafely led 
By Flatterers, and what they will inform 
Meerly in hate gainft any of us all, 
That will the King feverely profecute : 
’Gainft us, our Lives, our Children, and ous HeitS. 
Roff. The Commons hath he pill’d with grievous Tas 
And quite loft theigHearts: the Noblesghath he On 
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For ancient Quarrels, and quite loft their Hearts. For Sorrows eye, glazed with blinding Tears, 
Will. And daily new Exaétions are devis’d Divides one thing intire, to many Objects, 
As Blanks, Benevolences, and I wot not what : Like Perfpectives, which rightly gaz’d upon 
But what-o?Gods name doth become of this ? sts nothing but Confufion ey’d awry, 
Nor. Wars hath not wafted it, for war’d he hath not, ; Ditinguith Form : fo your fweet Majefty 


But bafely yielded upon Comprimife, 
That which his Anceitors atchiev’d’ with blows : 
More hath he fpent in Peace, than they in Wars. 
Rof. The Earl of Wiltfiire hath the Realm in Farm. 
Wil. The King’s grown Bankrupt, like a broken man. 
Wor. Reproach and Diffolution hangeth over him. 
Rof. He hath not Money for thefe Ji/h Wars: 
(His burthenous Taxations notwithftanding ) 
But by the robbing of the banifh’d Duke. 
Nor. His. Noble Kinfman, moft degenerate King : 
| But Lords, we hear this fearful Tempetft fing, 
Yet feek no fhelter to avoid the Storm : 
We fee the Wind fit fore upon our Sails, 
And yet we ftrike not, but fecurely perith. 
Rof. We fee the very Wrack that we muft fuffer, 
And unavoided is the Danger now 
For fuffering fo the Caufes of our =Wrack. 
Nor. Not fo: even through the hollow Eies of death 
I fpie life peering : but I dare not fay 
How near the Tidings of our Comfort is. 
Wil, Nay let us fhare thy Thoughts, as thou doft ours. 
Rof. Be confident to fpeak, Northumberland, 
We three, are but thy felf, and fpeaking fo, 
Thy Words are but as Thoughts, therefore be bold. 
Nor. Then thus : I have from Port /e Blan, 
A Bay in Britain, receiv’d intelligence, 
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainald Lord Cobham, 
That date broke from the Duke of Exeter, 
His Brother Archbifhop, late of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir Fohn Rainfton, 
Sir Fohn Norberie, Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis Ouoint, 
All thefe well furnifh’d by the Duke of Britain, 
With eight tall Ships, three thoufand men of War, 
Are making hither with all due Expedience, 
- And fhortly mean to touch our WV orthern Shore : 
Perhaps they had e’re this, but that they ftay 
The firft departing of the King for /reland. 
If then we fhall fhake off our flavifh Yoke, 
Imp out our drooping Countries broken Wing, 
Redeem from broaking Pawn the blemifh’d Crown, 
Wipe off the Duft that hides our Scepters gilt, 
And make high Majefty look like it felf, 
A way with me in hafte to Revenfpurg, 
But if you faint, as fearing to do fo, 
Stay, and be fecret, and my felf will go. 
Rof.To Horfe, to Horfe, urge Doubts to them that fear. 
Wil Hold out my Horfe, and I will firft be there. [Exeunr. 


Looking awry upon your Lord’s departure, 
Find fhapes of Grief, more’than himéelf to wail, 
V Vhich look’d on as itis, is nought but Shadows 
Of what it is not: thenghrice gracious Queen, 
More than your Lords dtparture weep not, more’s not 
Or if it be, *tis with falie Sorrow’s eye, (feen ; 
V Vhich for things true, weepsthings imaginary. 
Qu, It may be fo, but yet my inward foul 
Periwades me it is otherwife : how-e’re it be, 
i cannot but be fad: fo heavy fad, 
As though one thinking on no thought I think, 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and fhrink. 
Buh, "Vis nothing but conceit (my. gracious Lady. ) 
Qu, Tis nothing lefs: conceit is ftill deriv’d 
From fome fore-father Grief, mine is not fo, 
For Nothing hath begot my Something Grief, 
Or Something, hath the nothing that I Srieve, 
"Tis in reveriion that I do poflefs, 
But what it is, that is not yet known, what 
I cannot name, *tis namelefs woe I wot. 
Enter Green. 
Gree. Heaven fave your Majefty, and well met Gen- 
I hope the King is not yet thipt for Ireland. (tlemen, 
Qa. VVhy hop’it thou fo ? ’Tis better hope he is : 
For his Defigns crave hafte, good hope, 
Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not fhipt ? 
Gree. That he, our hope, might have retir’d his Power, 
And driven into defpair an Enemies Hope, 
VVho ftrongly hath fet footing in this Land, 
The banifh’d Bullingbrook repeals himfelf, 
And with up-lifted Arms is fafe arriy’d 
At Raven/purg. 
Qu. Now God in Heaven forbid. 
Gree. O, Madam, tis too true : and that is worfe, 
The L. Northumberland, his young’Son Henry Percy, 
The Lords.of Roffe, Beawmond, and Willoughby, 
With all their powerful Friends are fled to him. 
Bufh. Why have you not proclaim’d Northumberland, 
And the reft of that revolted Faction, Traitors ? 
Gree. We have: whereupon the Earl of Worcefter 
Hath broke his Staff, refign’d his Stewardthip, 
And all the Houfhold Servants fled with him to Bullingbrock, 
Qu. SoGreen, thou art the Midwife of my woe, 
And Ballingbrook:my Sorrows difmal Heir : 
Now hath my Soul brought forth her Prodigie, 
And | a gafping new delivered Mother, 
Have Woe to Woe, Sorrow to Sorrow joyn’d. 
Bufb. Defpair. not, Madam. 
Qu. Who fhall hinder me? 
{ will defpair and be at enmity 
With cozening Hopes he is a Flatterer, 
A Parafite, a keeper back of Death, 
Who gently would diflolve the bands of Life, 
Which falfe Hopes linger in Extremity. 
Enter York. 
Gree. Here comes the Duke of York, 
Qu, With Signs of War about his aged neck, 
Oh full of careful bufinefs are his looks : 
Uncle, for Heaven fake fpeak comfortable words. 
York, Comfort’s in Heaven, and we are on the Earth, 
Where nothing lives but Crofles, Care and Grief ¢ 
Your Husband he is gone-to fave far off, 
Whillt others come to make his lofe at home : 
Here am I left to underprop his Land, 
Who weak with Age, cannot fupport my felf: . 
Now comes his fick hour that his furfeit made, 
Now hhall he try his Friends that flattered him. 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser. My-Lord, your Son was gone before I came. 
= Ddz Tork. 
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Scana Secunda, 
Enter Queen, Buthy, and Bagot. 


Bufh. Madam, your Majefty is too much fad, 
You promis’d when you parted with the King, 
To lay afide felfharming heavinefs, 
And entertain a chearful Difpofition. 

Qu. To pleafe the King ,1 did : to pleafe my felf 
I cannot do it:-yet I know no Canfe 
VVhy ! thould welcome fuch a Gueft as Grief, 
Save bidding farewel to fo fweet a Gueft 
Asmy {wect Richard, yet again methinks 
Some unborn Sorrow, ripe in Fortune’s:V Vomb 
Is coming towards me, and my inward Soul 
VVhich nothing trembles,at fomething it grieves, 
Morethan with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bufh. Each Subftance of a Grief hath twenty Shadows 
VVhich fhewglike Grief it felf, butgwnot fo: 
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Yor, He was : why fo, go all which way it will: 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold, 
And will I fear revolt on Hereford’s fide. 
Sirrah, get thee to Plajhte, to my Sifter Glofter, 
Bid her fend meprefently a Thoufand Pound; 
Hold, take my Ring. 

Ser. My Lord, I had forgot 


To tell your Lordthip, to day Icame by, and call’d there, 


But I fhall grieve youto report ge reft. 
Yor. What is’t, Knave ¢ 
Ser, An Hour before Icame, the Dutchefs dy’d. 

Yor, Heav’n for his mercy, what a Tide of Woes 
Come ruthing on this woful Land at once?. 
I know not what to do: | would to Heaven 
(So my Untruth had not provok’d him to it) 
The King had cut off my head with my Brother’s. 
What, are there Pofts difpatch’d for Ireland £ 
How fhall we do for Money for thete Wars? 
Come Sifter, (Coufin, 1 would fay) pray pardon me. 
Go follow, get thee home, provide fome Carts, 
And bring away the Armour that is there. 
Gentlemen, will you Mufter men ? ; 
If I know how, or which way to order thefe Affairs 
Thus diforderly thruft into my Hands, 
Never believe me. Both are my Kinfmen, - 
Th’ one ismy Soveraign, whom both my Oath 
And Duty bids defend : th’ other again 
Is my Kinfinan, whom the King hath wrong’d, | 
Whom Confcience, and my Kindred bids to right. 
Well, fomewhat we muft do : Come, Coufin, 


V’le difpofe of you. Gentlemen, go mufter up your men, 


| And meet me prefently at Barkly Caftle ; 
| I fhould to Plajby too: but time will not permit, 


Allis uneven, and every thing is left at fix and feven. [E-t. 


Bafb. The wind fits fair for News to go to Ireland, 
But none returns : for us to levy Power 
Proportionable to th’ Enemy, is all impoflible. 
‘| Gree. Befides our nearnefs to the King in love, 
Is near the hate of thofe love not the King. 


Bag. And that’s the wavering Commons, for their love 


Lies in their Purfes, and who fo empties them, 
By fo much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 


Bub. Wherein the King ftands generally condemn’d. 


Bag. \f judgment lie in them, then fo do we, 
Becaufe we have been ever near the King. 


Gree. Well: Lwill for refuge ftreight to Briftol Cattle, 


The Earl of Wiltfhire is already there. 
| Bifh. Thither will I with you, for little Office 
Will the hateful Commons perform for us, 
Except like’Curs, to tear us all in pieces : 
Will you go along with us? 
Bag. No, will to Zreland to his Majefty : 
| Farewell, if Hearts prefages be not vain, 

We three here part, that never fhall meet again. 
Bu. That?s as York thrives to beat back Bullingbrook. 
Gree. Alas poor Duke, the Task he undertakes 

1s numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, 
Where one onhis fide fights, thoufands will flye. 
Bufh, Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever. 
Well, we may meet again. 
Bag. 1 fear me never. 


Scana Tertia. 


_ Enter the Duke of Hereford, avd Northumberland. 


Bul. How far is it, my Lord, to’ Barkley now ? 
- Nor, Believe me, Noble Lord, 
Lam a ftranger here in Gloufterfhire, 
Thefe high wild Hills, and rough uneven Ways, 
‘Draws out our Miles, and makes them wearifome : 
And yet our fair difcourfe hath been as Sugar, 
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Making the hard Way {weet and delectable : 

But I bethink me, what a weary way 

From Ravenf[purg to Cott fhold will be found, 

In Roffe and Willoughby, wanting your company, 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 

The tedioufnefs and procefs.of my travel: 

But theirs is fweetned with the hope to have 

The prefent benefit that I poffefs : 

And hope to joy, is little lefsin joy; 

Than hope enjoy’d : By this, the weary Lords 

Shall make their way feem fhort, as mine hath done, 

By fight of what I have, your noble Company. 
Bull. Of much lefs value is my Company, 

Than your good words - but who comes here ¢ 

Enter H. Percy. 

North. It ismy Son, young Harry Percy, 

Sent from my Brother Worcejter : whencefoever, 

Harry, how fares your Uncle? 
Percy. | had thought, my Lord, to have leatn’dhis | 

Health of you. : ie St 
North. Why, is he not with the Queen? a 
Percy. No, my good Lord, he hath forfook the Cc 

Broken his Staff of Office, and difperft ues 

The Houfhold of the King. 
North. What was his Reafon?  . ey. 

He was not fo refolv’d, when we laft fpake together, 
Percy. Becaufe your Lordhip ‘was proclaimed Tra 

But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenfpurg, a 

To offer fervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fent me over by Barkley, to difcover o 

What Power the Duke of York.had levied there, 

Then with direction to repair to Ravenfpurg. etl 
North, Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford ( Boy: 
Percy. No, my good Lord : for that is not forgot | 

Which ne’re I did remember : to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did look on him. al 
North, Then learn to know him now : this isthe Di 
Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my fer vice, 

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 

Which elder days fhall ripen, and confirm 

To more approved fervice and defert. nf 
Bull. thank thee, gentle Percy, and be fure 4 

I count my felf in nothing elfe fo happy. 

Asin a Soul remembring my good Fricnae: 

And as my Fortune ripens with thy Love 

It fhall be ftill thy true Love’s Recompence, ; 

My Heart this Covenant makes, my Hand thus fealsit | 
North, How far is it to Barkley ? and what ftir ke 

Keeps good old York there with his Men of War?” 
Percy, There ftands the Caftle by yond Tuft of Trees 

Mann’d with three hundred men, as I have heard: | 

And in it are the Lords of York, Barkley, and Seyiils 

None elfe of Name, and Noble Eftimate. oe 

__ Enter Rofle and Willoughby. — | 

North, Here comes the Lords of Roffe and Willoughby, | 
Bloody with fpurring, fiery red with’ hafte. a 
Bull, Welcome, my Lords, I wot your love purfues 

A banifht Traitor ; all my Treafury ee 

Is yet but unfelt Thanks, which more enrich’é, 

Shall be your love and labours Recompence. 5 “1, 
Roffé. Your Prefence makes us rich. moft Noble Lord.| 
Willo. And far furmounts our labour to attain it. ~ 
Bull, Evermore Thanks, th? Exchequer of the poo | 

Which till my infant-fortune comes to years, 

Stand for my Bounty :but who comes here? 

: Enter Barkley. 
North, It ismy Lord of Barkley, as I onefs. ‘% 
Bark, My Lord of Hereford, my Meflage is to YOU. 
Bull. My Lord, my anfwer is to Lancaffer, : 

And I am come to feek that Name in England, 

AndI muft find that Title in your Town, - 

Before I make reply to ought youfay. _ ie 
Bark, Miftake me not, my Lord, *tis not my meanily 

To raze one Title of your Honour out. — er. 
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To you, my Lord, I come (what Lord you will) 
From the moft glorious of this Land, 
The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 
To take Advantage of the abfent time, 
| And fright our Native Peace, with felf&born Arms. 
Enter York. 

Bull, I fhall not need tranfport my words by you, 
| Here comes his Grace in Perfon. My Noble Unde. 
j __ or. Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
| Whofe Duty is deceivable, and falfe. 

Bull, My gracious Uncle. 

Yor. Tut, tut, Grace me no Grace, nor Uncle me, . 
Iam no Traitors Uncle ; and that word Grace, 
[nan ungracious Mouth, is but prophane. 

Why have thefe banifh’d, and forbidden Legs, 
Dar’d once to touch a duft of Englands Ground ? 
But more then, why, why have they dar’d to march 
So many Miles upon her peaceful Bofom, 

Frighting her pale-fac’d Villages with War, 

And oftentation of defpifed Arms ? 

Com’ft thou becaufe th’ anointed King is hence ? 
Why, foolifh Boy, the King is left behind, 

And in my loyal Bofom lies his Power. 

Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth, 

As when brave Gaunt, thy Father, and thy felf 
Refcued the Black Prince, that young AZars of men, 
From forth the Ranks of many thoufand French : 

Oh then, how quickly fhould this arm of mine, 
Now Prifoner to the Palfie, chaftife thee 
And minifter Correétion to thy Fault. 

Bull. My gracious Uncle, let me know my Fault, 
On what condition ftands it, and wherein ? 

Yor. Even in condition of the worft degree, 

In grofs Rebellion, and detefted Treafon : 
Thou arta banifh’d man, and here art come 
Before th? expiration of thy time, 
In braving Arms againft thy Soveraign. 
Bull, Asi was banith’d, 1 was banifh’d Flereford, 
But as 1 come, | come for Lancafter. 
And, noble Uncle, I befeech your Grace, 
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent Eye; 
| You are my Father, for methinks in you 
I fee old Gaunt alive. Oh then, my Father, 
Will you permit that I fhall ftand condemn?d 
A wandring Vagabond, my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my Arms perforce, and given away 
To upftart Unthrifts ? wherefore was I born ? 
If that my Coufin King, be King of England, 
It muit be granted 1am Duke of Lancafter. 
You have a Son, dumerle, my Noble Kinfman, 
Had you firft dy’d, and he been thus trod down, 
He fhould have found his Uncle Gaunt a Father, 
Torowze his Wrongs, and chafe them to the bay. 
Iam deny’d to fue my Livery here, 
And yet my Letters Patents give me leave: 
My Father’s Goods are all diftrain’d and fold, 
“And thefe and all, are all amifs imploy’d. 
What would you have me do? I ama Subject, 
And challenge Law : Attorneys are deny’d me, 
And therefore Perfonally I lay my Claim 
To mine Inheritance of free Defcent. 

Worth. The Noble Duke hath been too much abus’d. 

Roff. It ttands your Grace upon to do him right. 

Willo. Bafe men by his Endowments are made great. 

Yor. My Lords of England, \et me tell you this, 
[have had feeling of my Coufins Wrongs, 

And labour’d all I could to do him Right: 
But in this kind, to come in braving Arms, 
Be his own Carver, and cut ont his Way, 
To find out Right with Wrongs it may not be, 
And you that do abet him in this kind, 
Cherith Rebellion, and are Rebels all. 
North. The Noble Duke hath fworn his coming is 
But for his own ; and for the Right of that, « 
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| I would attach you all, and make you ftoop 
| Unto the Soveraign Mercy of the King. 
} But fince I cannot, be it known to you, 


29 
Weall have ftrongly {worn to give him aid, 
And let him ne’er {ee joy that breaks that Oath. 
Yor. Well, well; I fee the iflue of thefe Arms, 
I cannot mend it, I muft needs confefs, 
Becaufe my Power is weak, and all ill jeft - 
But if Icould, by him that gave me life, 


I do remain as Neuter. So fare you well, 
Unlefs you pleafe to enter in the Caftle, 
And there repofe you for this N ight. 
Bull. An offer, Uncle, that we will accept : 
But we mutt win your Grace to go with us 
To Briftow-Cafle, which they fay is held 
By Bufby, Bagot, and their Complices, 
The Caterpillars of the Common-wealth, 
Which I have {worn to weed, and pluck away. 
Tor. It may be I will go with you, but yet Tle paufe, 
For I am loth to break our Country's Laws : 
For Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 
Things pat redrefs, are now with me paft care. [Exennr. 


Seana Quarta. 


Enter Salisbury, and a Captain. 


Cap. My Lord of Salisbury, we have ftaid ten days, 
And hardly kept your Countrey-men together; 

And yet we hear no tidings from the King ; 
Therefore we will difperfe our felves : farewell. 

Sal. Stay yet another day, thou trufty Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his Confidence in thee. 

Cap. ’ Tis thought the King is dead, we will not ftay, 
The Bay-tres in our Gountry are all wither’d, 
And Meteors fright the fixed Stars of Heaven; 
The pale-fac’d Moon looks bloody on the Earth, 
And lean look Prophets wifper fearful Change; 
Rich men look fad, and Ruffians dance and leap, 
The one in fear to lofe what they enjoy, 

The other to enjoy by Rage and War : 
Thefe figns forerun the death of Kings. 
Farewell, our Countrymen are gone and fled, 
As well aflur’d Richard their King is dead. 

Sal. Ah Richard, with Eies of heavy mind, 
Ifee thy Glory likea fhooting Star, 

Fall tothe bafe Earth from the Firmament : 
‘Thy Sun fets weeping in the lowly Weft. 
Witnefling Storms to come, Woe, and Unreft: 
Thy Friends are fled to wait upon thy Foes, 
And crofly to thy good, all Fortune goes. 


[ Exit, 


(Exit. 
a eee omen ee ee ee 
Altus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


Enter Bullinbrook, York, Northumberland, Rofle, Percy, 
Willoughby, with Buthy and Green, Prifoners. 


Bull, Bring forth thefe men: 
Bufby and Green, | will not vex your Souls, 
(Since prefently your Souls muft part your Bodies) 
With too much urging your pernicious lives, 
For ’twere no Charity : yet to wafh your Blood 
From off my Hands, here in the view of men, 
I will unfold fome Canfes of your Deaths. 
You have mis-led a Prince, a Royal King, 
A happy Gentleman in Blood and Lineaments, 
By you unhappied, and disfigur’d clean : 
You have in manner with your finful Hours 
Made a divorce betwixt his Queenand him, 
Broke the pofleflion of a Royal Bed, 
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Then Thieves and Robbers range abroad unfeen, 
In Mirthers, and in out-rage bloody here: 
But when from under this Terreftrial Ball 
He fires the proud tops of the Eaffern Pines, 
And darts his Lightning through ev’ ry guilty hole, 
Then Murthers, Treafons, and detefted fins | 
(The Cloak of Night being pluckt from off their backs) 
Scand bare and naked, trembling at themfelves, 
So when this Thief, this Traitor Rullingbrook, 
Who all this while hath revell’d in the Night; 
Shall fee us rifing in our Throne, the Eaff, 
His Treafons will fet blufhing in his Face, 
Not able to endure the fight of Day ; 
But felf-affrighted, tremble at his fin. 
Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea 
Can wath the Balm from an anointed King ; 
The breath of worldly men cannot depofe 
The Deputy elected by the Lord : 
For every man that Bullingbrook hath preft, 
To lift threwd Steel againft our Golden Crown, 
Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious Angel: then if Angels fight, ai 
Weak Men mutt fall, for Heaven ftill guards the Right, | 
Enter Salisbury. a 
Welcome, my Lord, how far off lies your Power? | 
Salif. Nor near,nor farther off, my gracious Lord,” 
Than this weak arm 5 Difcomfort guides my Tongue, ~ 
And bids me {peak of nothing but Defpair : ie 
One day too late, I fear (my Noble Lord) 
Hath clouded all my happy daies on Earth: 
Oh call back yefterday, bid time return, re 
And thou fhilt have twelve thoufand fighting men: 
To day, to. day, unhappy day too late Bi 
O’rethrows thy Joys, Friends, Fortune, and thy State. 
For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, = 
Are gone to Bullingbrook, difperft, and fled. his 
Aum.Comfort, my Liege,why looks your Gracefopale? ) 
Rich. But now the Blood of twenty thoufand men _ 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled, bik 
And till fo much Blood thither come again, 
Have I not reafon to look pale, and dead ? 
All Souls that will be fafe, fly from my fide, 
For Time hath fet a blot upon my Pride. ae 
Aum, Comfort, my Liege, remember who youare _ 
Rich. I had forgot my felf. AmI not King? 
Awake thou fluggard Majefty, thou fleepeft : 
Is not the Kings Name, forty thoufand Names? 
Arm, armmy Name: a puny Subject ftrikes 
At thy great Glory. Look not to the ground, 
Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high? 
High be our thoughts : [know my Uncle York, 
Hath Power enough to ferve our turn, 
But who comes here? [Enter Scroop. | 
| __ Seroop. More health and happinefs betide my Liege, | 
Than can my care-tun’d Tongue deliver him. . 
Rich. Mine Ear is open, and my Heart prepat’d: 
The worft is worldly lofs, thou canft unfold : 
Say, Is my Kingdom loft ? why ?twas my Care: 
And what lof is it to be rid of Care? 
Strives Bullingbrook to be as great as we? 
Greater he hall not be: if he ferve God, 
We'll ferve him too, and be his Fellow fo. 
Revolt our Subjects ? That we cannot mend, 
They break their Faith to God as well as us :. 
Cry Woe, Deftruction, Ruine, Lofs, Decay, 
The worft is Death, and death will have his day. _ 
Scroop. Glad am I, that your Highnefs is fo arm’d 
To bear the Tidings of Calamity. : 
Like an unfeafonable ftormy day, 
Which make the Silver Rivers drown their Shores 
As if the world were all difloly’?d to Tears : 
So high above his Limits, fwells the Rage ioe 
Of Bullingbrook, covering your fearfulLand =, 
With hard bright Steel, and hearts harder than ae 


And ftain’d the Beauty of a fair Queens Cheeks 
With Tears drawn from her Eies, with your foul Wrongs. 
My felf a Prince, by Fortune of. my Birth, 
Near to the King in Blood, and near in love, 
Till you did make him mif-interpret me, 
Have ftoopt my neck under your Injuries, 
And figh’d my £zg/:{h breath in foreign Clouds, 
Eating the bitter Bread of Banifhment ; 
While you have fed upon my Seignories, 
Dif-park’d my Harks, and fell’d my Forreft Woods ; 
From mine own Windows torn my Houfhold Coat, 
Raz’d out my Imprefs, leaving me no fign, 
‘1Save mens Opinions, and my living Blood, 
To fhew the world 1am a Gentleman. ; 
This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death: fee them delivered over 
To Execution, and the hand of Death. 

Bufhie. More welcome is the ftroak of death to me, 
4 Than Bullingbrook.to England. 

Gree. My comfort is that Heaven will take our Souls, 
And plague Injuftice with the Pains of Hell. 

Buli. My. Lord Northumberland, fee them difpatch’d : 
Uncle, you fay thé Queen is at your Houfe, 
For Heavens fake, fairly lec her be entreated, 
Tell/her I fend to her my kind Commends , 
Take fpecial care my Greetings be deliver’d. 

Yor.. A Gentleman of mine I have difpatch’d 
With Letters of your love to her at large. 

Bull. Thanks, gentle Uncle: come Lords away, 
To fight with Glendoure, and his Complices 5 
A while to work, and after Holliday. [Exeunt, 


ea Ne a cae 


Scana Secunda. 
Drums : Flourifh, ana Colours. 
Enter Richard, Aumerle, Carlile, and Souldiers, 


Rich, Barkloughly-Caftle call you this at hand ? 

Au, Y@%, my Lord, How brooks your Grace the air, 
Afte¥ yéur late tofling on the breaking Seas ? 

Rich, Needs muft I like it well: 1 weep for joy 
To ftand upon my Kingdom once again. 

Dear Earth, Ido falute thee with my Hand, 

Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfes Hoofs : 
As a long Parted Mother with her Child, 

Plays fondly with her Tears, and {miles in meeting ; 

So weeping, fmiling, greet! thee the Earth, 

‘| And do thee favour with my Royal Hands. 

Feed not thy Soveraigns Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy Sweets, comfort his ravenous Senfe ¢ 
But let thy Spiders that fuck up thy Venom, 

And heavy-gated Toads lie in their way, 

Doing Annoyance to the treacherous feet, 

4 Which with ufurping fteps do trample thee. 

Yield ftinging Nettles to mine Enemies, 

And when they from thy Bofom pluck a Flower, 

Guard it I prethee with a lurking Adder, 

Whofe double Tongue may witha mortal touch 

Throw death upon thy Soveraign’s Enemies. 

Mock not my fenfelefs Conjuration : Lords ; 

This Earth fhall havea feeling, and thefe Stones 

Prove armed Souldiers e’re her Native King 

{Shall faiter under foul Rebellious Arms. ~ 

Car. Fear not, my Lord, that Power that made you King 

} Hath Power to keep you King, in fpight of all. 

| Aum. He means, my Lord, that we are too remifs 
Whilk Bullingbrook, through their fecurity, 

Grows {trong and great, in Subftance and in Friends. 

Rich. Difcomfortable Coufin, knoweft thou not, 

\ That when the fearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Behind the Globe that lights the lower World, 
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White Bears have arm’d their thin and hairlefs Scalps 
Againft thy Majefty, and Boys with Womens voices, 
Strive to {peak big, and clap their female joints 

In ftiffunwieldy Arms: again{ft thy Crown 
Thy very Bead{-men learn to bend their Bows 

Of double fatal Ewe: againft thy State 

Yea diftaff-women manage rufty Bills : 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rebell, 

And all goes worfe than] have power to tell. 

Rich. Too well, too well thou tellf{t a tale fo ill. 

Where is the Earl of Wiltfhire ? where is Bigot ? 
‘What is become of Bufhy ? where is Green ? 
That they have let the dangerous Enemy 
Meafure our Confines with fuch peaceful fteps ? 
[f we prevail, their H&fes fhall pay for it. 
I warrant they have made peace with Bullingbrook, 

Scroop. Peace have they made with him indeed (myLord.) 

Rich, Oh Villains, Vipers, damn?d without redemption, 

Dogs, cafily won to fawn onany man, __ 
Snakes in my heart-blood warm’d, that fting my heart, 
Three ¥udaffes, each one thrice worfethan Judas, 
Would they make Peace? terrible Hell make War 
Upon their fpotted Souls for this Offence. 

' Seroop. Sweet Love (I fee) changing his Property, 
Turns to the fowreft, and moft deadly Hite: 
Again uncurfe their Souls; their Peace is made 
With Heads, and not with*Hands : thofe whom you curfe 
Have felt the worft of Death’s deltroying Hand. 


| And lie full low, grav’d in the hollow ground. 


Aum, 1s Bufby, Green, and the Earl of Wilshire dead ? 
Scroop. Yea, all of them at Briffow loft their Heads. 
um. Where is the Dike, my Father, with his Power ? 
Rich, No matter where, of comfort no man fpeak : 

Let’s talk of Graves, of Worms, and Epitaphs, 

Make Duft our Paper, and with Rainy Eies 

Write Sorrow in the Bofom of the Earth. 

Let?s chufe Executors, and talk of Wills = 

And yet not fo, for what can we bequeath, 

Save our depofed Bodies to the Ground ? 

Our Lands, our Lives, and all are Bullingbrook’s, 

And nothing can we call our own, but Death, 

And that fall Model of the barren Earth, 

Which ferves as Pafte, and Cover to our Bones : 

For Heavens fake Ict us fit upon the ground, 

And tell fad Stories of the death of Kings - 

ow fome have been depos’d, fome flain in War, 

Some haunted by the Ghofts they have depos’d; 

Some poyfon’d by their Wives, fome fleeping kill’d, 

All murther’d. For within the hollow Crown 

That rounds the mortal Temples of a King, 

Keeps Death his Court, and there the Antique fits 

Scofling his State, and grinning at his Pomp, 

Allowing him a breath, a little fcene, 

To Monarchize, be fear’d, and kill with looks, 

Infufing him with felf and vain Conceit, 

As if this Flefh, which walls about our Life, 

Were Brafs impregnable : and hymour’d thus, 

Gomes at the laft, and with a little Pin 

Boars through his Caftle Walls, and farewell King. 

Cover your heads, and mock not flefh and blood 

With folemn Reverence : throw away Refpect, 

Tradition, Form, and Ceremonious Duty, 

For you have but miftook me all this while: 

I live with Bread like you, feel Want, 

Tafte Grief, need Friends : fabjected thus, 

How can you fay tome, I am a King ? 
Carl, My Lord,wife men ne’re wail their prefent Woes, 

But prefently prevent the waysto wail : 

To fear the Foe, fince fear oppreffeth Strength, 

Gives in your weaknefs, Strength unto your Foe ; 

Fear, and be flain, no worfe can come to fight : 

And fight and die, is death deftroying death. 

Where fearing, dying, pays death fervile breath. 
Aum. My Father hath a Power, enquire of him, 


‘Go to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 
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And learn to make a Body of a Limb. 
Rich. Thou chid’{t me well : proud Bullingbrook I come 
To change Blows with thee, for our day of Doom: 
This Ague-fit of Fear is over-blown, 
An eafie task it is to win our own. 
Say Scroop where lies our Uncle with his Power ? 
Speak fweetly man, although thy looks be fowre. 
Scroop. Men judge by the Complexion of the Skie 
The ftate and inclination of the day, 
So may you by my dull and heavie Eye: 
My Tongue hath but a heavier Tale tafay : 
[ play the Torturer, by fmall and final] 
To lengthen out the worit, that muft be fpoken. 
Your Uncle York is joyn’d to Bullingbrook, 
And all your Northern Caftles yielded up, 
And all your Southern Gentlemen in Arms 
Upon his Faction. 
Rich. Thou haft faid enough. 
Befhrew thee, Coufin, which didft lead me forth 
Of that fweet way I was in to Defpair : 
What fay you now ? what Comfort have we now ? 
By Heaven I’le hate him everlaitingly 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 
Go to Flint-Caftle, there Vle pine away, 
A King, Woes Slave, fhall Kingly Wo obey : 
That Power I have, difcharge, and let *em go 
To ear the Land, that hath fome hope to grow, 
For I have none. Let no man {peak again 
To alter this, for Counfel is but vain. 
Aum, My Liege, one word. 
Rich. He does me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the flatteries of his Tongue. 
Difcharge my Followers: let them hence away, 
From Richards Night, to Bullingbrook’s fair day.[Exeunt, 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Bullingbrook, York, 
Northumberland, Attendants. 


‘ Bul, So that by this Intelligence we learn 

The Welchmen are difpers’d, and Salisbury 

Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed 

With fome few private Friends upon this Coaft. . 
North, The News is very tair and good, my Lord. 

Richard not far from hence, hath hid his head. 

Yor. 1t would befeem the Lord Northumberland, 

To fay King Richard: alack the heavy day, 

When fucha facred King fhould hide pis head. 
North. Your Grace miftakes, onely to be brief, 

Left I his Title out. 

Yor, The time hath been, 

Would you haye been fo brief with him, he would 

Have been fo brief with you, to fhorten you, 

For taking fo the head, your whole heads length. 
Bull. Miftake not (Uncle) farther than you fhould. 
Yor. Take not (good Coufin) farther than you fhould, 

Left you miftake, the Heavens are o’re your head. 
Bull. | know it (Uncle) and oppofe not nity felf 

Againft their will. But who comes here ? 

Enter Percie. . 

Welcom Harry: what, will not this Caftle yield ? 
Per, The Caftle royally is mann’d, my Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 

Bull, Royally ? Why, it contains no King? 
Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containa King: King Richard lies 

Within the Limits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him,-the Lord Asmerle, Lord Salisbury, 

Sir Stephen Scroop, befides a Clergy-man.* 

Of holy Reverence; who, 1 cannot learn. 

North. Oh, belike it is the Bifbop of Carlile. 
Bul. Noble Lord, 


Through 
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Through brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d ears, and thus deliver : 

Henry Bullingbrook, upon his Knees doth kifs 

King Richard’s Hand, and fends Allegiance 


And true Faith of heart to his Royal Perfon: hither come 


Even at his feet, to lay my Arms and Power, 
Provided, that my Banifhment repeal’d, 

And Lands reftor’d again, be freely granted : 

If not, I’le ufe the Advantage of my Power, 

And lay the Summers duft with fhowers of Blood, 
Rain’d from the Wounds of flaughter’d Englifhmen ; 
The which, how far off from the mind of Bulling brook, 
It is, fuch Crimfon tempeft fhould bedrench 

The frefh green Lap of fair King Richard’s Land, 
My ftooping Duty tenderly fhall fhew. 

Go fignifie as much, while here we march 

Upon the Graflie Carpet of this Plain: 

Let’s march without the noife of threatning Drum, 
That from this Caftles tatter’d Battlements 

Our fair Appointments may be well perus’d. 
Methinks King Richard and my felf frould meet 
With no lefs terror than the Elements 

Of Fire and Water, when their thundring fmoak 
At meeting tears the cloudy Cheeks of Heaven : 

Be he the Fire, Ple be the yielding Water : 

The Rage be his, while on the Earth I rain 

My Waters on the Earth, and not on him. 

March on and mark King Richard how he looks. 


Parle without, and anfwer within : then a-F lourifh. Enter on the 
Walls,Richard, Carlile, Aumerle, Sctoop, Salisbury. 


See, fee, King Richard doth himfelf appear 

As doth the blufhing difcontented Sun, 

From out the fiery Portal of the Eaft, 

When he perceives the envious Clouds are bent 
To dim his Glory, and to ftain the tract 

Of his bright pailage to the Occident. 

Yor. Yet looks he like a King: behold his Eye 
(As bright as-is the Eagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Majefty: alack, alack, for woe, 
That any Harm fhould ftain fo fair a fhow. 

Rich, We are amaz’d, and thus long have we ftood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy Knee, 
Becaufe we thought our felf thy lawful King: 
And if we be, how dare thy joynts forget 
To pay the awful Duty to our Prefence ? 

If we be not, fhew us the Hand of God, 

That hath difmis’d us from our Stewardfhip; 
For well we know, no Hand of Blood and Bone 
Can gripe the facred Handle of our Scepter, 
Unlefs he do prophane, {teal or ufurp. 

And though you think, that all, as you have done, 
Have torn their Souls, by turning them from us, . 
And we are barren, and bereft of Friends : 

Yet know, my Matter, God Omnipotent, 

is muftering in his Clouds on our behalf, 
Armies of Pelftilence, and they fhall flrike, 
Your Children yet unborn, and unbegot, 

That life your Vaflal Hands againft my Head, 
And threat the Glory of my precious Crown. 
Tell Bullingbrook, for yond methinks, he is, 

That every ftride he makes upon my Land, 

Is dangerous Treafon, he is. come to ope 

The purple Teftament of a bleeding War; 
But e’re the Crown he looks for, live in peace, 
‘Ten thoufand bloody Crowns of Mothers Sons 
Shall ill become the tower of England’s face, 
Change the Complexion of her Maid-pal¢ Peace 
To Scarlet indignation, and bedew 

Her Paitors Grafs with faithful Exglijh Blood. 


~ North, The King of Heaven forbid our Lord the King 


Should fo with civil aid uncivil Arms . 
Be ruth’d upon: Thy thrice-noble Coufin, 


Harry Builingbrook doth humbly kifs thy hand, 
And ‘6 the honour able Tomb he itwears 
That ftands upon your Royal Grandfiers Bones, 
And by the Royalties of both your Bloods, “4 
(Currents that fpring from one moft gr acious Head) 
And by the buried hand of V Varlike Gaunt, 
And by the Worth and Honour of himfelf, 
Comprifing all that may be fworn, or faid, 
His coming hither hath no further fcope, 
Than for his lineal Royalties, and to beg 
Infranchifement immediate on his Knees: 
Which on thy Royal party granted once, 
His glittering Arms he will commend to Ruft, 
His barbed Steeds to Stables, and his Heart 
To faithful fervice of your Majefty : 
This fwears he, as he is a Prince, is juft, 
And asl am a Gentleman, I credit him. 
Rich. Northumberland, fay thus: The King returns, } 
His Noble Confin is right welcome hither, 
And all the number of his fair Demands 
Shall be accomplifh’d without Contradiction : 
With all the gracious utterance thou halt, 
Speak to his gentle hearing-kind commends. 
We do debafe our felf (Coufin) do we not, 
To look fo poorly, and to fpeak fo fair ? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the Traitor, and fo die ? 
Aum, No, good my Lord, let’s fight with gentle words, 
Till time lend Friends, and Friends their hopeful Swords, 
Rich. Oh God, oh God that e’re this tongue of mine 
That laid the Sentence of dread Banifhment igi 
On yond proud man, fhould take it off again =” 
With words of footh: OhthatI were as great 
As is my Grief, or lefler than my Name, 
Or that I could forget what I have been, 
Or not remember what I muft be now: 
Swell’ft thou proud Heart ? Ple give thee {cope to beat,} 
Since foes have fcope to beat both thee and me, - 
Aum, Northumberland comes back from Bullingbrook, 
Rich. What mutt the King do now? muft he fubmit? 
The King fhall do it: Muft he be depos’d ? 
The King fhall be contented: Muft he lofe 
The Name of King ? o’Gods Name let it go. 
Ple give my Jewels for a fet of Beads, 
My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 
My gay Apparrel, for an Alms-mans Gown, 
My figur’d Goblets, for a difh of Wood 
My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Saf, 
My Subjects, for a pair of Carved Saints, 
And my large Kingdom, for a little Grave, 
A little little Grave, an obfcure Grave. 
Or le be buried in the Kings high-way, 
Some way of common Trade, where Subjects Feet 
May hourly trample on their Soveraign’s Head: 
For on my Heart they tread now, whilft I live; 
And buried once, why not upon my Head-?: 
Aumerle, thou weepft, (my tender hearted Coufin) 
We?l make foul weather with defpifed Tears: — 
Our fighs, and they, fhall lodge the Summer Corn, 
And make a dearth in this Revolting Land. . 
Or fhall we play the Wantons with our Woes, 
And make fome pretty Match with fhedding Tears ? 
As thus: te drop them {till upon one place 
Till they have fretted us.a pair of Graves : 
Within the Earth: and therein laid, there lies 
Two Kinfmen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eies? 
Would not this ill do well? Well, well, I fee 
I talk but idely, and you mock atme. 
Moft mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 


| What fays King Bullingbrook? Will his Majelty 


Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? 
You make a Leg, and Bulingbrook fays I. 

Worth. My Lord inthe bafe Court he doth attend 
To fpeak with you, may it pleafe you to come OT 


Rich, Down, down I come like gliftring Phaeton, 
Wanting the manage of anruly Jades. 
In the bafe Court ? bafe Court where Kings grow bafe, 
To come at Traitors Calls, and do them Grace. 

In the bafe Court come down: down Court,down King, 
For night-Owls fhreek, where mounting Larks fhould fing. 
Bull. What fays his Majefty ? 
’ North, Sorrow, and grief of heart 
Makes him fpeak fondly like a frantick man : 
Yet he is come. 
Bull, Stand all apart, ; 
And fhew fair duty to his Majefty. 
My gracious Lord. 
Rich, Fair Confin, 
You debafe your Princely knee, 
To make the bafe Earth proud with kiffing it. 
Me rather had, my Heart might feel your Love, 
Than my un-pleas’d Eye fee your Courtefie. 
Up Coufin, up, your heart is up, I know, 
Thus high at leaft, although your Knee be low. 

Bull. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine own. 

Rich, Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all. 

’ Bull, So far be mine, (my moft redoubted Lord, ) 
As my true Service fhall deferve your love. 

Rich. Well you deferv’d : 
They well deferve.to have, 
That know the ftrong’ft and fureft way to get. 
Uncle give me your hand: nay, dry your Eies, 
Tears fhew their love, but want their Remedies. 
Coufin, 1 am too young to be your Father, 
Though you are old enough to be my Heir. 
What you will have, I’le give, and willing too, 
For do we mufb, what Force will have us do. 
Set on towards London: 
Coufiny. is it fo ? 
Bull. Yea, my good Lord.’ 


Rich, Then I muft not fay no. [Flourifh. [Exeunt. 


Scena Quinta. 
~ Enter Queen, and two Ladies; 


Qu, What fport thall we devife here in this Garden, 


‘To drive away the heavy thought of Caré ? 


La. Madam, we'll play at Bowls. 

Qu, >Twill make me think the world is full of Rubs, 
And that my Fortune runs againft the Byas. 

La, Madani, well dance. 

Qu. My Legs can keep no Meafure in Delight, 
When my poor Heart no Meafure keeps in Grief. 
Therefore no dancing (Girl) fome other fport. 

La..Madam, we'll tell Tales. ~ 

Qu. Of 7, or Of Grief? 

La. Of either, Madam. 

Qu. Of neither, Girl. 

For if of Joy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of Sorrow : 
Or if of Grief, being altogether had, 

It adds more Sorrow to my want of Joy: 
For what I have, I need not to repeat: 
And what I want, it boots not to complain. 

La, Madam, Vle Sing, 

Qu. > Tis well that thou haft Caufe : 
But thou fhoulditft pleafe me better, would’ ft thou weep. 

La. 1 could Weep, Madam, would it do you good ¢ 

Qu, AndI could Sing, would weeping do me good, 
And never borrow any tear of thee. : 

Enter a Gardiner, and two Servants, 
But flay here comes the Gardiners, 
Let’s ftep into the fhadow of thefe Trees; 
My wretchednefs, unto a row of Pines, 
They’! talk of State; for every one doth fo; 
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Againft a Change ; woe is fore-run with woe. ! 
Gard. Go bind thou up yond dangling Apricocks, - 

Which like unruly Children, make their Syre ? 
Stoop with oppreilion of their prodigal weight : 

Give fome fupportance to the bending twigs, 

Go thou, and like an Executioner 

Cut off the heads of too faft growing fprays, 

That look too lofty in our Common-wealti: 

All muit be even in our Government. 

You thus imploy’d, I will:go root away - 

The noifom Weeds that without _ profit. fuck 

The Soils fertility from wholfom Flowers... » 

Ser, Why fhould we in the compafS of a Pale, 
Keep Law and, Form, and due Proportion, 

Shewing, as in a Model, our firm {tate ? 

When our Sea-walled Garden, (the whole Land, ) 

Is full of Weeds, her faireft Flowers choakt up, 

Her Fruit trees all upruin’d, her Hedges ruin?d, 

Her Knots diforder’d, and her wholfom Hearhs 

Swarming with Caterpillers. 

Gard. Hold thy peace, ea 
He that hath fuffer?d this diforder’d Spring; 

Hath now himfelf met with the fall of Leaf, 

The Weeds that his broad-{preading Leaves did fheler, 

That feem’d in eating him, to hold him, up, 

Are pull?d up, root and all, by Bullingbrook 3 

I mean the Earl of Wilsfure, Buby, Green. 

Ser. What, are they dead? 

Gard. They are, ; 

And Bulingbrook hath feiz’d the wafteful King. 

What pity is it, that he had not trimm’d 

Aud dreft his Land, as we this Garden at time of year ; 

And wound the Bark, the skin of our Fruit-trees, 

Left being over proud with Sap and Blood; 

With too much Riches it confound it felf? 

Had he done fo, to great and growing men, 

They might have liv’d to bear, and he to tafte 

Their Fruits of Duty, All faperfluous Branches 

We lop away, that bearing Boughs may live: 

Had he done fo, himfelf had born the Grown, 

Which wafte and idle hours hath quite thrown down. 
Ser. What think you the King fhall be depos’d ? 
Gar, Depreft he is already, aad depos’d 

Tis doubted he will be, Letters came laft night 

Toa dear Friend of the Duke of York , 

That tell black tidings. 

Qu, Oh Lam preft to death through want of freaking : 
Thou old Adam's likenefs, fet to drefsthis Garden, _ 
How dares thy harfh tongue found this unpleafing News ? 
What Eve ? what Serpent hath fuggefted thee, 

To make a fecond fall of curfed man ? 

Why doft thou fay, King Richard is depos’d ? 

Dar*[t thou (thou little better thing than Earth) 

Divine his downfall? fay, where, when, and how 

Cam’{t thou by this ill tydings ? fpeak thou Wretch. 
Gard, Pardon me, Madam. Little joy have I 

To breath thefe News ; yet what I fay us true 3 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 

Of Bullkngbrook, their Fortunes both are weigh’d : 

In your Lords Scale; is nothing but himfelf, 

And fome few Vanities that make him light : 

But in the Ballance of great Bullingbrook., 

Befides himfelf, are. all the Engli{h Peers, 

And with that odds he weighs King Riebard down, 

Poft you to London, and you’l find it fo, 

I fpeak nd more, than every one doth know. 

Qu, Nimble Mifchance, that art fo light of Foot, 
Doth not thy Embaflage belong to me?’ 53 
And am I laft that knows it? Oh thou think’it 
To ferve me laft, that Imay longeft keep 
Thy Sorrow in my breaft. Come Ladies, go, 

To meet at London London's King in woe. 

What was Lborn to this! that my fad look, 


_|Should grace the Tryumph of great Bullingbrook | 


Gard’ner 


\ 
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Gardner, for telling ‘me thefe News of woe, 

I would the Plants thou graft’?{t may never grow. [E-it, 
Gar. Poot Queen, fo that thy State might be no worfe, 

I would my skill were fubject to thy Curle: 

Here did fhe drop a tear, here in this place 

Vie feta bank of Rew, (fowre Herb of Grace :) 

Rew ev’n for Ruth, here fhortly fhall be feen, 


In the remembrance of a weeping Queen. (Exit. 
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Adius Quartus. Scana Prima. 


Enter as to the Parliament, Bullingbrook, Aumerle, Nor- 
thumberland, Percie, Fitz- Water, Surrey, Carlile, Abbot 
of Weltminfter,. Herald, Officers, and Bagot. 


Bullingbrook. Call forth Bagot. 

Now Bagot, freely {peak thy mind, 

What thou doft know of Noble Gloffer’s death ; 

Who wrought it with the King, and who perform’d 

The bloody Office of his timelefs end. 
Bag. Then fet before my face the Lord dumerle. 
Bull. Coufin, ftand forth, and look upon that man. 
Bag. My Lord Aumerle, 1 know your daring Tongue 

Scorns to unfay, what it hath once deliver’d. 

In that dead time when Glofer’s death was plotted, 

I heard you fay; Is not my Arm of length, 

That reacheth from the reftful Exglfh Court 

As far as Calljs to my Uncles + ead ? 

Amongft much other talk, that very time, 

L heard you fay that you had rather refufe 

The offer of an hundred thoufand Crowns, 

Than Bullingbrook return to England; adding withall, 

How bleft this Land would be in this your Coufins death. 
Aum. Princes, and Noble Lords: 

What anfwer fhall I make to this bafe man ? 

Shall I fo much difhonour my fair Stars, 

On equal terms to give him chaftifement ? 

Either I muft, or have mine Honour fpoil’d 

With the Attainder of his fland’rous lips. 

There is my Gage, the manual Seal of death, 

That marks thee out for Hell. Thou lieft, 

And will maintain what thou haft faid, is falfe, 

In thy heart Blood, though being all too bafe, 


| To ftain the temper of my Knightly Sword. 


Bull. Bagot forbear, thou fhalt not take it up. 
Aum, Excepting one, 1 would:he were the beft 
In all this Prefence that hath moved me fo. 
Fitz. If that thy Valour ftand on fympathies : 
There ismy Gage, -dumerle, in Gage to thine: 
By that fair Sun, that fhews me where thou ftand’ft, 
I heard the fay (and vauntingly thou fpak’ft it) 
That thou wert caufe of Noble -Glofter’s death. 
If thou deny’st it, twenty times thou lieft, ° 
And I will turn thy falfhood to thy Heart, 
Where it was forged, with my Rapiers point. 
Aum, Thou dart not (Coward) live to fee the day. 
Fitz. Now, by my Soul, I would it were this Hour. 
Aum, Fitzwater thouart damn’d to Hell for: this. 
Per, Aumerle, thou lieft : his Honour is as true 
Inthis Appeal, as thou art all unjuft : 
And that thowart fo, there | throw my Gage 
To prove it-on thee, to th’extreameit point 
Of mortal breathing. Seize it, if thou dar’it. 
Aum, And if1donot may my Hands rot off, 
And never brandifh more revengeful Steel, 
Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 
Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater : 
I do remember well, the very time 
Aumerle and you did talk. 
_ Fiz. My Lord, 
Tis very true: You were in Prefence then ; 
And you can witnef$ with me, this is true. 
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Surréy. As falfe, by Heaven, 
As Heaven it felf is true. 

Fitz. Surrey, thou lyett. 

Surrey, Difhonourable Boy, 

That lye, fhall lie fo heavie on my Sword, 
That it fhall render Vengeance and Revenge, 
Till thou the Lye-giver, and that Lye, do lie 
In earth as quiet, as thy Father’s Scull. 

In proof whereof, there is mine tonours Pawn, 
Engage it to the Tryal, if thou dar'it. 

Fitzw. bow fondly do’ft thou fpur a forward 

If I dare eat, or drink, or breath, or live, 

I dare meet Surrey in a Wildernefs, 

And fpit upon him, whilft I fay he Lyes, a 
And Lyes, and Lyes: there is my Bond of Faith, | _ 
To tye thee to my ftrong Correction. ‘i 
As I intended to thrive in this new world, 

Aumerle is guilty of my true Appeal. 

Befides, 1 heard the banifht JVorfolk fay, ee | | 
That thou Avmmerle didft fend two of thy men, 
To Execute the Noble Duke at Calice. ew | | 

Aum. Some honeft Chriftian truft me with a Gage, is 
That Norfolk lies: here dol throw down this, 
If he may be repeal’d, to try. his Honour. yo 

Bul. Vhefe Differences fhall all reft under Gage, | 
Till Norfolk.be repeal’d: repeal’d he hall be; * 
(And though mine Enemy) reftor’d again ~ ne 
To all his Lands and Seigniories: when he’s returi’d, 
Againft Aumerle we will enforce his Tryal. 

Carl, That honourable day fhall ne’er be feen, = 
Many a time hath banifht Norfolk fought == 
For Jefus Chrift, in glorious Chriftian Field 
Streaming the Enfign of the Chriftian Crofs 
Againft black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens: 
And toy?d with works of War, retir’d himfelf 
To Italy, and there at Venice gave cant $i 
His Body to that: pleafant Countries Earth, ~~~) 
And his pure Soul unto his Captain Chrift, a 
Under whofe Colours he had fought fo long. 

Bull. Why, Bithop, is Norfolk, dead? 

Carl. As fure as | live, my Lord. 

Bull. Sweet peace conduct his fweet Soul 
To the Bofom of good old Abraham. Bi 
Lords Appealants, your Differences fhall all reft under gage 
Till we allign you to your days of Tryal = | 

Enter York. rir 

York, Great Duke of Lancaffer, I come to thee’ 
From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing Soul 
Adopts thee Heir, and his high Scepter yields 
To the pofleffion of thy Royal hand. ° if . 
Afcend his Throne, defcending now from him, 
And long live Heary, of that Name the Fourth. 

Bull. In Gods Name, I’le afcend the Regal Throne 

Carl. Marry, Heaven forbid. woe 
Worlt in this Royal Prefence may I fpeak; 

Yet beft befeeming ‘me to fpeak the truth. 
Would God, that any in Bi Noble Prefence 

tobe upright Judge 
Of Noble Richard, then nt po alld ei 
Learn him forbearance from fo foul a Wrong |, 
What Subject can give Sentence on his King? i 
And who fits here that is not Richzrd?s Subjet? | 
Thieves are not judg’d, but they are by to heat, 
Although apparent guilt be feen in them: fee 
And fhall the Figure of Gods Majefty 
His Captain, Steward, Deputy elect : 
Anointed, Crown’d and planted many years, 
Be judg’d by fubject and inferiour breath, mei 
And he himtelf not prefent? Oh, forbid it, Gody~ 
That in a Chriftian Climate, Souls refiri?d Sl 
Should fhew fo heinous, black, obfenea decd. 
I {peak to Subjects, and a Subject fpeaks, © 
Stirt’d up by Heaven, thus boldly for his King. 
My Lord of Hereford here, whoni you call King, Z 
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Isa foul Traytor to proud Hereford?s King. 

And if you Crown him, let me prophefie, 

The Blood of Exglifh fhall manure the grountl, 
And future Ages groan for his foul Act. 

Peace fhall go fleep with Turks and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Wars 

Shall Kin with Kin, and Kind with Kind confound: 
Diforder, Horrour, Fear and Mutin 

Shall here inhabit, and this Land be call’d 

The field of Golgotha, and dead mens Sculls. 

Oh, if you rear this Houfes againft this Houfe 

It will the wofulleft Divifion prove, 

That ever fell upon this curfed Earth. 
‘Prevent it, refiltit, let it not be fo, 
Left Child, Childs Children cry againft you, wo. 


North, Well have youargu’d, Sir: and for your pains, 


Of Capital Treafon we arreft you here. 
My Lord of Weftminfter, be it your charge, 

To keep him fafely, till his day of Tryal. 
May it pleafe you, Lords, to grant the Commons Suit 
Bull. Fetch hither Richard,,that in common view 
He may furrender : So we fhal proceed 

Without fufpition. 

Tor. I will be his Conduct. 

Bull, Lotds, you thatare here under our Arreft; 
Procure your Sureties for your Days of Anfwer : 
Little are we beholding to your Love, 

And little look’d for at your helping Hands. 
Enter Richard and York. 

Rich, Alack, why am] fent for to a King, 
Before I have fhook off the Regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign’d ? [hardly yet have learn’d 
To infinuate, flattter, bow, and bend my Knee. 
Give Sorrow leave qa while, to return me 
To this Submiffion. YetI will remember 
The favours of thefe men: Were they not mine? 
Did they not fometime cry, All hail to me? 

So F#das did toChrift: But he in twelve, 


Found truth in all, but one; I, in twelve thoufand, none. 


God fave the King : Will noman fay, Amen. © 
Am I both Prieft and Clark ? well then, Amen. 
God fave the King, although be not he: 
And yet Amen, if Heaven do think him me. 
To dowhat fervice, am fent for hither ? 

Tor. Todo that Office of thine own good will, 
Which tyred Majefty did make thee offer : 
The Refignation of thy State and Crown 
To Henry Bullingbrook, 


Rich. Give me the Crown.Here Coufin,feize the Crown : 


Here Coufin, on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crown like a deep Well, 
That owes two Buckets, filling ene another, 
The emptier ever dancing inthe Ait, 
The other down, unfeen, and fultof Water : 
That Bucket down, and fullof Tears am I, 
Drinking iny Griefs, whilft you mount up on high. 
Bull, } thought you had been willing to refign. 
Rich, My Crown J arti, but ftill my Griefs are mine : 
You may my Glories, amd my State depofe, 
But not my Griefs; {till ain f King of thofe. 


Bul. Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown 


Rich. Your Cares fet up, do not pluck my Cares down, 
My Care, is lofs of Caré, by old Care done, 
Your Care, is gain of Care, by new Care won, 
The Cares I give, Thave, though given away, 
They tend the Crown, yet ftill with me they ftay, 
Bull, Are you contented to refign the Crown? 
Rich, Ino, n01, for 1muft nothing be : 
Therefore no, no, for! tefign to thee. 
Now, mark me how I will undo my felf2 
I give this heavy Weight from off my Head; 
And this unwieldy Scepter from my Hand, 


The pride of Kingly fway from out my Heart, 


With mineown Tears I wafhaway my blame, 
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With mine own HandsI giveaway my Crown, 

With mine own Tongue deny my Sacred State, 
With mine own Breath reléafé all dutious Oaths: 
All Pomp and Majetty I do forfwear : 

My Mannors, Rents, Revenues, I forgo ; 

My Acts, Decrees, and Statutes I deny : 

God pardon all Oaths that are broke to me, 

God keep all Vows unbroke are made to thee. ' 

Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev’d; 

And thou with all pleas’d, that haft all atchiev’d, 

Long maift thoulive in Richards Seat to fit, 

And foon lie Richard in an Earthy pit. 

God fave King Henry, un-King’d Richard fays; 

And fend him many years of Sun-fhine days. 

= =“ remains ? 

orth, No more: But that you read | 

Thefe Accufations, and thefe Ereicns Crimes, 

Committed by your Perfon, and your Followers 

Againft the State and Profit of this Land : 

That by confeffing them, the Souls of men 

May deem that you are worthily depos’d. 

Rich, MuftI dofo? and muftI ravelout 
My weav’d-up Follies? Gentle Northumberland; 
if thy Offences were upon Record, 

Would it not thame thee, in fofaira Troop, 

To read a Leéture of them ? if thou would’ft, 

There fhould’ft thou find one hainous Article 

Containing the depofing of a King, 

And cracking the {trong Warrant of an Oath, 

Mark’d with a blot, damn?d in the Book of Heaven. 

Nay, | allof you, that ftand, and Jook upon me, 

Whil'ft that my wretchednefsdoth bait my felf, 

Though fome of you, with Pilate wath your Handsy. 

Shewing an outward Pity: Yet you Pilates 

Have here delivered me to my fower Crof, 

And water cannot wath away your fins, 
Worth, My Lord, difpatch, read o’ré thefe Articles. 
Rich, Mine eyes are full of Tears, I cannot fee : 

And yet falt-water blinds them not fo much, 

But they can fee a fort of Traitors here, 

Nay, if I turn mine Eies upon my felf, 

I find my felfa Traytor with the reft ; 

_| For I have given here my Souls conjent, 

T’undeck the pompous Body of a King 

Made Glory bafe, a Soveraign, a Slave 3, 

Proud Majefty, a Subject; State, aPeafant. 

North. My Lord. - 

Rich, No Lord of thines. thou havght-infalting man ; 
No, nor no mans Lord: I haveno Name, no Title ; 
No, not that name was.given me at the Font, 

But tis ufurpt : glack the heavy day, . 

That I have worn fo many Winters out, 

And know not now, what name to call my felf. 

Oh, that I were.a Mackerie; King of Snow, 

Standing before the Sun of Bullingbrook, 

To melt my felf away in Water-Drops.. 

Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good; 

And if my word be Sterling yet in England 

Let it command a Mirror hithet ftteight, 

That it may thew me what d Face I have, 

Since itis Bankrupt of his Majefty. .  _.. 

Bull. Go fome of you, and fétcha Uaoking Glas: _ 

North. Read ore this Paper, while the Glafs doth come; 

Rich. Fiend, thou torments me; ere | come to Hell. 

Bull. Urge it no moré, my Lord Northumberland, 

North, The Commotis will not then be fatisfy?d. 

Rich, They thall be fatisfy’d : Ple read enough; 
When I do fee the very Bookindeed,. , 
Where all my Sins aré writ, and that’s my felf. 

... - Enter one with a Glafs. 

Give me that Glafs; and thereitt will I read: 

No deeper wrinkles yet? hath forrow ftruck 

So many blows upon this Face 6f mine, 

And madé ho deeper Wounds? Oh flatt’ring Glafs; 

. Like 


2 
? 


{ 


* 


or 


The Life and Death of Keng Richard the fecond. 


Like to my Followers in Profperity, 
Thou dott beguile me. Was this Face, the Face 
That every day under his Houfhold-roof, 
Did keep ten thoufand men ? Was this the Face, 
That like the Sun did make Beholders wink ¢ 
Is this the Face, which fac’d fo many Follies, 
That was at laft out-fac’d by Bullingbrook ? 
A brittle Glory fhineth in this Face, 
As brittle as the Glory, is the Face, — 
For there it is, crackt in an hundred fhivers. 
Mark filent King, the Moral of this fport, 
How foon my Sorrow hath deftroy’d my Face. 
Bull. The fhadow of your Sorrow hath dejtroy’d 
The fhadow of your Face. 
Rich. Say that again. 
The fhadow of my Sorrow : ha, let?s fee, 
*Tis very true, my ‘ vricf lies all within, 
And thefe external Manners of Laments, 
Are meerly fhadows to the unfeen Grief, 
That fells with filerce in the tortur’d Soul. 
There lies the Subftance: And I'thank thee, 
For thy great bounty, that not only giv’it 
Me Caule to wail, ‘but teacheit me the way 
How to lament the Caufe. Plebég one boon, 
And then be gone, ‘and trouble-you no more. 
Shall I obtain it ? 
Bull. Name it, fait Coufin. 
Rich. Fair Coulin! Iam greater than a King: 
For when | was a King, my Flatterers 
Were then but Subjects ; being now aSubject, 
I have a King here to my Flatterer : 
Being fo great, I have no need to beg. 
Bull, Yet ask. 
Rich. And fhall 1 have? 
Bull. You hall.” 
Rich, Then give me leave to go. 
Bull, Whither ? 
Rich. Whither you will, fo I were from your fight. 
Bull, Go fome of you, convey him to the Tower. 
Rich, Oh good: convey : Conveyers are you all, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 
Bull, OnWednefday next we folemnly fet down 
Our Coronation : Lords, prepare your felves. 
‘Abbot. A woful Pageant have we here beheld. 
Carl. The woe’s to come, the Children yet unborn, 
Shall feel this day as fharpto them as thorn. 
Aum, You holy Clergy-men, is there no Plot? 
Torrid the Realm of thispernicious Blot ? 
Abbot. Before l freely {peak my mind herein, 
| You fhall not only take the Sacrament, 
To bury ming intents, but alfo:to effect 
What ever I fhall happen to devife. - 
| fee your Brows are full of difcontent, 
Your Hearts of Sorrow, and your Eies of Tears, 
Come home with me to Supper, Ple lay a Plot 
Shall fhew us all a merry day. 


King, 


Adus Quintus, Scéna Prima. 
\ Eater Queen, aud Ladies, 


On. This way the King will come : This is the way 
To Julins Cafar’s ill-erected Tower, BS. Me 
To whofe flint Bofom, my condemned Lord 
Is doom’d.a Prifoner, by proud Bullingbrook, 
Here Jet us reft, if this Rebellions Earth 
Have any reiting for her true Kings Queen. 
Enter Richards.and Guard. 
| But foft, but fee,/ or rather donot fee, 
My fair Rofe wither ; Yet look ups, behold, 
That you in pity may diflolve todew, . 
And wath him freft again with true-love Tears. 


LExeunt. 


[Exeunt, 


-| To worthy Danger, and deferved Death. 


where old Troy did ftand, 
Thou Map of Honour, thou King Richards Tomb, 
And not Kirt Richard: thou moft beauteous Inn, 
Why fhould hard-favour’d erief be lodg’d in thee, 
When Triumph is become an Ale-houle Gueft # 

Rich. Joyn not with Grief, fair Woman do not fo, 
To make my End too fudden: Leara, good Soul, 
To-think our former State’a happy Dream, 

From which awak’d, the truth of what we are 

Shews us but this. Iam fworn Brother (Sweet) 

To grim neceflity 5 and he and I 

Will keepa League till death. High thee to France,’ 
And Cloyfter thee in fome Religious Houfe : 

Our holy lives muft wina new World’s Crown, 
Which our Prophane Hours here have ftricken down. — 

Qu, What, is my Richard both in fhapeandmind 
Transform’d and weaken’d ? Hath Bullngbrook, lt 
Depos’d thine Intellect ?, hath he been in thy Heart ? geen 
The Lyon dying thrufteth forth his Paw, a 
And wounds the Earth, if nothing elfe, with rage. 
To be o’re-powr’d : And wilt thou, Pupil-like, 
Take thy Correction mildly, kifs the Rod, 

And fawn on Rage with bafe Humility, 
Which art a Lyon and a King of Bealts ? 

Rich. A King of Beats indeed: If ought but Bealts, 
i had been ftilla happy King of men. —. 
Good (fometuume) Queen prepare thee hence for Frame: || 
Tiink Iam dead, and thateven here thou tak’, 7] 
A; from my Death-bed, my laft-living leave. 

In Winters tedious Nights fic by the Fire es 5 

With good old folks, and let them tell thee Tales...) 

Of woful Ages, longago betide: it 

And e’re thou bid good-night, to quit their Grief, 

Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, VE 

And fend the hearers weeping to their Beds : 

For why ? the fenfelefs Brands will fympathize 

The heavy accent-of my moving Tongue, 

And in compaflion weep the Fire out : 

And fome will mournin Athes, fome coal-black, 

For the dépofing of a rightful King. ne 
_ Enter Northumberland. aro. 

North. My Lord, the mind of Bullingbrook.is chang 
You mult to Pomfret, not unto the Tower, } 
And Madam, there isorder ta’ne for you: . 
With all fwift fpeed, you muft away to France. : 

Rich. Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Bullingbrook afcends my, Throne, oft AT 
The time fhal} not be many Hours of age, 
Morethan itis, e’re-foulin, .gathering head, 

Shall break into Corruption : thou fhalt think, 
Though he divide the Realm, and give thee half)... 
It istoo little, helpingshim to all : 
all think, that thou which know7ft the way 
o plant unrightful Kings, wilt know again, 
Being ne’re fo little urg?d, another way, 


Ah thou, the Model, 


. 
. ‘ | 
To pluck him headlong from, th’ ufurped-Thromey 
The Love of wicked Friends converts to Fear; 9. 
That Fear to Hate, and Hate turns oné, or both, . 


North, My guilt be.onmy heady, and.there’s anend 
Take leave, and part, for you muft part forthwith: a 
Rich. Doubly divored ? (bad men) ye violate. 5 
A two-fold Marriage ?, 2wixt my Crown and me.ryfh |} 
And then betwixt.me, andmy martied Wife, 7 yal 
Let me unkifsthe Oath, ’twixt theeandme:. °~ «|| 
And yet not fo, for witha kifS twasmade.. |} 
Part us Worthumberland ;.1, towards the North “a ae 
Where fhivering Cold and Sicknefs pines Pe Chitess 
My Queen to France:. from whencey fet. forth, imPomPs 
She came adorned hither like fweet May, , 
Sent back like Hollominas, . or-thort ‘ft ns day. ee ig! 
- Qu, And muft.we be divided ? muit we part ? 1 bod 
Rch.\,hand from and (my:Loye).and heart from heat 
Qu. Banith us both, and fend.th. King with me: 1) 


ni 
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North. That were fome Love, but little Policy. 
Qu. Then whither he goes, thither let me ga. 

Rich, So two together weeping, make one woe, 
‘Weep thou for me in Frauce,1 for thee here: 


[Better far off than near, be ne’re the near 


‘Go, count thy way with fighs,] mine with groans. 
Qu. So longeft way, fhall have the loageft moans. 
Rich. Twice for one itep Ile groan, the way being fhort, 
And piece the way ont with a heavy heart. 
Come, come in wooing Sorrow leis. be brief, 
Since wedding it, there isfuch length in Grief: 
One Kifs fhall itop our mouths, and dumbly part ; 
Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy Heart. 
| Qu. Give me mine own again: twere no good part, 
To take on me to keep, and kill thy Heart. 
So, now I have mine own again, be gone, 
That I may ftrive to kill it witha groan. 
Rich. \We make Wo. wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more adieu; the reft let Sorrow fay. [ Exeunt. 


Scana Secunda. 
Pie York and his Dutchefs. 


Dut. My Lord, you told me you would tell the ref, 
When weeping made you break the Story off, 
Of our two Coufins coming into London, 
Yor. Where did I leave? 
Dut. At that fad ftop, my Lord, 
Where rude mis-govern’d hands, from Windows tops, 
Threw duft and rubbith on King Richards Head. 
Yor, Then, as! faid, the Duke (great Bullingbrook) 
Mountéd upon a hot and fiery Steed, 
Which his afpiring Rider feem’d to know, 
With flow, but ftately pace, kept on his courfe : 
Whiie all tongues cry’d, God fave thee, Bullingbrook, 
You would have thought the very Windows fpake, 
So many greedy looks of young and old, 
Through Cafements darted their defiring Eies 
Upon his Vifage-: and that all the Walls 
With painted Imagery had faid at once, 
Jefu ‘preferve thee, welcome, Bullingbrook, 
Whilff he, from one fide to the other turning, 
Bare-headed lower than his proud Steeds neck, 
Befpeak them thus: I thank you Country-men : 
And thus ftill doing, thus he paft along. 
Datch, Alas! poor Richard, where rides he the whilit ? 
Yor. Asin a Theater, the Eies of men 
After a well-grac’d Actor leaves the Stage, 
Are idely bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious - 
Eyen fo, or with much more contempt, mens Eies, 
Did fcowle on Richard: no man ery’d, Ged fave him ; 
No joyful Tongue gave him his welcome home, 
But duit was thrown upon his Sacred Head, 
Which with fach gentle forrow he fhogk off, 
His Face ftill combating with Tears and Smiles 
(The Badges of his Gricf and Patience ) 
That had not God (for fome ftrong purpofe) fteel’d 
The hearts of men, they muft perforce have melted, 
And Barbarifmit felf have pittied him, 
But Heaven hatha hand in thefe Events, 
To whofe high Will we bound our calm Contents. 
To Bullingbrock, are we {worn Subjects now, 
Whofe State, and Honour, | for aye allow. 
Enter Aumerle. 
Dut. Here comes my Son Aumerle, 
Tor, Aumerle that was, = 
But that is loft, for being Richard?s Friend, 
And Madam, you mutt call him Rutland now : 
] am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 
And lafting Fealtic in the new-made King, 
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| Dut. Welcome my Son: who are the Violets now, 
That ftrew the green Lap.of the new-come Spring ? 

| Aum, Madam, | know.not, nor | greatly care not, 
God knows I had as lief be none, as one. 

Yor. Well, bear you well in this new-{pring of time,” ’ 
Leaft you be cropt before you come to prime. 

What News from Oxford ? Hold thofe Jufts and T riumphs 

Anum. For ought know, my Lord, they do. 

Yor. You will be there I know. 
Aum. \f God prevent . not, I purpofe fo. 
Yor, What Seale is that that hangs without thy Bofom ? 
Yea, look’ thou pale ? let me fee the Writing. 
Aum, My Lord, tis nothing. 
Yor No matter then who fees it, 
I will be fatisfied, let me fee the Writing. 

um, 1 do befeech your Grace to pardon me, 
It is a niattet of fimall Confequence, 
Which for fome Reafons I would not: have feen, 

Yor, Which for fome Reafons, Sir; 1 mean to fee ; 

tI fear, ‘Hfear, 

Dut. What fhould you fear ? 

’ Tis nothing but fome.Bond, that heis enter?’d into 
For gay Apparel, againit the Triumph. ayy 
Tor. Bound to himfelf? VVhat doth he witha Bond 
That ke is bound to? V Vife, thou art a Fool: 

Boy, let me {ee the Writing. 
Aum, 1 Go befeech you pardon me, I may not fhew it. 
Yor, 1 will be fatisfed, let me fee it,l fay, [Smatches sr, 
Treafon, foul Treafon, Villain Traitor, Slave. 
Dut, What’s the matter, my ,Lord ? 
Yor, Hoa, who’s within there ? faddle my Horfe 
Heaven for his mercy: what treachery is here? 
Dut, Why, what is’t my, Lord? 
Yor, Giveme my Boots! fay: faddle my Horfe, 
Now by my Honour, my life, my Troth, 
I will appeach the Villain. 
Dut. What is the matter ? 
Yor, Peace foolifk Woman. 
Dut. {will not peace, VVhat is the matter, Son ? 
Anm, Good Mother be content, it is no more 
Then my poor life muft anfwer. . 
Dut. Thy life anfwer. 
Exter Servant with Boots. 
_ Yor. Bring my Boots, I will unto the King. 
Dut. Strike him, dumerle. Poor Boy, thou art amazd, 
Hence Villain, never more come in my fight. 
Yor. Give me my Boots, I fay. 
Dut. Why, York, what wilt thou do? 
Wilt thou not hide the trefpafs of thine own? 
Have we more Sons? or are we like to have ? 
Is not my teeming date drunk up with Time? 
And wilt thou pluck my fair Son, from mine Age, 
Aad rob me of a happy Mother’s name? 
Is he not like thee ? is he not thine own ? 

Yor, Thou fond mad VVoman: 
Wilt thou conceal this dark Confpiracy ? 
A dozen of them here have tame the Sacrament 
And interchangeably fet their hands 
To kill the King at Oxford. 

Dut. He fhall be none: 
Well keep him here: then what is that to him ? 

Yor. Away fond VVoman: where he twenty times my 
Son, I would appeach him. 

Dut, Hadi thou groan’d for himas I have done, - 
Thou would{t be more pittiful : 
But now I know thy mind 3; thou doft fufpect ) 
That I have been difloyal to thy Bed, 
And that he is a Baftard, not thy Son; 
Sweet York, fweet Husband, be not of that mind ; 
He isas like thee, asa man may be, 

Not like to me, nor any of my Kin, 
And yet I love him. ; =| 
Yor. Make way, unruly VVoman. LExn.) 
Dut, After Aumerle, Mount thee upon his Horfe, 
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laa AO Te RR a ae rea 
Spur poft, and get before him to the King, 
And beg thy Pardon, e’re he do accufe thee, 
Ple not be long behind : though I be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as faft as Tork : 
And never will 1 rife up from the ground, 
Till Bullingbrookhave pardon’d thee: Away,be gon. [Exit. 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter Bullingbrook, Percie, and other Lords. 


Bull. Can no man tell of my unthrifty Son ? 
>Tis fall three Months fince I did fee him laft. 
If any plague hang over us, ’tis he: 
I would to Heaven (my Lord) he might be found, 
Enquire at London, ’mongft the Taverns there : 
For there (they fay ) he daily doth frequent, - 
With unreftrained loofe Companions, 
Even fuch (they fay) as ftand in narrow Lanes, 
And rob our VVatch, and beat our Paflengers, 
Which he (young, wanton, and effeminate Boy ) 
Takes on the point of Honour, to fupport 
So diffolutea Crew. 
Per. My Lord, fome two days fince I faw the Prince, 
And told him of thefe Triumphs held at Oxford. 
_ Bull, And what faid the Gallant? 
Per, His anfwer was: he would unto the Stews, 
And from the common’{ft Creature pluck. a Glove 
And wear it as a Favour, and with that 
He would unhorfe the luftieft Challenger. 
Bull, As diffolute as defp’rate, yet through both, 
{I fee fome fparks of better hope : which elder days 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 
Enter Aumerle. ; 
* Aum, Where is the King ? 
Bull. What means our Coufin, that he ftares 
And looks fo wildly ? 
Aum, God fave your Grace. 1 do befeech your Majefty 
To have fome conference with your Grace alone. 
Bull, Withdraw your felves, and leave us here alone: 
What isthe matter with our Coufin now ? 
Aum. For ever may my Knees grow to the Earth, 
My ‘Tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 
Unlefs a Pardon, ere I rife or fpeak. 
Bull. Intended or committed was this Fault ? 
If on the firft, how hainous e’re it be, 
To win thy after-love I pardon thee, 
Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn the Key, 
That no man enter till the , Tale be done. 
Bull, Have thy defire. [York within, 
Tor. My Liege beware, look to thy felf, . 
Thou haft a Traitor in thy Prefence there. 
Bull, Villain, Ple make thee fafe. 
Aum. Stay thy revengefal hand, thou haft no caufe to fear. 
Yor. Open the door, fecure foul-hardy King : 
Shall I for love fpeak Treafon to thy face? 
Open the door, or! will break it open. 
Enter York. 
Bull, What isthe matter(Uncle) fpeak, recover breath, 
Tell us how near is danger, 
That we may arm us to encounter it. ; 
Yor. Perufe this Writing here, and thon fhalt know 
The reafon that my hafte forbids me fhow. 
Aum, Remember’as thou read?it thy promife paft : 
I do repent me, read not my Name there, 
My Heart is not confederate with my Hand. 
| Yor. It was (Villain) ere thy handdid fet it down. 
I tore it from the Traitors bofom, King. 
Fear and not Love, begets his Penitence ; 
| Forget to pity him, leaft thy pity prove 
ee that will fting thee to the heart. 
Buil, Ohheinous, ftrong, and bold Confpiracy, 


O loyal Father of a treacherous Son: 
Thou fheer, immaculate, and filver Fountain, 
From whence this {tream, thourgh muddy paflages — 
Hath had his current, and defil’d himfelf. 
Thy overflow of good, converts to bad, 
And thine abundant goodnefs fhall excufe 
This deadly blot, in thy digrefling Son. 
Yor. So fhall my Vertue be his VicesBawd,- - 
And he fhall fpend mine Honour with his fhame: 
As thriftJefs Sons their fcraping Fathers Gold, 
Mine Honour lives when his Difhonour dies, 
Or my fhame?d life in his Difhonour lies ; 
Thou kil’ft me in his life, giving him breath, 
The Traitor lives, the True mans put todeath, | 
[Dutchefs. within, 
Dut, What hoa (my Liege for Heavens fake let mein,| 
Bull, What fhrill-voic’d Suppliant makes this eager ery,|_ 
Dut. A Woman, and thine Aunt (great King)’tis],) 
Speak with me, pity me, open the door, ne | ¥ 
A Begger begs, that never begg’d before. 
Bull, Our Scene is alter’d from a ferious thing, 
And now chang’d to the Beggar, and the King: 
My: dangerous Coufin, let yonr Mother in, 
[ know the’s come to pray for your foul fin, 
Yor. lf thou-do pardon, whofoever pray, 
More fins, for this forgivenefs, profper may, I 
This fefter’d joynt cut off the reft refts found, ~~) 
This let alone, will all the reft confound. Ber | 


Enter Dutchefs, Be 
Dut. O King, believe not this hard hearted man, 


Love, loving notit felf, none other can. Mi. 
Yor. Thou frantick Woman, what doft thoumakehere, | 

Shall thy old Dags once more a Traitor rear? . 
Dut, Sweet York.be patient, hear me gentle Liege, 
Bull. Rife up good Aunt. 

Dut. Not yet I thee befeech, 

For ever will I kneel upon my Knees, 

And never fee day that the happy fees, 

Till thou give joy : until thou bid me joy, 

By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgrefling Boy. ai 
Aum, Unto my Mother’s Prayers, I bend my Knee | 
York. A gainft them both, my true Joynts bended be] 
Dut. Pleads he in earneft ? Look upon his face, — ~ 

His Eyes do drop no Tears : his Prayers are in jealbs | 

His words come from his Mouth, ours from our Brealh | 

He prays bnt faintly, and would be deny’d, 

We pray with heart and foul, and all befide: 

His weary Joynts would gladly rife, I know, ns 

Our Knees fhall kneel, till to the ground they, grow: 

His prayersare full of falfe Hyrocrifie, 

Ours of true zeal, and deep integrity : Fi 

Our Prayers do out-pray his, then let them have 

That Mercy, which true Prayers ought to have. 

Bull, Good Aunt fland up. 
Dut. Nay, do rot fay ftand up. 

But pardon firft, and afterwards ftand up. ee C 

And if I were thy Nurfe, thy Tongue toteach, 

Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpecch. Ree 

I never long?d to hear a word till now : ie 

Say Pardon (King ) let pity teach thee how. 

The word is fhort, but not fo fhort as {weet, 

No word like Pardon, for Kings Mouths fo meet. 5 
Yor. Speak it in French ( King) fay Pardowne moj. |) 
Dut. Dolt thou teach Pardon, Pardon to deftroy? | 

Ah my fowre Husband, my hard-hearted Lord, = 

That fer’t the word it felf, againft the word. 

Speak Pardon as’tis currant in our Land, 

The choopping French we do not underftand. - 


| Thine Eye begins to fpeak, fet thy Tongue there 


Or in thy piteous Heart, plant thouthine Ear, . —|__ 

That hearing how our Plaints and Prayers do pierce | 

Pity may move thee, pardon.to rehearfe. ; 
Bull. Good Aunt ftand up. 
Dut. 1 do not fue to ftand, 
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Pardon is all the fuit I have in hand. 
, Bult. | pardon him, as Heaven fhall pardon me. 
ly Dut. O happy vantage of a Kneeling Knee : 
. Yet am I fick for fear: {peak ic again, 
Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twain, 
But makes one Pardon ftrong. . 
Bull, {Pardon him with all my heart. 
N Dut. A God on Earth thou art. 
bre Bul, But for our trufty Brother-in-Law, the Abbot, 
MI With all the reft of that conforted Crew, 
cy Deftruction ftreight fhall dog them at the heels: 
: Good Uncle help to order feveral Powers 


Think that I am un-king’d by Bullingbrook., 
And freight am nothing. But what e’re | am, AMusfick:. 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is, ' 
With nothing fhall be pleas’d, till he be eas’d 
With being nothing. Mufick do I hear ? 

Ha, ha? keep time: How fowr fweet, Mofick is, 
When time is broke, and no proportion kept ? 
So isit in the Mufick of mens lives : 

And here have I the daintinefs of ear 

To hear time broke ina diforder’d ftring ¢ 

But for the Concord of my State and Time, 
Had not an Ear to hear my true Time broke. 


7 To Oxford, or where-e’re thefe Traitors are : \ wafted Time, and now doth Time waite me: 
t | They fhall not live within this world, I fwear, For now hath Time made me his numbring Clocks 
ij = | But I will have them once know where. 


My Thoughts are Minutes ; and with Sighs they jar, 
Their Watches to mine Eies, the outward Watct,~ 
Whereto my Finger, like a Dials point, 
Is pointing ftill, in cleanfing them from tears, 
Now, Sir, the foxind that telis what Hour it is, 
Are clamorous Groans; that ftrike upon my Heart, 
Which isthe Bell : fo Sighs, and Tears, and Groans, » 
Shew Minotes, Hours, and Times: O but my Time 
Runs potting on, in Bullingbrook’s proud joy, s 
While I ftand fooling here, his Jack o’th’Clock. 
This Mufick mads me, let it found no more, 
For though it have -holp mad men-to their Wits, 
In me it feems, it will make wife men mad : 
Yet bleiling on his heart, that gives it me; 
For ’tis a fign of love, and love to Richard, 
Isa ftrange Brooch, in’ this all-hating world. 
Enter Groom, 
Groo. Hail, Royal Prince. 
Rich. Thanks, Noble Peer. 
The cheapeft of us, is ten groats too dear, 
What art thou ? and how com’ft thou hither? 
Where no man ever comes, but that fad Do ; 
That brings me Food, to make Misfortune live ? + 
709. I wasa poor Groom of thy Stable (King) -'+ 
When thou wer’t King, who travelling towards York} 
With much ado, at length have gotten leave, 
To look upon my (fometimes Royal ) Mafter’s Face, 
O how it yearn’d my heart, when I beheld 
In London-Streets, that Coronation day, 
VVhen Bulling brook, rode on Roan Barbary, 
That Horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid, 
That Horfe, that I fo carefully have dreft. 
Kich, Rode he on Barbary ? tell me, gentle Friend 
How went he under him ? = : 
Groo, So proudly, as if he had difdain’d the ground, | 
Kich, So proud, that Ballingbrook, was on his back ; | 
That Jade hath eat Bread from my Royal Rand. ° | 
This Hand hath made him proudwwith clapping him, 
Would he not ftumble ? would he not fall down 
(Since pride muft have a fall) and break the neck 
Of that proud man, that did ufurp his back ? 
Forgivenefs, Horfe: why do I rail on thee, 
Since thou, created to be aw’d by man, 
Was’t born to bear ? I was not made a Horfe, 
And yet I bear a burthen like an Afs, 
Spur-gall’d, and tyr’d by jauncing Bullingbrock, 
Enter Keeper mith a dith, 
Keep. Fellow, give place, here is no longer ftay, 
Rich, If thou love me, “tis time thou wert away, 
Groo. What my Tongue dares not,that my Heart fhall fay, 
CE xit. 


cht Uncle farewel, and Coufin adieu : 
sy | Your Mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true. 
ath Dut. Come my old Son, I pray Heaven make thee new. 
7 ‘ PExit. 
; Enter Exton and Servant. 
Ext. Didft thou not mark the King what words he fpake ? 
Have I no Friend will rid me of this living fear : 
Was it not fo ? 

Ser. Thofe were his very words. 

Ex, Have I no Friend? (quoth he :) he {pake it twice, 
And urg?d it twice together, did he not ? 

Ser, He did. 

Ex. And {peaking it, he wiftly look’d on me, 
As who fhall fay, 1 would thou wert the man 
That would divorce this terror from my heart ; 
Meaning the King at Pomfret : Come, let’s go, 
I am the Kings Friend, and will rid his Foe. [Exir. 


Sr 


Scana Quarta, 


sat Enter Richard. 


Rich. I have been ftudying, how to compare 
gi | This Prifon where | live, unto the World; 

| | And for becaufe the World is populous, 
g | And here is not a Creature but my felf, 
I cannot do it: yet I’le hammer’t out. 
My Brain, I’le prove the Female to my Soul, 
My Soul, the Father : and thefe two beget 
| A Generation of ftill breeding Taoughts, 
And thefe fame Thoughts, People this little World 
In humours, like the People of this World, 
For no Thought is contented. The better fort, 
As Thoughts of things Divine, are intermixt 
With Scruples, and do fet the Faith it felf 
Againft the Faith:asthus:Come little ones:and then again, 
It is as hard to come, as for a Camel 
Tothreed the Poftern of a Needles eye, 
Thoughts tending to Ambition they do plot 
Unlikely Wonders; how thefe vain weak Nails 
May tear a paflage though the Flinty ribs 
Of this hard World, my ragged Prifon Walls: 
And for they cannot, dye in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themfelves, 
That they are not the firft of Fortunes Slaves, 
Nor fhall not be the laft. Like filly Beggars, 
Who fitting in the Stocks, refuge their fhame 
That many have, and others muft {it there ; 
‘| And in this Thought, they find a kind of eafe, 
| Bearing their own Misfortune on the back 
Of factras have before endur’d thedike. — 
Thus play i in one Prifon, many people, 
And none contented. Sometimes am 1. King : 
‘| Then Treafon makes me wih my felfa Beggar, 

And fo lam. Then crufhing Penury, 
Perfwades me, I was better whena King : : 
Then antl King’d again: and by and by, 


Keep. My Lord, wil’t pleafe you to fall to ? 
Rich, TVafte of it firft, as thou wer’t wont to do. 
Keep. My Lord, I dare not: Sir Pierce of Exton, 
Who lately came from th’King,;commands the contrary, 
Rich, The Devil take Henry of Laneafter, and thee - 
Patience is ftale, and I am weary of it, i 
Keep. Help, help, help, 
Enter Exton and Servants. 
Ri. How now? what means death in this rude affanlt ; 


Ee 2 Villain 
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Villain, thine own hand yields thy deaths Inftrument, That fought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 
1 Gothou and fill another Room in Hell. Bull. Thy pains Fitx-waters, fhall notbe forgot, . 
: [Exton ftrikes him down. Right Noble is er weapon Leer 
and fhall burn in never- uenching Fire, nter Percy ana Wallies eS 
a thus my ion eine ‘iy fierce Hand, Per. The grand Confpirator, Abbot of Weftminfter, ts 
Hath with the Kings Blood, ftain’d the KingsownLand. | With clog of Confcience, and ome Melancholy, 
Mount, mount my Soul, thy Seat is up on high, Hath yielded up his Body to the Grave : 
Whilft my: grof flefh finks downward here to dye. But here is Carlile, living toabide 
Exton. As full of Valour as of Royal Blood, Thy Kingly doom, and fentence of his pride, 
Both havel fpilt : Oh would the deed were good, Bull. Carlile, this is your doom: 
For now the Devil that told me [did well, Chufe out fome fecret place, fome reverend Room 
Says, that this Deed is chronicled in Hell. More than thou haft, and with itjoy thy felf : 
This dead King to the living King Ple bear, So as thou liv’ft in peace, dye free from ftrife ; 
Takehence the reft, and give them burial here. [E£xit. | For though mine Enemy thou haft ever been, 
High fparks of Honour in thee have I feen. 
OO Enter Exton with a Cofpa. ; 
. Exton. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent _ 
Scena Quint A. Thy buried fear. Herein all breathlefs lies ; 
: The mightielt of thy greatcft Enemies, 
Flourifh, Enter Bullingbrook, York, with other Richard of Bourdeaux by me hither brought. 
" Lords and Attendants. | Bull, Exton\ thank thee not, for thon haft wroy oh 
A Deed of Slaughter with thy fatal Hand, | 
Bull, Uncle York, the lateft News we hear, Upon my Head, and all this famous Land. Me 
Is that the Rebels have confun’d with Fire Ex. From your own Mouth my Lord, did this Dee 
Our Town of Giceter in Gloucester{hire, Bull. They love not Poyfon, that do Poyfon need, 
But whether they be tane or flain, we hear not. Nordol thee: though! did with him dead, 
~~” Enter Northumberland. I hate the Murtherer, love him murthered, te 
Welcome, my Lord : what is the News? The Guilt of Confcience take thou for thy labour, i 
Nor. Firft tothy Sacred State wilh I all happinefs : But neither my Good Word, nor Princely Favour, | 
The next News is, Ehave to London fent With Caiz go wander through the fhade of night, ‘ 
The Heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent : And never fhew thy head by day, nor light, : 
The manner of their taking. may appear Lords, I proteft my Soul is full of Wo, es 
At large difcourfed in this Paper here. That Blood fhould fprinkle me, and make me grow, 
Bull. We thank thee gentle Percey for thy pains, Come mourn with me, for that fdo lament, ~~ 
And to thy Worthwilladd right worthy Gains. And put on fullen blackincontinent ; . 
Enter Fitz-waters. Ple make a Voyage to the Holy-land, 
Fitz. My Lord, [have from Oxford fent to London, To wah this Blood off from my Guilty Hand, 
The Heads of Broccas, and Sir Bennet Seely, March fadly after, grace my Mourning here, 
' | Two of the dangerous conforted Traytors, In weeping after this untimely Beer. 
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Enter the King, Lord John of Lancafter,* Earl 
of Weltmerland, wath others, 


King, 


O thaken as we are, fo wan with Care, 
Find wea time for frighted Peace to pant, 
And breathe fhort winded accents of new Broils 
To be commenc’d in Storms afar remote : 
No more the thirfty Entrails of this Soy], 
Shaii damb her lips with her own Childrens blood : 
No more fhall trenching War channel her Fields, 
Nor bruife her Flowrets with the armed Hoofs 
Of Hoftile Paces. Thofe oppofed Eyes, : 
Which like the Meteors of a troubled Heaven, 
All of one Nature, of one Subftance bred, 
Did lately meet in the inteftine fhock, 
And furious clofe of civil Butchery, 
Shall-now in mutual well-befeeming Ranks 
March all one way, aud be no more oppos’d 
Againft Acquaintance, Kindred, and ‘Allies, , 
The edge of War, like an ill-fheathed Knife, 
No more fhall cut his Mafter, Therefore, Friends, 
As far as to the Sepulchre of Chrift, 
Whofe Souldier now, under whofe blefled Crofs 
Weare imprefled, and engag’d to fight, 
Forthwitha Power of Evgli{h fhall we levy, 
W hofe Arms were moulded in theit Mother’s W omb, 
To chafe thefe Pagans in thofe holy Fields, 
-| Over whofe Acres walk?d thofe blefled feet 
Which fourteen hundred years ago were nail’d 
For our advantage on the bitter Cro{s, 
But this ovr purpofe is a Twelvemonth old, 
And bootlefs ’tis to tell you we will co - 
Therefore we meet not now. Then let me hear 
Of you my gentle Coufin Weftmerland, 
|. What yefternig ht our Council did decree 
In forwarding this dear Expedience, " * 
Weft. My Liege :. This hafte was hot in queftion, 
And many limits of the Charge fet down 
But yefternight: Wohenall athwart there came 
A Poft from Wales, loaden with heavy News; 
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As by difcharge of their Artillery 


| Ten thonfand bold Scors, two and twenty Knights 
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The Firk Part of 


HENRY IV. 


with the Life and Death of 


PEN Ree 


Sirnamed H O T-S PU R. 


Aitus Primus, Scana Prima. 


. : ies 9 
Leading the menof Herefordjhire to fight 


Whofe worft was, That the Noble Afrtimer 

Againit the irregular and wild Glendower, 
Was by the rude hands of that Welfhman taken, 
And a thoufand of his People butchered; _- 
Upon whofe dead Corps there was fuch mifufe, 
Such beaftly, fhamelefs transformation, ~~, 
By thofe Wel{hwomen done, as may not be” ~ 
(Without much fhame) re-told or fpoken of, ‘ 

King. 1t feems then, that the tidings of this Broil, 
Brake off our bufinefs for the Holy Land, 

Weft. This matcht, with other like ; my gracioys Lord, 
Far more uneven and unwelcome News . ‘ 
Came from the North, and thus it did report : 
On Holy-Rood day, the gallant Lot {pur there, 
Young /arry Percy, and brave Archibald, 
That ever-valiant and appproved Scot, 

At Holmedon met, where they did {pend 
A fad and bloody hout : 

And fhape of likelihood the News was told : 
For he that brought them, in the very Heat 
And pride of their Contention, did take Horfe, 
Uncertain of the iffue any way. 

King. Here isa dear and.true induftrious Friend, 
Sir. Walter Blunt, new'lighted from his Horfe, 
Staind with the variation of each Soyl, 
Betwixt the Holmedox, and this Seat of’ ours: 

And he hath brought us fmooth and welcome News. 
The Earl of Dowglzs is difeomfited, 


Bath. 


y Balk’t in their own blood did Sir Walrer {ce 


On Holmedon?s Plains.” OF Prifoners, Hot {pur took, 
Mordake Earl of Fife, and eldeft Son 
To beaten Domglas, and the’Earl of Athol, 
| Of Marry, Angus, and Asenteith. 
And is not this an Honourable Spoyl ? 
A gallant Prize ? Ha, Coufin, is it not ? In faith it is, 
Weft. A Conquelt for a Prince to boaft of. 
King. Yea, there thou maki me fad, and mak’ ft me fin, 
In envy, that my lord Worthumberland 
Should be the Father of fo bleft a Son ; 
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A Son, who is the Theam of Honour’s Tongue : 
Amongift a Grove, the very ftreighteft Plant, 
Who is {weet Fortune’s Minion, and her pride: 
Whilft} by looking on the Praife of him, 
See Ryot and Difhonour ftain the Brow ; 
Of my young Harry. O that it could be prov’d, 
That fome Night-tripping Fayry had exchang?d, 
In Cradle cloaths, our Children where they lay, 
And call’d mine Percy, his Plantagenet + 
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine : 
But let him from mythoughts. What think you Coze 
OF this young Percie’s Pride ¢ The Prifoners, 
Which fe in this Adventure hath furpriz’d, 
To his own ufe he keeps, and fends me word 
i fhall have none but A/ordake Earl of Fife. 

Weft. This is his Uncles teaching. This is Worcefter, 
Malevolent to you in all Afpects: 
Which makes hitn prune himfelf, aind briftle up 
The creft of Youth againft your Dignity. : 

Kino. But I have fent for him to anfwer this : 
And for this caufe awhile we muft neglect 
Our holy purpofe to Ferufalem. ; 
Coufin, on Wednefday next, our Council we will hold 
At Windfor, fo inform the Lords, 
But come your felf with fpeed to us again, 
For nore is to be faid, and tobe done, 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 

Weft. 1 will, my Liege. 


a 


Scana Secunda. 


[Exeunt. 


nter sary Pria ce of Wales,Si John Fal- 
ftaff, and Poins. 


Fal. Now Hal, what time of day is it Lad? 

Prince. Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking of old 
Sack and unbuttoning thee after Supper, and fleeping 
upon Benches in the afternoon, that thou haft forgotten to 
demand that truly, which thou wouldft truty know. What 
a devil Haft thou to do with the time of the day ? unlefs 
Hour’s were Cups of Sack, and Minutes Capons, and 
Clocks the Tongues of Bawds, and Dials the Signs of 
Leaping-houfes, and the blefled Sun himfelf a fair hot 
| Wench in Flame-coloured Taffata,| fee no reafon why thou 
fhouldi{t be fo fuperfluous, to demand the time of the day. 

Fal. Indeed you came neat me now, Hal, For we that 
take Purfes, go by the Moon and feven Stars, and not 
by Phebus, he, that wandring Knight fo fair. And 1 
{pray thee fweet Wag, when thou art King, as God 
fave thy Grace, Majeity 1 fhould fay, for Grace thou 
| wilt have none. 

Prince. What, ! none ? 

Fal. No, not fo muchas will ferve to be Prologue to an 
| Egg and Butter. 

| Prince. Well, how then ? Come.roundly, roundly. 

| Fal. Marty then, fweet Wag, when thou art King, 
|let not us that are Squires of the Nights-body, be call’d 
| Thieves of the days Beauty, Let us be Diana’s Forelt- 
ters, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moon :and 
{let men fay, we be men of good Government, being go- 
verned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaft Miftrefs the 
Moon, under whofe countenance we fteal. 

Prince. Thou fayft well, and it holds well too: for the 
Fortune of us thatare the Moons men, doth ebband flow 
| like the Sca, being governcd as the Sea is, by the Moon - 
| as for proof. Now a Purfe of Gold moft refolutely fnatch’d 
on Adonday night, and moft diffolutely {pent on Tuefday 
{| morning ; got with {wearing,Laid by :And fpent with cry- 
} ing, Bring in: Now in as low an ebb, as the foot of the Lad- 
| derzand by and by inas high flowas the ride of the Gallows. 
| Fal. Thou fay’ft true, Lad : And is not my Hoftefs of 
-j[ the Tavern a moft fweet Wench ? 
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: — 
Prince, Asis the Honey, my old Lad of the Caftle: and] 
is not a Buff Jerkin a moft fweet Robe of durance? 
Fal. How, how ? how now mad Wag ? What in thy} 
quips and thy quiddities ? Whata Plague have 1 to dol 
with a Buff Jerkin ? 
Prince. Why, what a Pox have | to do with my Hofte§ 
of the Tavern ? si 
Fal, Well, thou haft call’d her toa reckoning many 
atime and oft. fe 
Prince. Dic I ever call thee for to pay thy part ey 
Fal. No; Vle give thee thy due, thou haft paid all there, 
Prince, Yea and elfewhere, fo far as my Coyn would 
{tretch, and where it would not, 1 have us’d my Credit.) — 
Fal. Yea, and fo usd it, that were it here apparent,| 
that thou art Heir apparent. But I prythee fweet Wap} 
fhali there be Gallows itanding in England when thouart 
King ? and Refolution thus fobb’d as it is, with the rufty) 
curb ofold Father Antick the Law? Do not thouwhen| — 
thou art a King, hanga Thief. ; 
Prince. No, thou shalt. 
Fal, Shall 1 ? O rare / I’le be a brave Judge,’ 
Prince. Thou judgeft falfe already. 1 mean, thou halt 
have the hanging of the Thieves, and fo becomea rare), 
Hangman. fat 
Fal. Well, Hal, well: and in fome fort it jumps with) 
my humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I cantell yon) 
Prince. For obtaining of Suits ? | 
Fal. Yea, for obtaining of Suits, whereof the Hang-) 
man hath no lean Wardrobe. Iam as Melancholy asa 
Gyb-Cat, or alugge’d Bear. 
Prin, Or an old Lion, or a Lovers Lute. 
Fal. Yea, or the Drone of a Lincolnfhire Bagpipe. 
Prin, What fay’ft thou to a Hare, or the Melanchollyof | 
Moor-Ditch ? 
Fal. Thou haft the moft unfavoury fimiles,and art indeed | 
the moft comparative rafcalleft {weet young Prince. 
Hal, \prythee trouble me no more with vanity,1m 
thou and I knew, where a Commodity of good Names were 
to be bought : an old Lord of the Council rated me the 
other day in the ftreet about you, Sir ; but 1 mark’d him 
not, and yet he talk’d very wifely, but I regarded hit 
and yet he talkt wifely, andin the ftreettoO. | 
Prince. Thou dist well: for no man regards it 
Fal. O, thou haft damnable iteration, and art indeed: 
ble to corrupt a Saint. Thou haft done much harmumto 
me, Hal, God forgive thee for it. Before] knew thet, Mh 
I knew nothing : and now! am (ifa man fhould fpeakt a H 
little better than one of the wicked. I muft give over ths 
life, and I will give it over : and 1 donot, lama ¥ 
Ile be damned for never a Kings Son in Chriftendow. 
Prin. Where fhal] we take a Purfe to morrow J® 
Fal. Where thou wilt, Lad, Ple make one + 4 | do 
not, call me Villain, and baffle me. a 
Prin, 1 feea good amendment of life in, thee: From 
Praying, to Purfe-taking, ky 
Fal. Why, Hal, tismy Vocation, Hal. *Tis no fin or | 
aman to labour in his Vocation. eee 
Poin. Now fhall we know if Gads-hill have fet 2 
Watch. O, if men were to be faved by merit, what 
in Hell were hot enough for him ? This fs the molt 
nipotent Villain, that ever cryed, Stand, to @ HUCET” 
Prin. Good morrow, Ned. eas 
Pon, Good morrow, fweet Hal. What fays Monts 
Remorfe ? What fays Sir Yehn Sack and Sugar, Jack 
How agrees the Devil and thee about thy Soll 


foldeft him on Good-Fryday laft, for a Cup of 44M" 
and a cold Capons leg ? ; pee 
Prin, Six Foon ftands to his word, the Devil fall hav’ 
his Bargain, for he was never yet a Breaker of Provet™’ 
He will give the Devil his due. ere ith 
Poin. Then art thou damn’d for keeping thy word 
the Devil. che Detil 
Prin. Elfe he had been damn’d for cozening the De 
Poin. But, my Lads, my Lads, to morrow mornl'st 
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four a Clock early at Gads-hill,there are Pilgrims going to 
Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders riding to 
“| London with fat Purfes. I have Vizards for youall; you 
have Horfes for your felves: Gads-hill lies to night in Ro- 
chester, 1 have befpoke Supper to-morrow in Eaftcheap 5 
ty we may do it as fecure as fleep: if you will go, I will tuft 
f your Purfes full of Crowns: if you will not, tarry at home 
te and be hang’d. 
Fal. Hear ye Yedward, if Itarry at home, and go not, 


But when they feldom come, they wifht-for come, 
And nothing pleafeth but rare Accidents. 
So when this loofe Behaviour | throw off, 
And pay the debt I never promifed - 

By how much better than my Word I am, 

By fo much fhall I falfifie mens Hopes, 

And like bright Metal on a fullen groud 

My Reformation glittering o’re my Fault 
Shall thew more goodly, and attraét,more Eyes, 


i Ile hang you for going, Than that which hath no foyl to fet it off. 

vi Poin, You will, Chops. Vle fo offend,.to make Offence a skill, 

1 Fal, Hal, Wilt thou make one? Redeeming time, when men think lealt I will. 

Sty Prin, Who, I rob? Ia Thief? not I. —_ teal 

iy Fal. Theres neither honeity,manhood,nor good fellow- AS 

le fhip inthee, nor thou cam’ft not of the Blood Royal, if St@éna Tertia. 

Hi thou dart not ftand for ten Shillings. : : 

sit Prin. Well then, once in my days Ple be a mad-cap. Enter the King, Northumberland: Worcefter Hot. 

it Fal, Why, that’s well {aid. «Se i Re 
Prin. Wel, come what will, I’le tarry at home. fur, ar —o bie ae iit 
Fal. Vle be a Traitor then, when thou art King. King, My blood hath been too cold and temperate, 

tle Prin, I care not. Unapt to ftir at thefe Indignities, 

lt Pon. Sir Fohn, 1 prethee leave the Prince and me a-| And you have found me; for accordingly, 

ti lone,! will lay him down fuch Reafons for this Adventure, You tread upon my Patience: But be fure, 

that he fhall go. : ; I will from henceforth rather be my felf, 

it fal. Well,may’ft thou have the {pirit of Perfwafion ;and | Mighty, and to be fear’d, then my condition, 

nh he the Ears of profiting, that what thou {peakelt, may | Which hath been fmooth as Oyl, foft as young Down, 

mi move ; and what he hears may be believed, thae the true | And therefore loft the Title of Refpect, 

bd Prince may (for recreation fake) prove a falfe Thief; for} W hich the proud ne’re pays, but to the proud. 

ir | the poot abufes of the time, want countenance. F arewell, 

Wu 


Wor. Our Houfe (my Soveraign Liege) little deferves 
The feurge of Greatnefg to be ufed on it; 
And that fame Greatnefs too, which our own hands 
Have holp to make fo portly: 

Nor. My Lord. 

King. Worcefter get thee gone: forI do fee 
Danger and Difobedience 


you thal find me in Eaft-cheap. 
Prin. Farewel the latter Spring. Farewel Allhollown 
summer, [Exiw Fal. 
Poin. Now, my good fweet honey Lord, ride with us to 
‘| morrow. I have a jeaft to execute,that I cannot manage a- 
lone. Falfaff, Harvey, Rofl, and Gads-hill, thall rob 


in thine Eye. 
ig thofe men that we have already way-laid; your felf and1] 0 Sir, your Prefence is too bold and fesemnstaee: 
‘8 will not be there: and when they have the Booty, if] And Majefty might never yet endure 
mi youand! do not rob them,cut this Head from my Shoulders. | The moody Frontier of a Servant brow 
off Prin, But how fhall we part with them in fetting forth ? | You have good leave to leave us, When we need 


0d Poin. Why, we will fet forth before or after them, and 
t appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our plea- 
fure to fail, and then will they venture upon the Exploit 
themfelves, which they have no fooner atchieved,but we’ll 
fet upon them. 

Prin. \buttis like that they will know us by our Horfes,by 
our Habits,and by every otherAppointment to be our felvs. 

Poy. Tut, our Horfes they fhall not fee, Ple tye them 
in the wood 5 our Vizards we will change after we leave 
them : ‘and Sitrah,I have Cafes of Buckram for the nonce, 
to immask our noted outward Garments. 
Prin, But! doubt they will be too hard for us. 

vo Poin. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as true 
A bred Cowards as ever turn’d back: and for the third, if 
nS he fight longer than he fees Reafon, Ple forfwear Arms. 
The vertue of this Jeaft will be, the incomprehenfible lies 
that this fat Rogue will tell us, when we meet at Supper ; 
how thirty at leaft he fought with, what wards, what 
blows, what extremities he endured ; and im the reproof 
d of this; lies the Jeaft. 
Prin. Well, Vie go with thee, provide us all things ne- 


ceflary, and meet me to morrow night in Eaftcheap, there 
sb! le fap. Farewel, 


Your ufe and counfel, we thall fend for you. 
You were avout to fpeak. 

North, Yea, my good Lord, 
Thofe Prifoners in your Highnef§ Name demanded, 
Which Harry. Percy here’at Aolmedon took, 
Were (as he fays) not with fach ftrength denyd 
As was delivered to your Majefty: 
Who either through envy, or mifprifion, 
Was guilty of this fault : and not my Son: 

Hot, My Liege, I did deny no Prifoners. 
But, | remember when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with Rage, and extteam Toyl, 
Breathlefs, and faint, leaning upon my Sword, 
Came there a certain Lord, neat and trimly dreft ; 
Frefh as a Bride-groom, and his Chin new feapt, 
Shew’d like a ftubble Land at Harveit home. 
He was perfumed like a Milliner, 
And ?twixt his Finger and his Thtimb, ke held 
A Pouncet Box: which ever and anon 
He gave his Nofe, and took’t away again: 
Who therewith angryy when it next came there, 
Took it in Snuff. And ftill he fmil’d and talked : 


And as the Souldiers bare dead bodies by, 
uP Poin, Farewel, my Lord. [Exit Posns. | He call them untaught Knaves, Uninannerly; 
Prin. 1 know you all, and will a while uphold To bring aflovenly unhandfome Coarfe 
@ . | The unyoak’d Humour of your Idlenefs : 


Betwixt the wind, and his Nobility. 

With many Holiday and Lady terms : 

He queftion’d me : Among the reft, dethanded 
My Prifoners,in your Majefties behalf. 

I then, all-fmarting with my wounds being cold, 
(To be fo peftered with a Popingay ) 

Out of my grief, and my impatience, 

Anfwet’d (neglectingly) I know not what, 

He fhould or fhould not: For he.made me mad, 


To fee him fhine fo brisk, and fmell fo fweer, 
And 
ld aS TT a A ize 


Yet herein willl imitate:the sun 

ii Who doth permit the bafe contagious Clouds 

rf #@o-fmother up his Beauty from the World ; 

That when he pleafe again to be himfelf, 

ft Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, 

(i By breaking through the foul and ugly Mifts 
Of Vapours, that did feem to ftrangle him, 

i If alj the year were playing Holidays, 

; To fport, would be as tedious as to work j 
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And talk fo like a Waiting-Gentlewoman, 
Of Guns, and Drums,and Wounds :God dave the mark ; 
And telling me, the Soveraign’it thing on Earth 
Was Parmacity, for an inward Bruife: 
And that it was great pity, fo it was, 
That Villaneus Salt-peter fhould be digg?d 
Out of the Bowels of the harmlefs Earth, 
Which many 2 good tall Fellow had deftroy’d 
So cowardly. And but for thefe vile Guns, 
He would himfelf have been.a Souldier. 
This bald, unjointed Chat of his (my Lord) 
Made me to anfwer indirectly (as | faid.) 
And I befeech you, let not this Report 
Come currant for an Accufation, 
Betwixt my Love and your high Majefty. 
Blunt. The Circumitance confidered, good my Lord, 
What ever Harry Percie then had faid, 
To fach a perfon, and in fuch a place, 
At fuch atime, with all the reft retold, 
May reafonably die, and never rife 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid, fo he unfay it now. 
King. Why. yet he doth deny his Prifoners, 
But with Provifo and Exception, 
That we at our own Charge, Shall ranfom ftreight 
His Brother-in-Law the foolith Adortimer, 
Who (in my Soul) hath wilfully betra’yd 
The lives of thofe, that he did lead to Fight, 
Againft the great Magician, damn’d-Glendower, 
Whofe Daughter (as we hear) the Earl of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our Coffers then 
Be emptied, to redeem a Traitor home ? 
Shall we buy Treafon? and indent with Fear's, 
When they have loft aid forfeited themfelves ? 
No: on the barren Mountains let him ftarve: 
For I fhall never hold that man-my. Friend, 
Whofe Tongue fhall ask me forone penny coft 
To ranfom home-revolted Adortemer. 
Hot, RevoltedsAortrmer:?. 2 EH 
| ©e never did fall off, my Soveraign Liege, .* — | 
But by the Chance of War: to prove that true, 
Needs no more but one Tongue. For all thofe 
Thofe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When ‘on the gentle Severn’s Sedgie Bank, 
In fingle oppolition hard: to hand 
| He did coptound the. beft part of an hour 
In changing hardiment with great Glemdower >. 


Three times they breath’d,and three times did they drink 


| Upon agreement. of fwift Severn’s Floodsi ve . 
Who then affrighted with their Bloody looks, 
Ran fearfully among the trembling Reeds, 

And hid his crifped-head in a hollow Bank, 
Blood-ftained with thefe valiant Combatants. 
Never did bafe, and rotten policy 

| Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds 3 

Nor never could the noble AMortemer 

Receive fo many; and all willingly : 


Then let him not be flander’d with Revolt. 


King. Thou dott belye him,Perey, thou do’ft belye him ; 


| He never did encounter with Glendower : 

I tell thee, he durftas well have met the Devil-alone, 

| As Owen Glendower for an Enemy. 

| Art thou not atham’d ? But, Sirrah, henceforth 

Let me not hear you {peak of Adortimer. 

}Send me your Prifoners with the fpeedieft means, 

| Or you fhall hear in, fuch a kind from me ra 

As will difpleafe ye. My. Lord Northumberland 

- | We licenfe your departure with-your Son, ante 
| Send us your Prifoners,or yowl;hear of it. LE xv King. 

Hot. And if the Devil. come and roar for them, 

} 1 will not fend them. 1 will after ftreight 

| And tell him fo: -for 1 will cafe my Heart, 

: Although it be with hazard of my Head. fs} tie} 

or, What? drunk with Choller?ftay and paufe awhile, 


or. 
¢ 


. 


Wounds , 
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ee ERI ene me 

Here comes your Uncle. (Enter Worcefter. | 
Hot, Speak of Adortiner ? 

Yes, I will {peak of him, and let my Soul 

Want mercy, if 1 do not joyn with him. 

tn his behalf, Pleempty all thofe Veins, 

And fhed my dear Blood drop by drop Pu? daft, 

But l will lift the downfaln A4ortemer 

As high ith? air as this uuthankful King, . 

As this ingratevand cankred Bullingbrook,, ae 
Nor. Brother, the King hath made your Nephew madi} 
Wor. Who ftrook this heat up atter 1 was gone? | 
Hot. He will (forfoo:h) have all my Prifoners: 

And when I urg’d’ the Ranfom once again 

Of my Wives Brother, then his cheek look’d pale, 

And on my Face he turn’d an Eye of death, 

Trembling even atthe Name of Mortimer, 
Wor. | cannot blame him: was he not proclaim’d . 

By Richard that dead is, the next of Blood ? 3a 
Nor. te was: Vheard the Proclamation, > 


+ 


And then it was, when the unhappy King = | = 
(Whofe wrongs in us God pardon) did:fet forth . | 
Upon his Jrifh Expedition : tei 
From whence, he intercepted, did return Ade 
To be depos’d, and fhortly murthered. a 
Wor. And for whofe. death, oles 


we in the worlds wide | 
Live fo {candaliz’d; and foully fpoken of. (mouth} 


Hot. But foft, 1 pray you; did King Richard then”) 
Proclaim my Brother Adortimer, ; eos) 
Heir. to the Crown? 7gng ieee 

Nor. He did, my felf did hear it. Tesi 

Hor, Nay then I cannot-blame his. Confin King, ae) 
That. wifh’d him on the barren Mountains ftarvd.” | 
But fhail ic be, that you that fet the Crown . 
upon the Head of this forgetful Man, 
And for his fake wore the detelted Blot 
Of murtherous Subornations ? fhallit be, 
That you-a world of Curfes undergo, 
Being the Agents, or bafe fecond Means, Tal 
The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather? | 
O pardon, if that I defcend fo low, i Soya 
To thew the Line, and. the Predicament 
Wherein you range under this fubtle King. 

Shall it for fhame, be fpokcn in thefe days, 

Or fill up Chronicles in time to come, 

That men of your Nobility and Power, 

Did gage them both in an-unjuft behalf 

(As both of you, God pardon it, have done) 

To put down Richard, that {weet lovely Rol, | 
And plantithis Thorn, this Canker Bullingbrook? 2 lee 
And fhail it in-more-fhame be further fpoken, ~~ 
That you are fool’d, difcarded and {hook off ; 
By him, for whom thefe Shames.ye underwent 4: 
No: yet time ferves, wherein: you may redeem | 
Your banifh’d Honours, and reftore:your felves 
into the good thoughts of the world:again. = 


_| Revenge the jeering: and difdain’d Gontempt 


Of this proud King, who ftudies day ‘and night 

To anfwer all the Debt he owes unto you, a 

Even with the bloody Payments of your deaths: 

Therefore I fay-——— rer, i 
Wor.- Péace, Coufin, fay no-more.:: > 

And now I will unclafp a fecret Book, 

And to.your quick conveying Difcontents, 

Ple read you Matter, deep and dangerous, 

As full of peril and. adventurous Spirit 

As to o?’re-walk a Current, roaring loud, . 


‘| On the un@iedfaft footing of a Spear. 


Hor. Vf fhe fallin, good night; or fink or Swim >} 
Send danger from:the Eaft unto thesWelt, ©. 1+ joie det 
So Honour crofs in. from the North to South,’ © || 
And let them grapple: The Bloods ore ftirs jest RE 
he aged a Lyon, re to ftart aHare, <2 
Nor. Imagination, of fome great E ites? tid 
Drives him beyond ee pattan ieee 


‘Om 


y 


* . a 


Hot, By Heaven, methinks it were an eafie leap, 
To pluck bright Honour from the pale-fac’d Moon, 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where Fadom-line could never touch the ground, 
And pluck up drowned Honour by the Locks: 

So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without Co-rival, all her Dignities : 

But out upon this half-fac’d Fellowship. 

Wor. He apprehends a world of Figures here, 
But not the Form of what he fhould attend: 
Good Coufin give me audience for a while, 

And lift to me. 

fio, 1 cry you mercy. 

Wor. Thofe fame Noble Scots 
That are your Prifoners. 

Hot, Vie keep them all. 

By Heaven, he fhall not have a Scot of them: 
No, if aScot would fave his Soul, he fhall not. 
Ple keep them, by this Hand. 

Wor. You ftart away, 

And lend no ear unto my Purpofes. 
Thofe Prifoners you fhall keep. 

Hot. Nay, | will; that?s flac: 
He faid he would not Ranfom Aéortimer : 
Forbad my Tongue to fpeak of Mortimer, 
But Iwill find him when he lies afleep, 
And in his Ear Ple holla, . A<ortimer. 
Nay, Ile havea Starling fhall be taught to {peak 
Nothing but Adortimer, and give it him, 
To keep his anger {till in motion. 

Wor, Hear you, Coufin: A word. 

4iot. All Studies here I folemnly defie, 

Save how to gall and pinch this Bullingbrook, 

And that: fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales, 
But.that J think his Father loves him not, 

And would be glad he met with fome Mifchance, 

I would have poyfon’d him with a pot of Ale. 

Wor, Farewell; Kinfman: Ple talk to you 
When you are temper’d to attend. 


Art thou, to break into this Womans mood, 
Tying thine Ear to no Tongue but thine own 2 


Netled, and ftung with Pifmiers, when I hear 
Of this vile Politician Bullingbrook, 
In Richard’s time : What de’ye call the place ? 
\A plague upon’t, it is in Glocefer-fhire : 
” Twas where the madcap Duke his Uncle kept, 
His UncleYork, wherel firft bow’d my Knee 
Unto the King of Smiles, this Bullingbrook,: 
'When youand he came back from Ravenfpurg. 
| Wor, At Barkley’ Caftle. 

ior, You fay true: 
Why what a gaudy deal of Curtefie 
This fawning Gray-hound then did proffer me. 
Look when his infant Fortune cameto age, 
And gentle Harry Percy, and kind Coufin: 
O, the Devil take fuch Cozeners; God forgive me: 
Good Uncle tell your tale, ‘for I’ have done. 

Wor. Nay, if you have not, to’t again, 
We?l flay your leifure. 

fot. V have done, infoeth. 

Wor. Then once'moreto your Scottith Prifoners, 

Deliver them up without their Ranfom ftreight, 
And make the Domglas Son your onely mean 
For Powers in Scotland: Which for divers Reafons 
Which I fhall fend you written, be aflir’d 
Will eafily be granted you, my Lord. 
Your Son in Scotland being thus employ’d, 
Shall'fecretly in the bofom creep. 
Of that fame noble Prelate, well beloy’d, 
The Arch-Bifhop. 

Fo OF York, ist not? 

Wors Trve, whobears hard 
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Till fields, and blows,and groans applaud our {port.[ Exit. 


Wor, Why what a wafp-tongu’d and impatient Fool 


ot. Why look you,1 am whipt and fcourg’d with rods? 


His Brothers death at Briffom, the Lord Stroop. 
I fpeak not this in eftimation, 
As what I think might:be, but.what I know 
fs ruminated, plotted, and fet down 
And onely ftays but to behold the face 
Of that occafion that fhall bring ig on. 
Hor, 1 fmell it: 
Upon my life, itwill do wondrous well. 
Wor. Before the game’sa foot, thou ftill lett?tt flip. 
Hor. Why, it cannot choofe but be a noble Plot, 
And then the Power of Scotland, and of York, 
To joynwith Mortimer, Ha. 
Wor. And fo they fhall. 
ffot. In faith itis exceeding well aim’d. 
Wor. Andtis no little Reafon bids us fpeed, 
To fave our Heads, by raifing of a Head : 
For, bear our felves as even as we can, 
The King will always think him in our debt, 
And think we think-our felves unfatisfied, 
Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 
And fee already, how he doth begin 
To make us ftrangers to his looks of love. 
fiot. He does, he does; well bereveng’d of him. 
Wor. Coufin, farewell. No further go in this, 
Than I by Letters fhali direct your courfe ; 
When time is ripe, which wiil be fuddenly, 
le fteal to Glendower, and lo, Afortimer,, 
Where you, and Dowglas, and our Powers at once, 
As1 will fathion it, fhall happily meet, 
To bear our Fortunes in our own ftrong Arms, 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 
Wor, Farewell; good Brother, we fhall thrive, I truft. 
fot. Uncle, adieu: O let Hours be fhort, 


Achus Secundus. Scana Prima, 


Enter aCarrier, with a Lanthornin his hand, 


- 1.Car. Heighho, “an’tbe not four by the day Ple be 
hang’d. Charles amis over the new Chimney, and yet 
our Horfe not packt. What, Oftler? 

Off; Anon, anon. 

1. Car. Tprethee Tom, beat Cuts Saddle, put a few 
Flocks in the point : The poor Jade is wrung in the Wi- 
thers, out of all cefs. 

Enter another Carrier. 

2. Can, Peafeand Beansare asdankhere asa Dog, and | 
this is the next way to'give poor Jades the Bots: This } 
Houfe is turned upfide down fince Robin the Oftler died. 

1. Car, Poor fellow never joy’d fince'the price of Oats 
rofe, it was the death of him. ‘ 

2. Car. | think this is the moft Villanous Houfe in all 
London road for Fleas: 1am ftung like a Tench. = 

t. Car. Likea Tench ? There’s ne’re a’ King in Chri? 
ftendom, could bebetter bit, than I have been fince’ the 
firft Cock. oe 

2.Car. Why, you willallow us né’er a: Jourden, and 
then we leakin your Chimney: And your Chambéer-lye 
breeds Fleas like a Loach. © 

1. Car, What Oftler, com@®away, and be hang’d | 
come away. : 

2. Car, | have a Gammon of Bacon, and two'razes of 
Ginger, to bedelivered as far as Charing-crofs. | 

1, Car, -The Turkies in my Panniers are quite ftarved. | 
What Oftler? a plague on thee, haft thou never an eye F 
in thy head? canft not hear? and *twere not as good a } 
deed as drink, to break the pate of thee, Iam avery Vil- | 
lain. Comeand be hang’d, haft no faith in thee ? 

Entér. Gads-hill. 
Gad. Good morrow, Carriers: What?sa Clock ? 


: 3 ? } 
Car. 1 think it be two aClock. 
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Gad. 1 prethee lend me thy Lanthorn to fee my Geld- 
ing in the Stable. 
1, Car, Nay, 
two of that. 
Gad. \ prethee lend me thine. 
2. Car 1, when, canft tell? lend me thy Lanthorn 
(quoth-a) marry Ple fee thee hang?d firft. 
Gad. Sirrah, Carrier; what time do you mean to come 
to London ? is 
2. Car. Time enough to go to bed with a Candle, | 
warrant thee. Come Neighbour AZugges, we'll call up the 
Gentlemen, they will along with company, for they have 
great charge. [Excunt. 


foft.I pray ye, I knowa trick worth 


Enter Chamberlain. 
- Gad. What ho, Chamberlain ? 

Cham. At hand quoth Pick-purfe. 

Gad, ‘That?s even as fair, asat hand quoth the Cham- 
berlain : For thou varieft no more from picking of Pur- 
fes, than giving direction doth from labouring. Thou 
lay’ft the plot, how. 

Cham. Good morrow Mafter Gads-hill, it holds cur- 
rant that I told you yefternight. There’s a Franklin in the 
wild of Kent, hath brought three hundred Marks with 
him in Gold: {heard him tell it to one of his Company 
laft night at Supper ; a kind of Auditor, one that hath 
abundance of Charge too, ( God knows what ) they are 
up already, and call for Eggs and Butter. They will 
away prefently. 

Gad. Sirrah, if they meet not with S. Nicholas Clarks, 
Ple give thee this neck. 

Cham. No, Vle none of it : I prethee keep that for the 
Hangman, for know thou worfhip’it S. Nicholas as 
sruly"as aman of falfhood may. 

Gad, What talkeft thou to mé of the Hangman ? If 
I hang Vle make a fat pair of Gallows. For if I hang, 
old Sir Fohn hangs: with me, and thou know’ft he’s no 
Straveling. Tut, there are other Trojans that .thou 
dream’ft not of, the which (for fport fake) are content ro 
do the Profeflion fome grace 3 that would ( if matters 
fhould be look’d into) for their own Credit fake, make 
all whole. I am joyned with no Foot-Land-Rakers, no 
Long-ftaff fix penny ftrikers, none of thefe mad Mufta- 
chio-purple-hu’d-Malt-worms, but with Nobility, and 
Tranquility 3 Burgomafters, and great Oneyers, fuch as 
can hold in, fuch as will ftrike fooner than fpeak ; and 
fpeak fooner than drink, and drink fooner than pray ; 
and yet I lye, for they pray continually unto their Saint 
the Common-wealth ; or rather, not to pray to her, but 
prey on her: for they ride up and down on her, and 
make her their Boots. 

Cham. What, the Common-wealth their Boots ? Will 
fhe hold out water in foul way ? 

: Gad. She will, fhe will; Juftice hath liquor’d her. 

We fteal, as in a Caftle, Cock-fure: we have the receit of 
Fern-feed, we walk invifible. 

Cham. Nay,\ think rather, you are more beholding 
tothe Night,than the Fern-feed,for your walking invifible. 

Gad. Give me thy hand. 

Thou fhalt have a fhare in our purpofe, 
As I ama true man. 

Cham, Nay,tather letme have it ,as you are a falfe Thief. 

Gad. Go to: Homo is a common name to all. men. 
Bid the Oftler bring the Gelding out of the Stable. 
Farewell, ye muddy knave, LExeunt. 


Scana Secunda. 


. Enter Prince, Poyns, and Peto. 
' Me i i. 
- Poyns. Come fhelter, fhelter, I have removed Falftaf's 
Horfe, and he frets like a gumm’d Velvet. 

Prin, Stand clofe. 


T be firft Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


Enter Falftatf. 

Fal. Poynes, Foynes, and be bang?d Poynes, 

Prin, Peace ye fat-kidney’d Rafcal, what a bawling 
doft thou keep ? . 

Fal, What Poynes, Hal? 

Prin, He is walk’d up to the top of the Hill, Ple go 
feek him. 

Fal, \amaccurft to rob in that Thiefs Compa ny: that 
Rafcal hath removed my Horfe, and tied him I know 
not where. If{ travel but four foot by the fquare’ further 
a foot,1 fhall break. my wind. Well, I donbt not but to 
die a fair death for all this, if 1 {cape hanging for killing 
that Rogue. I have forfworn his company hourly any 


time this two and twenty year, and yet I am bewitcht with} © 


the Rogues company. If the Rafcal have not given me 
Medicines to make me love him, Ple be hang’d, it could 
not be elfe: I have drunk Medicines. Poynes, Hall, a) 
Plague upon you both. Bardolph, Peto: Vle ftarve ere I] 
rob a foot further. And ’twere not as good a deed asto| 
drink, to turn True-man, and to leave thefe Rogues, Tam} 
the vericft Varlet that ever chewed with a Tooth. Eight} 
yards of uneven ground, isthreefcore:and ten miles afoot} 
with me : and the ftony-hearted Villains know it well] 
enough. A plague upon’t, when Thieves cannot be true} 
one to another. * [They whiffle.| 
Whew. a plague light upon you all. Give me my Horle:) 
you Rogues: give me my Horfe, and be hang’d. | 
Prin. Peace ye fat-guts, lie down, lay thine ear clofe to} 
the ground,and liftif thou can hear the tread of Travellers.) 
Fal. Have you any Leavers to lift me up again being} 
down? Vle not bear mine own fiefh fo far afoot again,) 
for all the Coyn in thy Fathers Exchequer. What a plague | 
mean ye to colt me thus ? is 
Prin, ‘Thou lieft, thou are not colted, thou art uncolted. | 
Fal. 1 prethee good Prince Hal help me to my Horle,} 
good Kings Son. 
Pria, Out you Rogue, fhall 1 be your Oftler? ~ 
Fal. Go hang thy felf in thy own heir-apparent-) 
Garters: If be ta’ne, I’le peach for this: and have not 
Ballads made on all, and fang to filthy tunes, let a Cupof] » 
Sack be my Poyfon: when a jeaft is fo forward, and a 
foot too, I hate it. 
Enter Gads-hill. 
Gad. Stand. ” 
Fal. Sol do againft my will. 
Poyn. O *tis our Setter, I know his voice : 
Bardolf, what News ? ; a 
Bar. Cafe ye, cafe ye ; on with your Vizards, theres) 
Money of the Kings coming down the Hill, tis going 0 
the Kings Exchequer. a 
Fal. You lie,you Rogue, tis going to the Kings Tavetl 
Gad. There’s enough to make usall. - ae 
Fal. To be hang’d. ee 
Prin, You four fhall front them in the narrow Lane +) 
Ned and I will walk lower; if they fcape from your ene 
counter, then they light on us. Ce 
Peto, But how many be of them ? or ii 
Gad, Some eight or ten. 4 
Fal. Willthey not rob us? ge 
Prin. What, a Coward, Sir Yohn Paunch ? 
Fal. Indeed 1 am not Foim of Gaunt your 
father : but yet no Coward) Hal. 
Prin. Well leave that to the proof. or. 
Poyn. Sirrah Yack, thy Horfe ftands behind the Hedg6| 
when thou need’ft him, there fhalt’‘thou find him, 14m 
well, and ftand faft. vig 707 
Fal. Now | cannot ftrike him if I fhould be hang’. | 
Prin, Ned, where are our Difguifes? is2 ae 
Poyn. Here hard by: Stand clofe. jee THe 4 Fg 
Fal. Now my Matters, happy man be his dole fay 1} 
every man to his bufinefs. aie 
Enter Travellers. . py 
Tra. Come, Neighbour : the Boy hall lead our Horfe} 
down the hill: Well a foot a while, and eafe Oe 
ievts| 
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{ me fce fome more, 


Thieves. 
Tra. 


Stay. 
Jefu . blefs us. 


youth ; down with them, fleece them. 
Tra. O, we are undone, both weand ours for ever. 


Grand. Jurors ? Well jure ye faith. 


[ Here they rob them and bind them. Enter 
the Prince and Poynes, 


Prin, The Thieves have bound the True-men : Now 
could thou and I rob the Thieves and go merrily to Lon- 
don, it would be Argument fora Week, Laughter for a 
Month, anda good Jeaft for ever. 

Poynes. Stand clofe, 1 hear them coming. 

Enter Thieves again. 

Fal. Come my Matters, let us fhare, and then to Horfe 
before day : and the Prince and Poynes be not two ar- 
rand Cowards, there’s no cquity {tirring. There’s no 
more Valour that Poyzes, than in a wild Duck. 

Prin. Your Money. 

Poyn. Villains. : 

[ As they are fharing, the Prince and Poynes fet upon them, 
They all run away, leaving the Booty behind them, 

Prince. Got with much eafe. Now merrily to Horfe: 
The Thieves are feattered, and poffeft with fear fo { trong- 
ly, that they dare not meet each other : each takes his Fel- 
low for an Officer. Away gcod Ned, Falftaff {weats to 
death, and Lards the lean earth as he walks along.: wer’t 
not for laughing, I fhould pity him. 


Poyn. How the Rogue roar?d. [ Exeunt, 


Scena Tertta. 


Enter Hotfpurre folus 9 reading a Letter. 


But for mine own part, my Lord, I could be well con- 
tented to be there, in rejpect of the love I bear your Houfe. 
He could be contented : Why is he not then ? in refpect 
of the love he bears our Houfe. He fhews in this, he 
loves his own Barn better than he loves our Houfe. Let 
The purpofe you under take is dange- 
rous. Why that’s certain : ?Tis dangerous to take a 
cold, to fleep, to drink: but I tell yon (my Lord Fool ) 
out of this Nettle, Danger ; we pluck this Flower, Safe- 
ty. The purpofe you undertake is dangerons . the Friends 
you have named ungertain, the Time it felf wnforted, and 
your whole Plot too light, for the counterporze- of (0 great 
an Oppofitzon. Say you fo, fay you fo : I fay unto you a- 
gain, you area fhallow cowardly Hinde, and yon lye. 
What a lack-brain is this ? I proteft, our Plot is as good 
@ Plot as ever was laid ; our Friends true and conitant : 
A good Plot. good Friends, and full of Expectation : An 
excellent Plot, very good Friends. What a F rofty-{piri 
ted rogueisthis? Why, my Lord of York commends the 
Plot, and the generall courfe of the action. By this hand, 
if I were now by this Rafcal, | could brain him with his 
Ladies Fan. Is there not my Father, my Uncle, and 
my felf, Lord Edmond Agortimer , my Lord of York, 
and Owen Glandower ? Ys there not befides, the Domglas ? 
Have I not all their Letters, to meet me in Arms 
by the ninth of the next Month ? and are there not 
fome of them fet forward already ? What a Pagan 
Rafcal is this ? An Infidel. Ha, you fhail fee now in 
very fincerity of fear and Cold heart, will he to the 
King, and lay open all our Proceedings. O, I could divide 
my felf, and go to buffets, for moving fucha difh of skim’d 
Milk with fo Honourable an Action. Hang him, let him 
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Fal. Strike : down with them, cut the Villains throats; 
a whorfon Caterpillars : Bacon-fed Knaves, they hate us 


Fal, Hang ye gorbellied Knaves, areyou undone ? No 
ye Fat Chuffs, I would your ftore were here. On Ba- 
cons on, what ye Knaves? young men mutt live, you are 
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tell the King weare prepared. | will fc forwards to night. 
Enter bis Lady. 

How now Kate, I muft leave you within thefe two hours. 
La, O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ? 

For what Oifence have | this fortnight been 

A Banifh’d Woman from my Harry’s Bed ? ; 

Tell me ( fweet Lord ) what is’t that takes from thee 

Thy ftomach, pleafure, and thy golden-fleep ? 

Why doft thou bend thy Eyes upon the Earth ? 

And ftart fo often when thon fitt?{t alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefh Blood in thy Cheeks ? 

And given my Treafures and my Rights of the-, 

To thick-ey’d mufing, and curit Melancholly ? 

In my fain: flumbers, I by thee have watchr, 

And heard thee murmur tales of [ron Wars : 

Speak tearms of mantiage to thy bounding Steed, 

Cry courage to the Field. And thou haft talk’d 

Of Sallies, and Retires ; Trenches, Tents, 

Of Palizadoes, Frontiers, Parapets. 

Of Bafilisks, of Canon,‘ Culverin, 

Of Prifonersranfom, ‘and of Sovldiers flain 

And all the current of a heady fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath been fo at War, 

And thus hath fo beftirr’d thee inthy fleep, 

That"Beds of {weat hath ftood upon thy Brow, 

Like bubbles in a late difturbed Stream ; 

And in thy Face ftrange motion have appear’d, 

Such as we fee when men reftrain their breath; 

Onfome great fudden halte. O what Portents are thefe ? 

Some heavy bufincf{s hath my Lord in hand, 

AndI muft know it: elfe he loves me not. 

fot. What ho ; 1s Gilliams with the Packet gone ? 

Ser. He is; my Lord, an hour agone. 

ffot.Hath Burler brought thofe Horfes from the Sheriff ? 

Ser. One Horfe, my Lord, he bronght even now, 

fot. What Worfe? a Roan, a crop-ear, is it not? 

Ser, {t is, my Lord. 

Fiot, That Roan fhall be my Throne. Well, I will 
back him ftreight. Efperance, bid Butler lead him forth 
into the Park, 

La. But hear you, my Lord, 

For. What fay"ft thou, my Lady ? 

La. What isit that carries you away ? 

Ht, Why, my Horfe (my Loye ) my Horfe. 

La. Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weazcll hath not 
fuch a deal of Spleen, as you are toft with. In footh le 
know your balinefs Harry, that | will, | fear my Bro- 
ther Avortimer doth ftir about his Title, and hath fent 
for you to line his Interprife. But if you go 

fot. So far a foot, » 1 fhall be Weary, Love, 

La. Come, come, you Paraquito, anfwer me directly 
unto this Queition, that I fhall ask. Indeed Ple break 
thy little finger Harry: if thou wilt not tell me true, 

fot. Away, away, you trifler: Love, 1 love thee not, 
[ care not for thee Kate: this isno world 
To play with Mammets, and to tilt with Lips. 

We muit have bloody Nofes, and crack?d Crowns, 
And pafs them currant too. Gods me, my Horfe. 
What fay?it thou Kare? what would? thon have with me? 

La. Do ye not love me ? do you not indeed ? 

Well, do not then. For fince you love me not, 
| will not love my felf Do you not love me? 
Nay, tell me if thou {peakeft in Jeaft, or no. 

Hot. Come, wiit thou fee me ride ? 
And when lama Horfe-back, | will fwear 
| love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate, 
Imaft not have you henceforth, queftion me, 
Whither I go: nor reafen'wher eaboge 
Whither | muft, I muft: and to conclude, 
This Evening muft I leave thee, gentle Kate. 
I know you wife, but yet no further wife 
Then Harry Percies Wife. Conitant you are, 
But yet a Woman : and for fecrecie, ' 

No Lady clofer. For 1 will believe, 


? 
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aime 
Thou wilt not utter what thou doft not know, 
And fo far will Itruft thee, gentle Kate. 


La. How fo far ? 

Hot. Not aninch further. But hark you Kate, 
Whether I go, thither fhall you go too: 
To day will 1 fet forth, to morrow you. 
Will this content’ you Kare? 

La. It muft of force. 


(ee 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Prince and Poynes» 


[Exeunt. 


Prin. Ned, prethee come out of that fat room, and 
lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poynes. Where haft been, Hail? 

Prin. With three or four Loggerheads, amongft three 
or fourfcore Hogfheads. I have founded the very bafe 
ftring of humility. Sirrah, I am fwérn Brother to alefh of 
Drawers, and ‘can call them by their Names, as Tom, 
Dick, and Francis, They take it already upon their 
Confidence, that though 1 be but Prince of Wales, yet I 
am the King of Curtefie : telling me flatly, 1 am not proud 
like Fack, Falftaff, but a Cortmthian, a lad of mettle, a 
good Boy, and when I am King of Exgland, | fhall com- 
mand all the good fads in Eaftcheap. They call drink- 
ingdcep, dying Scarlet ; and when you break in your 
watring, then they cry pem, and bid you play it off. To 
conclude, I am fo gooda proficient in one quarter of an 
hour, that I can drink with any Tinker in his own Lan- 

| guage during my life. I tell thee Ned, thou hait:loft much 
| hononr, that thou wert not with me in this action: but 
{weet Ned, to fweeten which name of Wed,1 give thee 
| this penniworth of Suger, clapt even now into my hand 
| by an under Skiner, one that never fpeake other Eng- 
| lith in his life, then Bight filling and fix pence, and, 
| You are welcome + with this fhrill addition, Axon Sir, 
| Aron Sir, Score a pint of Baftard in the Half Moon, or 
fo. But Ned, to drive away time till FaljFaf come, I 
| prethee doe thou ftand in fome by-room, while I quelti- 
| on my puny Drawer, to what end he gave me the Suger, 
and do never leave calling Francis, that his Tale to me 
may be nothing but, Anon : ftep afide, and Tle thew 
| thee a Prefident. 

Poynes. Francis. 

Prin, Thou art perfect. 

Poyn. Francis. 

Enter Drawer. 

Fran, Anon, anon Sir ; look down into the Pomgar- 
net Ralf. 

Prince. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran. My Lord. 

Prin, Hoa long haft'thou to ferve, Francis ? ‘ 

Fran. Forfooth five years, and as much as to——— 

Poyn, Francis. 

Fran. 

Prin. 
ing of Pewter. But Franezs, 
to play the Coward with thy Indenture, and fhew it a 

| fair pair of heels, and run from it ? ; 
Fran. O Lord, Sir, Ple be fworn upon all the Books in 
England, \ could find in my heart. 
Poyn, Francis, ~ Rae 
Fran. Anon, anon, Sit. 
Prin. How old art thou, Francis ? 
Fran. 
Poyn. Francis. 
| Fran, Anon Sir, pray you flay alittle, my Lord. 
—|° Prin. Nay but hark you Francis, for the Sugar thou 
igaveft me, “twas apenniworth, was’t not ¢ 

Fran. O Lord Sir, | would it had been two. 

Prin, 1 will give thee for it a thoufand pound ; ask 


Anon, anon Sir. 5 
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Five years ; Berlady a long Leafe for the clink- | 
dareft thou be fo valiant, as, 


| villanous Coward, go thy ways old 
Let me fee, about Machaelmas next | fhall be-—— ; tenho be oa 


Henry the Fourth. 
me when thou wilt, and thou fhalt have it, 
Poyn. Francis. A L 
Fran, Anon, anon: 2 an 
Prin. Anon, Francis ? No, Francis, but to. mor vs 
Francis + ot Francis, on Thurfday : or indeed Frangis, ie 
when thou wilt. But Francis. eg) 
Fran. My Lord. ey 
Prin. Wilt thou Rob this Leathern Jerkin, Ghriftall 
button, Not-pated, Agatring, Puke flocking, Caddice . 
garter, Spanifh pouch. Sante 
Fran. O Lord, Sir, who do you mean ? . 
Prin; Why then your brown Baftard is your on 
drink : for look you, Francis, your whit, Canvas dout 
will fully. In Barbary, Sir, it cantiot COme to fo mmc 
Fran, What, Sit ? Co 
Poyn. Francis. 
Prin. Away you 


ery 


Rogue, doft thou hear them. 
[ Here they both call, the Drawer ftands nate, 
not knowing which way to go. 


Enter Vintner. . i 

Vint. What ftand’ft thou ftill, and hearft facha « 
ing ? Look to the Gueft within : My Lord, old $ 
obn with half adozen more, are atthe door: 
them in? 

Prin. Letthem alone a while, and then open th 
Poynes. nie 
Enter Poynes. 

Poyn. Anon; anon Sir. ae : 

Prin, Sirrah, Falftaff and the reft of the Thivgs 
at the door, fhall we be merry? us 

Poyn, As merry as Crickets my Lad. But 
what cunning match have you made with this} 
Drawer ? Come, what’s the iffue ? ee 

Prin, 1am now of all humors, that have fhewed 
{elves humors, fince the old days of goodman Am 
the pupil age of this: prefent twelve aClock at midnight} 
What’s a clock Francs, 

Fran, Anon. anon Sir. : 

Prin. That ever this Fellow fhould have fewer 1 
then a Parret, and yet the Son of a Woman. 

{try is up-ftairs and down-ftairs, his eloquence th 
cell of a reckoning. 1 am not yet of Percies mim 
Hot{pur of the North, he that kills me fome 
feven dozen of Scots at a Breakfaft, wafhes his hands and | 
fays to his Wife : Fie upon this quiet life, 1 want wot 
O my fweet Harry, fayes fhe, how many haft thou kid). 
to day ? Give my Roan Horfe a dranch (fays he) am 
oS eee i ee an hour .after :a ie Wd 
prethee call in Falfaff, Pie pla Per thal 
damn’d Brawn fhall play Dame Stennis ie Wile. Be 
vo, fays the Drunkard. Call in Ribs, call in Tallow} 
Enter falftaff. Be’ 

Poyn. Welcome Yack, where haft thou been? 

Fal. A plague of all Cowards I fay,and a Volpe 
too, marry and Amen. Give mea cup of Sack Boy. Bi) 
I lead this life long, Ple fow nether ftocks, and 
them too. A plague of all Cowards. Give me 
Sack, Rogue. Is ther novirtue extant? 

Prin, Didi thounever, fee Titan kifs a dihh of 
pitiful hearted elted at the fweet 
the Sun ? If thou didft, then behold that compou® 
_ Fal. You Rogue, here’s Lime in this Sack too: t 
is nothing but Roguery to be found in Villanous mai >) 
yet a Coward is worfe then aCup of Sack with Lime 
eg die when tol) 
wilt, if Manhood, good Manhood be not forgot the 
faceof the Earth, then am I a fhotten Herring: there lives 


| not three pas men unhang’d in Exgland, and oneof them . 


is fat, and grows old, God help the while a bad wor! ee 

fay. I would I were a Weavetstscaniid fing all manner of 

Songs. A plague of all Cowards, I fay ftill. | 
Prin. How now Woolfack, what mutter you? — F 


Fal, A Kings Son? If I do not beat thee out of thy 
Kingdom with a Dagger of Lath, and driveall thy Sub- 
jects afore thee like a flock of Wild-geele, Je never wear 
hair on my face more. You Prince of Wales 2 

Prin, Why you horfon round man ? what’s the matter ? 

Fal, Are you not a Coward 2 anfwer me to that, and 
Poynes there ? 

Prin. Ye fat Paunch, and ye call me Coward, Ile 
ftab thee. 

Fal. | call theé Coward ? Ple fee thee damn’d e’re I call 
+thee Coward : but I would give a thoufand Pound I could 
run as faft as thou canft. You are ftreight enough in the 
fhoulders, you care not who fees your back : Call you 
that backing of your-Friends ? a Plague upon fuch backing : 
‘| give me them that will face me. Give me a Cup of Sack, 
lam a Rogue if I drunk to day. 


drunk’ft laft. . 

Falft, Als one for that. 

A plague of all Cowards ftill, fay I. 

Prin, What?s the matter ? 

Faift:; What’s the matter ? here be four of us, have 
ta’ne a thoufand pound this Morning. 

Prin. Where is it, Yack? where is it? - 

Falft. Where is it? taken from us, it is: a hundred 
upon poor four of us. 

Prin, What, a hundred, man? 

Faift. Lama Rogue, if I were not at half Sword with 
adozen of them two hours together. I have efcaped by 
miracle. I am eight times thruft through the Doublet, 
four through the Hofe, my Buckler cut through and 
through, my Sword hack’d like a. Hand-faw, ecce fignum. 
I never dealt better fince 1 wasa man : all would not do. 
A Plague of all Cowards - letthem fpeak , if they fpeak 
more or lef$ than truth, they are Villains and the Sons 
of darknefs. 

Prin. Speak Sirs, how was it? 

Gad, We four fet upon fome dozen. 

Falff~ Sixteen, at leait, my Lord. 

Gad, And bound them. 

Peto. No, no they were not bound. 

Falft. You Rogue they were bound, every man of them, 
or I am a Jew elfe, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gad. As we were fharing, fome fix or feven frefh men 
fet upon us. 

Falft. And unbound the reft, and then came in the other. 

Prin: What, fought ye with them all ? 

Falft, All? 1 know not what ye call all: bat iff fought 
ot with fifty of them, lama Bunch of Radifh : if there 
ere not two or three and fifty upon poor old Fack, then 
mI no two-legged Creature. 

Poin. Pray Heaven,you have not murthered fome of them. 

Fal. Nay, that’s paft praying for. 1 have pepper’d 
two of them: Twol am fure 1 have payed, two Rogues 
in Buckrom Sutes. I tell thee what, Hall, if I tellthee a 
Lye, {pit in my face, call me Horfe: thou knoweft my old 
word : here I lay andthus I bore my point; four Rogues 
in Buckrom let drive at me. 

~ Prince. What, four ? thou faid’ft but two, even now. 

Falft. Four Hal, \ told thee four. 

Poim-1, 1, he faid four. 

Falft. Thefe four came all a-front, and mainly thruft 
at me ; I made no more ado, but took all their feven 
points inmy Target, thus. 

Prince, Seven ? why there were but four, even now. 

Faift. In Buckrom. 

Poin. 1, four, in Buckrom Sutes. 

Falft. Seven, by thefe Hilts,or lam a Villain elf. 

Prin, Prithee let himalone, we fhall have more anon. 

Falft,; Doeft thou hear me, Afal? 

Prim. J, and mark thee too, Jack, 

Falft, Do fo, for it is worth the liftning too : thefe 
nine in Buckrom, that 1 told thee of. 

Prin, So, two more already. = 
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Pria. O Villain, thy Lips are {carce wip’d, fince thou 


[ He drinks. 
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Falft. Their Points being broken. 

Poin. Down fell his Hofe. 

Falft, Began to give me ground: but I followed me 
clofe, came in foot and hand 3 and witha thought¥feven of 
the eleven I pay’d. 

Prin. QO monttrous! 
of two? ; 

Falft, But as the Devil would have it, three mif-be- 
gotten Knaves, in Kendal Green, came at my Back, and 
let drive atme 5 for it was fo dark, Hal, that thou could’ 
not fee thy Hand. : 

Prin. Vhefe Lyes are like the Father that begets them, 
grofs as a Mountain, open, palpable. Why thou Clay- 
brain’d Guts, thou Knotty-pated Fool, thou Horfon ob- 
{cene greafie Tallow Catch. 

Falft, What, art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is not the 
truth, the truth ? 

Prin. Why, how could’{t thou know thefe men in Ken- 
dal Green, whenit was fo dark, thou could?ft not fee thy 
hand ? Come, tell us your Reafon : what fay’ft thouto this 

Pow. Come, your Reafon Yack, your Reafon. 

Falft. \What, upon compulfion ? No: were I at the 
Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not 
tell you on compulfion. Give you a Reafon on compulfi- |» 
on? If Reafons were as plenty as Black-berries; 1 would 
give no man a Reafon upon compulfion, I. 

Prin. Ple be ne longer guilty of this fin. This fanguine 
cove this Bed-prefler, this Horf-back-breaker, this 
huge Mill of Flehh. 

Falft. Away you Starveling, you Elf-skin, you dried 
Neats tongue, Bulls-piflel, you ftock-fith :O for breath 
to utter, What is like thee ? You Tailors yard, you fheath, 
you Bow-cafe, you vile ftanding tuck. 

Prin, Well, breath a-while, and then to’t again: and 
when thou haft tyr’d thy felf in bafe Comparifons, hear 
me {peak but thus. : 

Poin. Mark Fack, 

Prin, We two, faw you four fet on four and bound 
them, and were Mafters of their Wealth: mark now, how 
a plain Tale fhall put youdown. Then did we two ; fet 
on you four, and with a word, outfac’d you from your 
Prize, and have it y yey and can fhew it you inthe Houfe, 
And Falftaf, youcatried your. Guts away as nimbly, with 
as quick dexterity, and roared for mercy, and ftill ran 
and roar’d, as ever «J heard Bull-Calf. What a Slave 
art thou, to hack thy Sword as thou haft done, and then 
fay it was imfight. What trick ? what device ? what ftart- 
ing hole canft thou now find out, to hide thee from this 
open and apparent fhame ? 

Poin, Come, let?s hear Jack: What trick haft thou now ? 

Falf. knew ye, as well as he that made ye. W hy hear 
ye my Mafters, was it for me to kill the Heir apparent 
Should I turn upon the true Prince ? Why, thouknoweft 
| amas valiant as.Hercules : but beware inftinét, the Lion 
will not touch the true Prince : Inftinctis a great matter. 
| was a Coward on Inftinct : I fhall think the better of 
my felf, and thee, during my life; I, for a valiant Lion 
and thou for a true Prince. But Lads, I am glad you have 
the Money. Hoftefs, clap to the doors : watch to Night, 
ptay to Morrow. Gallants, Lands, Boys, Hearts of Gold, 
all the good titles of Fellowthip come to you. What, 
fhall we be merry ?. fhall we have a Play extempore. 

_ Prin, Content, and the argument fhall be, thy run- 
ning away. 

Fal/t. A, no more of that, Hel, if thou loveft me, 

Enter Hoftefs. 

Host, My Lord the Prince? 

Prin. How now,my Lady the Hoftefs, what fay?ft 
thou to me? 

Hof, Marry, my Lord, there is a Noble man of the 
Court at door would {peak with you- he fays he comes 
from your Father. BOs 

Prin, Give him as muchas will make him a Royal man, 
and fend him back again to my Mother, 


eleven Buckrom men grown out 


piactisiceestninenel 
Falft. What manner of man is he? 

| Hojies. An old man. — am 
| Fait, What doth Gravity out of his Bed at Midnight ¢ 
lShall I*give him his anfwer ¢ 

Prin. Prethee do, Face: | ; Of 
Falft. Faith and Vile fend him packing. { Exit. 
Prince. Now Sirs : you fought fair ; fo did you 
you are Lions too, you ran 
ili not touch the true Prince ; 


‘Bard, ?Faith, 1 ran when I faw others run. 3 
| Prix, Tell me now in earneit, how came F alftigff°s 
| Sword fo hackt’? 2 ES 
his Dagger, angfaid, he 
| would {wear truth out of all England : but he would make 
y and perfwaded us to do 
| the like. 
| Bard. Yea, and tickle our Nofes with Spear-grafs, 
to make them bleed, and then beflubber our Garments 
{Wich it, and {wear it was the Bloud of true men. I did 
that |. did not thefe feven years before, 1 blafht to hear 
his monftrous devices- 

Prin, O Villain, thou ftoleft a Cup of Sack eighteen 
years ago, and wert taken with the manner, and ever 
fnce thou haft blutht extempore : thou hadft Fire and 
Sword on thy fide, and yet thou ranneft away : what in- 
ftiné& hadft thou for it? 

| Bard. My Lord, do you fee thefe Meteors ? ¢o you 
|behold thefe Exhalations ? 

Prin. 1 do. 

Bard, What think you they portend ? 

Prin, Hot Livers, and cold Purfes. 

Bard. Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 

Prin. No, if rightly taken, Halter. 

Enter Falftaff. 

Here comes Jean Sack, here comes bare-bone. How 
now my fweet Creature of Bombaft, how long is’t ago, 
tack; fince thou faw?ft thine own Knee ° 

Fal. My own Knee? When 1 was about thy years, 
| ( Hal ) | was notan Eagles Talon in the Waite, I could 
jave crept into any Aldermans Thumb-Ring : a plague 

| of fighing and grief, it blowes a man up like a Bladder. 
| There’s villanous Newes abroad : .here was Sir Fobn 
| Braby from your Father , you muft go to the Court in 
the Morning. The fame mad fellow of the North, Percy; 
and he of Wales, that gave Amamon the Baftinado, and 
land made Luczfer Cuckold, and {wore the Devil his true 
i Liege-man upon the Crofs of a Welfh-hook 5 wliat a 
Plague call you him? 

Poin. O,.Glendower. 

Faift. Owen, Owen the fame, and his Son in Law 
Mortimer , and old Northumberland , and the fprightly 
Scot of Scots, Domglas, that runs a Horfe-back up a Hill 
perpendicular. 

Prin: Be that rides at high fpeed, and with a Piftol 
kills'a Sparrow flying. 

Falft. Youwhave hit it. 

Prin: Sodidhe never the Sparrow. 

Falft. Well, that Rafcal hath good metal in him, he 
will not run. 

Prin. Why, what a Rafcal art thou then, to praife him 
fo for running? 

Falft. A Horfe-back, (ye Cuckow,) but a foot he will 
not budge a foot. 

Trig, Yes, Fack,, uponintines > 5 

Faij?. 1 grant ye, upon inftinet : Well, he is there too, 
and one Afordake, and a theufand blew-Caps more, 
Worcefter is toln away by Night : thy Fathers Beard is 
turn’d white with the News : you may buy Land now 
ascheap as ftinking Mackerel. 

Prin, Fhen°tis like, if there come a hot Sun, and this 
civill buffetting hold, we fhall buy Maidenheads as they 
buy=hob-nails, by the hundreds. 

Faljt. By the Mafs, Lad, thou fay’it true, it is like we 


1 
} 
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been this Month ? 


fall have good trading that way. But tell me Hall, art 
not thou horrible afear’d ? thou being Heir apparent, 
could the World pick thee out three fuch Enemies again 
1s that Fiend Domglas, that Spirit Perey, and that Devil 
Glendewer ? Art thou not horrible afraid ? Doth Rot thy 
blood thrill: atit? Ne 

Prin. Not a whit : I lack fomeof thy inking. 

Fait. Well, thou wilt be horrible chid to morrow 
when thou comeft to thy Father ; if thou doloye ine, 
practife an anfwer. . , 

Prin. Do thou ftand for my Father, and examine me 
upon the particulars of my Life. al 

Fal, Shall 1 ? content : This Chair: fhall be amy 
State, this Dagger my Scepter,’ and this Cuhion my 
Crown. 

Prin. Thy State is taken for a Joyn’d-Stool, thy Gol. 
den Scepter for a Leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich 
Crown for a pitiful bald Crown. é 

Faift. Well, and the fire of Grace benot quite out of| 
thee, now fhalc thou be moved. Give me a Cup of Sag 
to make mine Eyes look red, that it may be thought] 
have wept, for’1 muft {peak in paflion, and I will doitij 
Kings Camby/fes vein. gil 

Prin. Well, here is my Leg. : 

Falf?. And here is my fpeech : ftand afide Nobility, 

Hoftef. This is excellent fport , ifaith. 

Pal. Weep not, fweet Queen. for trickling tears areyan 

Hoffef. Othe Father, how he holds his countenance? 

Fal, For Gods fake, Lords, convey my truftful Queen) 
for Tears do ftop the floud-gates of her eyes. —— 

Hoftef. O rare, he doth it as like one of thefe harlotty 


| Players, as ever I. fee. 


Fal, Peace good Pint-pot, peace good Tickle-brain 
Harry, 1 do not onely marvel, where thou fpendeft thy 
time ; but alfo, how thou are accompanied : For though 
the Camomil, the more it is trodden, the fafterit grows; 
yet Youth, the more it is wafted, the fooner it wears 
Thou art my Son: I have partly thy Mothers Wott, 
partly my Opinion , but chiefly, a Villanous trick Of 
thine Eye, anda foolifh hanging of thy nether Lip, that 
doth warrant me. If then thou be Son to me, tee 
lyeth the ‘point : why, being Son to me, art thowi0 
Pointed at ? Shall the blefled Son of Heaven prove 
Micher, and eat Black-berries ¢ a queftion nottob 
ask’d. Shall the Son of England prove a Thith aid 
take Purfes? a queftion to be ask’d. There is a thing; 
Harry, which thou haft often heard of, and itis known © 
many in out Land, by thename of Pitch: this Pitch ( 
ancient Writers do report ) doth defile; fo doth thecom 
pany thou keepeft - for Harry, now 1 do not fpeak to 
thee in Drink, but in Tears ; not in Pleafure, but in Pal; 
fion, not in Words onely, but in Woes alfo: and ye 
there is a vertuous man, whom have often noted ii ti} 
company, but I know not his Name. 

Prin, What manner of man,arid it like your Majelly! 

Falf. A goodly portly man ifaith, and corpulent, 
of a chearful Look, a pleafing Eye, and a molt 
Carriage, and as I think, his age fome fifty, of ( byrrlady) 
inclining to threefcore ; and now I remember 
Name is Falfaf: if that man fhonld be lewdly ge 
he deceives me; for Harry, 1 fee Vertue in his Loo 
If then the Tree may be known by the Fruit, asthe) 


‘by the Tree, then peremptorily I {peak it, there is Vo 


in that Faljtaff : him keep with, the reftbanifh. And @ 
me now, thounaughty Varlet, tell me, where haft thou 


Prin, Do’ft thou fpeak like a King ? do thou ftand 
for me, and Ple play my Father. ah ae 
Falft. Depofe me :_if thou dof it half fo gravely, fo, 
majeftically, both in word and matter, hang me ¥P by 
the heels for a Rabbet-fucker, or a Poulters Hare. 
Prin. Well, here 1 am fet. : “ae 
Falff. And here I ftand : judge, my Mafters. ~~ 
Prin. Now Harry, whence come you? 


worthy, but in nothing ? 


, |; and therefore more valiant, being as he is old 


| Danith not him. thy Harry's company ; banilh plump 


| of Gold a Counterfeit; thou art effentially mad, without 
| feeming fo. 


— 
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Falft, My Noble Lord, from Eajt-cheap. * bh 

Prin. The Complaints I hear of thee, are grievous. 

Falft. Vfaith, my Lord, they are falfe: Nay, I’le tickle 
ye fora young Prince. ; 

Prin. Sweareft thou, ungracious Boy ?. henceforth 
nere look on me: thou art violently carried away from 
Grace : there’s 4 Devil haunts thee, in the likenefs, of a 
fat old man; a Tun of Manis thy Companion : Why 
do*ft thou converfe with that Trunk of Humors, that 
Boulting-Hutch of Beaftlinefs, that fwoln Parcel of 
Dropfies, that huge Bombard of Sack, that ftuft Cloak- 
bag of Guts, that rofted Manning-Tree Oxe with the 
Puadings in his Belly, that Reverend Vice, that grey Ini- 
quity, that Father Roffian, that Vanity in years, where- 
in is he good, but to tafteggack and drink it? wherein 
“neat and cleanly, But to carve a Capon and eateit ? where- 
in Cunning, but in Craft ?. wherein Crafty, but in» Vil- 
lany? wherein Villanous, but in all things wherein 


_ She, One of them is well 
a grofs fat man. 

Car. As fat as Butter: 

Prin. The man, 1 do.aflure you is not here, 
For I ty felf at this time have imploy’d him: 
And Sheriff, I will engage MY word to thee 
That I will by. t6 morrow Dinner time, 
Send him;to anfwer thee, or any man, 
For any thing he-{hall be charg’d withall’: 
And fo let me intreat: you, leave the Houfe. 

She. 1 will, -my Lord: there are two Gentlemen 
Have-in this Robbery loft three hundred Marks. 

Prin, ky maybe. for: if he have robb’d thefe ‘men, 
He fhall be anfwerable:: and fo, farewell: 

She. Good Night, my Noble Lord. 

Prin. 1 think it is Good ‘Morrow; is it not ? 

Shes Indeed, my Lord, I think it be two 4 clock., [Exit. 

Prin. This oyly Rafealis known a well as Pauls - 
go call him, forth. 

Peto. Falftaff ? fat afleep behind the Arras, and 
fnorting like a Horfe.: 60+. > 4 


Prin. Hark, how hard heé fetches his breath: fearch his 
Pockets. 


known, my Sracidus Lord, 


? 


Falff. | would your Grace would take me with you : 
whom means your Grace ? 

Prin. That villanous abominable mif-leader of Youth, 
Falftaff, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Falft. My Lord, the man I know. 

Prin. Uknow thou do’ft. 

Falff, But to fay, 1 know more harm in him than in 
my felf, were to fay more than | Know. .Thathe is old 
(the more’s the pity) his white hairs do witnefS it: 
But that he is (faving your Reverence) a Whore-ma- 
fter, that I utterly deny. If Sack and Sugar be a fault, 
Heaven shelp the wicked: if to be old and merry, bea 
fin, then many a Hoff that I know is damnd : 
if ta be fat, to be hated, then Pharaohs lean kine are 
to be loved. No, my good Lord, banith Peto, banifh 
Bardolph, banith Poins : but for {weet Fack Falftaff, 
kind ack, Falftaf, true Fack Falftaff, valiant Fack, Fal- 


Fie: fearcheth his Pockets, and findéth 


certain Papers, 


Pri hat haft thou found’? 

Peto.” Nothing, but Papers; my Lord.° °. 

Prin. Let’s fee, what be they ? read them: 

Peto, Item, a Capon. 
Item, Sawce.. ilii d. 
Item, Sack, two Gallons. Vs. viiid. 
Item, Anchoves and Sack after Supper, iis, vi d. 
Item, Bread. ob, 

Prince,-O monftrous, but one half penny-worth of 
Bread to this intolerable deal of Sack ? What there is 
elfe, keep clofe, well read it at more advantage : there 
let him fleep till day. Ple to the Court in the Morning : 
We mutt all tothe Wars, and thy place fhall bé Honorable. 
Ple procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot; and I 
know his death will be a March of Twelve-fcore. The 
Money fhall be payd back again with advantage. Be with 
me betimes in the Morning: and fo gobd morrow Peto, 

Peto, Good morrow, good my Lord: [Exeune, 


Adlus Tertius. Shona Prima. 


Enter Hotfpar; Wotcefter, Lord Mortimer, 


lis ii d. 


Jack, Falftaf, banifh not him thy Harrys company, 


Jack, and banifh all the World. 

Prin, 1 do, 1 will. . 

Enter Bardolph running, 

Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sheriff with a moft 
monftrous Watch, is at the door fos 

Falfr, Out you Rogue, play out the Play: I have much 
to fay in the behalf of that Falft aff. 


Enter the Hofte/s. 


fof. O, my Lord, my Lord. 

Falj?. Heigh, heigh, the Devil. rides upon a Fiddle- 
ftick: what’s the matter ? 

Hof, The Sheriff and all the Watch are at the door: 
they are come to fearch the Houfe, fhall 1 let them in? 

Falft. Dot thou hear, Hal? never call a true piece 


Owen Glendowef. 


Mort, Thefe Promifes ate fair, the Parties fure, 
And our Indiiétion full of profperous hope. - _ 

Hotfp. Lord Mortimer, and Coufin Glendower, 

Will you fit down ? 
And Uncle Worcefer ; a plague upon it, 
I have forgot the Map; 

Glend. No, here itis: ySerke 
Sit Coufin Percy, fit good Coufin Flot fpurs 
For by that Naimé, as oft as Lancafter doth fpeak of you, 
His Cheeks look pale, and with 4 rifing figh, 

He wifheth you in Heaven. — eee . 

Hot/p. And you it Héll,as oft as he hears Omen Glen: 
dower {poke of: DoE RE Re 3 

Glend. 1 cannot blamé him: At iy Nativity; 

The front of Heavén was full of fiery fhapés, 
Of burning Creflets: and at my Birth, 

The frame and foundation of the Ear 

Shak’d like a Coward. ae: : 

Fiot{p. Why fo it would have done at the fame Seafon, 
if yout Mothers Cat had but Kitten’d, though your felf 
had never been a ee: 

2 


Prin. And thou a natural Coward, without inftiné.. 

Falfi.\ deny your Major, if you will deny the 
Sheriff, fo: if not, let him enter. If 1 become not a 
Cart as well as another man, a plague on my bringing up: 
I hope! thallas foon be ftrangled with a Halter, as another. 

Prince. Go hide thee behind the Arras, the reft 
walk up above. Now my Matters, for a true Face and 
good Confcience. 

Falft Both which I have had: but their date is out, 
and therefore I’le hide me, 

Prin, Call in the Sheriff [ Exit. 


Enter Sheriff and the Carrier. 


Prince. Now Matter Sheriff, what is your wilt with mé? 

She. Firft, pardon me, my Lord, A Hue and Cry hath 
followed certain men unto this Houfe. — 

Prin. What men ? 


Glend. 
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Glend. | fay the Earth-did thake when I-was born: 
Horfp. And fay the Earth was not ofmy mind: | 
{f you fuppofe, as fearing you, it fhook. 
Glen, Ve Heavens were allonfire,the Earth did tremble. 
Hotfp. Oh, then the Earth fhook 
To feethe Heavens on fireyss 
And notin fear of your Nativity. 
Difeafed Nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In ftrange Eruptions: and the teeming Earth 
Is with a kind of Cholick pinch’d and vext, 
By the im prifoning of unruly wind Se 
Within her. Womb: which for enlargement ftriving, 
Shakes the old Beldam Earth, and tumbles down 
Steeples, and mofs-grown Towers. At your Birth, 
Our Grandam Earth, having this Diftemperatur e, 
In paffion fhook. dow vir . 
Glen. Coufin: of many men 
Ido not bear thefe Croflings : Give me leave» 
To tell you once again, that at my Birth 
The front of Heaven was full of fiery: fhapes, 
The Goats.ran from the Mountains, and the Heards 
‘Were ftrangly clamorous to the frighted fields: 
Thefe Signs. have mark’d me extraordinary, 
And all the Courfes of my life do thew, 
J ami not in the Roll of common men. 
| Where is the Living, ¢lipt in with the Sea, 
That chides the Banks of England, Scotland and Wales, | 
Which calls me Pupil, or hath read to me? 
And bring him out, that isbut VVomans Sq 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of Art, 
And hold.me pace in deep Experiments. 
_. Hot/p. | think there’s no man fpeaks better Welfh? 
“4 Ple to dinner. 
| Mort. Péace, Coufin Percy, you will make him mad. 
~ 'Glend. 1 can.call Spirits from the vaft§e Deep. 
Ftp. Why fo can 1, or fo can any man: 
} But. will.they. come, when -you do-call for them? ; 
Glend.. Why, 1 can teach thee, Coufin, to command 
the Devil. r a 
Hot fp.. And can teach thee,Coufin,to fhame the Devil, 
By telling: Truth. Tel Truth, and fhame the Devil, 
If thou have power to raife him, bring him hither, 
And Ple.be fworn, lL have power to fhame him: hence. 
Oh, while youlive, tell Truth, and fhame the Devil. 
Mort. Come, come, no more of this unprofitable Chat. 
Glen. Three times hath Heary Bullingbrook, made head 
Againft my power : thrice from the Banks of Wye, 
_And Sandy-bottom’d Severn,-have-I-fent him, 
Booilefs home, and Weather-beaten back 
Flot, Home, with@tt Boots, 
And ‘in foul V Veather too, 
How fcapes he Agues in the Devil’s name ? 
Glend, Come, heres the Map: 
Shall we divide our Right, 
According to our threefold order ta’ne ? 
Aor, The Arch-Deacon hath divided it 
Into three Limits, very.equally : 
England, from Trent, and Severz hitherto, 
By South and Eaft, is to my part aflign’d : 
All Weft ward, Wales, beyond the Severz fhore, 
And all the fertile Land within that bound, 
To Owen Glendower : and dear Couze, to you 
The remnant.Northward, lying off from Treat. 
And our Indentures Tripartite are drawn: 
_| Which being fealed enterchangeably, 
(A bufinefs that this Night may execute) 
To morrow, Coufin Percy, you and I, 
| And my good Lord of Woreeffer, will fet forth, 
| To meet your Father, and the Scottifh Power, 
| As is appointed us at. Shrewsbury. 
| My Father Glendower is not ready yet, 
Nor fhall we need his help thefe fourteen days - 
Within that fpace, you may have drawn together 
Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen. 


i 


-°To rob me of fo rich a bottom here. 


‘| Where, being bat young,, I framed to the Harp, 


| Of the Dreamer Merlin, 
|| And of a Dragon, and a fin-lefs Filh, 


. | And. fuch-a 
|| As puts me from m edie 
‘| He held me laft Ni eee 
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~-Glend- A-fhort time fhall Tend me to you, Lords: f 
And in my Conduct fhall your Ladies come, | J 
‘From whom you row mutt fteal, and take-noleaye | | 
Fort there will be a world of Waterfhed, |) 7) J) 
Upon the parting of your. Wives and yous 9 
Fiot{p. Methinks my moity, North from Burton 5 
‘In ‘quantity equals not one of yours: «A 
See, how this River comes me cranking in, |) 
And’ cuts‘me from the belt of all my Land, 
A huge’half Moon, a monftrous Cantle out. 
Pie have the Current in this place damn’d up, . 
Avid-here the fimg, and Silver 7 rent fhall run, 
In anew Channel, fair and evenly : * pail 
It fhall not winde with fuch a deep, indent, F 
Glend, Not winde ? iffhall, it mutt, you fee i 
More. Yea, but mark how he bends his com 
And runs me up, with like advantage on the oth 
Gelding the oppofing Continent as much, 
As on the other fide it takes from you. 
Wore. Yea, but a little Charge. will trench} 
And on this North. fide win this Cape of L: 
And then he runs ftraight and even, 4 
Hotfp. Vie have it fo, a little Charge will 
Glend. le not have it alter’d. ee 
 Hotfp, Will not you ?~ 
Glénd. Noynor you fhall not. 
Hotfp. Who fhall fay me nay ? 
Glend. Why, that will I. eet aa 
Hot/p. Let me not underftand you then, (peak itn 
Glend. Y.can {peak Englifh, Lord, as well as you; | 
For I was train’d up inthe Englith Court: = 
Many anEnglifh Ditty, lovély well, = 
“And gave the Tongue a helpful Ornament; 
A Vertue that-was never feenin you = 
Hotf{p. Marry, and I am glad of it withall my hea 
P had rather_be a Kitten, and cry mew; a cor an 
‘Than one of thefe fame meeter-Ballad-mongersy> || 
I had rather hear a Brazen Candleftick tun'’d, 
Or adry Wheel grate on the Axle-tree, 
And that would fet my teeth on Edge, 
Nothing fo much as mincing Poetrie; ©” 
Tis like the forc’d gate of a fhufling Nag. |. 
Glend. Come, you fhall have Trent turn’d, || 
Fot/p. 1 donot care: Vle give thrice fo much Lal) 
To any well-deferving Friend ; 
But in the way of Bargain, mark ye me, am 
Ple cavil on the ninth part ofa Hair. = 
Are the Indentures drawn’? fhall we begone? 
Glend. The Moon fhines fair, Bi 
You may away by Night: ‘ 
Vle hafte the Writer ; and withall, ee... 
Break with your Wives, of your departure hence: 
I am afraid'‘my Daughter will run mad. ‘4 
So much fhe doteth on: her Adortimer. _ [i 
Mort. Fie, Coufin Perey, how you crofs my Fathet. | 
Hot/p. I cannot chufé: fometime he angers Me 
With telling me of the Moldwat'p and the Ant, — 
and his Prophecies; 
oa 


A clip-wing’d Griffin, 2 
A couichingr 4 


ie 
‘ 
vA] 


nd a moulten Ravel ae 
Lyon, a ramping ‘Cat, ee 
deal of skimblé-Skamble Stu aS ay 


: mill far, | 
and have him talk to 01% 


In any Summer-houfe in Chriftendom. 

Mort, In faith he was an honeft Gentleman q 
Exceeding well read, and profited, 
In ftrange Concealments: . 
Valiant as a Lion, and wondrous affable, 
And as bountiful, as Mines of India, 
Shall I tell you, Coufin, 
He holds your temper in a high refj peck, 
And curbs.himfelf, even of his natural {cope, 
When you do crofs his humour : faith he does: 
I warrant you, that a man is not alive, 


| Might fo have tempted him, as you have done, 


Without the tafte of danger, ard reproof: 
But donot ufe it oft, letmeintreat you. * 
Wore, \n faith, my Lord, you are too willful blame, 
And fince your coming hither, have done enough, 
To pat him quite befides his patience: 
} You muft needs learn, Lord, to amend this fault ; 
Though fometimesit fhew greatnef, Courage, Blood, 
And that’s the deareft grace it renders you; 
Yet oftentimes it doth prefent harhh Rage, 
Defect of Manners, want of Government, 
Pride, Haughtinefs, Opinion, and Difdain: 
The leaft of which, haunting a Nobleman, 
Lofeth mens Hearts, and leaves behind a ftain 
Upon the Beauty of all parts befides, 
Beguiling them of Commendation. 
ffot. Well, ‘t am f{chool’d: 
Good-manners be your {peed ; 
Here come your Wives, and let us take our leave. 


Enter Glendower, with the Ladies, 


Mort, This isthe deadly fpight that angers me, 


. My Wife can {peak no Englifh, I no Welfh, 


Glend,. My Danghter weeps, fhe?ll not part with you, 


Shel] be a Souldier too, fhe’ll tothe Wars, 


Mort. Good-Father tell her, that fhe and my Avat Percy 


‘Shall follow in your Conduct {peedily. 


Glendower fpeaks to her Wellh, and fle aitn 
: fwers him in the fame, 


Glend. She is defperate here: 


A peevith felf-will’d Harlotry, 


One that Perfwafion can do no good upon. 
The Lady {peaks in Welfh. 


Mort, Lunderftand thy Looks; that pretty Welfh, 
Which thou powr'ft down from thefe {welling Heavens, 
I am too perfect in: And but for fhame, 

In fuch a parley fhoyld I anfwer thee. 


The Lady again in Wellh, 


Mort. 1 underftand thy Kifles, 
And that’s a feeble difputation : 
But I will never be a Truant, Love, 

Till I have Jearn’d thy Lan guage : For thy Tongue 
Makes Welth as {weet as Ditties highly penn’d, 
Sung by a fair Queen in a Summers Bower, 

With ravishing Divifion to her Lute. 


Glend. Nay, if thou melt, then will fhe run mad. 


and thou mine, 


The Lady fpeaks again inWellh, 


Mort. O, I am ignorance it felf inthis, 
Glend.. She bids you, 


On the wanton ruthes lay you down, 

And reft your gentle head upon her Lap, 
And fhe will fing the Song that pleafeth you, 

And on your Eye-Lids Crown the God of Sleep, 
Charming your Blood with pleafing heavinefs.; 
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Making fuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleep, 
As is the difference betwixt Day and N ight, 
The hour before the Heavenly Harnefyd Teem 
Begins his golden ProgrefS in the Eaft. 

Mort.-Withal my heart Vle fit, and hear her fing : 
By what time willour Book, I think, be drawn. 

Glend. Go fo: : 

And thofe Mufitians that fhall play to you, 
Hang in the Air a thoufand Leagues from thence ; 
And ftraight they fhall be here: fit, and attend, 

Zot. Come, Kate, thou art perfectin lying down : 
Come, quick, quick, that I may lay my Head in thy Lap, 

Lady, Go, yé giddy-Goofe. : 

_, Lhe Mufick, plays. 

Flot, Now I perceive the Devil underftands Welfh, 
And tis no marvel he is fo humorous 
Byrlady he’s a good Mufitian. 

Lady. Vhen would you be nothing but Mufical, 

For you are all together governed by humors : 
Lic itill ye Thief, and hear the Lady fing in Welfh. . 

for. \had rather hear (Lady).my,Brach howle in Irifh. 

Lady. Wouldit have thy Head broken 2 

Hot, No. 

Lady. Then be ftill, 

fot, Neither, ’tis a Womans.Fanlt, 

Lady. Now God help thee. 

Flor. To the Welfh. Ladies Bed. 

Lady, What’s that ? 

fiot. Peace, the {ings. 


. 
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flere the Lady fings a Welfh Song, 


Fort. Come, Vle have your Song too. 

Lady. Not mine, in good footh. 

Hot. Not yours,.in good footh ? 

You {wear like a Comfit-makers Wife, 

Not you, in good fooths and, as trueas I live ; 
And, as God fhall mend me; and as fare as day ; 
And giveft fuch Sarcenet furety for thy Oaths, 
As if thou never walk’{t further than Fixsbury. 
swear me, Kate, like a Lady, as thow‘art, 

A good mouth-filling Oath, and leave infooth, 
And fuch proteft of Pepper-Ginger-bread, 

Yo Velvet-Guards, and Sunday-GCitizens. 

Come, fing. 

Lady. | will not fing. : 

Hot. ’ Vis the next way to turn Taylor, or be Red- 
breaft Teacher: And the Indentures be drawn, Ple away 
within thefe two hours: And*fo come iaj-when ye 
will. LExir. 

Glend, Come, come, Lord Mortimer, youare as flow, 
As hot Lord Perey is on fire to go, 

By this our Book is drawn: we'll but feal, 
And then to Horfe immediately. 


Mort. With all my heart. LExeunt. 


Scana Secunda. 


Enter the King, Prince of Wales, and others, 


King. Lords, give us leave: 

The Prince of Wales, and I, 

Muft have fome private Conference, 

But be near at hand, 

For we fhall prefently have need of you, ~ [Exeuat Lords. 

I know not whether Heaven will have it fo, 

For fome difpleafing Service I have.done 

That in his fecret Doom, out of my.Blood, 

He'll breed Revengment, and a Scourge for me : 

But thou doft in thy paflages of Life, 

Make me believe, that thou art-onely mark’d 

For the hot Vengeance, and the Rod of Heaven - 
3 ie) 
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{To punihh my Miftreadings. Tell meelfe, 


Could fach inordinate and low delires, 


4Such poor, fuck bare, fuch lew’d, fuch mean Attempts, 
Such barren Pleafures, rude Society, 


As thou art match’d withall, and grafted too, 

Accompany the greatnels of thy blood, 

And hold their level with thy Princely heart ? 
Prince. So pleafe your Majelty, 1 would could 

Quit all Offences with as clear excule, 

As well as I am doubtlefs { can purge 

My felf of many 1 am charg’d withal ; 


1 Yee fuch extenuation let me beg, 


As in reproof of many Tales devis’d, 
Which oft the Ear of Greatnefs needs muft hear, 
By fimiling Pick-thanks, and bafe News-mongers 4 
I may for fome things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wandred, and irregular, 
Find pardon on my true {ubmiflion, 

King. Heaven pardon thee : 
Yet let me wonder, /7/rry, 
At thy Affections, which do hold a Wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy Anceftors, 
Thy place in Council thou hait rudely loft, 
Which by thy younger Brother is fupplrd 5 
And art almoit an alien to the Hearts 
Of allthe Court and Princes of my blocd. 
The Hope and Expectation of thy time 
Is ruin’d, and the Soul of every man 
Prophetically do fore-think thy fall. 
Had Ifo lavifh of my Prefence been, 
So common hackney?d in the ways of men, 
So {tale and cheap to vulgar Company ; 
Opinion, that did help me to the Crown, 
Had ftill kept loyal to Poffeilion, 
And lefc me in reputelefS Banifhment, 
A Fellow.of no mark, nor likelihood. 
By being feldom feen, I could not ftir, 
But like a Comet, I was wondred at. 
That Men would tell their Children, This is he: 
Others would fay, where ? which is Bullingbrook? 
And then! ftole ali Courtelie from Heaven, 
And dreft my felf in fuch Humility, 
That I did pluck Allegiance from Mens Hearts, 
Loud fhouts and falutations from their Mouths, 
Even in the prefence of the crowned King. 
Thus I did keep my Perfon freth and new, 
My Prefence like a Robe Pontifical, 
Nere fech, but wondred at: and fo my ftate, 
Seldom but fumptuous, thewed like a Fealt, 
And won by rarenefs fuch Solemnity. 
The skipping King he ambled up and down, 
With fhallow Jefters, and rafh Bavin Wits, 
Soon kindled, andfoon burnt, carded his State, 
Mingled his Royalty wich carping Fools, 
Had his great Name prophaned with their fcorns, 
And gave his Countenance, againit his Name, 
To laugh at gybing Boys, and itand the pufh 
Of every beardlefs vain comparative: 
Grew a Companion to the common ftreets, 
Enfeoff’d himfelf to Popularity : 
That being daily fwallowed by mens Eyes, 
They furfeited with Honey, and began to loathe 
The tafte of fweetnefS, whereof a little 
More ghana little, is by much too much. 
So when he had occafion to be feen, 
He was but as the Cuckow is in Fe, 
Heard, not regarded: feen, but with fuch Eyes, 
As fick and blunted with community, 
Afford no extraordinary gaze, 
Such as is bent on Sun-like Majefty, 
Whenit fhines feldom in admiring Eyes: 


But rather drowz’d, and hung their Eye-lids down, 


Slept in his Face, and rendred fuch afpect 
As cloudy men ufe to do their Adverfaries, 


With vile participation. Not an Eye 

But is a-weary of thy common fight, 

Save mine, which hath defir’d to fee thee mores” 
Which now doth, that I would not have it do, 
Make blind it felf with foolifh tendernefs. 


Prince. 1 fhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 


Be more my felf. 
King. For all the World, 


{ Asthou art to this hotr, was Richard then, 
When I from France fet forth at Raven} pire, 


And even asi was then, ts Percy now: 
Nowv by my Sceptér, and my’Soul to boot, _ 


} He hath more worthy Intereft to the ftate 
| Thanthou the Shadow of Succeflion, 


For of no Right, nor Colour like to Right, 
He doth fill Fields with Harnels in the Realm, 
Turns Head againft the Lyon’s armed Jaws 
And being no.more in debt to years than thou, 
Leads ancient Lords, and reverend Bifhops on 
To bloody Battels, and to bruiling Arms. 
What never-dying Honour hath he got, 
Againft renowned Domgtas, whofe high Deeds, 


Whofe hot Incurfions, and great Name in Arms, 


Holds from all Souldiers chief Majority, 
And Military Title Capital. 


Through all the Kingdoms that acknowledge Chrift, 
Thrice hath the Hor/pyr Mars, infwathing loath, 
f 


This infant-Warriour, in his Enterprifes, 


Difcomfited great Domglas, ta’ne him once, 


Enlarged him, and madea Friend of him, 
To fill the Mouth of deep Defiance up, 
And fhake the Peace and Safety of our Throne 


And what fay youto this? Percy, Northnmberlatd, 
The Arch-Bilhops Grace of York, Domglas, Adartimet 


Capitulate againft us, and are up. 
But wherefore do I tell this News to thee $ 
Why, Harry, dol tell thee of my Foes, 
Which att my near’it and deareft Enemy ? 
Thou art like enough, through Vaflal Fear, 
Bafe Inclination, and the ftart of Spleen, . 
To fight againit me under Percie’s Pay, 
To dog his Hecls, and courtfie at his Frowns 
Yo fhew how much thou art degenerate. 
Prince. Do not think fo, you fhallnot find it for 


» 
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And Heaven forgive them, that fomuch have fway’ ; 


Your Majefties good thoughts away from mes 

J willredeem all this on Percie’s Head, 

And in the clofing of fome glorious day, 

Be bold to tell you, that! am your Son 

When I will wear a Garment all of Blood 

And ftain my Favours in a bloody Mask: ’ 
Which wafht away, fhall fcowre my fhame with its 
And that fhall be the day, when e’re it lights) 
That this fame Child of Honour and Renown, 
This gallant Hor/pur, this all-praifed Knight, 
And your unthought of Harry, chance to meets 
For every Honour fitting on his Helm 

V Vould they were multitudes, and on my Head 
My Shamesredoubled. For the time wil! comes 
That I fhall make this Northern Youth exchange 
His Glorious Deeds for my Indignities : 

Percyis but my Fattor, good, my Lord 
Toengrofs up gloriousdeeds on my behalf: 
And! will call him to fo ftrié account 

That he fhall render every Glory up 

Yea, even the fleighteft V Vorthip of his Time, 
Or I will tear the Reckoning from his heart. 
This, in the Name of Heaven, 1 promife here: 
The which, if I promife, and do furvive 

Ido befeech your Majefty, mayfalve — ay 

The long-grown VVounds of my intemperature’ 
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| Ofcein aguarter of an hour, paid money tha 
} three or four times : lived well, and in good compafs : 
| And now I live out of all order, out of compafs. 
Bard. Why, you are fo fat, Sir John, that you mut 
4 needs beout of all compafs; outof a!l reafonable com- 
{ pals, Sir Joh | a 
| aif. Do thou amend thy Face, and Ple amend my 
} Life. Thovart our Adwaral, one the Lantern: 
4] inthe Poop, but’tis in the Nofe of thee; thou art the. 
| Knight of the burning Lamp. 
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If not, the end of Life cancels all Bands, 
And I will dye a hundred thoufand deaths, 
E’re break the fmalleft patcél of this Vow. 
King, Ahundred thoufand Rebels die in this : 
Thou fhalt have Charge, and Soveraigin truft herein. 
Enter Blunt. 
How now, good Blunt ? thy looks are full of fpeed. 
Blunt. So hath the bufinefs that I come to {peak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word, 
That Domglas and the Engli(h Rebels met 
The eleventh of this Month, at Shrewsbury: 
A mighty and a fearful Head they are, 
(If promifes be kept on every hand ) 
As ever offered foul play in a State. 
King. The Earl of Wejtmerland fet forth to day : 
With him my Son, Lord Fobn of Lancafter, 
For this Advertifement is five days old. 
On Wednefday next, Harry, thou thalt fet forward : 
On Thurfday, we our felves will march. 


Our Bufinefs valued, fome twelve days hence, 
Our general Forces at Bridgenorth fhall meet. 
Our hands are full of bufinefs: Let?s away, 


Seana Tertia. 


Enter Falftaff, and Bardolph. 


feven times a week, went to a Bawdy-hou! 


_ Bard. Why, Sir Fohn, my Face does you no harm. 
Falfi. No, Vle be fworn : I makeas good ufe of it, 


many a man doth of a Deaths-Head, or a Aé&emento Mori. 
I never fee thy Face, but I think upon Hell fire, and Dives 
{ that lived inPurple; for there he is in his Robes burning. 
If thou wert any way given to Virtue, I would fwear by 
thy Face; my Oath fhould be, By this Fire: But thou 
art altogether givenover, and wercindeed, but for the 
| Light in thy Face, the Sun of utter Darknefg. When 

thou rann’it up Gads-bill in the night to catchmy Horfe, 
if I did northink thou hadft been an Ignis fatuns, ov a Ball 
of Wild-fire, there’s no purchafe in Money. O, thou 
arta perpetual Triumph, an everlafting Bone-fire-light, 
thou haft faved me a thoufand Marks in “Links and Tor- 
ches, walking with thee in the night betwixt Tavern 
and Tavern: But the Sack that thou haft drunk me, 
would have bought me light as good cheap, at the 
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Our meeting is Bridgenorth: And Harry, you fhall march 
| Through Glocefter-fhire : By which account, 


Advantage feeds them fat, while men delay.  [Exewar. 


Falft, Bardalph, am 1 not faln away vilely, -fince this 
Jaft action? do I not bate? do I not dwindle? Why 
| my skin hangs about me like anold Ladies loofe Gown: 
Tam withered like an old Apple ohn, Well I’le repent, 
~ fand that fuddenly, while I am in fome liking : I fhall 
‘Pout of heart fhortly, and then I fhall have no ftrength 
frepent. AndI have not forgotten what the in-fide of a 
| Church is made of, 1 am a Pepper Corn, a Brewers 

4 Horfe: The in-fideof a Church. Company, villanous 

| Company hath been the fpoil of me. : 
| Bard. Sir Fohn,you are fo fretful you cannot live long. 
| Falff. Why there isit: Come, fing mea bawdy Song, 

4 Make me merry : I was as virtuoully given, 


a Gentleman 
| need to be; virtuous enough, fwore little, 


ie’ not above 
ige above 
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deareit Chandlers in Ewrope. I have maintain?d that Sa- 
lamander of yours with fire, any time this two and thirty 
years, Heaven reward me for it. 

Bard: | would my Face were in your belly. 

Flft. Sofhould | be fure to be heart-buryd, 

Enter Hoftefs. 
How now, Dame Parle: the Hen, have you enquir’d yet 
who pick’d my Pocket ? 

Hoftefs. Why, Sir Fobn, whatdo youthink, Sir Fohn ? 
do you think I keep Thieves in my Houfe? { have 
fearch’d; I have enquir’d, fo has my Husband. Man by 
Man, Boy by Boy, Servant by Servant :xTHe ught of a 
Hair was never loft in my Houfe before. 

Falft. Ye lye, Hofte/s: Bardolph was thav’d, and loft 
many a hair ; and le be {worn my Pocket was pick’d; go 
to, you are a Woman, go. 

Hojtefs. Whol? I defie thee. I was never call’d fo in 
mine_own Honfe before. 

Falft. Go to, I know you well enough. 

Hofte/s. No, Sir ¥ob2: You do not know me, Sir 
John; 1 know you, Sir Yohx : You owe me Money, Sir Joh, 
and now you pick a quarrel tobegnileme of it: I bought 
you a dozen of Shirts to your back. F 

Falit. Dowlas, filthy Dowlas : Ihave given them away 
to Bakers Wives, and they have made Bouiters of them. 

Fiofte/s. Now as] ama true Woman, Holland of eight 
fhillings an Ell: You owe Money here befides, Sir Sohn, 
for your Diet, and by-Drinkings, and Money lent you, 
tour and twenty pounds. 

Falff. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hoste/s. He ? alas! heis poor, he hath nothing. 

Falf. How? poor? look upon his face: What call 
you rich? Let him coyn his Nofe, let him coyn his 
Cheeks, P’le not paya Denier. What, will you make a 
Yonker of me? Shall I not take mine eafe in mine Inn, 
out J fhall have my Pocket pick’d ? Ihave loft a Seal-Ring 
of my Grand-fathers, worth forty Mark. 

Hoffe/s. | have heard the Prince tell him, I know not 
how oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Falft, How ? the Prince is a Jack, a Sneak-Cup: and 
if he were here, I would cudgel him like a Dog, if he 
would fay fo. 


be 


to 


Enter the Prince marching, and ¥Falftaff meets him, 
playing on bis Trunchion like a F. ife. 


Falff. How now. Lad? is the wind in that Door? 
Mult we all march ? 

Bard. Yea, twoand two, Newgate fathion. 

loft. My Lord, I pray you hear me. 

Prince. What fay’ft thou, Miftrefs Quickly ? How does 
thy Husband ? I love him well, he is an honeft man. 

1 ftefs. Good, my Lord, hear me. 

Falft. Prethee let her alone, and lift to me. 

Prince.. What fay’{t thou, Fack.? 

Falft. The other night I fell afleep here behind the 
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt: This Houfe is turn’d 
Bawdy-houfe, they pick Pockets. 

Prince, What didft thou lofe, Fack ? 

Faljt. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? Three or four 
Bonds of forty pound a piece, and a Seal-Ring of my 
Grand-fathers. 2 

Prince. A trifle, fomeeight-penny matter. 

fost. Sol told him, my Lords and I faid, I heard 
your Grace fay fo: And(my Lord ) he {peaks moft_vilely 
of you, like 2 foul-mouth’d man as he is, and faid h 
would cudgel you. 

Prince, What, he did not? 

Hoft. There’s neither Faith, Truth, nor Woman-hood 
in me elfe. ; 

Fal. There’s no more faith in thee than in a ftude 
Prune; nor no more truth in thee than ina drawn Fox : 
and for Woman-hood, Maid-Marian may be the Depy- 
ties Wife of the Ward to thee. Go you nothing, go, 


as 


ee 
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Auf. Say, what thing ? what thing : twenty, or thereabout : I ani hainoufly unprovided Welly} 
Faljiz What thing ? why a thing to thank Heaven on. |} God be thanked for thefe Rebels, they offend none but} — 
Hot. | am nothing to thank Heaven on, I would thou | the Virtuous. I laud them, I praife them. fe 
1 fhouldit knowdt +l-am an honeft Man’s Wife ; and fetting | Prin, Bardolph. eee 
1 thy Knighthood afide, thou art 2 Knave to call me fo. Bar, My Lord. Bi 
| Fal/t. Setting thy Womanhood alide, thou art a Beaft Prin, Go bear this Letter to Lord Yobn of Lancafter 
{ to, fay otherwile. to my Brother Jebn, This to my Lord of Weftmerlang:| 
Fbft. Say, what Beaft, thou Knave thou ? Go Peto, to Horfe : forthou,-and I, ay 
Fai, What Bbeait ? Why, an Otter. Have thirty Miles'to ride yet ere dinner time. — : 
Prin. An Otter, Sir Fobw, why an Otter ?. Fack, mect me to Morrow in the Temple- Fall 
Fal. Why ? fhe’s neither fifh_ nor flefh ; a man knows | At two a Clock in the Afternoon, 
not where to. kave her. There fhalt thou know thy Charge, and there receive: } 
‘aft man in faying fo ; thou, or | Money, and Order for their Furniture. ie 


Hoff. Thou art an unjo | t 
any man knows'where-to have me, thou Knave thou. The Land is burning, Perey ftands onhie, . 


| Prin. Thou fay ft true, Hoftels, and he flanders thee And either they, or we, muft lower lie. 
i moft grofly. Fal. Rare words : brave world, 
Hoff. So he doth you, my Lord, and faid this other | Ho/fe/s, my reakfaft, come - res 
owd him a thoufand pound. Oh, 1 could wih this Tavern were my Drum. . ne 
[ Excunt 


} day, - you 
| Prince. Sirrahy dol owe you a thonfand pound ? 
| Fal, A thoufand pound, Mal é a million : thy love is 
| worth a million: thou owft me thy love. 
|. Hof. Nay, my Lord, he cal?d you Jack, and faid he, 
} would cudgel you. 
Fal, Did 1, Bardolph? 
Bar. Indeed, Six Febu, you faid fo. Enter Harry Hotfpur, Worcelter, — 
|. Fal. Yea, if he faid my Ring was Copper. and Dowglas. am 
Prin. 1 fay tis Copper. Dar'ft thou be as good as ei 
| thy word now ? Hot. Well faid, my Noble Scot, if fpeaking tri 
| Fal. Why, Hal? thou know’lt, as thou art but a man, | Inthis fine Age, were not thought Flattery, 
| I dare, but as thou art a Prince, I fear thee, asi fear the Such attribution fhould the Dowglas have, 
| roaring of the Lyons Whelp. _ | Asnot a Souldier.of this Seafons ftamp, 
Prin. And why not as the Lyon 4 Should go fo general currant through the world, 
-\ Fal, The King, himfelf is to be feared as the Lyon: | By Heaven 1.cannot flatter : 1 defie Be 
Do?fE thou think Mle fear thee, asI fear thy Father? nay The Tongues of Soothers. But a braver pla 
if.1 do, Jet my Girdle break. 5 In my Heart’s love, hath no man than yourself 
“Prin. O, af it fhould, how would thy guts fall about | Nay, task me to my word ; approve me Lord 
thy knees. But, firrah, there’s no room for Faith, Truth, } Dow. Thou art the King of Honour : 2 
mor. Honefiy, in this bofom of thine: it is all filf’d up | Nogman fo potent breathes upon the grou 
with Guts and Midriff. Charge an honeft Woma But I will Beard him. 
| with picking thy Pocket? Why thou horfon impudent, | Enter a Meffenger Si 
imboft Rafcal, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but| Hot. Do fo, and ’tis well What Letter | 
j Tavern Recknings, Memorandums of Bawdy-Houfes, | there ? I can but thank you. ee 
and one poor penny-worth of Sugar-candy to make thee Mef. Thefe Letters come from our Father. 
{ long-winded : if thy Pocket were enrich’d with any o- Hot. Letters from him? y ee 
|) ther injuries but thefe, Lama Villain : And yet you will | Why comes he not himfelf? 
| ftand to it, you will not Pocket up Wrongs, “Art thou not Mel, He cannot come my Lord 
Le ck Ce hea arena kaon'it He is grievous fick. } 
al. Doft thou hear, Hat : ou know’ft in the ftate "Hot. How ? has het j ' Pa 
of Innocency, Adam fell :_and what would poor ¥ack,| In fuch a jultling time ie eae ih : 
Falfteff do, inthe days of Villany ; Thou feeft, I have | Under whofe Government come they alon Fie 
| more fiefh than another man, and therefore frailty. You | 4/. His Letters bears his mind not mind aan 
confefs then you pickt my Pocket? Wor. 1 prethee tell me, doth he Keep his Bed? eae 
Prin. It appears fo by the Story. Meff. Hedid, my Lord, four days ere Lfet fo Fane 
Fal. Hoffefs, 1 forgive. thee: And at the time of my departure thence Be 
es sea rege Avago cee Husband, He was much fear’d by his Phyfician : ee 
Look tothy Servants, and cherifh thy Guetts < A} Wor. | wouldt i : Bikgie 
Thou fhaltfind me tratable to any honeft Reafon : . ,|E’re he. by Sicknetst had eae tT pay been wis 
Thou feeft, 1 am pacified ftill. mm || His Health was never better worth than now ne 
Nay, I prethee be gone. Exit Hojfte/s. | _ Hot/p. Sicknow ? droop now ? this fi cknefsdoth i 
Now, Hal, to the news at Court for the Robbery, Lad? | Thevery Life-blood of our Enter a. ee 
How is that anfwered ¢ yet ‘Tis catching hither, even to ae Sek Ree 
- Prin, O my fweet, Beef : 3 i He writes me here, that inward Sicknefh. 
I muft ftill be good. Angel: to thee. sieres f,> - | And that his Friends by deputation ii 
The Money is paid back again 9) fos Je Could not fofeon be drawn : nor did h ‘think it m6 
Fal. .O, 1 donot likethat paying, back, .*tis a double | To lay fo dangerous and dear a truft € took terre 
Labour... cade tet | On a Soulremov’d, but on his own pee 
Prin. 1 am good Friends with my Father, and may | Yet doth he give us bold Advertifement, 
do any thing. 4 ; : | That with our {mall-Conjunction we fhould or eee, 7 
. Fal. Robme the Exchequer the firft thing thou do’ft, | To fee how Fortune is difpos’d to us, i ea 
— it with un-wafh’d hands too. he w pelos 3. 
| ard. Do, my Lord, | : | _ | Becaufe the King’is certain] ‘ 
: aie Slave procured thee, Gack, a Charge of Foot. | OF all our Purposes, Whar pe a is ” 


ce 


aie 


For, ashe writes, there is noquailing now, 
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ML would it hadbeen of Horie. Where fhall I find | Wor. Your Father’s ficknefS is a maim to Us. 


4 


: eal well? O, fora fine Thief, of two and | Hot/p. A pcriilous Gath, a very Limb lopt 0 ee 


By fome; that know not why he is away, 

That Wifdom, Loyalty} ‘and iheer Diflike 

Of our Proceedings, kept the Earl from hence. 
»And think, how fuch an Apprehenfion 

‘| May turn the Tide! of ‘fearful Faction, 

And breed a kind of Queftion in our Caufe: 

For well you know, we of the offering fide, ' 
Mutt keep aloof from {tit arbitrement, 

And ttop albfight-holés; every loop, from whence 
The Eye of Reafon May prye in upon us : 

This abfence of your Father draws.a Curtain, 
That fhews the ignorant‘a kind of fear 

Before not dreamt of. 


I rather of his Abfence make this ufe: 

It lends a luftre; and mote great Opinion, 

A_ larger Dare ‘to-your &reat Exterprize, 
Than if the Earl were here * ‘for men muft think, 
If we without his help, can make a Head 

To pufh againft the Kingdom :' with his help, 
We hall oréturnit topfie-turvy down. 

Yet all goes well, yet. allour joynts are whole, 


There is norfucha word fj poke of in Scotland, 
As this Dream of Fear, 


The Earl of Welt merland, feven thoufand ftrong, 
Is marching hither-wards with Prince obz, 


The firt Part of King Henry the 
And yet, infaith} *tis not, his prefent want 
Seems more than we thall find it, | 
Were it good, tofettheexad Wealth of all our States 
All at one Calt 2 to fet fo rich a Mine 
On the nice hazard of one€ doubtf ul Hour; 

{t were not good: for therein fhould we read 
The very bottoni,):andthe Soul of hope, 
The very Lift, the very utmoft bound 
Of all our Fortunes, 
_ Domg. Faith; and foo we fhould, 
Where iow remainsa {weet Reverfion, 
We may boldhyfpend; upon the hope. - 
Of what is to come in: 
A: comfort of Retirement lives in this. 
Hot fp. A Rendezvous, a Home to flic unto, 
If that the Deviland Mifchance look big 
Upon the Maidenhead of our Affairs, 

Wor. But yet 1 wouldyour Father had been here : 
The Quality:and Heir of our Attempt 
Brooks ‘no! Divifiom : It will be thought 


Fourth. 


Fiot/p. No More, no more ; 

Worfe than the Sun in March; 

This Praife doth hourith Agues : Jo; them come. 

They come like Sacrifices, in their trim, 

And to the fire-ey’d Maid of fmoaky War, 

Allhot, and bleeding, will we offer them : 

The mailed Ad@ars fhall on his Altar: fit 

Up to the ears in Blood. I am on fire, 

To hear this rich Reprizal is fo nigh, 

nd yet not ours; Come, let me take my Horfe, 

Who is to bear melike a Thunder-bolt 

Againft the bofom of the. Prince of Wales, 

Harryto Harry, thall not Horfe to Horfe i 

Meet, and ne’re part, till one drop downa Coatfe?! 

Oh, that. Glendomer were come. 

Ver, Thereis more News: 

I Jearn’d.in Worcefter, as.1-rode along, 

He cannot draw his Powe¢ this fourteen days. 
Dow. That’s the worft Tidings that I hear of, yet. 
Wir. I, by my faith, that bears a frofty found. 
Fot/p. What may. the/Kings whole Battel reach unto ? 
Ver. Yo thirty thoufand, 
fZot.. Forty let it be, 

My Father and Glendower being both away, 

The Power of us may-ferve fo great a day. 

Come, let us take a Mater {peedily ; 

Dooms-day is near 5 die all, die merrily. 

Domg. Talk not of dying, 1 am out of fear 
Of death, or deaths hand, for this one half year. 


[ Exeunt omnes; 


jream Scena Secunda, 
fiot{p. You ftraimtoo far. 


Enter Falftaff and Bardolph. 


Falft. Bardolph, get thee before t 
Bottle of Sack, out Souldiers fhall 
to Suston-cop-hill to Night. 

Bard. Will you give me Money, Captain? 

Falft. Lay out, Jay out. 

Bard. This Bottle makes an Angel. 

Falft, And if it do, take it for thy labour : and if it 
make twenty, take them all, Ple anfwer the Coynage, 
Bid my Lieutenant Pero meet meat the Towns end, 

Bard. 1 will Captain : farewell, 

Falft. \f 1 be not atham’d of my Souldiers, 1 ama 
fowc’t Gurnet : I have mif-us’d. the Kings Pref§ dams 
nably. I have got,» in exchange of a hundred and fifty 
Souldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. I prefs me 
none but good houfe-holders, Yeoinens Son i 


© Coventry, fill mea 
match through ; yell 


Dowg. As heart’ can think : 


Enter Sir Richard Vérnon. 
Flot{p. My Coufin Vernon, welcome by my Soul, 


[ Exit. 
Vern. Pray God my News be worth a welcome, Lord. 


Hot/p. Noharm:; what more ? 
Fern. And further, I have learn’d, 


The King himfelf in Perfon hath fet forth, 
Or hither-wards intended fpeedily, 
With ftrong and mighty Preparation, 
ot/p.- He ‘thall be welcome too, 
Where is his Son, 
| The nimble-footed Mad-cap, Prince of Wales 
| And his Comrades, that daft the World afide 
And bid it pafg ? 
Vern, Al} furnifht, all in Arms, 
All plum’ like Eftridges, that with the Wind 


me out contracted Batchelors, 
twice on the Banes : fuch'a Co 


> 
? 


ger Sons to younger Brothers : Revolted ak and 
Oftlers, Trade-faln,. the Cankers of a calm World, and 
long Peace; ten times more difhonourable, ragged, than 
an old-fac’d Ancient + and fuch have { to fill up the 
rooms of them that have bought out their Services: that 
you would think, that I had a hundred and fifty tatter’d 
Prodigals, lately come from Swine-keeping, from eating 
Draft and Husks, A mad fellow met me on the way, | 
and told me, I had unloaded all the Gibbets, and preft the | 
dead Bodies. No eye hath feen fuch skar-Crows <"Ple 
not march though Coventry with them, that’s flat, N ay, 


and 


‘y With his Beaver on, 
His-Cufhes on his thighs, Eelam 
ea 


? 
As if an Angel dropt down from the louds, 

To turn and wind a fiery PR afi, ew | 
And witcht the world with noble Horfemanthip, - 


, ee ib 
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lains march wide betwixt the Legs, as if | That you forefee not what Impediments , 

they had Gyves on 3 for indeed, 1 had the moft of them Drag back our Expedition : certain Horfe 

out of Prifon- There’s not a Shirt and a half in all my | Of my Coufin Vernon’s are not yet come up, 

Company : and the half Shirt is two Napkins tack to- Your Uncle Worcefter’s Horfe came but to day, 

gether, and thrown over the Shoulders like a Heralds | And now their pride and mettle is afleep, 

Coat without fleeves: and the Shirt, to fay the truth, | Their courage with hard labour tame. and dull, 

ftoln’ from my Holt of $. Albans ; or the Red-Nofe | That nota Horfe is half the half of himfelf. 

Inn-keeper of Dayztry. But that?s all one, they’! find Fiotfp. So are the Horfe of the Enemy 

Linnen enough on every Hedge. In general, journey-bated, and brought low ; 
The better part of Ours are full of reft. 


sh he Lord of Weftmerland. Worc. The number of the Kings exceedeth ours: 
Eniter the Prince, and the Lord of For Gods fake, Coufin, ftay till all come in. 
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and the Vil 


Prince. How now, blown Fack? how now, Quilt ? /) 
Z argon sake Hew tive mad Wag, whata De- The Trumpet founds a Parley. Enter Sir Walter Blant, 


vildo-ft thou in Warmick-fhire ? My good Lord of Weff- 
merland, cry youmetcy, I thought your Honour had al- 


ready been at Shrewsbury. 


Weft. Faith, Sir ohn, tis more than time that I were th 
wee and you too: but my Powers are there already. And would to God you were of our determination. 


{3 
a8 
: ; or usall: we muft away | Some of us love you well : and even thofe fome = | 
Legacies tell yon, looks porte t Envy your great Defervings, and good Name, | 
Fait. Tut, never fearme, Iam as vigilant as a Cat, | Becaufe you are not of our Quality, 
to fteal Cream. ; But ftand againft. us like an Enemy. > 
Prince. think to fteal Cream indeed, for thy theft] Plu. And Heaven defend, but {till I fhould ftand fo, 
hath already made thee Butter: but tell me, Fack, whofe So long as out of Limit, and true Rule, ae 
Fellows are thefe that come after ? You ftand againft Anointed Majefty. ' 
Falft. Mine, Hal, mine. But to my Charge. 
Prince. \ did never fee fuch pitiful Rafcals. The King hath fent to know 
Falft. Tut, tut, good enough to tols: food for Pow- The Nature of your Griefs, and whereupon 
der, food for Powder: they? II fill a Pit, as well as better : You conjure from the breaft of Civil peace, 
tufiman, mortal men, mortal men. Such bole Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land 
Weftm. 1, but Sit Yohn, methinks they are exceeding | Audacious Cruelty. If that the King 
poor and bare, too beggarly. Have any, way your good Deferts forgot, 
Fal. Faith, for their poverty, 1 know not where they | Which he confeffeth to be manifold, Bere 
had that , and for their barenefS, 1am fure they never He bids you name your Griefs ; and with all fpeed 
learn’d that of me. You fhall have your defires, with intereft: 
Prin, No, Ple be fworn, unlefS you call three fin- And Pardon abfolute for your felf, and thefe, 
gers on the Ribs, bare. But, firrah, make hafte. Percy is | Herein mis-led by your fuggeftion. 
already inthe Field. . Hot/p. The King is kind : 
Falft, What, is the King eneamp’d? And well we know, the King 
Weft. He is, Foba, | fear we fhall {tay too long. Knows at what time to Promife, when to Pay: 
Falft. Well, to the latter end ofa Fray, and the | My Father, my Uncle, and my felf, 
beginning of a Fealt, fics a dull Fighter, and a keen | Did give him that fame Royalty he wears: 
Guett. : [Exeunt. | And when he was not fix and twenty ftrong, 
Sick in the worlds regard, wretched and low, 
_ es pnt Out-law, {neaking home, 
| sisi y Father gave him welcome to the fhore: 
Scena Tertia. And when he heard him fwear, and vow to God, 
He came to be but Duke of Lancafter, 
Enter Hotfpur, Worcefter, Dowglas, and Vernon. To fue out his Livery, and beg his Peace, 
With tears of Innocency, and terms of zeal : 
Hot{p. Well fight with him to Night. My Father, in kind heart and pity mov’d, 
Wore, It may not be. : Swore him afliftance, and Perform’d it too. 
Dong. You give him then advantage. Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realm 
Vern. Not a whit. Perceiv’d Northumberland did lean to him 
Hot{p. Why fay you fo ? looks he not for Supply ? They more and lefs came in with Cap and Knee, 
Fern. So do we. Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages 
Hot{p. His is.certain, Ours is doubtful. Attended him on Bridges, ftood in Lanes 
Wore. Good Coufin be advis’d, ftir not to Night. Laid Gifts before him, proffer’d him their Oaths, 
Vern. Do not, my Lord. Gave him their Heirs, as Pages, followed him, 
Dowg. You do not counfel well : Even at the heels, in golden multitudes. 
You fpeak it ‘out of fear, and cold. heart. ; He prefently, as greatnefs knows it felf 
Vern. Do meno flander, Dowglas: by my Life, - Steps me a little higher than his Vow : 
And I dare well maintain it with my Life, Made to my Father, while his Blood was poor, 
If well-refpected Honour bid me-on, Upon the naked fhore at Raven|purg : 
I hold as little counfel with weak fear. And now (forfooth) takes on him to reform 
As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this day lives. } Some certain Edicts, and fome ftrait Decrees, — 
Lit it be feen to morrow in the Battel, That lay too heavy on the Common-wealth 5 
Which of us fears. Cries out upon Abufes, feems to wee 
_ Domg. Yea, or to night. i Over his Countreys Wrongs : and by his Face, 
Wee Content. This feeming Brow of Juftice, did he win 
Hot{p. To night, fay I. : The Hearts of all that he did angle for. 
Vern. Come, come, it may not be. Proceeded further, cut me offthe Heads 
I wonder much,being men of fuch great Leading as youare, | Of all the Favourites, that the abfent King 


Blunt. "I come with gracious offers from the Kip a 


If you vouchfafe me hearing, and refpect. 
Hot/p, Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt : 


)| Who with them was rated firmly too; 


In deputation left behind*him here, 
‘hen he was perfonal in the Jrifh War. 
Blunt, Tut, | came not to hear this, 
#{or. Then to the point. 
In fhort time after, he depos’d the King, 
Soon after that, depriv’d him of his Life: 
And’ in the neck of that, task’t the whole State. 
To make that worfe, fuffer’d his kinfman March; 
Who is, if every Owner were right plac’d, 
Indeed his King, to be engag’d in Wales, 
There, without Ranfom, to lie forfeited : 
Disgrac’d me in. my happy Victozies, 
Sought to intrap me by intelligence, 
Rated my Uncle from the Council Boord, 
In rage difmifs’d my Father fromthe Court, 
Broke Oath, committing Wrong on Wrong, 
And in conclufion, drove us to feek out 
This Head of fafety ;-and withall, to ptice 
Into his Title: the which we find 
Too indirect, for long continuance. ; 
Blunt, Shall return this anfwer to the King ? 
Hot{p. Not fo, Sir Walter. 


{ We’ll withdraw a while: 


Go to the King, and Jet there be impawn?d 
Some furety for a fafe return again: 
And in the morning early fhall my Uncle 


| Bring hith our Purpofe : and fo farewell: 


Blunt. 1 would you would accept of Grace and Love. 
Hotf{p, And’t may be; fo we hall. 


| Bluat. Pray Heaven you do. LExeunt. 


Scena Quarta, 


Enter the Arch-Bifhop of York, and Sir Michel. 


Arch, Hie, good Sir Afichel, bear this fealed Brief 


| With winged hafte tothe Lord Marfhal, 


This to my Confin Scroop, andall the reft 

To whom they are directed. 

If you knew how much they do import, 

You would make hatte, : 
Sir Michel. My good Lord, I guefs their tenour. 
4rch. Like enough you do. 

To morrow, good Sir A/Zichel, is a day, 

Wherein the Fortune of ten thoufand men 

Mutt bide the touch. For, Sir, at Shrewsbury, 

As 1 am truly given to underftand, , 

The King, with mighty and quick-raifed Power; 

Meets with Lord Harry and { fear, Sir Adiehel, 

What with the ficknefs of Northumberland, 

Whofe Power was in the firit proportion ; 

And what with Owen Glendowers abfence thence; 


And comes not in, over-rul’d by Prophecies, 
I fear the Power of Percy is too weak, 
To wage an inftant tryal with the King: oy 

Sir Mich. Why, my good Lord; you need not fear, 
There is Domglas, and Lord Adrtimer. 

Arch, No, Mortimer is not there. 

Sir Miche But there is Adordake, Veriton, Lord: Har- 
And there is my Lord of Worce/ter, (ry Percy, 
And a Head of gallant Warriours, 

Noble Gentlemen: ~~ 

4rch. And fo there is; but yet the King hath-drawn 
The fpecial head of all the Land together : 
The Prince of Wales, Lord Fobn of Lancafter 
The Noble We/tmerland, and warlike Blugt 
And many more Corrivals, and dear men 
Of Eftimation, and Command in Arms; 

Sir M. Doubt not, my: Lord, he thali be well 

4rch. 1 hope no lefs : Yet need 


> 
3 


. oppos’d. 
us 'to fear, 


And to prevent the worlt, Sir Adichel fpeed ssc) s gisiu 


¥ 
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What with the Injuriés of wanton Time, 

The feeming Sufferances that you had: bern, 
And thé contrarious Winds that held the King: 
So long in the unlucky Jrifh Wars, >): 
That all ih England did répute him dead : 

And from this fwarni of fair Advantages, 

You took ‘occafion to’ be quickly woo'd, ~ 

To gripe the generall fway into your Hand, 

| Forgot: your Oath to! us’at Dancafter, 


For if Lord Percy thrive not ere the 
Difmifs his Power, he means to vif; Us ; 
For he hath heard. of our Confederacy, .” 
And, *tis but Wifdom to: make it gaint hime 
Therefore make hafte, I mutt Lowrite avai 
To other Friends: and fo farewell, Sir 4 


King 


rong 


agai 
ey Re) 
Zichel, 


[ Esvennt, 
Adtus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


Enter the King; Prince of Wales, Lord Jolin of Lancafter, 
Earl of Weitmerland, Sir Walter Blont, and Falftaff, 


King, How bloudily the Sun begins to peer 
Above yon busky ‘hill: the day looks pale 
At his Diftemperature. 
Prin, “The-Southérn «wind 
Doth play the Trumpet to his purpofes, 
Ane by his hollow: whiftling in the Leaves, 
Foretelsa Tempeft, anda bluft’ring day: 
King. Then with the lofers Jet it fympathize, 
For nothing can feem fowre to them that win, 
‘0 ED he Trumpet [ounds. 
Ener Worcefter. 
King: How now, my Lord of Worfter ?*Tis not well, 
That you and I fhould meet upon fuch: terms, 
As now we-meet. ‘Youhave deceiv’d our Troft; 
And made us doff our éafid' Robe of Peace, 
To cruth our old Limbs’ in ungentle Steel 
This isnot well, my Lord, this ‘is not well. 
What fay you to it? Will you again unknit 
This churlh Knot of all-abhorred War ? 
And move in that Obedient Orb again, 
Where. you did give a fair and natural light; 
And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 
A Prodigie of Fear, and a Portent 
Of broached Mifchief, to the unbora Times ? 
Wor. Hear me, my Liege : 
For mine own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the Lag-end of my life 
With quiet ‘hours ? For Ido proteft; °° 
I have not foughit the day of this diflike: i 
King. You have not fought it : how ‘comes ft then ? 
Falft, Rebellion lay in his way;and ‘he found it. 
Prin, Peace, Cliewet, peace. 1 
Wor. lt pleas’d your Majefty, to turn your looks 
Of Favour, from my Sélf, and all oti Houfe 5 
And yet I muff remember you, my Lord, 
We were tlie firft, and déarelt of your Friends: 
For you, my Staff of Offiée did I break 
In Richard’s time, and’ polted day ‘and‘night 
To. meet ‘you on the way, and kifs your ‘hand; 
When yet you were in place, and in aécount 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate, as'I + 
{it was my felf; my Brother, and his Son; 
That brought you home, ahd boldly did out-daré 
The danger of thé tithe. You fworé to tis, 
And you did fwear:that'Oath at Doncaftery 
That you did nothing of purpofe "gaint thé Statep™. 
Nor. claim no further, than your néw-fala tight, 
The feat of Gaunt, Dilkedom of Laneafter. 
To this, we fware our aid = But? ia fort {pace; 
It rain’d down Fortune thowfing on your: head, 
And fuch a floud of Greatne felon Joa,’ ees 
What with our help, what with’the abfent’King, 


And 
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And being fed by us, you us’d us fo, | 
As that ungentle gull the Cuckows Bird, 
Ufeth the Sparrow, did opprefs our Neft, 
Grew by our Feeding, to fo great a Bulk, 
That even our Love durft not come neat your fight 
For fear of fwallowing : But withnimble wing 
We were infore’d for fafety’s fake, to flye 
Out of your fight, and raife this prefent Head, 
Whereby we ftand oppofed by fuch means 
As you your felf, have fore’d againft your felf, 
By unkind Ufage, dangerous Countenance, 
And violation of all Faith and Troth 
Sworn to us in your younger Enterprize. 

King. Thefe things indeed you have articulated, 
Proclaim’d at Market Crofles, read in Churches, 
To face the Garment of Rebellion 
With fome fine Colour, that may pleafe the eye 
Of fickle Changelings, and poor Difcontents, 

| Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the News 
Of hurly burly Innovation : 
And never yet did Infurrection want 
Such Water-colours, to impaint his Caufe : 
Nor moody Beggars, ftarving for a time 
Of pell-mell Havock, and Confufion. 
| Prin, In both out Armies, there 1s many a Soul 
| Shall pay full dearly for this Encounter, 
If once they joynin trial. Tell your Nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth joyn with ali the World, 
In praife of Henry Percy : By my Hopes, 
This prefent Enterprize fet off his head, 
I do not think a braver Gentleman, 
More Active, Valiant, or more valiant young, 
More daring, or morebold, is now alive, 
To grace this latter Age with Noble Deeds. 
For my part, I may fpeakit to my fhame, 
I have a Truant been to Chivalry, 
And fol hear, he doth account.me too : 
Yet this before my Fathers Majefty, 
Iam content that he fhall take the odds 
Of his great Name and Eftimation, 
And will, to fave the Bloud on either fide, 
Try Fortune with him, in a Single Fight. 


King. And, Prince of Wales, fo dare we venture thee, 


i Albeit, Confiderations infinite 
Jo make againft it : No, good Worfter, no, 
We love our People well , even thofe we love 
That are mifled upon your Coufins part : 
And will they take the offer of our Grace: 
Both he, and they,,and you, yea, every man 
Shall be my Friend again, and [le be his. 

Be tell your Coufin, .and bring me word, 

| What he willdo. But if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and. dread. Correction wait on us, 
And they fhall do their Office. So be gone, 
We will not now be troubled with reply, 

We offer fair, takeit adviledly. 

Prin. It will not-be.accepted, on my Life, 

The Dowglas and the Hot/pur both together, 

Are confident againft the world in Arms. 

King. Hence. therefore, every Leader to his Charge, 
For on their Anfwer will we fet on them ; 
And God befriend.us, as our Caufe is jult. 

Manet. Prince. and Falttaft. 

Fal. Hal, ifthou fee me downin the Battel, 

And beftrideme, fo ;*tis.a pomt of Friendfhip: 


Say thy Prayers, and farewell. 
Fait, 1 wouldtt were Bed time? Hal, and all well. 
Prin. Why, thou oweft Heaven a death. 


en ea een enna 


[ Exit Worcelter, 


[. Exeunt.| 


Prin. Nothing but a Coloflus-can do thee that F riendfhip : 


Fal, *Tis not due yet : 1 would be loth to pay him 
before his day. What need I\be fo forward with him 
that call’s not on me? Well, ‘tis no matter, Honour pticks |. 
me oh. But how if Honour prick) me off when I come 
on ? Howthen; Can Honour fet to aleg ?.No + or an 


Ss 


TAO 


arm ? No : Or take away the grief of a Wound ? No 
Honour hath no skill in Surgery then? No. What is Ho 

nour ? a word. What is that word, Honour ? Ayre: A} 
trim reckoning. Who hath it ¢ He that dy’d a Wednef- 
day. Doth he feebit # No. Doth he hear it? No, Isit 
infenfible then? yea, to the dead. But will it not live with 
the living ? No. Why ? Detraction will not fuffer it, 
therefore Pie none of it. Honour isa meer Scutcheon, and 
fo ends my Catechifm. L Exit, 


} ewer ene tA ae 
| Scena Secunda. 
| Enter Worcelter, and Sir Richard Vernon: 


Wor. O no, my Nephew muft not know, Sir Richa, 
The liberal kind Offer of the King. . 

Ver. Twere beft he aid. 

Wor. Then we are all undone. 
It is not poflible, it cannot be, 
The King would keep his Word in loving us, 
He will fufpect us ftill, and find a time 
To Punifhthis Offence in other Faults: } 
Suppofition, all our lives fhall be ftuck full of Eyes; 
For Treafon is but trufted like the Fox, 
Who ne’re fo tame, fo cherifh’d, and lock’d up, 
Will have a wilde trick of his Anceitors : 
Look how he can, or fad, or merrily, 
Interpretation will mifquote our looks, 
And we fhall feed like Oxen ata Stall, 
The better cherifh’d, ftill the nearer death. 
My Nephews trefpafs may be well forgot, 
it hath the excufe of Youth, and heat of Bloud, 
And an adopted Name of Priviledge, 
Ahare-brain’d Hot/pur, govern’d by a Spleen: 
Allhis Offences live upon my Head, 
And on his Fathers. We did train him ony : 
And his Corruption being tane from us, Saat 
We asthe Spring of all, fhall pay forall: 
Therefore, good Coufin, let not Harry know 
In any cafe, the Offer of the King. 

Ver. Deliver what you will,Vle fay "tis fo. 
Here comes your Coufin. 

Enter Hotfpur. 

Hot. My Uncle is return’d : 
Deliver up, my Lord of Weftmerland, 
Uncle, what Newés? 

Wor, The King will bid you Battel prefently. 

Dow. Defic him by the Lord of Weftmerland, 

1 rae a : go youand tell ba 

ow. Marryand fhall, and very willingly: 
: ae P Exit Dowglts 

Wor. There is no feeming mercy in the King 

Hot, Did you beg any ? God forbid. 

Wor. \ told him gently of our Grievances 
Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thuss 
By now forfwearing that he is ferfworn, 

He callsus Rebels, Traitors, and will fcourge 
With haughty Arms, this hateful Name in US 
Enter Dowglas. 

Dow. Arm, Gentlemen, to ae for I have throw 
A brave defiance in King Henries teeth: | 
| And Weffmerland that was ingag?d did beat it, 
| Which cannot choofe but bring him quickly eM» 
Wor. The Prince of Wales ftept forth before che Kin 
And, Nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight. > i 

Hot: O, would-the Quarrell lay upon our Heats » 
And that no man might draw fhortbreath to day, 
ButIand Harry Adonmouth. Telkuniey tell me 
How fhew’d his Taking? Seem?d-it in conte ae 

Kers.No, by my Soul : Ineverin my life 
Did hear a Challengeurg’d more modettly, 7 
UnlefSa Brother fhoulda Brother-dare ot # 


To gentle Exercife and proof of Arms. 
He gave you all the Duties of a Man, 
Trim’d up your Praifés with a Princely Tongue, 
Spoke your Defervings like 4 Chronicle, 
Making you ever better than his Praife, 
By ftill difpraifing Praife, valu’d with you: 
And which became him like a Prince indeed, 
He made a bluthing cital of himfelf, 
And chide his Trewant youth fo with a Grace, 
Asif he maftered there a double Spirit 
Of teaching and of learning inftantly : 
There did he paufe. But let me tell the World, 
If he out-livethe Envy of this day, 
England did never owe fo fweet a hope, 
So much mifconftrued in his Wantonnefs. 

fot. Coufin, I think thou art enamoured 
On his follies: never did I hear 
Ofany Prince fo wild at Liberty. i 
But be he as he will, yet once e’re night, 
I will embrace him with 2 Souldiers Arm, 
That he fhall fhrink under my courtefie. 


Better confider what you have to do, 
( { Than I, that have not well the gift of Tongue, 
Can lift your Blood up with Per{wafion. 
Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. My Lord, hereare Letters for you. 

fo. T cannot read them now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of life is fhort ; 
To fpend that fhortnefs bafely, were too long. 
If life did ride upon a Dials point, 
Still ending at the arrival of an hour, 
,| And if we live, we live ro tread on Kings : 
If dyes brave death, when Princes dye with ts, 
Now for our Confciences, the Arms is fair, 
When the intent for bearing them is juft. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Mef. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace. 

Hot, | thank him, that he cuts me from my tale ; 
For I profefs not talking : Only this, 
Let each man do his beft. And here I draw my Sword, 
Whofe worthy temper I intend to ftain 
With the beft blood that I can meet withall, 
In the Adventure of this perillous day. 
Now Efperance Percy, aud fet on: fs 
Sound alt the lofty Inftruments of War, 
_ | And by that Mufick, let us all embrace : 

For Heaven to Earth, fome of us never fhall, 
\ A fecond time do fuch a courtefie. 


jj) ° They embrace, the Trumpets found, the King entreth 
ii with his Power, alarm unto the Battell, Then enter 
ei Dowglas and Sir Walter Blunt. 


b What Honour doft thou feck upon my Head ? 
ij. Dow. Know then my name is Domglas, 
And do haunt thee in the Battel thus, “3 

“A Becaufé fome tell me, that thou art a King. 
; Blunt, They tell thee true. 

f Dom. The Lord. of Stafford here to day hath bought 
i Why likenefS: for inftead of thee, King Harry, 

1” This Sword hath ended him, fo fhall it thee, 

' Unlefs thou yield thee as a Prifoner. 

” Blu, 1 was not born to yield, thou haughty Scot, 

) , And thou fhalt find a King that will revenge 

cf Lord Stafford’s death. 
0 Fight, Blunt is flain, then enters Hotfpur. 

if 

Hot. O Dowglas, hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus, 
f : "re aS 

* T never had triumphed o’re a Scot. 

: Dow. AlPs done,all’s won,here breathlefs lies the King. 
i) Hot. Where? . 
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Arm, arm with {peed. And Fellows, Souldiers, Friends, 


Bix, What is thy Namesthat in Battel thas thou crpialt 
(me? 


of 
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Dow. Here. 
lot, This, Domglas? No, 1 know this face full well ; 
A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blip. 
Semblably furnith’d like the King himfelf. 
Dow, Ah fool: go with thy Soul whither it goes 
A borrowed Title haft thou bought too dear. : 
Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert King ? 
Hot, The King hath many marching in his Coats, 
Dow. Now by my Sword, I will kill all his Coats, 
le murther all his Wardrobe piece by piece, 
Untill meet the King,  « 
Hot. Up and away. 
Our Souldiers ftand full fairly for the day. [Exeunt, 
Alarm, and enter Falftaff folus. 


Fal. Though I could feape thot-free at London, | fear | 
the fhot here: here’s no fcoring, but upon thie pate. Soi, | 
who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt, there’s Honour for you: 
here’s no Vanity, Iam as hot as moulten Lead, and as 
heavy too; Heaven keep Lead out of me, I need no more 
weight than mine own Bowels, I have led my rag of 
Muffians where they are pepper’d: there’s not three of my 
150 left alive, and they -for the Towns end, to beg du- 
ring life. But who comes here? 

Enter Prince. 
|. 2. What ftand?ft thou idle here? lend me thy Sword, ' 

Many a Noble man lies ftark and {tiff 
Under the hooves of vaunting Enemies, 
Whofe deaths are unreven g’d. Prethee lend me thy Sword. 

Fal. O Hal, \ prethee give me leave to breathe a while. 
Turk Gregory never did fuch deeds in Arms, as l have don 
this day. I have pay’d Percy, | have made him fure. 

Prin. He is indeed, and living to kill thee ; 
I prethee lend me thy Sword, . 

Falft, Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou gett not my 
Sword ; but take my Piftol if thou wilt, 
Prin. Giveitme: What,is it inthe Cafe? 

Ful, | Hal,’tis hot: There’s that will Sack a City. 


The Prince draws out a Bottle of Sack, 


Prin, What, is it a time to jeft and dally now? LExt. 
. Throws it at him. 
Falft. If Percy be alive. V’le pierce him: if he do come 
in my way, fo: if he do not, if I come in his (willingly) 
let him make a Carbonado of me, | like not uch grinnin 
Honour as Sir Walter hath: Give me life, which if I can 
fave, fo: if not, Honour comes unlook’d for, and there?s 
an end. CExuit. 


———— 
Scena Tertia. 


Alarm, Excuyfions, enter the K ing, the Prince, 
Lord John of Lancafter, and the Earle 
of Weftmerland. . 


King. \prethee, Harry,withdraw thy felf, thou bleed- 
eft too much: Lord ¥ohn of Lancafter, go you with him, 
P. Fohn. Not I, my Lord, unlefs I did bleed too. 
Prin, | befeech your Majefty make up, 
Leaft your retirement do amaze your Friends, 
King, I will do fo: 
My Lord of Weftmerland, 1cad him to his Tent. 
Weft, Come my Lord, Ple lead you to your Tent. 
Prin, Lead me, my Lord? I do not need your help, 
And Heaven forbida fhallow {cratch fhould drive 
The Prince of Wales from fach a Field as this, 
Where ftain’d Nobility lyes trodden on, 
And Rebels Arms triumph in Maffacres. 
John. We breathe too long: come Coufin Weftmerland, 
Our duty this way lies, for Heavens fake come. 
Prin. By Heaven thou haft deceived me, Lancaffer, 
Gg I did 
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‘nk thee Lord of fuch a Spirit: Muft have a ftop. Q,1 could Prophefie, 
Soba yin thee as a Brother, Fo0n 5 But that the Earth. and the cold hand of death, 
But now, I do refpect thee asmy Soul. i Lyes on my Tongue: No, Percy thou art duft 
~~ King. faw him hold Lord Perey at the point, And food for-———— 
Wirh luftier maintenance than | did look for Prin, For Worms, brave Percy. Farewel great Heart: 
of fuch an ungrown Warrior. Ill-weav’d Ambition, how much art thou fhrunk ? 
~ Prin, © this Boy, lends mettle to us all. LExH. a that this Body did containa Spirit, 
Enter Dowg las. ; Ringdom for it ete ira ao 
op. Another King? They grow like Hydra’s Heads: | But now two paces of the vilelt Part 
i aha nee fatal to eis : Is room enough. This Earth that bears thee dead, 
That wear thofe Colours on them. What art thou Bears not alive fo ftout a Gentleman. 
That counterfeit’ the Perfon of a King ? If thou wer’t fenfible of Courtefie, 
Kine. The King himfelf: who,Domglas,grieves at heart | I fhould not make fo great a fhow of Zeal. 
So many of his Shadows thou haft met, But let my Favours hide thy mangled Face, 
And not the very King. I have two Boys And even in thy behalf, Ple thank my felf 
Seek Percy and thy felf about the Field : For doing thefe fair Rites of Tendernefs. 
But feeing thou fall’it on me fo luckily Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to Heaven, 
| { will aflay thee: fo defend thy felf. Thy ignominy fleep with thee in the Grave, 
Dow. 1 fear thou att another Counterfeit: But not remembred in thy Epitaph. 
And yet. in faith thou bear’ft thee like a King : What ? Old pein: ? Could not all this fich 
But mine | am fure thou art, who e?re thou be, Keep ina little life ? Poor Fack_, farewell: 
And thus I win thee. [They fight, the K. being in danger. | 1 could have better fpar’d a better man. 
Enter Prince, O, I fhould have aheavie mifs of thee, 
Prin. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like IfI were much in love with Vanity. 
Never to hold it up again: the Spirits Death hath not itruck fo fat a Deer to day, 
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my Arms 5 Though many dearer in this bloody Fray: mh 
It is the Prince of Wales that threats Ahee, Imbowell’d will 1 fee thee by and by, . 
Who never promifeth, but means +0 pay. Till then, in blood by Noble Percy lye. [Est 
They fight, Dowglas fryeth. Falftaff rifeth up. 
Chearly, My Lord: how fares your Grace ? Falft. \mbowell’d ? If thou imbowel me to-day, Me 
Sir Nicholas Gaw/ey hath for fuccour fent, give you leave to powder me,and eat me too to mond 
And fo hath Clifton: Vle to Clifton ftreight. Twas time to counterfeit, or that hot Termagamlt Sat 
King. Stay, and breathe a while. had paid me fcot and lot too.Counterfeit. ?I am n0 cou 
Thou haft .redeem’d thy loft opinion, | terfeit; to dye, is to be a counterfeit, for he is but the 
Aad fhew’d thou mak’ft fome tender of my life counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life ofaman: Bit 
In this fair Refcue thou haft brought to me. to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, istobe 


Prin. O Heaven, they did me too much injury, no counterfeit, but the true and perfect image of life ins 
That ever faid 1 hearkned to your death. deed. The better part of Valour, is Difcretion; 0M 
if it were fo, might have let alone 


iy 
which better part, I have faved my life. Lam altaid of 
The infulting Hand of Domglas over you, this Gun-powder Percy, though he be dead. How ile 
Which would have been as fpeedy in your end, fhould counterfeit too, and rife, 1 am afraid he 
As all the po yfonous Potions in the World, prove the better counterfeir:therefore Ple make him fare 
And fav’d the Treacherous labour of your Son. yea,and P’le fwear I have kil?d him. Why.may Aol he it 
K. Make up to Clifton,l’le to Sir Nschol. Gamfey.[Exit. | as well as1? Nothing confutes me but Eyes,anGll 
Enter Hot{pur. fees me. Therefore, Sirrah,with a new wound inyout thigt 
Hot. If1 miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. come you along with me. [Takes Hotfpor igen, 
Prin, Thou fpeakeft as if 1 would deny my Name. q 


Hot. My Name is Harry sh Enter Prince and ‘fobn of Lancalter. 
Prin. Why then I fee a very valiant Rebel of that Name. 


Lam the Prince of Wales, and think not Percy, Prin. Come Brother Yob7,full bravely haft chou flefat thy 
To fhare with mein glory any more: Maiden Sword. ‘ 

Two Stars keep not their motion in one Sphere, 
Nor can one England brook a double Reign, 

Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. Nor shall ic, Harry, for the Hour is come 
To end the one of us; and would to Heaven, 
Thy Name in Arms, were now as great as mine. - 

Prin, Ple make it greater, e’re I part from thee, 
And all the budding Honours on thy Creft, 

Ple crop, to make a Garland for my Head. 


Hot. 1 can no longer brook thy Vanities. [ Fight. | if your Father will do me any Honour, {0: 
Enter Falttaff. kill the next Percy himfelf. I look either to 

Fal. Well faid, Hal, to it Hal. Nay, you fhal find no | Duke, I can aflare you. a 

Boys play here, | can tell you. ’ Prin, Why, Percy 1 kilP'd my felf, and {aw thee ck ; 
Fal, Did’lt thou? Lord, Lord, how the world Eh, 

to Lying? I grant youl was down, and out © Bred Kt 
and fo was he, but we rofe both at an inftantand foup 
a long hour by Shremsbury Clock if 1 may be bel 
fo: if not,let them that fhould reward Valour 


the fin upon their own h Ple take’t 02 MY 
Than thofe proud Titles thou haft won of me, I gave him this wound ia the Thigh : if the mall 


They wound my thoughts worfe.than the Sword my flefh: | live, and would deny i e him eat 
But thought’s the flave of Life, and Life Time’s Fool; | of my Sword, Bo Ha 


And Time, that takes furvey of all the World, Jobn. “This is the ftrangeft tale that e’re I heard: pi 


Fob, But foft, who have we here 
Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ? 


Art thoo alt 


__ Falft. No, that’s certain: Iam not ad 
if I am not Fack Falftaff,then am La Jack: 1 


Enter Dowglas, he fights with Falftaff, who falls down as 
as if be were dead, The Prince killeth Percy. 


Hot, Oh Harry thou hafte rob’d_ me of my youth : 
I better brook the lof of bitter life, 


4 pice 


Prin, This is the ftrangeft Fellow, Brother Faby, 
Come bring your luggage nobly on your back : 
For my part, if a lye may do thee grace; 
Ple gild it with the happieft terms I have. 
AA Retreat is founded. . 

The Trumpets found Retreat,, the day is ours :. 
Come Brother, let’s to the higheft of, thie Field, . 
‘To fee what Friends are living; whoare dead: [Esennt, 

Fal. Vie follow as they fay, for Reward: He that re- 
wards me, Heaven reward him. If I do grow great again, 
le grow lefs? for le purge, and leave Sack, and live 
cleanly, as a Noble man fhould do. (Exit. 


| 


Scena Quarta. 


The Trumpets found. te . 
Enter King, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancafter, 
Earl of Weltmerland, with Worcelter and 

Vernon prifoners, 


King. Thus ever did Rebellion find Rebuke. 
Ill-{pirited Worcefter, did we not fend Grace, 
-Pardon, and terms of Love to allof you ? 
And would’ft thou turn our Offers contrary ? 
Mifufe the tenor of thy Kinfinan’s Truft ? 

Three Knights upon our Party flain to day, 

A Noble Earl and manya Creature elfe 
Had-been alive this hour, 

If like a Chriftian thou had’ft truly born, 
Betwixt our Armies, true Intelligence. : 
Wor. What I have done, my fafety urg’d me to, 


Aitus Primus, 


INDUCTION. 
Enter Rumor. 
Pen your Ears : For Which of you will ftop 
The vent of Hearing, when loud Rumor fpeaks ? 
1, from the Orient, to the drooping Weft 


(Making the wind my Poft-horfe) fill unfold 
The Acts commenced on this Ball of Earth. 
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shdadedadssh shaded spaasciati as 
Che Hecond Wart of 
“CONTAINING HIS DEATH. 


And Coronation of King 


sicisaeh saab eh ches deecaes 


And I embrace this Fortune patient! y, 
Since, not to be avoided, it falls on me. 
King. Bear Worcefter to death, and Vernon too. 
Other Offenders we will paufe upon, Secmeel 
LExie Worcefter and Vernon: 
How goes the Field ? 
Prin. The Noble Scot Lord Domeglas, when he fay 
The Fortune of the day quite turn’d from him, 
The Noble Percy flain, and all his men, 
Upon the foot of fear; fled with the reft ; 
And falling froma hill, he was fo bruiz’d 
That the Purfuers took him. At my Tent 
The Domglas is, and I befeech your Grace, 
I may difpofe of him. 
King. With all my heart. 
| Prin. Then Brother Fohn of Lancaffer, 
To you this Honourable Bounty fhall belong : 
Go to the Dowglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleafure, ranfomlefs and free: 
His Valour fhewn iipon our Crefts today, _, 
Hath tatight us how to cherifh fuch high Deeds, 
Even in the bofom of our Adverfaries. Avigy 
. King. Then this remains: that we divide our Power. 
You Son John, and my Coufin Weftmerland nes 
Towards York thall bend you, with your deareft fpeed 


7 


To meet Worthzmberland, and the Prelate Scroa 5 
Who (as we hear) are bufily in Arms. 

My felf, and Son Harry will towards IWales, 

To fight with Glendower; and the Earl of Azarch. 
Rebellion in this Land fhall lofe his way, 
Meeting the Check of fuch another day ; 

And fince this bufinefs fo far is done, 


Let us not. leave till all our own be won. [Exeunt.| 


| 


® 
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Scena Prima, 


a a ET I 


Upon my Tongue continual Slanders ride, 

The which, in every Language, I pronounce, 

Stufhwg the ears of them with falfe Reports : 

I {peak of Peace, while covert Eninity 

(Under the finile of fafety ) wounds the World : 

And who but Rumor, who but onlyt 

Make fearful Mufters, and prepar’d Defence, 7 
Whil’it the big year, fwoln with fome other griefs, . 
Is thought with child, by the tera Tyrant War ; 


Gg2 Andi 


: Should be the F 


j Among my 


a a 
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And no fach matter. Rumor isa Pipe 
Blown by Surmife, Jealoufies, Conjectures 5 

And of fo eafie, and fo plain a ftop, 

That the blunt Monfter, with uncounted Heads, 
The fill difcordant; wavering Multitude, 

Can play upon it. But what need I thus 

My well-known Body to Anatomize 

Houfhold ? Why is Rumor here ? 

I run before King Harry's Victory, 

Who in a bloody Field by Shremsbury 

Hath beaten down young #ior/pur, and his Troops, 
Quenching the Flame of bold Rebellion, 

Even with the, Rebels'blood. But what mean I 

To fpeak of Truth at firft ? My Office Is 

To noife abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell 

Under the Wrath of Noble Hofpur’s Sword : 
And that the King, before the Domglas Rage 
Stoop’d his Anointed head, as low as death. 

This have I rumor’d through the Peafant Towns, 
Between the Royall Field of Shremsbury, 

And this. Worm-eaten-Hole of ragged Stone, 
Where Hot/pur’s Father, old Northumberland, 

Lyes crafty fick. The Polts come tyring on, 


? And not a man of them brings other News 
Than they have léarr’d of me. From Rumor’s Tongues. 


They bring finooth-Comforts-falfe, worle than True- 
(Exit. 


wrongs. 
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Scena Secunda, 


ac: Ence ‘Lotd Bardolf, and the. Porters... 6s oo 


-L, Bar. Who keeps the Gate; hoa ¢ 
_{ Where is the Earl ?2= 


Por. What fhall I fay you are ? 
L. Bar. Tell thou thesEarl 


\ That the Lord Bardolf doth attend him here? 
| Por. His Lordfhip is walk’d forth into. the. Orchard, 
| Pleafe it your Honor, knock but at the Gate, 


And he himnfclfeeitl an{fwer. ms 
ij fypter Northumberland: 

L, Bar. Here | ; 

» Nor, What n 


mes the Earl. 


er of fome Stratagem, - 
The Times are wilde : Contenticn (like a Vorfe 
Full of high feeding) madly hath broke loofe 


And bears down all before him. = - f 


L. Bar. Noble Earl, 


-|1 bring you Certain News from Shremsbury. 


-| Saw" you the Field? Carie "you from Shrewsbury? 
| L. Bar. \fpake with one (my L. that came from thence 
A Gentleman well bred, and of good Name, ~ 


a 


Nor. Good, and Heaven:will..* 

L. Bar. As gocdas heart ean witht * 
The King is almoft wounded to the death : 
And-in the Fortune of my-Lerd yeur Son, a 
Prince Harry; flain outright’: and both the Blunts 
KilPd by the hand of Domglas,- Young, Prince Fohn, 
And Weftmertand, and Stafford, fled the Field.” 
And Harry Monnouh’s Brawn (The Hulk Sir, Fohny 
Is Prifoner to your Son, O,fuch a Day, 
(So fought, fo follow’d, and. fo fairly. won) 
Came not, till now, to dignifie the Times. 
Since Cefar’s Fortunes. eo : 

Nor. How is this deriv’d ? 


| Fhat freely rénder’d me this News for true. 


| Nor. Here comes my fervant Travers, whom | fent 


| On Tuefday Jalt, to lilten after News. 


“Enter Travers. 


L. Bar. My Lord, | over-todé him on the way. 


And he is furnifh’d with no Certainties, — 
More than he’ haply ) may retail from me: 


s, Lord Bardolf ?Ev’ry minute how 


Nor. Now Travers, what good Tidingsicomes from you? 
Tra. My. Lord, Sobn Umfrevil turmd me back 7 


With joyfull tydings; and. being better hors’d 


Out-rode me After him, came {purring hard _ 
A Gentleman (almoft fore-fpent with {peed) | 
That ftopp’d by me, to breathe his bloodied Horfe = | 
He ask’d the way to, Chefter : And of him ee | 

I did demand what News from Shrewsbury: 
He told me, that, Reb.Jlion had ill luck, 

And that young Harry; Percie’s Spur, was cold. 
With that he gave his able Horfe| the head, 


| And, bending forward, ftrook his able heels 


Againit the panting: fides of his poor Jade, 
Up to the Rowel-head, and ftarting fo, 
He feem’d in running to devour the way, 
Staying no longer queftion. WG 
North. Ha ? Again : 
Said he young Harry Percie’s Spur was cold? © 
(Of Hbotfpur, coid-Spur) that Rebellion 
Had mec ill Iuck ? 7 
L. Bar. My Lord: Pile tell you what, 
If my young Lord your Son, have not the day, 
Upon mine Honour, for a filken | Point | a 
Ple give my Barony. Never talk of it. Peet 
Nor. Why fhould the Gentleman that tod by Tram 
Give then fuch inftances of Lofs? ae: 
L. Bar. Who. he? ee 
He was fome hiclding Fellow, that had ftoln’ 7 
The Horfe he rode on:and upon my life Ai 
Spake at adventure. Look, here comes more News, 
: Enter Morton. 2-39 lai 
Nor. Yea, this mans brow, like toa Titleleaf, | 
Foretels: the Nature of a Tragick Volume: / = 
So looks the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 
Hath left a witnefs’d Ufurpation. tn oh ake aa 
Say, Méorton, did?ft thou come from Shrewsbury? 
“Mor. Yran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord) 
Where hatefol death put onvhis uglieft Mask “= 


3 
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To fright our Party. 
“Nor. How doth my Son; and Brother? i 
Thou tremb)’ft ; and’ the whitenefs in thy Check 
Js-apter'than thy Tongue, to tell. thy Errand: = = 
Even fuch a man, fo faint, fo fpiritleS, = = 
So dull, fo dead in look, fo woe-be-gone, 7 
Drew Priams Curtain, in the dead of night, 7 | 
And-would have told him, half his Troy was butr’d: 
But Priam found the Fire, ere he His Tongue: | 
And I, my Percie’s death, e’re thou reportitit. 
This, thou wouldft fay : Your Son did thus, and thos: 
Your Brother, thus. So fought the Noble Dosoglas, — 


. | Stopping my greedy Ear with-their bold deeds. 


But in the end ( to ftop’ my Ear indeed ) 


- } Though haft a Sigh, to-blow away’ this Praife, 


Ending with Brother, Son, andallare dead- © 
Mor. Dowglas is living, and your Brother, yet! + — 
But fot my Lord, yout Son. | Bre 
Wor. Why, he is deakh © oe 
See what a ready Tongue fufpition hath = 
He that but fears the thing, he would not knows 
Hath by Inftiné, knowledge from others Eycsy i 


4Dhat..what.he fear’d is chane’d. Yet fpeak (Morte). 


Tell thou thy Earl, his Divination Lies, 

And Iwill takeit asa fweet Difgrace, ‘Someta 

And make thee rich, for doing me fuch wrong: 

_ Mor. Youware too great, to-be(by me) §} i 

Your Spirit is too true, your Fears too certail a 
Nor, Yet forall this, fay not that Percie’s¢ 

I fee a ftrange Confeflion in thine ‘Eye = ; 

Thou fhak’lt thy head, and holdit it Fear, of Sing? 

To fpeak a truth. If he be flain} fay fo: 

The Tongue offends not, that pe ae his death? 

And he doth fin that doch belye the dead, © | 

Not he, which fays the dead is not alive: ~ 

Yet the firft bringer of unweleonie News — 

cteaditee its: es DS eee 


Hath buta lofing Office: And his Tongue, _ 
Sounds ever after as‘ a fullen Bell 
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. 
L. Bar, | cannot think (my Lord ) your Son isdead. 
__ Afr, 1 am forry I fhould force you to believe 
That,. ‘which I would to Heaven I had not feen. 
But thefe mine Eyes faw him in bloody ftate, 
| Rend’ ring faint acqhittance (wearied.and out-breath?d) 
To Henry Monmouth, whofe fwift wrath beat down 
The never-daunted Percy. to the Earth, 
From whence.(with life ) he never.more {prung up. 
In few; his death (whofe Spirit lent aFire, 
Even to the dulleft Peazant in his\Camp) 
Being'bruited once, took Fire and Heat away 
From the beft temper’d:Courage in his Troops, 
For from his Metal was his Party fteel’d 
Which once in him: abated, .all the reft 
Turn’d on themfelves, like dull and heavy Lead, 
And as the thing that’s heavy in it felf, 
Upon enforcement, flies with greateft fpeed, 


Wi So did’ our Men, heavy in Hor/par’s lofs, 

Wt | Lend tothis weight fach lightnefs with their fear, 

iit | That Arrows fled not {wifter toward their aim, 

lit | Than did our Souldiers (aiming at their fafety ) 

ult § Fly from the field. Then was that:Noble Worcefter 
Too foon ta’ne Prifoner: And that futious Scot, 

- | (The bloody Dowelas) whofe well-labouring Sword 
th d three times flain th? Appearance of the King, 
a)! | ?Gan vail his ftomack, and did grace the fhame 
nor | Of thofethat turn’d their back: And in his flight, 

, Stumbling in Fear, was took. The fun of all, 
ni 4 Is, that the King hath won: And hath fent out 
‘Vit A fpeedy Power; to encounter you, my Lord, 
i Under the Conduct of young Lancaffer 


And Weftmerland. This isthe News at full. 

Vor, For this, I fhall have time enough to mourn. 
+4 {n Poyfon there is Phyfick : And this News 

| (Having been well) that would have made me fick, 

_| Being fick, hath in fome meafure made me well. 

| Andas the Wretch, whofe Feaver-weakened Joynts, 

| Like ftrengthlefs Hinges, buckle under life, 

| Impatient of his Fit, breaks like a fire 

Out of his Keepers arms: Even fo, my Limbs 

(Weakned with grief) being now inrag’d with grief, 

Are thrice themfelves. Hence therefore thou nice Crutch, 

A fealy Gauntlet now, with Joynts of Steell 

Maft glove hishand. And hence thou fickly Quoif, 

Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 

Which Princes flefh’d with Conqueft, aim to hit. 

Now bind my Brows withIron, and approach 

The ragged’ ft hour that Time and Spight dare bring, 

To frown upon th’ enrag’d Northumberland. 

Let Heaven kifs Earth : Now let not Nature’s hand 

Keep the wild Flood confined: Let Order die, 

And let the World no longer be a {tage 

To feed Contention in a lingring Ac: 

But let one Spirit of the firit-born Cain, 

Reign in all bofoms, that cach hearc being fet 

On bloody Courfes, the rude Scene may end, 

4 And darknef§ be the burier of the dead. (Honour. 
L. Bar. Sweet Earl, divorce not wifdom from your 
Mor. The Lives of all your loving Cemplices 

Lean on your Health, the which if you give o*re 

To ftormy Paflion, mutt perforce decay. 

| You caift th’ event of 


y War (my Noble Lord) 
i” | And fum’d the aecompt of Chance, before you faid, 
fi: | Letus make Head: It was your prefurmife, 
@ | Thatin the dole of blows, your Son might drop. 
ff 1 Youknew he walk’d ore Perils, onan Edge 
j | More likely to fall in, then to get ore: 
# | You wete advis’d his ficth was capable | 
4 ‘Of Wounds, and Scars; and that his forward Spirit 
i 


Would lifthim, where moft trade of danger 


; tang’d, 
Yet did you fay, go forth: Andnoneof this 
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j Vas never maim’d withan Agot till now: But I will fet 


lor. He may keep his own Grace, but he isalmoft out of 
mine, I can allure him. ‘What faid M. Dombledon,. about 


! Gg 3 the 
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(Though ftrongly apprehended) could reftrain 
The ftiff-born action':, What hath then befaln ? 
Or what hath this bold Enterprize brought forth,’ - 
More than that Being, which was like to be ? 

L. Bar, Weall that are engaged to this lofs, 
Knew that we ventur’d on {uch dangerous Seas, 
That if: we wrought out life, was ten to one: 
And yet we ventur’d for the Gain propos’d, 
Choak’d the refpect of likely Peril fear’d, 
And fince we are o’re-fet, venture again. 
Come, we willail put forth ; Body and Goods. 

Mor. ’Tis more than time: And (my moft noble Lord) 
I hear for certain, and do {peak the truth: 
The gentle Arch-Bifhop of York, is up 
With well appointed Powers » he is aman 
Who with a double Surety bindes his Followers. 
My Lord (your Son) had onely but the Corps, 
But Shadows, and the Shews of men to fight. 
For that fame word (Rebelhtion ) did divide 
The aétion of theit Bodies, from their Souls, 
And they did fight with queafinefs, _conftrain’d, 
As men drink Potions; that their Weapons only 
Seem’d on our fide: But for their Spirits and Souls, 
This word (Rebellion) it had froze them Ups 
As Fifhare ina Pond. But now the Bifhop 
Turns Infurrection to Religion, 
Suppos’d fincere, and holy in his Thoughts : 
He’s follow’d both with Body; and with Mind : 
And doth enlarge his Rifing, with the Blood 
Of fair King Richard, icray’d from Pomfret {tones, 
Derives from Heaven his Quarrel, and his Caufe : 
Tellsthem, he doth beftride a bleeding Land, 
Gafping for life, under great Bullingbrook, 
And more, and lefs, do flock to follow him. 

North, I knew of this. before. Butto {peak truth, 
This prefent grief had wip’d it from my mind, 
Go in with me, and conniel every man 
The apteft way for Safety, and Revenge: 
Get Pofts, and Letters, and. make Friends with fpeed, 
Never fo few, nor never yet more need, [Exennt. 


aaa SE SUES cramer aD ee ee 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter F alftaff, and Page. 


FalSirrah,you Giant,what fays the Doct. to my Water ? 

Pag. He faid, Sir, the water it felf was a good heal- 
thy Water: But for the'Party that own?d it, he might have 
more Difeafes than he knew for. 

Fal. Men of all forts take a pride to gird at me: The 
brain of this foolifh compounded Clay-man, is not able 
to invent any thing that tends to laughter, more than 1 
invent, or is inventcd on me; lam not onely witty in my 
felf, but the caufe that wit is in other men. I do here 
walk before thee, like a Sow, that’ hath o’rewhelm’d_ all 
her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into my Ser- 
vice. for any other reafon, than to fet me off, why then I 
have no judgment... Thou horfon Mandrake, thou art 
fitter to beworn in my cap, than to wait at my heels. I 


you neither in Gold nor Silver, 
fend youback again to your 
Juvenal (the Prince your 
yet fledg’d, I will fooner 


but in vile Apparel, and 
Malter, for a Jewel. The 
Mafter) whofe Chin is not 
have a Beard growin the Palm 
of my hand, then he fhall get one on his Cheek; Yet he 
will not ftick to fay, his Face isa Face-Royal. Heaven 
may finifh it when he will, it isnot a hair amifs yet: he 
may keep it {till asa Face-Royal, fora Barber thall never 
carn fix-pence out of it; and yet he will be crowing, as 
if he had writ Man ever fince his Father was a Batche- 


‘ 
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the Satten for my fhort Cloak, and Slops ? © 
Pag. He faid, Sir, you fhould procure him better aflu- 
rance than Bardolph : he would not take his Bond and 
yours, he.lik’d not the Security. 
Fal. Let him be damn’d like the Glutton; — may his 
Tongue be. hotter, ahorfon Achitophel, a Rafcally-yea- 
forfooth-knaves*to bear.a Gentleman in hand, and then 
ftand upon Security? “The horfon fmooth-pates do now 
wear nothing but high fhoes, and bunches of Keyes at 
their Girdles: andifamanis through with them in ho- 
neft Taking up, themthey mutt ftand upon Security : 
hadas lief they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, as 
offer to ftopit with Security. 1 look’d he fhould have 
fent me two and twenty yards of Satten, (asl am a true 
Knight) and he fends me Security. Well, he may fleep in 
Security, forhe hath the horn of Abundance: And the 
lightnefs of. his Wife fhines through it, and yet cannot 
he fee, though hechave his own Lanthorn to light him. 
| Where’?s Bardolf % 
| Pag. He’s ‘gone into Smithfield to buy your Worhhip 
a Horfe. 
| Fal, \ bought him in Pauls, and hell buy me a Horfe 
in Smithfeld. \£ Tcould getme a Wife in the Stews, I 
were Mann’d, Hors’d, and Wiv'd. 


Enter Chief ‘Fuftice, and Servant. 


Pag. Sir, here: comes the Nobleman that committed 
the Prince for ftriking him, about Bardolph, 
Fal. VVait clofe, 1 will not fee him. 

Ch. Fup. Whats he that goes there ? 

Ser. Falftaff,, and’t pleafe your Lordhip. 

uf. He that was in queftion for the Robbery ? 

Ser. He, my Lord but he hath fince done good fer- 
vice at Shrewsbary: ‘and (ashear) is now going with 
fome Charge to the Lord John of Lancafter. 

suft. VVhat to York ? Call himback again. 

Ser, Sir ‘fohn Falftaf. 

Fal. Boy, tell him 1 am deaf. 

Pag. You muft {peak lowder, my Matter is deaf. 

Fuft. Lam fure heis, to the hearing of any thing good. 
Go pluck him by the Elbow. 1 muft {peak with him. 

Ser. Sir John. 

Fal. What?a young Knave and beg?Is there not Wars? 
Isthere not Employment ? Deth not the King lack Sub- 
jects ? do not the Rebels want Souldiers ? Though it be a 
fhame to be on any fide but one, it is worfe fhame to beg, 
than to be on the worlt fide, were it worfe than the Name 
of Rebellion can tell how to make it. 

Ser. You ‘miftake me, Sir. 

Fal. VVhy, Sir, did 1 fay you were an honeft man? 


‘| Setting my Knight-hood, and my Souldierfhip afide. I 


had lyed in my throat, if I had faid fo. 

Ser. | pray you (Sir) then fet your Knighthood and 
your Sonldier-fhip afide, and give me leave to tell you, 
you lye’in your throat, If you fay fam any other than an 
honeft man. . 

Fal. 1 give thee leave to tell me fo! Ilayafide that 
which grows to me ! If thou gett’ft any leave of me,hang 
me, if thou tak’ft leave, thou wer’t better be hang’d ; you 
Hunt-counter : hence, avant. 

Ser. Sir, my Lord: would fpeak with you. 

Fuft, Sir John Falftaff, a word with you. 

Fal. My good Lord: Give your Lordfhip good time of 
the day. J ant glad tofee your Lordfhip abroad: Theard 
fay, your Lordfhip was fick. I hope your Lordfhip goes 
abroad by advice. Your Lotdfhip (though not clean paft 
your youth) hath yet fome fmack of age in you: Some 
réllith of the faltne(s of time : and I moft humbly befeech 
your’ Lordfhip, to have a reverend care of your health. 

Fu. Sit For, 1 fent for your before your Expedition 
to Shrewsbury. | 

Fal, \f it pleafe your Lordfhip, 1 hear his Majefty is 
return’d with fome difcomfort from Wales, fF 


Fuft. 1 talk not of his Majefty: You would: not come 
when I fent for you? 

Fal. AndI hear moreover; his Highnefs is faln into 
this fame whorfon Apoplexy- you, 

Fut. Well,Heaven mend him. I pray let me {peak with | 

Fal. ThisApoplexy is (as1 takeit) a kind of Lethar. 
gy, a fleeping of the Blood, a horfon Tingling. 

uf. What tell you me of it? be it asit is. | 

Fal. It hathits original from much Grief; fromStudy 
and perturbation of the Brain. I have read the Caufe of 
its Effects in Galen. Itisa kind of. deafnefs. 

suf. 1 think you are faln into that Difeafe: For you 
hear not what I fay to you. 

Fal. Very well (my Lord) very well: Rather (an 
pleafe you) it is the Difeafe of not Liftning, the Malady 
of not Marking, that I am troubled withall. ——- 

¥ujt. To punith you by the Heels, would amend thea 
tention of your Ears, and I care not if | be your Phyfitian, 

Fal. Lamas poor as Fob, my Lord ; but not fo patient: 
your Lordthip may minifter the Potion of Imprifonment) 
tome, in refpectof Poverty: But how! fhould be your 
Patient to follow your Prefcriptions, the V Vife maymake 
fome dram of a fcruple, or indeed, a fcruple it felf 4 

uff. 1 fent for you (when there were matters againit 
you for your life) to fpeak with me. 

Fal, As | was then advis’d by my Learned Connie) 
in the Laws of thisLand-fervice, 1 did not come 

u(t. Well,the truth is(Sir Yoh )you live ingreat Infamy, 

Fal. He that buckles him in my Belt, cannot livein ies. 

Fujt. Your Means is very flender,and your walte great, 

Fal. Lwould it were otherwife: I would my Meas 
were greater, and my Walte flenderer. tris 

Sfuft. You have mifled the youthful Prince. 

Fal. The young Prince hath mifled me. 1 am the 
Fellow with the great Belly, and he my Dog. . 

Suft. Well, 1am loth to gall anew-heal’d wound :yoit 
Days Service at Shrewsbury, hath a. little gilded over’ 
your Nights Exploit on Gads-hill, Youmay thank. the 
unquiet time, for your quict o’re-pofting that Action, 

Fal, My Lord? Wolf. 

Fuft. But fince all is well,keép it fo : wake nota fleeping 

Fal. To wakea Wolf, is as bad as to finell a Fox 

Fuft. What?you are as aCandle,the better part burnt out. 

Fal. A Wallel-Candel, my Lord ; all Tallow: if Id 
fay of Wax, my growth would approve the truth. 

Fuft. There is not a white Hair on your face, but fiould 
have his Effect of Gravity, 

Fal. His Effect of grav rav ravy- . 

: Fut. You follow ie ee Dae ee ma down, like 
his evil Angel. 

Fal. Not fo(my Lord) your ill Angel is light: but | 
hope, he that looks upon me, will take me without welg 
ing: and yet, infome refpects I grant, J cannot go: 
cannottell. . Virtue is of fo little regard in thefe Coltol 
mongers days,that true Valour is turn’d Bear-herd, Pit 
gnancy is made a Tapfter, and hath his quick Wit walte 
in giving Recknings: allthe other Gifts appertineat to 
man (as the malice of this Age fhapes them) are 10% wor 
a Goofe-berry. You thatare-old, confider not the Cape 
cities of us that are young: you meafure the heat ol ° 
Livers, with the bitternefs of your Galls : and we that até 
in the vaward of our youth, I muft confefs, are wags 100, 

Fuft. Do you fet down your Name in the scrowl 
youth, thatare written down old, with all the Charattets 
of Age ? Have you nota moyft Eye? a dry Hand? a yellow 
Cheek?a white Beard?a decreafingL.eg?an increafing Bell} 
Is not your voice broken ? your wind fhort ? your itt 
a and ee ae “re you blafited with Antignity 
wilt you call your ielf youn ? fie. fie, Sir oh”. 

Fal. My Lord, I was bier wi a white pe and for 
thing around belly. Formy Voice, I have 10 i with 
hollowing and finging of Anthems To approve my 


youth further, I willnot. The truth is, | am onely old 
Judgment and Underftanding, and he that will Si 
Ww 


with me fora thoufand Marks, let himlend me the Mo- 
ney, and have at him. F or the Box o*tl’ear that the Prince 
gave you, he gave it like a rude Prince, and ‘you took it 
like a fenfible Lord. I have checkt him for it, and ‘the 
young Lyon repents- Marry not in Sack-cloth, but in 
new Silk, and old Sack. ; 

Fut. Well, Heaven fend the Princea better Companion. 

Fal, Heayen fend the Companion a better Prince : | 
cannot rid my hands of him. 

Fuft. Well, the King hath fever’d youand Prince Har- 
ry, 1 hear you are going with Lord Yobn of Lancaster, 'a- 
gainit the Archbifhop, and the Earl of Northumberland. 

Fal, Yes, 1 thank your pretty fweet wit for it : but 
look you pray, ( all you that kifs my Lady Peace at 
home ) that our Armies joyn not ina hot day : for I take 
but two ‘fhirts out with me, and I meéan not to fweat ex- 
traordinarily : if it be a hot day, if I brandith any thing 
but my Bottle, would I might never {pit white again : 
There is not a dangerous Action can peep out his head, 
but lam thruft upon it. Well, I cannot laft ever. 

Fuft. Well, be honeft, be honeft, and heaven blefs your 
Expedition. ; 

Fall. Will your Lordfhip lend mea thoufand pound, 
to furnifh me forth? 4 

Fuft. Nota penny, not apenny: you are too impatient 
to bear Crofics. Fare you well. Commend me to my 
Coulin Weftmerland, [ Exit. 

FalfHi do, fillop me with a three-man-Beetle. A man 
can no more feparate Age and Covetoufnefs, than he can 
part young limbs and letchery : but the Gowt galls the 
one, and the Pox pinches the other ; and fo both the De- 
grees prevent my Curfes. Boy ? 

Pag, Sir. 

Fal. What Money is in my Purfe ? 

Pag. Seven Groats,, and two pence. es 

Fal. 1 can getno remedy againtt this Confumption of 


{the Purft. Borrowing onely lingers, and lingers it out, 


‘buethe Difeafe is incurable. Go bear this Letter to my 
Lord of Lancafter, this to the Prince, this to the Earl of 
Weftmerland, and this to old Miftris Ur/ula; whom l 
have weekly fworn to marry, fince I perceiv’d the firft 
white Hair on my Chin. About it: you know where to 
find me, Apox of this Gowt, or a Gowt of this Pox: 
for the one or th’other plays the rogue with my great 
Toe : It isno matter, if I do halt, 1 have the Wars for 
my Colour, and my Penfion fhall feem the more reafon- 
able - A good Wit will make ufe of any thing : I will turn 
Difeafes to commodity. [ Exeunt, 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Archbifhop, Haftings, Mowbray, and Lord Batdolf. 


_#r,. This have you heard our Caufes, and know our 
And my moft noble Friends, I pray you all ( Means: 
Speak plainly your Opinions of our Hopes, : 

And firft ( Lord Marfhal ) what fay youto it? 
Mow. 1 well allow the occafion of our Arms, 

But gladly would be better fatisfied, 

.| How (in our Means) we fhould advance our felvés 

To look with forehead bold and big enough 
_| Upon the Power and Puiflance of the King? 

taf. Our prefent Mufters grow upon the File 
To five and twenty thoufand men of choice: 

And our Supplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whofe bofom burns 
With an incenfed Fire of Injuries, 

LL. Bar. The queftion then ( Lord Haftings) ftandeth 
Whether our prefent five and twenty thoufand ( thus, 
May hold up head without Northumberland a 
| Haff. With him we may. 

L. Bar. ¥ marry, there’s the point : 
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, And come againft us in full Puiffance, 


But if without him we be thought too feeble, 
My judgment is,. we fhould not ftep too far 
Tillwe had his Affiftance by the hand. 
For in a Theam fo bloody fac’d as this, 
Conjecture, Expectation; and Surmife 
Of Aids uncertain, fhould not be admitted. 
Arch? *Tis true, Lord Bardolf, for indeed 
It was young Hot/pur’s cafe at Shrewsbury, 
L. Bar \t was (my Lord ) who lin’d himfelf with hope, | 
Eating the air, on promife of Supply, 
Flattering himfelf with Project of a Power, 
Much fmmaller than the finalleft of his Thoughts} 
And fo with great Imagination 
( Properto mad men) led his Powers to death, 
And (winking) leap’d into deftraétion. 
Haft. But (by your leave ) it never yet did 
To lay down likely-hoods, and forms of hope, 
L. Bar. Yes, if this prefent quality of War, 
Indeed the inftant Action : a Caufe on foot, 
Lives fo in hope: Asinan early Spring 
We fee th’appearing Buds, which to prove Fruit, 
Flope gives not fo much warrant, as Defpair 
That Frofts will bite them. When we mean to build; 
We firft furvey the Plot, then draw the Model, : 
And when we fee the figure of the Houfe, 
Then mutt we rate the Coft of the Erection; 
Which if we find out-weighs Ability, 
What do we then, but draw a-new the Model 
In fewer Offices; Or at leaft; defift 
To build at all? Much more, in this great work, 
(Which is (almoft ) to pluck a Kingdom dows; 
And fet another up ) fhould we furvey 
The Plot of Situation, andthe Model, 
Confent upon a fure Foundation : 
Queftion Surveyors ; know our own Eftaie' 
How able fuch a Work to undergo, 
To weigh againft his Oppofite ? or elfe; 
We fortifie in Paper; and in F igures, 
Ufing the Names of men, inftead of men : 
Like one that draws the Model of 4 Houle. 22-0 
Beyond his power to build it ; who (half through } 
Gives o’re, and leaves his part-created Coft 
Anaked fubject to the Weeping Clouds; 
And wafte, for churlifh Winters tyranny: " 
Haft. Grant that our hopes (yet likely of fair birth ) 
Should be ftill-born: and that we now pofleft 
The utmoft man of expectation: 
I think we aré a Body ftrong enough 
(Even as we are) to equal with the King, pe 
L. Bac. What is the King but five and twenty thoufand? 
Haft. Tousno more: nay not fo much, Lord Bardblf, 
For his divifions (as the Times do brawl ) 
Are in three Heads : one Power againft the F rench; 
And one againft Glendower : Perforcéa third 
Muft take up us: So is the unfirm Kin 
In three divided : and his Coffers found 
With hollow Poverty, and EmptineS. i 
4r. That he fhould draw his feveral Strengths together, 


hurt, 


Need not be dreaded, 

Haft. If he fhould do fo, _, Pas es 
He leaves his back unarm’d, the Frénch; and Welfh 
Baying him at the heel : never fear that. PN 

L. Bar. Who isit like fhould lead is Forces hither ? 

Haft. The Duke of Lancafter and Weftmerland : 
Again{t the Welfh, himfelf, and Harry Adonmoith 
But who is fubftituted *gainft the French, 

I have no Certain notice. 

Aith, Let as on; z . 
And publifh the occafion of our Arms* 

The Common-wealth is fick of their own choice 
Their over-greedy love hath furfeited, | 
An habitation giddy, and unfure | 


? 


Hath he that buildeth on the’ vulgar heart. 
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art a hony-feed, a Man-queller, and a Wom an-quelter, 
Fal. Keep them off , Bar dolph. : 
Fang. Arefcue, a reicue. hi 
Hoft. Good people bring a refcue. Thou wilt not? thoy} 
wilt not ?,Do, do thou Rogue : Do thou Hempfeed, a 
Fal, Away you Scullion, you Rampallian, you Fut} 
lirian : Ple tuck your Cataitrophe. | Eater Ch. Fuftice,| 
uft. What’s the matter ? Keep the Peace here, hoa, | 
Hoft. Good my Lord, be goodto me. I befeech you 
ftand to me. Aid 
Ch, Fu. How now, Sir Joba ?. what are you brawling here?} 
Doth this become your place, your time, and bufines? 
You fhould have been well on-your way to York, “Oey 
Stand from him Fellow, wherefore hang’it upon. him? uae 
Hoft, Oh my moft worlhipful Lord, and p f 
your Grace, 1 ama poor Widow of Eajtcheap, and. 
is arrefted at my Suit. 
Ch. Fuft. For what fum ? : age 
Hoft. \tis more than for fome ( my Lord) itis foral 
alll have, he hath eaten me out of houfe and home 
hath put all my fubftance into that fat belly of his 
I will have fome of it out again, or I will ride thee 
Nights, like the Mare. 
Fal. | think lamas like to ride the Mare, if 1 
any: vantage of ground to get up. mee. 
Ch. Fujt. How comes this, Sir John ? Fie, what: 
of good temper would endure this tempeft of Ex 
tion ? Are younot afham’d to inforce a poor Widow 
rough acourfe to come by her own ¢ Bei ie 
Fal. What isthe grofs Sum that 1 owetheef 
Hof. Marry) if thou wer?t an honeft man ) thy felfjand) 
the money too. Thou didit fwear tome upon a parcel: 
gilt Goblet, fitting in my Dolphin-chamber, at the round} 
table, by a fea-cole fire, on Wedne/day in Whitfoenetk,) 
when the Prince broke thy head for likening him to afing-} 
ing-man of Windfor, thou didft {wear to me then (aslj 
was wafhing thy wound ) to marry me, and make memy\”— 
Lady thy Wife. Canft thou deny it? Didnt Gooa-Hie) ~ 
Keech, the Butcher’s wife, come in then, and call me sik ; 


fip Quickly ?2-coming in to borrow a mefs of Vinegats) 


O thou fond Many, with what loud applaufe 

Did’ft thou beat Heaven with blefling Bullingbrook, 

Before he was, what thou would’it have him be ? 

And being now trim’d up in thine own defires, 

Thou ( beaftly Feeder ) art fo full of bim, 

That thou provok’ft thy felt to caft him up. 

So, fo, ( thou common Dog ) didft thou difgorge 

Thy glutton-bofom of the Royal Richard, 

And now thou would’ft eat thy dead vomit up; 

And howlit to find it. Whattruft is in theie Times? 

They, that when Richard liv’d, would have him die, 

Are now become enamour’d on his grave. 

Thou that threwft duft upon his goodly head, 

When through proud London he came fighing on, 

After th’admired heels of Bullingbrook, 

Cri’ft row, O Earth yield us that King again, 

And take thou this, ( O thoughts of men accurs’d ) 

P aft, and to come, feems beft , things prefent, worft- 
Mow. Shall we go draw our Numbers, and feton? 
Haft. We are Times fubjects, and Time bids, be gon. 


Te 
Adtus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Hoftefs, “with two Officers, Fang, and Snare. 


Hoftef. Mr. Fang, have you entred the Action ? 

Fang, \t is enter’d. ; 

Hof. Wheres your Yeoman ? Is it a lufty Yeoman ? 
Will he ftand to it? 

Fang. Sirah, where’s Szare ? 

Hoi. 1, 1, good Mr. Svare. 

shi Here, here. 

hing. Snare, we mutt Arreft Sir Sohn Falftaf. 

Hot. 1, good Mr. Snare, I have enter’d him, and all. 

Sw. Itmay chance coft fome of us our lives : he will ftab: 

Hoft. Alas-the-day : take heed of him: he ftab’d me 
in mine owa Houfe, and that moft beaftly : he cares not 
what mifchief he doth, if his Weapon be out. He will 
foyn like any Devil, he will {pare neither Man, ‘Woman, 
nor Child. ESE 

Fang. Vf 1 can clofe with him, J care not for his thruft. ° 

Hoff, No, nor I neither : Ple be at your Elbow. 

Fang. \f 1 but fift him once : if he come but within 
my Vice. 

Hoff. 1 am undone with his going : I warrant he isan 
infinitive thing wpon my fcore. Good Mr. Fang, hold him 
fare 3 good Mr. Svar, let him not fcape, he comes continu- 
ally to Pie-corner ( faving your Manhoods ) to buy a 
Saddle, and he is invited to dinner to the Lubbars-head 
in Lombard-ftrect to Mr. Smootks the Silkman. 1 pray 
ye fince my Action is enter’d, and my Cafe fo openly 
known to the world, let him be brought in to his anfwer. 
Ahundred Mark is a long one, fora poor lone Woman 
to bear: andI have born, and born, and born 3 and have 
bin fub’d off, and fub’d off, from this day to that day, 
that it is a fhame to be thought on. There is no honetty 
in fuch dealing, unlefsa Woman fhould be made an Afs 
and a Beaft, to bear every Knaves wrong. 


Pili 


with fuch poor people, faying, that e’re hong th 
call me Madam? And didft thou not kifs me, a 
me fetch thee thirty fhillings ? I put thee now to thy 
Book-oath, deny it if thou canft ? ~aiteae 
Fal, My Lord, this is a poor mad foul : and fhe fays 
up and down the town, that her eldeft Son is like you 
She hath been in good cafe, and the truth is, poverty 
diftraéted her: bat for thefe foolifh Officers; I 
you, I may have redrefs againft them. oe 
Guft. Sir Fohn, Sir Fobn, | anv well acquainted with yout 
manner of wrenching the true Caufe, the falfe way: 
not a confident brow, nor the throng of words, tél 
come with fuch (more than impudent ) fawcinels 10h 
you, can thruft me from a level confideration, } know you 
ha? practis’d upon the eafie- yielding fpirit of this Womat | 
Hoft, Yes in troth, my Lord. 
Fut. Prethee, peace : pay her the Debt you owe her,and 
unpay the Villany you have done her: the one you m3 a 
with fterling-Money,and the other with carrantRepent™? . 
Fal. My Lord; I will not undergo this faeap withott 
reply. You call Honorable BoldnefS Impudent Sawehs | 
{fa man will curt’fic, and fay nothing, he is Virtuous? NO 
my Lord (your humole duty remembred ) I will not be yout 
Sutor. I fay to you, I defire deliv’rance from thefe Officets ; 
being upon hafty Employment in the Kings Affaits- pee 
guft. You fpeak, as having power to do wrong* © 
eee in the Effect your Reputation, and fatisfie the poof 
woman. oe eee er ee 
Fal. Come hither, Hoftels., [Emer Mr. GN) 
Ch. Fut. Now, Mafter Gower, what News ? 


g 


Enter Falftaff and Bardolph. 


Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmfey-Nofe Bar- 
dolph with him,do your Offices, do your Offices: Mr. Fang, 
and Mr. Snare, do me, do me, do me your Offices. 
Fal, Hownow ? whofe Mare’s dead ? what’s the matter ? 

Fang. Sir ohn, | arreft you at the fuit of Mift. Quickly. 

Fal. Away Variets, draw Bardolph : Cut me off the Vil- 
lainshead : throw the Quean in the Channel. | 

Hoft, Throw me in the Channel ? Vie throw thee there. 
‘| Wilt thou? wilt thou ? thou baftardly Rogue. Murder, 

murder: O thou Hony-fuckle Villain, . wilt thou kill Gods 
Officers and the Kings? O thou hony-feed Rogue, thou 


imeem, 


The fecond Part 


Gow. The King (my Lord) and Henry 
Wales are near at hand: The reft the Paper tells, 

Fal. As 1am a Gentleman. 

Fioft, Nay, you faid fo before. 

Fal. Aslama Gentleman, Come, no more words of it. 

Fioft. By this heavenly ground I tread on, I muft be 
‘fain to pawn both my Plate, and the Tapiftry of my Di- 
ning Chambers. 

Fal. Glafles, glafles, is the onely drinking : and for 
thy walls a pretty flight Drollery, or the Story of the 
Prodigal, or the German hunting in Water-work, is 
worth a thoufand of thefe Bed-hangings, and thefe 
Fly-bitten Tapiftries. Let itbe ten pound (if thou cantt. ) 
Come, if it were not for thy humours, there is not a bet- 
Wench in England. Go, wath thy face, and draw thy 
Action: Come, thou muft not be in this humour with 
me, come, I know thou wast fet on to this, 

Hoft, Prethee (Sir ‘Fohn ) let it be but twenty Nobles, 
lam loth to pawn my Plate, in good earneft Ja, 

Fal.Let it alone, le make other fhift: you’! bea fool ftill, 

Host. Well, you fhall have it, although | pawn my 
Gown. [ hope you'll come to Supper: You'll pay me al- 
together ? ». ; 

Fal. Willl live? Go with her, with her: hook on, 
hook on. 

Hooft, Will you have Doll Tear-fheet meet you at 
fupper ? 

Fal. Nomore words. Let’s have her: 

Ch. Fut. 1 have heard bitter news. 

Fal, What’s the News, my good Lord ? 

Ch. Fut. VVhere lay the King laft night ? 

Mdef. At Bafing-ftoke, my Lord. 

Fal. | hope (my Lord) ail’s well. 
my Lord? ; 

‘Ch, Fuft. Come atl his Forces back ? 

M@ef. No: fifteen hundred Foot, and five hundred 
Horfe, are march’d up to my Lord of Lancafter, againft 
Northumberland and the Arch-Bifhop, 

Fal. Comes the King back from Wales, my noble Lord ? 

Ch, Fuft. You fhall have Letters of me prefently. 
Come, go along with me, good M. Gower. 

Falft, My Lord. 

Ch, Fufts VVhat’s the matter ? 5 

Fal, Mafter Gower, I fhall entreat you with me to 
dinner, : 

Gow. I muft wait upon my gocd Lord here. 

I thank you, Boge Sir Fobr. 

Ch. Fuft. Sir Fobn you loyter here too long, being, you 
ar€ to take Souldiers up in Countreys as you ZO. 

Fal, Will you fup with me, Mafter Goiver ? 

Ch. Fuft. What foolifh Mafter taught you thefe man- 
ners, Sir Jehn ? 

Fal. Mafter Gower, if they become me not, he was a 
Fool that taught them me. This isthe right Feucing 
grace (my Lord ) tap for tap, and fo part fair... 

Ch, Fx{t. Now the Lord lighten thee, thouart a great 
Fool. 


V Vhat is the News, 


Scena Vertta, 


Enter Prince Henry, Poyns, Bardolf, zd Page, 


Prin. Teult mies 1 am exceeding weary. 

Poy. Ts it come to that ? 1 had thought weariness durft 
not have attach’d one of fo High Blocd. 
~~ Prin. It doth me, though it difcolours the complexi- 
on of my greatnefs to acknowledge it. Doth it sot fhew 
vilely in me, to defire fmall Beer ? 

Poyn, VVhy, a Prince fhould fiot be {6 loofly ftudied, 
as to remember fo weak a Compofition, 

Prim. Belike then, my Appetite was hot Princely 
got: for (introth ) { do now remember the poor Crea- 


of King Henry. the Fourth. 


i ; ture, Small Beer. But.indeed th 
Prince: of | 9) 
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? efe humble confiderati- 
ons make me out of love with my Greatnefs. VVhat a 


difgrace is it tome, to remember thy name ? or to know 
thy face to morrow ? or to take notice how many pair of 
Silk Stockings thou haft ? viz. thefe, and thofe that were 
the peach-colour’d ones : ).or to bear the Inventory of th 

Shirts ; as one for fuperfluity, and one other for ufe : but 
that the Tennis-Court Keeper knows better than I, for 
itis alow ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou keepeft 
not Racket there, as thou haft not done a great while, 
becaufe the reft of thy. Low Countreys have made a fhift 
to eat.up thy Holland. e 

Poin. How ill it fellows, after you have labour’d fo 
hard, you fhould talk fo idlely ? Tell me how mnany good 
young Princes would do fo, their Fathers lying fo fick; 
asyours is?  * 

Prin. Shall | tell thee one thing, Poyns? 

Poyn, Yes: and let it bean excellent good thing. 

Prin. It hall ferve among VVits of -no higher breed- 
ing than thine. 

Poyn. ame I ftand the puth of your one thing, that 
you'll tell. 

Prin. VVhy,I tell thee, it is not meet that I fhould be 
fad now my Father ‘is fick’:-albeit I could tell tu thee (as 
to one it pleafes me, for fault ofa better,to call my Friend) | 
I could be fad, and fad indeed too. 

Poyn. Very hardly upon fuch a Subject. 

Prin. Thou think’{t me as far in the Devils Book, as 
thou, and Faljtaff, for obduracy ‘and perfiftency. Let 
the end try the man. But I tell thee, my heart bleeds in- 
wardly,, that my Father is fick : and keeping fuch vile 


company as thou art, hath in Reafon taken from me, all 
oftentation of forrow. 


Poyn, The Reafon ? 

Pr. VV hat would’ft thou think of me, if I fhould weep ? 

Poyn. 1 would think thee a moft Princely Hypocrite. 

Prize. It would be every inans thought: and thou art 
a blefled Fellow, to think as every man thinks: never a 
mans thought in the world keeps the. rode-way. better 
than thine : every man would think me an Hypocrite in- 
deed. And what excites your moft V Vorthipful thought 
to think fo? 

Poya. VVhy, becaufe you have been fo lewd, and fo 
much ingraffed to Falftaff. 

Priz. And to thee, 

Poyn. Nay, I am well fpoken of, 1 can hear it with 
mine own ears: the worlt that they can fay of me is, that 
{ama fecond Brother, and that 1 ama proper Fellow of 
my hands , ana thofe: two things I confefs | cannot help. 
Look, look, ‘here comes Bardolf. 

Prin. And the Boy. that 1 gave Faljtaff: he had him 
from me Chriftian, and {eé if the fat Villain have not. 
transform’d bim Ape. [ Enter Bardolf: 

Bar, Save your Grace: = 

Prin. And yours, moft Noble Bardolf. 

Poyn. Gome you pernicious Af, you bafhful Fool, 
mut you be bluthing ?’ wherefore bluth you now ? what 
a Maidenly man at Arms are you become? Is it fuch ai 
matter to get a Pottle-pots Maidendead ? rae 

Page. He call’d me even now ( my Lord.) through ared 
Lattice, and I coulddiftern no part of his Face from the 
Window ; at laft I fpy’d his Eyes; and methought he had) 
mate two lioles in the Ale-wives new Petticoat, and peep- 
ed through. | ‘ 

Prin, Hath not the Boy profited ? 

Bar, Away, you horfon upright. Rabbet, away. 

Pag. Away you rafcally Althea’s dream, away. 

Prin, Inftruct us; Boys what dteam, Boy ?. 


Pags« Marty (My Lord ) Althea dream’d, fhe was deli- 
ver’d of a Firebrand, and therefore | call him her dream, 

Princes A Crowns-worth of good Interpretation : 
There it is, Boy. a= 

Poin... that this goed Bloflom could be kept from 


Cankers : Well, there is fix pence to preserve thee. 
; Bard, 


Bard, \f youdonot make him be hang’d among you, 
the Gallows fhall be wrong7d. 

Prin. And how doth thy Mafter, Bardolph ? 

Bard. Well, my good Lord: he heard of your Graces 
coming to Town. ‘There’sa Letter for you. 

Prin. Deliver’d with good refpect : And how doth the 
Martlemas, your Mafter? 

Bard. In bodily health, Sir. 

Poin. Marry; the immortal part needs 2 Phyfitian : 
but that moves not him: Though that befick, it dyes not. 

Prin, Ido allow this VVen to be as familiar with me 
as my Dog, © And he holds his place, for look you how 


he writes.. : 

Poin, Letter, Fohn Falftaff Knight: (Every man mutt 
know that, as oft as he hath occalion to name himfelf - ) 
Even like thofe thatarekin to the King, fot they never 
prick their finger, but they fay there is fomeof the Kings 
blood fpilt. How comes that ? (fayshe that takes upon 
him not toconceive)the Anfwer isasready as a borrow- 
ed Cap: I am the Kings poor Coufin, Sir. : 

Prin, Nay, they willbe kin tous, but they will fetch 
it from Faphet, But to the Letter :——Sir Soha Falftaff 
Rnight, to the Son of the King, neare(t bis Father, Harry 
Prince of VVales, greeting. 

Poin, VVhy this isa Certificate. 

Prin. Peace. 

I will imitate the honourable Romans in brevity. : 

Poin. Sure he means brevity in breath: fhort-winded. 
I commend me to thee, 1 commend thee, and I leave thee. 
| Bé not too familiar with Poins, for he mifufes thy Favours 
fo much that he pees thon art to marry his Sifter 

Repent at idle times as thon maift, and fo farewell. 

Thine, by yea and no: Whichis as much as to fay, 

asthou ufeft him. Jack Falftaff with my Familiars : 

John with my Brothers and Sifter: ana Sir John 
with al Europe. 

My Lord, I willfteep this Letter in Sack, and make him 

eat it. 

Prin. That?sto make him eat twenty of his VVords. 
But do you ufe me thus, Ned? Muft I marry your Sifter ? 

Poin. May the V Vench have noworfe Fortune. Butl 
never faid fo. 

Prin, V Vell; thus we play the Fool with the time, and 
the Spirits of the VVife fit in the Clouds, and mock us: 
Is your Mafter here in London ? 

Bard. Ye, my Lord. 

Prin, VVhere faps he? Doth the old Boor feed in 
the old Frank? 

Bard. Atthe old place, my Lord, in Baf?-cheap. 

Prin. VVhat Company ? 

Page. Ephesians, my Lord, of the old Church. 

Prin, Sup any VVomen with him ? 

Page, None, my Lord, but old Miftrifs Quickly, and 
Mrs, Dol Tear-fheet. 

Prin, What Pagan may that be? 

Page. A proper Gentlewoman, Sir, and a Kinfwoman 
of my Mafters. 

Prin. Even fuch Kin, asthe Parifh Heyfers are to the 
Town-Bull ? 

Shall we fteal upon them (2Ved) at Supper ? 
Poin. am your fhadow, my Lord, Ile follow you. 
Prin, Sirrah, you Boy, and Bardolph, no word to your 

Mafter that I am yet in Town. 

There’s for your Silence, 

Bar, \ have no Tongue, Sir.” ; 

Pag. And for mine, Sir, I will govern it 

Prin, Fare ye well: Go. 

This Dol Tear-fheet fhould be fome Rode. 

Prin. | warrant you, as common as the way between 


S. Albans and London. ; 
Prin. How might we fee Falftaf beftow himfelf to 
aight in his true Colours, and not our felves be feen ? 
Poin. Put on two Leather Jerkins, and Aprons, and 


wait upon himat his Table, like Drawers. 


‘The fecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


Prin. Froma Godtoa Bull? A heavy declenfion: jf 
was Fove’s cafe. From a Prince to a Prentice, a low tranf-| 
formation, that fhal] be mine : For in every thing, the pur-| 
pofe muft weigh with the folly. Follow me, Ned. [Exeunp, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Northumberland, bis Lady, and Harry 3 
Percie’s Lady: 


North. 1 prethee loving Wife, and gentle Daughter 
Give an even way unto my rough Affairs. 4 
Put not you on the Vifage of the Times, 

And be like them to Percie; troublefome. 

Wife. I have given over; I will {peak no more; 
Do what you will: Your Wifdom be your Guide. 

Nor. Alas (fweet Wife) my Honour isat Pawn, | 
And but my going, nothing can redeemit. . h 

La. Oh yet, for Heavens fake, go not to thefe’ i 
The Time was (Father ) when you broke your word, } 
When you were more endear’d to it, than now, co | 
When your own Percie, when my heart-dear-Ha ; 
Threw many a Northward look, to fee his Father — 
Bring up his Powers : But hedid long in vain, 

Who then perfwaded you to ftay athome? 
There weretwo Honours loft ; yours and your Sons. | 
| For Yours, may heavenly glory brighten it : Pi 
For His, it ftuck upon him, asthe Sun. 
In the grey Vault Zz Heaven: And byhisLight — 
Did all the Chevalry of England move 
To do brave A¢ts. He was (indeed) the Glafs 
VVherein the Noble- Youth did drefs themfelves. 
He had no Legs, that practis’d not hisGate: 
And {peaking thick (which Nature made his blemifiy j 
Became the Accents of the Valiant,  * ‘| 
For thofe that could fpeak low, and tardily; 
VVould turntheir own Perfection to Abule, : 
| To feem like him. So that inSpeech, and Gate, 
‘In Diet, in Affections of delight, barge 
In Military Rules, Humors of Blood, ; 
He wasthe Mark, andGlafs, Copy, andBook, 
That fafhion’d others. And him, O wondrous! him, 
O Miracle of Men! Himdid you leave ~ pe 
(Second to none) un-feconded by youg a 
To look upon the hideous God of VV ee 
In difadvantage, to abide the Field, 
VVhere nothing but the found of Hot/pur’s Name 
Did feem fenfible: So you left him. - 
Never, O never do his Ghoft the wrong, 
To hold your Honour more precife and nice Sea 
VVith others, than with him. - Let them alone: 
The Marthal and the Arch-bifhopare ftrong. 
| Had my fweet Harry had but half their Number, — 
Today might I (hanging on Hotfpur?s Neck) 
Have talk’d of Afonmouth’s Grave. 

North, Befhrew your heart, fo 
(Fair Daughter) you do draw my Spirits from M%> 
VVith new lamenting ancient Over-fights. 

But! muft go, and meet with danger there. 
Or it will feek me in another place, 
And find me worfe provided. 
Wife. O flye to Scotland, 
Till that the Nobles, and the armed Commons, — 
Have of their Puiflance made a littletafte. |. 

Lady. If they get ground, and vantage of the Ring | 
Then joyn you with them, likeaRibof Steel, 
To make Strength ftronger, But, for all our loves, | 
Firft let them try themfelves, So did your Son, <5 4 
He was fo fuffer’d ; fo came 1 a VVidow : pie 

And never fhall havelength of Life enough, 
Torain upon Remembrance withmine Eyes, = 
That it may grow, and fprowt, as high asHeavem) — h 
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It anger’d him to the heart: but he hath forgot that. 


-} fheet would fain have fome Mufick. 


cellent good temperality - your Pulfidge beats as extra- 


ferve bravely, is to come halting off: you know to come 


} meet, but you fal 
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The fecond Part of King Henry. the Fourth. 


‘For Recordation to my Noble Husband. 
Nor. Come, come go in with me: ’tis with my Mind 
As with the Tyde; fwell’d up unto his height, 
That makes a ftill-ftand, running neither way. 
Fain would I goto meet the Arch-Bifhop, 
But many a thoufand Reafons hold me back, 
I will refolve for Scotland there am I, 


Till Time and Vantage crave my company. [Ex eunt. 


Scena Quarta: 


Enter two Drawers: 


1 Drawer, What haft thou brought there? Apple- 
Johns? Thou know’tt Sir Yohx cannot endure an Apple Joba. 
2. Draw, Thou fay’ft true: the Prince once fet a Difh 
of Apple-ohns before him, and told him there were five 
more Sir Fohns: and, putting off his hat, faidj I will now 
take my leave of thefe fix drie,round,old-wither’d Knights. 


1. Draw. Why then cover, and fet them down: and 
fee if thou canft find out Sveak’s Noyfe; Miftrifs Tear- 


2; Draw. Sirrah; here will be the Prince; and Mafter 
Poins, anon : and they will put on two of our Jerkins, 
and. Aprons, and Sir Yobn muft not know of it. Bardolph 
hath brought word. 

1. Draw, Then here will be old Usis: it will be an ex- 
cellent Stratagem. 

2. Draw. Vle fee if I can find out Sveck. p&xit. 

Enter Hofte[s and Dol.. —* 
Fioft. Sweet-heart, methinks now you are in an ex- 


ordinarily, as heart would defire ; and your Colour (I 
watrant you) is asred as any Rofe: But you have drunk 
too much Canary, and that’s a marvellous fearching 
Wine; andit perfumes tite Blood, e’re we can fay what’s 
this. How do you now ? 

Dol, Better than I was: Hem. 

Hoft. Why that was well faid: A good heart’s.worth 
Gold. Look, here comes Sir Yobv. 

Enter Falttaff- 

Fal, When Arthut first in Conrt--( empty the Jordan ) 
and was a — King : How now Miftrifs Dol. 

Hoff. Sick of a Calm: yea, good-footh. 

Faljt. Soisher Set, if they be once ina Calm, they 
are fick. 

Dol. You muddy Rafecal, is that all the comfort you 
give me ? ; 

Fal, You make fat Rafcals, Miftrifs Dol. : 

Dol. J maké them? Gluttony and Difeafesmake them, 
{make them not. E 


ie the Difeafes (Dol), we catch of you ( D ol), we catch 
of you; Grant that, my poor Vertue, grant that. 

Dol. marry, our Chains, and our Jewels. 

Falft. Your Brooches, Pearls, and Owches : For to 
off the Breach, with his Pike bent bravely, and to Surge- 
ry bravely $ t© venture upon the charg’d Chambers 
bravely. masts Sika 

Hof. Why is A the old fafhion : you two. néver 
m to fome difcord: you are both (in- 
good troth ) as Rheumatick as two dric Toftes, you 
cannot one bear with anothers Confirmities, What the 
=, — _ ne ot es muft be. you - 
you are the weaker Veflel, as they fay ier 
Vellel. ae y fay, the emptier 
Dol. Can a weak empty Veflel bear fach a huge full 


_ | Hogs-head ? There’s a whole Merchants Venture of 


Fal. If the Cook make the Gluttony, you help tot 


74h 
« Burdeanx {tuff in him: you have not feen a Halk better 
ftuft in the Hold. Come, Dl¢ be friends with thee, Jack: 
‘Thou art going to the Wars, and whether I fhall ever fee 
thee again, or no, there is no body cares, 

Enter Drawer. 
| Draw. Sir, Ancient-fiffol is below, and would fpeak 
with you. iy 

Dol. Hang him, fwaggering Rafcal, let him not come 
hither : it isthe foul-mouth’dit Rogue in England, 

oft. \f he fwagger, let him not come here: [ mft 
live amongft my Neighbours, I’le no fwaggerers : 1 am 
in good name, and fame, with the very beft : fhut the 
door;, there comes no fwaggerers here: 1 have not liv’d 
all this while, to have fwaggering now: fhut the door, 
I pray you. . 

Fal, Do’ft thou hear; Hoftefs ? 

Hoff, Pray you pacifie your felf ( Sir fobx ) there comes 
no fwaggerers here. 

Faift, Do?{t thou hear ? it is mine Ancient. 

Hot. Tilly-fally (Sir ohn) never tell me, your ancient 
Swaggerer comes not in my doors. I was. before Matter 
Tifick the Deputy;-the other day : and as he {aid to me, 
‘it was no longer ago than Wednefday latt : Neighbour 
Quickly {ayes he 3 ) Mafter Domb our Minilter; was by 
‘then: Neighbour Quickly (fayes he) receive thofe that 
are Civil ; for (faith he) you are in an ill Name » now 
he faid fo, I can tell whereupon: for ({ayes he) you are 
an honeft Woman, and well thought on, therefore take 
heed what Guefts you receive : Receive ({ays he) no 
fwaggering Companions. There come none here.. You 
would blefs you to hear what ke faid. No, Vle no Swag 
gerers. 

Falff, He’s no Swaggerer (Hofte/s:.).a tame Cheater, 
he: you may ftroake him as gently, .as a Puppy-Grey- 
hound : he will not fwagger with a Barbary Hen: Lf her 
Feathers turn back in any fhew of refiftance, Call him 
up (Drawer. ) 

Hoff; Cheaters call you him ?. I wiki bar no Honeft 
man my houfe, ner no Cheater: but 1 do not Jove fwag- 
gering ; Lam the worfe when one fays {waggerer : Feel 
Mafters; how I fhake : look you, I warrant you. 

Dol. So you do, Hoftefs. 

Hoft. Do 1? yea, in very trutifdo I, ifit were an AL 
pen Leaf: I cannot abide Swaggerers. 


Enter Piftol, avd Bardolph, avd his Boy. 


Piff. *Save you, Sit For. ' 5 

Fal. Welcome Ancient Pil. Here (Pitt) I charge 
you with a Cup of Sack: do you difcharge upon mine 
Hoftefs. 

Pift. 1 will difcharge upon her ( Sir John ) with two 


. Bullets, 


Faft. She is Piftol-proof (Sir ) you fhail hardly offend 
her. 
Hoff. Come, Vie drink no Proofs, nor no Bullets: 
I will drink no more than wilkdo me good, for no mans 
pleafure, I. 
Pf, Then to you ¢ Miftrifs Doroshie) 1 will charge 
ou. 
: Dor. Chargeme; 1 fcorn you ¢ {curvy Companion, ) 
What? you poor, bafe, rafcally, cheating, lack-Linnen- 
Mate: away you mouldy Rogue; away, { am mcap for 
your Mafter. 
Pift, 1 know you, Miftrifs Dorothie. ? # 
Dol, Away. you cut-purfe Rafcal, you filthy Bung 
away : By this Wine; Ple thruft my Knife in your, moul- 


you Bottle-Ale Ratcal, you Basket-hile ftale Jugler, you. 
Since when, 1 pray you, Sir ? what, with two roints on 
yout fhoalder ? much. Lees 
Pift. 1 will murther your Ruff for this: | 
Hoft. No, good Captain Pistol: not here; {weet 
Captain. 


Ne ea eeeemmemeninuncerimmnemetemmeceemacidinieencemommnen cnet aetna 


dy Chaps, if you play the fawcy, Cuttle with, me. Away | 


Dol. 
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Dol. Captain ? thou abominable damn’d Cheater, 
art thou not afham’d to be call’d Captain ? If Captains 
were of my mind, they would trunchion you out, for ta- 
king their Names upon you, before you haveearn’d them. 
You a Captain? you flay, for what ? for tearing a poor 
Whores Ruffin a Bawdy-houfe ? He a Captain ? hang 
him Rogue, he lives upon mouldy ftew’d-Prunes, and 
dry’d Cakes. A Captain ? Thefe Villains will make 
the word Captain odious: Therefore Captains had need 
look to it. 

Bard. Pray thee go down, good Ancient, 

Fal. Heark thee hither Miftrifs Dol. 

Pift. Not I : 1 tell thee what, Corporal Bardolph, 1 
could tear her: Ple be reveng?d on her. 

Page. Pray thee go down. 

Pift. Ple fee her damn’d firft : to Plato’s damn’d Lake, 
to the Infernal Deep, where Erebus and Tortures vile 
alfo. Hold Hook and Line, fay 1: Down: down Dog, 
down Fates: have we not Hiren here? ~ 

Hoft. Geod Captain Peefel be quiet, it isvery late : 
I befeek you now, aggravate your Choler. 

Pift. Thefe be good humors indeed. Shall Pack-Horfes, 
and hollow-pamper’d Jades of Afia, which cannot go 
but ‘thirty Miles a day, compare with Céfar, and with 
Cannibal, and Trojan Greeks ? nay, rather damn them 
with King Cerberus, and let the Welkin rgar : fhall 
we fall foul for Toyes ? 


words. 

Bard. Be gone, good Ancient : this will grow toa 
Brawl anon. 

Pift. Die men, like Dogs;.give Crowns like Pins : 
Have we not Hiren here ¢ 

Hoft. On my word (Captain) there’s none fuch here. 
What the good-yeree, doyou think I would deny her ? 
I pray be quiet. 


Give me fome Sack: and Sweet-heart lye thou there : 
Come we to full Points here; and are @ cetera’s no- 
thing ? 

Fal, Piftol, 1 would be quiet. 

Pift. Sweet Knight, kifs thy Neafle: what ?we have 
feen the feven Stars. 


a Fuftian Rafcal. 
Pift. Thruft him down ftairs? know we not Gallo- 
way Nags? 


fhilling : nay, if he do nothing but {peak nothing , he fhall 
be nothing here. : 

Bard. Come get you down ftairs, 

Pift.. What fhall we have Incifion ? fhall we embrew ? 
then Death rock me afleep, abridge my doleful days: 


the Sifters three : Come Arropos, I fay. 

Hoft. Here’s good ftuff toward. 

Fal; Give me my Rapier, Boy. 

Dol. I prethee, Fack, | prethee do not draw. 

Falft, Get you down ftairs. 

Hoff. Here’s a goodly tumult : Ple forfwear keeping 
houfe, before V’le be in thefe tirrits, and frights. So : Mur- 
ther 1 warrant now. Alas, put up your naked Weapons, 
put up your nakéd Weapons. 


ah you whorfon little valiant Villain, you. 

Hof. Are you not hurt i’th? Groyn ?me thought he 
made afhrewd Thruft at your Belly. 

Falft. Have you turn’d him out of doors ? 

Bard. Yes, Sir, the Rafcal’s drunk: you have hurt him 
(Sir) in the fhoulder. 
Falft. A Rafcal to brave me. 

Dol. Ah, you fweet little Rogue, you : alas, poor Ape; 
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how thou fweat’ft ? come, let me wipe thy Face: ome) 
on, you whorfon Chops: Ah Rogue, I love thee: Thogt 
art as valorous as. Heltor of Troy, worth five of Apa) 
memnon , and tentimes better than the nine 
ah Villain. 
Blanket. 


Ple canvafs thee between a pair of fheets, 


# 
Hoft. By my. troth, Captain, thefe are very bitter 


Piff, Then feed, and be fat (my fair. Calipolis) Come, 
give me fome Sack, Si fortune me tormente, {perato me 
contente. Fear we broad.fides ? No, let the Fiend give fire: 


Dol. Thruft him down ftairs, I cannot endure fuch | 


Fal. Quoit him down (Bardolph) like a fhove-groat 


why then let grievous, gaftly, gaping Wounds, untwine, 


Dol, 1 prethee, Fack, be quiet, the Rafcal is gone :. 


Ss), 


ie 


Worthies:} 


Falft. A rafcally. Slave, 1 will tofs. the Rogee in al 


Dol, Do, if thou dar’ft for thy heart ; if thoy do} 


Enter Mufick. 

Pag. The Mufick is come, Sir. oe 
Falft, Let them play ; play Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Doh} 
A Rafcal, bragging Slave : the Rogue fled from me like _ 
Quick-filver. 
Dol, And thou followd’ft him like a Church: 
whorfon little tydie Bartholmew Boor-pig, when 
thou leave fighting on days, and foyning on nights 
begin to patch up thine old Body for Heaven? . 


Enter the Prince and Poins difguisd, ‘s 


Fal, Peace, (good Dol) do not fpeak likea Dea 
head : do not bid me remember mine end. ; 
Dol, Sirrah, what humour is the Prince of ? 
Fal, A good fhallow young Fellow : he w 
made a good Pantler, he would have chipp’d Bread 
Dol. They fay Poins hath a good Wit, 
Falft. He a good Wit ? hang him Baboon, his 
as thick as Tewksbury Muftard: there is no more 
ceit in him, than isin a Mallet. ee 
Dol. Why doth the Prince love him fo then? | 
Fal. Becaufe their Legs are both. of a bignefs: 4nd] 
he plays at aon well, and eats Conger and Fennel,| 
and drinks offCandles ends for Flap-dragons, and 1 
the wild-Mare with the Boyes, and jumps upon Joy 
ftools, and {wears with a good grace, and wears 
Boot very finooth, like unto the Sign of the Le 
breeds no bate with telling of difcreet ftories+an 
other Gambol faculties he hath, that fhew am 
Mind, and an able Body, for the which the Prince at 
mits him : for the Prince himfelf is fuch anothers! 
weight of an Hair will turn the Scales between th 
Haberde-pois. es 
Prince. Would not this Nave of a Wheel have 
Ears cut off? aha 
ov. Let us beat him before his Whore. 
Prin, Look, if the wither’d Elder hath not his 


claw’d like a Parrot. 
years out-live performance ? 

Fal. Kifs me, Dol. 

Prince. Saturn and Venus this year in Conjun i | 
What fays the Almanack to that ? \ 
not lifping to his Mafters old Tables, his Note-Book, 

is Countel-keeper ? Rat 

Fal. Thou do't give the flatt’ring Bulles. ~ 

Dol. Nay truly, 1Kifs thee with moft conftant 

Dol. I love thee better, than love e’re a feurvy oun) 
Boy of them all. Cee ° 

Fal, What Stuff wilt thou havea Kirtle of ? 1 full ; 
receive eon on Thurfday : thou fhalt have a CAP 
will to Bed. Thou wilt forget me, when Lam gone — es 

Dol. Thou wilt fe Be, weeping, ‘if pe fay'tt fo: 
prove that ever I drefS my felf till thy 1) 
turn : Well, hearken the nd San o 

Prin. Poin, Anon, anon. Sir. er ig 

Fal. Ha ? a Baftard Son of the Kings 2 And art sot 4 
thou Poins, his Brother ? pee g | 

Prin, Why thou Globe of finful Continents, what 4 io 


Poin. Is it not ftrange, that Defire fhould 

Poin. And look, whether the fiery Trigon, his Man, » 5 

Fal. 1 am old, 1 am old, . : 
to morrow. “A merry Song, come: it grows 

Fal, Some Sack, Francis, ee 
Life doft thou lead ? ig ral ij! 


J 
—e 


-— 
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te: Fal. A better thanthou: Iam 4 Gentleman, thou art | So idly to prophane the Precious time: os 
ht = ' @ Drawer. When Tempett of Commotion, like the South 
‘hh Prin. Very true, Sir : and Tcome to draw you out by | Born with. black Vapour, doth begin to melt 

the Ears, And drop upon our bare unatmed Heads. 
im Hoff. Oh, the Lord preferve thy good Grace: Wel-| Give me my Sword, and Cloak: 
, | come to London. Now Heaven blefs that fweet Face of Falftaf, good night. [ Exit 
th | thine + What are you come from Wales ? Falf. Now comes in the fweeteft Morfe] of the 

Fal, Thou whorfon mad Compound of Majefty : by night, and we muft hence, and leave ir unpickt. More 

‘this light Flefh, and corrupt Blood, thou art welcome. knocking atthe door ? How now ? what’s the mat- 

Prin. How ? you fat Fool, 1 fcorn you. ter? 

Ty Poin, My Lord, he will drive you out of your revenge,! Bard. You muft away to the Court, Sir, prefently, 
iy = | and turn all to merriment, if youtake not the heat, A dozen Captains ftay at the door for you. 

Pria. You whorfon Candle-myne you, how vilely did | Falft, Pay the Mufitians, Sirrah : farewel Holtefs, 
th {you fpeak of me even now, before this honelt, vertuous, | farewel Dol, You fee (my good Wenches ) how men of 
j, | | civil Géntlewoman ? Merit are‘fought after : the undeferver may fleep, when 
Hy AoE Bleffing on your good heart , and fo fhe is by | the man of Action is’ calf’d on. Farewel, good Wenches: 
be | my troth. if 1 be not fent away polt,! will fee you again, e’rel go, 

’ Fal. Did thou hear me ? Doi. ¥ cannot fpeak : ‘if my heart be not ready to 
La Prince. Yes : and you knew me, as you did when you) burjt. Well ( {weet Yack) havea care of thy felf. 
“| |ran'away by Gads-hill : you knew I was at your back, and Falf, Farewel, farewe). Bs ec at { Exit. 
“ih {poke it on purpofe, to try my patience, — fioft. Well, fare thee well <1 have known thee thefe 
sd Fal. No, no, no’: not fo: I did not think, thou waft twenty nine years, come Pefcod-time: but an honefter, 
Within hearing, and true-| ; 


Prin, \ fhall drive 


you then to confefs the wilful abufe, 
nt and then I know’ how to handle you. | 
th Fal. No abufe’ (Hal ) on mine Honor, no abufe. 
Who DeoNSt re difpraifé me ? and call me Pantler, and 
ba, Bread-chopper, and I know not what ? 
YP Bal NO abufe, ¢ Aral. ) 
Poin. No abufe ? 
lt | Fal. Noabufe ( Ned) in the World: honeft Ned, none. 
Mii | I difprais’d him before the Wicked, that the Wicked 


might not fallin love with him : In which doing, I have 


hi | done the part of a careful Friend, and true. Subject, and 
je | thy Father is to give me thanks for it, No abufe (4dal: ) 
im | none ( Ned) none ; no Boys, none, 

rt Prin, See now whether pure Fear, and entire Cow- 
¢ jatdife, doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle- 


woman, to clofe with us ? Is the of 


the Wicked ? Is thine 
Hoftefs here, 


ii of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the 
;¢ | Wicked ? Or honett Bardolp» { whofe zeal burns in his 
4) | BOLE) of the Wicked ? 
Pom, Anfwer, thou dead Elm, anfwer. 

| Fal. The Fiend hath Prickt down Bardolph irrecove- 
My rable, and his face is Lucifer’s Privy-Kitchin, where he 
, doth nothing but roaft Mault-W orms : for the Boy, there 
4 isa good Angel about him, but the Devil out-bids him too. 


Prin. For the Women ? 
- Fal, For one of them, fhe is in 
burns poor fouls : for the other; 
whether fhe be damn’d for that, 

Fioft. No.1 warrant you. 

Fal. No. I think thou art not : 
quit for that.- Marry, there is another Indictment up- 
‘ton thee, for fuffering flefh to be eaten in thy _houfe, 
jcontrary to the Law, for the which I think thoy wilt 
| howle. 

Fioff. All Vietuallers do fo : 
ton Or two in a whole Lezt ? 

Prin. You, Gentlewoman. 


Hell already, and 
I owe her Money; and 
1 know not. 


I think thou art 


What is a Joynt of Mut- 


| Dol. What fays your Grace? 

' Falft. His Grace fays that, which his flefh rebels 
gi | againit. 
|, 40. Who Knocks fo loud at the door ? Look to the 


door there, Francis? 
Enter Peto, 

Prin, Peto, how now ? what news ? : 

Peto. The King, your Father, is at Weftminfter, 
And there twenty weak and wearied Potts, 
Come from the North : and asf came alon 
I met, and over-took a dezen Captains, ~ 
Bare-headed, {weating, knocking at the Taverns, 
And asking every one for Sir John Falftaff. 

Prin, By Heaven ( Pons ) L feel me muchto blame, 


? 


carted man. Well, fare thee well, 
Bard. Mitftrifs Tear-fheer, a 
Hoff. What’s the matter 2 . 
Bard. Bid Miltvifs Tear- Sheet come to my Mafter. 

Hoft. O van; "Del, ray: bun, good Dol, 


[ Exeunr. 


sisi a as ee 
Attus Tertius. Sceng Prima, 


Enter the Ok ing, with a Page, 


Kin, Go,call the Earls of Sarrey, and Warwick: 
But e’re they come, bid them o’re-read thefe Letters. 
And well confider of them: make Sood fpced. [ Exit. 
How many thousand of my poorett Subjects 
Are at this hour aflzep'? ‘O Sleep, O gentle Sleep, 
Natures foft Nurfe, how have | frighted thee, 

That thou no more wilt weigh my Eye-lids down, 

And fteep my Senfes in Forgetfulnefs ? 
Why rather ( Sleep } lyeft thou ‘in fmoaky Cribs, 
Upon uncafie Pallads itretching thee, 
And hofht with buzzing Night, flyes to thy flumber, 
Than in the perfum’d Chambers of the Great ? 
Under the Canopies of coftly State, 

And lull’d with founds of fweetett Melody ? 

O thou dul] God, ‘why lyeft'thoy with the vile, 

In loathfom Beds, and leav’ft the Kingly Couch 

A watch-cafe, or acommon Larum-Bell ? 

Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy Matt, 

Seal up the Ship-boys Eyes, and rock his Brains, - 
In Cradle of the rede imperious Sur a 

And inthe vifitation of the Winds, 

Who take the Ruifian Billows by the top, 

Curling their monftrous heads and hanging them 
With deafning Clamors in the flip’ry Clouds, 
That with the hurley, Death it felf awakes ? 
Canft thou ( O partialSleep ) Give thy Repofe 

To the wet Sea-boy in an hour fo rude: 

And in the calmeft, and moft ftillent Night, 

With all appliances, and means to boot, 

Deny it to a King ? Then happy Low, lye down, 
Uneafie lyes the Head, that wears a Crown. 


Enter Warwick and Surrey. 


War. Many good-morrows to your Majefty, 

King. It is Zood-morrow, Lords ? 

War. "Tis one a Clock, and patt. 

King. Why then good-morrow to you all ( my Lords : j 
Have you read o’re the Letters that I fent you ? 
= - 2 Wa, 


War. We have.( my Liege. ) 


King. Then you perceive the Body of our Kingdom, 


How foulitis : what rank Difeafes grow, , 

‘And with what danget, near the heart of it? . 
War. \t is but as a Body, yet diftemper’d, 
Which to the formef {trength may be reitor’d, 

With good advice, and little. Medicine 4 
My Lord, Northumberland will foon be cool’d. 


King. Oh Heaven, that one might read the Book of Fate, | 


And fee the Revolution of the Times 
Make Mountains level, and the Continent 
| ( Weary of folid firmnefs ) melt it felf 

into the Sea ; and other Times, to fee 
The beachy Girdle of the Ocean 
\ Too wide for Neptunes hipps } how Chances mocks 
“And Changes fill the Cup of Alteration 
With divers Liquots. 7’ Tis not ten years gone, 
Since Richard, and Northumberland, great Friends, 
Did feait together and in two years after, 
Were they at Wats. It is but eight years firice, 
This Percie was the man, neareft my Soul; 
Who likea Brother, toyl’din my Affairs, 
And laid his Love and Life under my foot: 
Yea, for my fake, even to the eyes of Richard 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by, 
( You Coufin Nevil, as Imay remember ) 
When Richard), with his Eye, brim-full of Tears, 
( Then check’d , and rated by Norihimberland ) 
Did fpeak thefe words ( now prov’d a Prophecie :) 
Northumberland,thou Ladder, bythe which 
| My Coufin, Bullingbrook, afcends my Throne: 
-| ( Though then, Heaven knows, I had no fach intent, 
But thatneceflity fo bow'd the State, 
That 1 and GreatnefS were compéll’d to kif: ) 
The time hall come (thus did he follow it ) 
The time will come, that foul Sin-gathering head - 
Shall break into Corfuption : fo went on, 
Fore-telling this fame Times Condition, 
And the divifion of our Amity. 

Wer. There is a Hiftory in allmens Lives, 
Figuring the Nature of the Times deceas’d. 
The which obferv’d, a man may prophecie, 
‘| Witha near aim, of the main Chance of things 
As yet not come.to Life, which in their Seeds - 
And weak beginnings lye entreafured : 
Such things become the Hatch and. Brood of Time; 
And by the neceflary form of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect guefs, 
That great Northumberland, then falfe to him, 
Would of that Seed, grow toa greater falfenefs, 
Which fhould not find a ground to root upon, 
Unlefs on you. 

King, Are thefe things then Necedlities ? 
Then let us meet them like Neceflities 5 
And that fame word, even now cryes out on us: 
They fay the Bifhop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thoufand ftrong. 

War. It cannot be (myLord:: ) 
Rumor ‘doth double, like the Voice and Eccho, 
The number of the feared. Pleafe it your Grace 
To goto bed, upon my Life (my Lord ) 
The Powrs that youalready have fent forth, 
Shall bring this Prize in very ealily, 
To comfort you the more, I have receiv’d 
Acertain initance that Glendower is dead. 
Your Majefty hath been this fort-night ili, 
And thefe unfeafon’d hours perforce mutt add 
Unto your Sicknefs. 

King. \will take your counfel : 
And were thefe inward Wars once out of hand, 
We would (dear Lords) unto the Holy-Land. 


[ Exeunt. 


Ellen ? 


about Souldiers ? 


to 


—— 


een ne ae 


g Henry be Fourth. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Shallow and Silence, with Mouldy, . and Shadow, 
Wart, Feeble, Bull-calf. jana 


Shal, Come-on,’ come-on, Come-on : give me your 
Hand, Sir, give me your Hand, Sit: an early flirrer, by 
the Rood. And how doth my good Coufin Silence? 

Sil, Good-morrow, good Coulin Shallow, . 

Shal. And how doth my Coufin, your Bed-fello 
and your faireft Daughter, and mine, my God-Daugh 
Sil. Alas, a black Ouzel, ( Covfin. Shallow, a 

Shal. By yeaand nay, Sir, I dare fay my Confin 7 
is become a good Scholar ? hé is at Oxford fill, is 

Sil. Indeed, Sir, to my coft. fit: ae 

Shal, He muft then to the Inns of Court thortly : 
once of Clement?sInn , where (1 think ) they will 
mad Shallow yet. ieee 

Sil, You were cali’d lufty Shallow then, (Coufin 

Shal. 1 was call’d any thing: and 1 would he 
any thing indeed too, and roundly too. ‘There wa: 
little Fohn Doit of Staffordflure, and black Gea 
and Francis Pick-bone, and Will, \Squele a Cot 
you had not four fuch Swinge-bucklers in all th 
Court again : And I may fay to, you, we 
the Bona-Roba’s were, and had the beft of 
commandement. Theu was Fack Falftaff (now Sit 
a Boy, and a Page to Thomas Adowbray, D 
Norfolk. mee 
Sil. This Sir Jobn, (Coufin) that comes hithe 

Shal. The fame Sir Fobn, the very fame: 1: sn 
break Schoggan’s Head at the Court-Gate, whe 
a Crack, not thus high: and the very fame day d 


“| with one Sampfon Stock-fifh, a Fruiterer, behind 


Inn, Oh the mad days that I have fpent / and to. 
many of mine old Acquaintance are dead ? 

Sil. We thall all follow, ( Coufin. ) i 
Shal. Certain : "eis certain : very. fure, very 
Death is certain to all, all fhall dye. How a good } 
of Bullocks at Stamford Fair ? 

Sil. Truly, Coulin, 1 was not there. : 
_ Shal, Death is certain. Is old Double of your 
living yet ? a 
Sil. Dead, Sir. a Bir 
Shal. Dead? See, fee: he drew a good Bow + 
dead ? he fhota fine fhoot. ‘fon of Gaunt loved. 
well, and betted much Money on his head. Dead ¢ 
would have clapt in the Clowt at Twelve-fcore, and 
ryed you a fore-hand Shaft at fourteen, and fourteen 


* 
» | 


1a half, that it would have done a mans heart good to 


How a {core of Ewesnow? , ‘a 
Sil.* Thereafter as they be : a feore of good Ewes ™ 

be worth ten pounds. ne. 
Shal. And is old Double dead? ay 


Enter Bardolph and his Boy. 

f - 
Sil, Here come t ir John FE 45 men (284) 
think. ) ¢ two of Sir obn bs alftaff oF ae 


Shal.. Good-morrow, honeft Gentlemeti. aa 
Bard. 1 befeech you, which is Juftice Shalom? 
Shal, Yam Robert Shallow ( Sir.) a poor Efquire © 


County, one of the Kings Juftices of the Peate+ Zs 


What is your good pleafure with me ? at 
Bard. My Captain, ( Sir ) commends him to you + 
Captain, Sir Yohn Falftaff : a tall Gentleman, and ™ 
at Leader. 7 Se ee a 
al, He greets me well ¢ (Sir ) I knew him 
Back-Sword-man. How doth ee good Knight ? @ 
ask, how my Lady his Wife doth ¢ ns 


= 


+ 
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Wart, Yea, Sir. 
Falf. Thou art a very ragged Wart, 
_ Shal. Shall I prick him down, 
Sir Fobn ? 


Bard. Sir, pardon : a Souldier is better accommoda- 


ted, than with a Wife. Gea 
Shal, It is well faid, Sirs and it is well faid indeed, too: 


Better accommodated ? it is good, yea indeed is it: good 


ond g ULA = pnreaes TY 
| Sil.Your good Worfhipis welcome... ) 
i 3 “iene is hot weather, (Gentlemen ) have you 
dd me-here half adozen.of fufficient men ? 


= the Roll? Let me fec, let me fee, let me fee: fo, fo, fo, 


| Shal. What think you (Sir John) a 
| low : young; ftrong, and of good Friends. : 


ex 


{0+ yea marry, Sir, Ralph Mouldy : let them appear as Ij 


call : let them™do fo, let then: do fo: Let me fee, Where 
fis Mouldy > * 
| Moul. Here, if it pleafe. you. 


good limb’d Fel-. 


Falff. 1s thy name Adouldy ? 
Moul. Yea, if it pleafe you. 


| Falft. *Tis the more time thou wert us’d. 
| Shal. Ha, ha; ha, moft excellent. Things that are 


mouldy, lack ufe : very fingular good. V Vell faid, Sir 
Sfoln, very well faid. 

Falft, Prick him.. | ‘ 

Moul, \ was prickt well enough before, if you could 


have Jet me’alone: my old Dame will be undone now, 


for one to do her Husbandry, and her Drudgery ; you 
need not to have prickt-me, there are other men fitter 


to go out than. +. es 
Falft, Go to : peace Aduldy, you fhall go. AZouldy, 


J itis time you were {pent: 


Moul, Spent ¢ 
Shal. Peace, fellow, peace, ftand afide: Know you 
where you are ? For the other, Sir ohn: Let me fee : 


| Simon Shadow. 


Falft. Umarry, let me have him to fit under: he’s like 
tobeacold Souldicr. 

Shal. Where’s Shadow ? 

Shad, Here, Sir. 

Falft. Shadow, whofe Son art thou ? 

Shad. My Mother’s Son, Sir. 

Faljt. Thy Mothers Son: like enough, and thy Fa- 
thers Shadow : fo the Son of the Female is the Shadow 
of the Male : it ts often fo indeed, but not of the Fathers 
fubftance. Te 3 a 

Shal. Do you like him; Sir Sohn 

Falft, Shadow will ferve for Summer + prick him : For 
we have a number’ of shadows to fillup the Mufter-Book. 

Shal. Thomas Wart. pS 

Falft, Where’s he ? az 

Wart, Here, Sir. 

Falft. Is thy name Wart ? 


jtarry Dinner. [am glad to fee you in good troth, Ma- 


Falft. \t were fuperfluous : for his apparel is built up- 
on his back, and the whole frame ftands upon pins : prick 
him no more. — ; 

, Shal. Hay ha, ha, you can do it, Sir: you can do it: 1 
commend you well. 
Francis Feeble, 

Feeble. Here, Sir. ; = 

Shal. What Trade art thou, Feeble ? 

Fecble, A. Woman’s Taylor, Sir ? 

Shal. Shall I prick him, Sir ? 

Falft.. You may : OV i 
But ifit had been a Man’s Taylor, he would have prided 
you. Wilt thou make as many holes in an Enemies ‘Bat- 
tel, as thou haft done ina Woman’s Petticoat’?: 

Feeb. 1 will do my good will, Sir ? youcan have no more. 

Falft. Well{aid, good Woman’s Taylor : Well faid, 
Couragious Feeble ; thou wilt be‘as valiant as the wrath- 
full Dove, or moft magnanimous Moufe. Prick. the wo- 
man’s Taylor well, Mafter Shallow, deep} Maftés Shallow, 
." Feeble. L would Wart might have gone; Sir.) ~~ 
Fut. 1 would thou wert'a Man’s Taylor, that thou 
might’{t mend*him, and make him fit to go. Teannot put 
him to a private Souldier, that is the Leader of fo many 
thoufands. Let that fuflice, moft forcible Feeble, i 4 

Feeble. It thal fuffice. ane 

Falft. 1 am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. Who is 
the next? 

Shal. Peter Bulcalf of the Green. 

: Faft, Yea marry, let us fee Bulcalf. 

Bul. Here, ;Sir. 

Faljt. Truft me, a likely Fellow. Come. prick me Bul- 
calf , till he roar again, 

Bul, Oh; good my Lord Captain. {| 

Falff. What ? do’ft thou roar before th’art prickt. 

Brl.. Oh, Sir, lama difeafed man. i 

Falft. What difeafe haft thou ? eo Ses at 

Bul, A whorfon cold, Sir ; a cough, Sir, which I caught 
with Ringingin the Kings Affairs, upon :his Coronation 
day, Sir. oo. ore 

Falft. Come, thou fhalt go to the Warts ina Gown: | 
we will have away thy Cold, andI will take fach order 
that thy Friends fhall ring for thee. Is here all? 

Shal. ‘There is two more called than your number; 
you muft have but four here, Sir, and fo, | pray you, go 
in with me to Dinner. 
Falft. Come, I will go drink with you, but 1 cannot 


{ter Shallow, 
Shal, O, Sir Fohn, do you remember fince we lay all 
night in the Wind-mill in Saint George?s Fields ? 
Falft. No more of that, good Mafter Shallow ; 
more of that. 
Shal. Ha? it wasa merry night. And is ‘Sane Night- 
work, alive? aes 
Falf?, She lives, Mafter Shallow. — 
Shal. She never could away with me. seas 
Falft. Never, never : She would always fay; fhe could 
not abide Mafter Shallow. Pemrncr 
Shal, 1 could anger her to the heart: fhe was then a 
Bona-Roba, Doth the hold her own well ? j 
Falff, Ola, old; Mafter Shalom,  - on 
Shal. Nay fhe muft be old, fhe cannot clinfe but be old : 
certain fhe’s old: and had Robin Night-work; by old Night- 
work, beforeI came to Clement?s Inn. fe 
Sil, That's fifty five _yearesago, sites ok. : 
Shel, Hah, Coufin S:lence, that thou hadft feen that, that 
this Knight and I have feen: hah, Sir Zohn, faid I well ? 
Falf, We have heard the Chimes at mid-night, Ma- 
fter Shallow. ne ees 1, 8 aipcaty 
Shai. That we have; that we have; in faith, Sir fobaj] 
Se Ree ose WUE! 
meee nage 
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we have: our watch-word was, Hem-Boys. 
let?s to dinner; come, let’s to dinner: Oh the dayes 
that we have feen. Come, come. 

Bul. Good Mafter Corporate Bardolph, ftand my 
Friend, and here is four #arry ten fhillings in French 
Crowns for you: in very truth, Sir, I had as lief be hang?d, 
Sir, as go, and yet for mine own part, Sir, I do not care, 
but rather, becaufe I am unwilling, and for mine own 
part, have a defire to ftay with my Friends: elfe,Sir,I did 
not care, for mine own part, fo much. ; 

Bard. Go too: ftand afide. 

Mon. And good Mafter Corporal Captain, for my 
old Damme’s fake, ftand my Friend: fhe hath no body to 
do any thing about. her, when I am gone: and fhe is old 
and cannot help her felf: you fhall have forty, Sir. 

Bard, Go too: ftand afide. 

Feeble. J care not, a man can dye but once: we owe a 
death. I will never bear a bafe mind: ifit be my defti- 
ny, fo: if it be not, fo: no man is too good to ferve his 
Prince: and let it go which way it will, he that dies this 
year, is quit for the next. 

Bard. Well faid, thou art a good Fellow. , 

Feeble, Nay, 1 will bear no bafe mind. 

Falft. Come Sir, which men fhall 1 have ? 

Shal. Four of which you pleafe. 

- Bard, Sir, a word with you: I have three pound, to 
free Monldy and Bulcalf. 

Falf, Go too: well. 

Shal. Come, Sir ohn, which four will you have ? 

’ Falst, Do you chufe for me. 

Shal. Marry then, Mouldy, Bulcalf, Feeble, and 
Shallow. 

Falft, Adouldy, and Bulcalf: for you Mouldy, ftay at 
home, till you are paft fervice: and for your part Bul- 
calf, grow till you come unto it: I will none of you. 

Shal. Sir Fohn, Sir Fohn, do not your felf wrong, they 

are your likelieft men, and I would have you ferv’d 
with the betft. 
_ Falft. Willyou tell me (Mafter Shallow) how to chufe 
aman? Care| for the Limb, the Thewes, the Stature, 
Bulk, and big aflemblance of aman? give me the Spirit 
(Matter Shallow.)Where’s Wart ¢ you fee what a ragged 
appearance it is: he fhall charge you, and difcharge you, 
with the motion of a Pewterers Hammer : Come off, and 
on, fwifter than he that gibbets on the Brewers Bucket. 
And this fame half-fac’d fellow, Shadow, give me this 
man, he prefents no. mark to the Enemy, the fo-man 
may with as great ayme level at the edge of a Pen-knife : 
and for a Retreat, how fwiftly will this Feeble, the wo- 
mans Taylor, run off. O give me the fpare men, and 
fpare me the great ones. Put me a Calyver into Wart’s 
hand, Bardolph, 

Bard. Hold Wart, Traverfe: thus, thus, thus. 

Falft. Come, manage me your Calyver: fo, very well, 
goto, very good, exceeding good. O give me alwayes 
a little,lean,old,chopt,bald Shot. Well faid Wart, thou 
att a good Scab: hold, there is a Tefter for thee. 

Shal, He is not his Craft-mafter, he doth not do it 
right. I remember at 44/e-end-Green, when 1 lay at 
Clement’s Inn, 1 was then Sir Dagenet in Arthurs 
Show, there was a little quiver fellow, and he would 
manage you his Piece thus: and he would about, and a- 
bout, and come you in, and come you in: Rah, tah, tah, 
would he fay, Bownce would he fay, ‘and away again 
would he go, and again would he come: I fhall never fee 
fuch a Fellow. 

Fait. Thefe Fellows will do well, Mafter Shallow. 
_|Farewel Mafter Silence, 1 will not fe many words with 

you: fare you well, Gentlemen both: I thank you: I 
muft a dozen miles tonight, Bardolph give the Souldi- 
ers Coats. 

Shal. Sir Sohn, Heaven blefs you, and profper your 
Affairs, and fend us Peace. As you return vifit my 
Houfe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed: Peradven- 


han mre eee eee 


The {econd Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


Come, | tyre 1 will with you: to the Court. 


Falft. 1 would you would, Mafter Shallow, 
Shal. Go to: Ihave fpoke ata word, Fare you wel]. | 
LExit, 
On Bardolph 
As I return, I will fetch of 


Falf. Fare you well, Gentlemen. 
lead the men away. 
thefe Juftices : 
How fubject we old men are to this vice of Lying? 
This fame ftarv’d Juftice hath done nothing but prate tp 
me of the wildenefs of nis Youth, and “the Feats he hath 
done about Turnbal-ftreet, and every third worda Lye | 
duer pay’d to the hearer,than the Turks tribute. 4 hi 
member him at Clement’s nn, like a man made 
fupper, of a Cheefe-paring. When he was naked 
for all the world, like a forked Radifh, witha Head fan. 
taftically carv’d upon it with a Knife. He was fori 
that his Dimenfions (to any thick fight) were iny 
ble: He wasthe very Gemus of Famine: he camee 
in the rear-ward of the fafhion : And now is the Vices 
Dagger become a Squire, and talks as familiarly of Sol | 
of Gaunt, as if he had been fworn Brother to him: 

Ple be fworn he never faw him but once in the Tilt-y2 
and then he burft his head, for crouding among the 

thals mei. 1 faw it. and told Fohn of Gasnt, hebeat 
own Name, for you might-have trufsd him, and all. 
apparel into an Eel-skin : The Cafe of a Treb , 
Ho-boy was 2 Manfion fot hit) ; a Court; and now) 
hath he Land, and Beeves. Well, I will be acquainted | 
with him, if l return ; and ir fhall go hard} but 1 will 
make him a Philofophers two Stonesto me. Ifthe 

Dace be a Bait for the old Pike, I fee no reafons in 
Law of Nature, but I may fhap at him. Let time fh 
and there an end. 
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Enter the Arch-Bifbop, Mowbray, Haftings, — Al 
Weitmerland, Colevile. ; 


Bifh, What. is the Forreft call’d ? % 
Hast. "Tis Gualtree Forreft, and’t pleafe your Grat 
Bifh, Stand here,(my Lords) and fend difcoveries fort 
To know the number of our Enemies. i 
Hoft. We have fent forth already. 
Bifh, *Tis well done. 
My Friends and Brethren (in thefe great Affairs) | 
I mutt acquaint you, that I have receiv’d ee 
New-dated Letters from Northumberland : : 
Their cold intent, tenure, and fubftance thus. 
How doth he with his Perfon, with fuch Powers 
As might hold fortance with his Quality, 
The which he could not levy : whereupon 
He is retir’d, to ripe his growing Fortunes 
To Scotland: and concludes in hearty Prayers, 
That your Attempts may over-live the hazard, 
= —s ene of their Oppofite. i 
ow, Thus do the hopes w in hi round, 
And dath themfelves to vie nbn 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Haft. Now? what eee F 
Meff, Wett of this Forreft, fcarcely off amile; ’ 
In goodly form comes on the Enemy : ofp 
And by the ground they hide, I judge their number 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thoufand. 
Mow. The juft proportion that we gave them out. 
Let usfway on, and face them in the Field. 
Enter Weltmerland. . 
Bifh. What well appointed’ Leader fronts us hete? 
Mow, | think it is my Lord. of Weftmer 
Weft, Health, and fair greeting from our General, 
The Prince, Lord Jobn, and Duke of Lancafter, 
Bith, Say on (my Lord of Wefmerland) in sp ‘ 
at 


1 do fee the bottom of Jultice Shalom} 


do re- = 


_ | What doth concern your coming ? 

|. Weft. Then (my Lord) 

| Unto your Grace dol in chief addrefs 
, | The fubftance of my Speech. If that. Rebellion 
/Came like it felf, in bafe and abject Routs, 


And countenane’d by Boys, and Beggery ; 

1 fay if damn’d Commotion fo appear, 

In his true, native, and moft proper fhape, 

You (Reverend Father, and thefe Noble Lords) 

Had not been here, to drefs the ugly Form * 

\ | OF bafe, and bloody Infurrection . 

| With your fair Honours. You, Lord Arch-Bifhop, 
-Whofe See is by a Civil Peace maintain’d, 

| Whofe Beard, the Silver Hand of Peace hath touch’d, 


hofe white Inveftments figure {nnocence, 
he Dove, and very bleffed Spirit of Peace ; 
‘herefore do you fo ill tranflate your felf, 
ut of the fp<ech of Peace, that bears fach Grace, 
nto the harfh-and boyftrous Tongue of War ? 
ie urning your Books to Graves, your Ink to Blood, 
} Your Pens to Launces, and your Tongue divine 
© alowd Trumpet, and a Point of War ? 
Bifb. Wherefore do I this ? fo the queftion ftands, 
‘iefly to thisend: We are all difeas’d, . 
id with our furfeiting, and wanton hours,. 
ave brought our felves into a burning Feaver, 
| And we mutt bleed for it: of which difeafe 
| | Our late King Richard (being infeéted) dy’d. 
| But (my moft Noble Lord of W ¢ftmerland) 
» 41 take not on me here as a Phyfitian, 
"4 Nor do I, ‘as an Enemy to Peace, 
)  Lroop in the Throngs of Military men : 
| But rather fhew a while like fearful War, 
© dyet rank Minds, fick of happinefS ; 
ad purge th’obitructions which begin to {top 
every Veins of Life : hear me more plainly. 
have inequal Ballance juftly weigh’d, 
hat Wrongs our Arms may do, what Wrongs we fuffer, 
find our Griefs heavier than our Offences, 
fee which way the ftream of Time doth run, 
are enforc’d from our moft quiet there, 
‘the rough Torrent of Occafion, 
ad have the fummary. of all our Griefs 
€n time fhall ferve) to fhew in Articles ; 
ch long re this, we offer’d to the Kin gy 
nd might by no Suit, gain our Audience ; : 
‘hen we are wrong’d and would unfold our Griefs, 


. 


are deny’d accei§ unto his Perfon, 

n by thofe men, that moft have done us wrong, 
dangers of the days but newly gone, 

ofe memory is written on the Earth 

ith yet appearing Blood; and the Examples 
every Minutes in{tance (prefent now) 

put us in thefe ill-befeeming Arms : 

wto break Peace, or any Braneh of it, 

to eftablifh here a Peace indeed, 

Oth in Name and Quality. 

ever yct was your appeal deny’d ? 

been galled by the King ? 

n fuborn’d, to grate on you, 

is lawlefs bloody Book 


_ Weft. There is no ne 
Or ifthere were, it not b 
fom. \Nhy not to him in: 
That feel the bruifes of the days be 
| And fufer the Condition of thefe Tin 
To lay an wavie and unequal Hand up 
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Led on by bloody Youth, guarded with Rage, ' 


hofe Learning, and good Letters, Peace hath tutor’d, 


| And knit our Powers to the Arm of Peace. 


> 
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And you fhall fay (indeed) it is the time, 
And not the King that doth you injuries, 
Yet for your part, it not appears to me, 
Either from the King, or in the prefent Time 
That you fhould have an inch of any ground 
To build a Grief on: were you not reftor’d 
Toall the Duke of Norfolk's Seignories, 
Your Noble and right well remembred Father’s ? 
Afow. What thing, in Honour, had my Father loft, 
That need to be reviv’d, and breath’d in me ? 
The King that lov’d him, as the State ftood then, 
Was fore’d, perforce compell’d to banifh him : 
And then, that Henry Bullingbrookand he 
Being mounted, and both rowfed in their Seats, 
Their neighing Courfers daring of the Spur, 
Their armed Staves in charge, their Beavers down, 
Their Eyes of Fire, {parkling through fights of Steel, 
And the loud Trumpet blowing them together : 
Then, then, when there was nothing chad have ftay’d 
My Father from the Breaft of. Bullingbrook ; 
O, when the fing did throw his Warder down, 
(His own Life hung upon the Staff he threw). 
Then threw he down himfelf, and all their Lives, 
That by Indictment, and by dint of Sword, 
Have fince mifcarried under Bultingbrook . 
Weft. You fpeak( Lord Mowbrayynow you know not what. 
The Earl of Hereford, was reputed then 
In England the moft valiant Gentleman. 
Who knows, on whom Fortune would then have {mild ? 
But if your Father had been Vitor there, 
He ne’re had born it out of Coventry, 
For all the Country, in a general voice, 
Cry’d hate upon him: and ail their Prayers, and Love, 
Were fet on Hereford, whom they doted on, 
And blefs’d,and grac’d, and did more than the King. 
But this is meer digreflion from my purpofe. 
Here come! from our Princely General, 
To know your Griefs; to tell you from his Grace, 
That he will give you Audience: and wherein 
It fhall appear, that your Demands are jult, 
You fhall enjoy them, every thing fet off, 
That might fo much as think you Enemies. 
Mow, But he hath forc’d us to compel this Offer, 
And it proceeds from Policie, not Love. 
Weft. Atowbray, you over-ween to take it fo: 
This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Fear. 
For lo, within a Ken our Army lies, 
Upon mine Honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of Fear. 
Our Battel is more full of Names than yours, 
Our Men more perfect in the ufe of Arms, 
Our Armour all as ftrong, our Caufe the beft ; 
Then Reafon will, our Hearts fhould be as good. 
Say you not then our Offer is compell’d. 
Atow, Well, by my will we shall adinit no Parley. 
Weft. That argues but the fhame of your Offence : 
A rotten Cafe abides no handing. 
HaSt. Hath the Prince ¥ohn a full Commiffion, 
In very ample virtue of his Father, 
Yo hear, and abfolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we fhall ftand upon ? 
Weft. That is intended inthe Generals Name: 
I mufe you make fo flight'a Queftion. : 
Bifh, Then take (my Lord of Weftmerland) this Schedule, 
For this contains our general Grievances: 
Each feveral Article herein redrefs’d, 
All members of our Caufe, both here, and hence, 
That are infinewed to this Adtiion, 4. 
Acquitted by a true fubftantial form, ~* 
And prefent execution of our wills, 
To us, and to our Purpofes confin’d, : 
We come within our awful Banks again, 


_ Weft, This willl thew the General. Pleafe you Lords 
Hh 3 In 
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In tiaht of boch our Battels, we may mect To us, the imagine voice of Heaven it felf : 
At either end in peace : which Heaven fo frame, The very Opener, an d Intelligencer 
Or to the place of difference call the Swords, Between the Grace, the Sanctities of Heaven, 
Which muft needs decide it. And our dull workings. O, who thall believe, 
Bifp. My Lord, we will do fo. But you mifufe the reverence of your Place, 
Mow. There is a thing within my Bofom tells me, Employ the Countenance and Grace of Heaven, 
That no Condition of our peace can ftand. As a falfe Favourite doth his Princes Name, 
Haft. Fear you not that, if we can make our Peace In deeds difhonourable? You have taken up, _ 
Upon fach large terms, and fo abfolute, Under the counterfeit Zeal of Heaven, 
As our Conditions fhail confift upon, The Subjects of Heaven’s Subftitute, my Father, 
Our Peace fhall ftand as firm as Rocky Mountains. And both againft the Peace of Heaven, and Him, 
‘Mow. I, but our valuation fhall be fuch, Have here up-fwarmed them. 
That every flight, and falfe-derived Caufe, Bifh. Good my Lord of Lancaffer, 
Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton Reafon, I am not here againft your Father’s Peace : 
Shall to the King, tafte of this Action : But (as 1 told my Lord of Weftmerland) 
That were our Royal Faiths, Martyrs in Love; The time (mif-order’d) doth in common fenfe 
We fhall be winnowed with fo rough a wind, Crowd us, and crufh us, to this monftrous Form, 
That even our Corn fhall feem as light as Chaff, To hold our fafety up. I fent your Grace ea 
And good from bad find no partition. The parcels, and particulars of our Grief, ca 
Bifb. No, no (my Lord) note this: the King is weary | The which hath been with fcorn fhov’d from the Court 
Of dainty and fuch picking Grievances - @ Whereon this Hydra-Son of War is born, be 
For he hath found, to end one doubt by Death, Whofe dangerous Eyes may well be charm’d afleep, 
Revives two greater in the Heirs of Life. With grant of our moft juft and right defire ; 
And therefore will he wipe his Tables clean, And true Obedience of this Madnelfs cur’d, 
And keep no Telltale to his Memory, Stoop tamely to the foot of Majefty. Sts 
That may repeat, and Hiftory his lofs, Mow. \f not, we ready are to try our Fortuneg J 
To new remembrance. For full well he, knows, To the laft man. Pa Sd 
He cannot fo precifely weed this Land, Haft. And though we here fall down, 
As his mifdoubts prefent occafion : We have Supplies to fecond our Attempt : 
His Foes are fo enrooted with his Friends, If they mifcarry, theirs fhall fecond them. 
That plucking to unfix an Enemy, And fo, fuccefs of mifchief fhall be born, 
He doth unfaften fo, and fhake a Friend. And Heir from Heir fhall hold this Quarrel up, 
So that this Land; like an offenfive Wife, Whiles England fhall have Generation. _ 
That hath enrag’d him on, to offer ftrokes, ohn. You are too fhallow (Hajtings) 
Ashe is ftriking, holds his Infant up, Much too fhallow, 
And hangs refolv’d Correction in the Arm, To found the bottom of the after-times. # 
That was uprear’d to execution. Wet. Pleafeth your Grace, to anfwer them directly, — 
Haft. Belides, the King hath watted all his Rods, How far-forth you do like their Articles? 
On late Offenders, that he now doth lack John. 1 like them all, and do allow them well: — 
The very Inftruments of Chaftifement : And fwear-here, by the Honour of my Blood, @ 
So that his Power, like to a Fanglefs Lyon | My Father’s purpofes have been miftook, Be 
May offer, but not hold. And fome, about him, have too lavifhly 
Bifh. "Tis very true : Wrefted his meaning, and Authority. A 
And therefore be affur’d (my good Lord Marfhal) My Lord, thefe Griefs thall be with fpeed redreft: © 
Lf we do now make our Atonement well, Upon my Life, they fhall. If this may pleafe you, 
Our Peace will (like a broken Limb united) Difcharge your Powers unto their feveral Counties,” 
Grow ftronger, for the breaking. As we will ours: and here between the Armies, 
Mom. Be it fo: Let’s drink together friendly, and embrace, 
Here is return’d my Lord of Weftmerland. That all their Eyes may bear thofe Tokens home, ~ 
Enter Weftmerland. _ | Of our reftored Love, and Amity. a 
We.The Prince is here at hand: Pleafeth your Lordfhip| Bifh. [ take your Princely word, for thefe redrelles. 
To meet his Grace, juft diftance tween our Armies? Sohn. 1 give it you, and will maintain my word; 
Mow, Your Grace of York, in Heavens name then | And thereupon! drink unto your Grace. : 
forward. Haji. Go Captain, and deliver to the Army ~ 
Bifh, Before,and greet his Grace, (my Lord) we come.} This News of Peace , let them have pay, and part: 
Enter Prince John. I know it will well pleafe them. 
Sohn. You are well encountred here (my Coufin A4w-| Hie thee, Captain. 
Good day to you gentle Lord Arch-Bifhop, (bray)} Bib. Toyoumy noble Lord of Weftmerland. 
And foto you Lord Haftings, and to all. Weft. I pledge your Grace: » €. 
My Lord of York, it better fhew’d with you, And if you knew what pains I have beftow’d 
When that your Flock (aflembled by the Bell) To breed this prefent Peace, 3 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence You would drink freely: but my love to ye 
Your Expofition on the holy Text, Shall ihev it felf more openly hereafter. 
Than now to fee you here an Iron man, Bifh. Ydo not doubt you. 
Cheering a royt of Rebels with your Drum, Wejt. 1 am giad of it. 
Turning the Word to Sword, and Life to death. Health to my Lord, and gentle Coufin Adombray. : 
That man that fits within a Monarch’s Heart, > Mow. You wifh me health in very happy feafon, — ; 
And ripens in the Sun-fhine of his Favour, For I am on the fudden, fomething ill. ‘- 
Would he abufe the Countenance of the King» Bifb. Againft ill Chances men are ever Merry, 
Alack, what mifchiefs might he fet abroach, _ But Heavinefs fore-runs the good Event. 
In thadow of fach greatnefs? With you, Lord Bifhop, Weft. Therefore be merry. (Coz) fince fudden fort 
It is even fo. Who hath not heard it fpoken, Serves to fay thus: fome good thing comes to morrow. | 
How deep you were within the Books of Heaven Bifh. Believe me, I am pafling light in Spirit. 
To us, the Speaker in his Parliament / Adow, So much the worfe, if your own Rule be true. 
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Jéow, This had been chearful after Victory. 
Bifh, A peace is of the nature of a Conqueft $ 
For then both Parties nobly are fubdu’d, 
Yo And neither party lofer. 
i Fohn. Go(my Lord) 
And let our Army be difcharged too ; ; 
Aad good my Lord fo (pleafe you) letyour Trains 
March by us, that we may perufe the en, 
We fhould have cop’d withall. 
Bifo. Go, good Lord Haftings : 
And ¢’re they be difmifs’d, let them march by. 


fe - Foon. 1 truft (Lords) we hhalllie to night together; 
f } Enter Weltmerland. — - 
te | Now Coufin, wherefore ftands our Army ftill ? 
Us Weft. The Leaders, having charge from you to ftand, 
et j Will not go off until they hear you {peak. 


as Sohn. Chey know their Duties. 


a) Haf, Our Army is difpers’d : * | 
i : . 
ee Like youthful Steers, unyoak’d, they took their courfe 
toe Eaft, Weft, North, South: or like a School broke up, 
fr Akg ‘ Each hurries towards his home, and {porting place: 
a a Wej?.. Good tidings, (my Lord Haftings) for the which 


I doarreit thee (Traytor ) of high Treaion: 

me And you Lord Arch-Bithop, and you Lord Afowbray, 
eg Of Capital Treafon, I attach you both. 
eS Mow. 1s this proceeding juft and honourable ? 

3 Weft. Is your Affembly fo ? 

Bifh, Wilk you thus break your Faith ? 

John. {pawn’d thee none: . 

in I promis’d you redrefs of thefe fame Grievances 

ui) Whereof you did complain ; which by mine Honoutj 
ce I will perform, with a moft Chriftian care. 

' _| But for you ( Rebels ) look to tafte the due 

Meet for Rebellion, and fuch Acts as yours. * 

Moft fhallowly did you thefe Arms commence, 

Fondly brought here, and foolifhly fent hence. 

Strike up our Drums purfue the fcatter’d ftray, 

deaven, and not we, have fafely fought to day! 

| Some guard thefe Traitors tothe block of Death, 

Treafons true bed,and yielder up ofbreath. [| Exeunt. 


Enter Falftaff, and Colevile. 


Falft, What's your Namie, Sir ? of what Condition are 
ou ? and what place, I pray? 

Col. Lama Knight, Sir : 
And my Name is Colevile of the Dale, - 


four Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Colevile fhall {till 

be your Name, a Traitor your Degree, and the Dun- 

on your Place, a place deep enough: fo fhall you be {till 

volevile of the Dale. 

- Col. Are not you Sir John Fal/taff ? 

_ Falftaff. As gooda man as he, Sir, who ereI am: do 

d, Sir, or fhall I fweat for you? if I do fweat, they 
rops of thy Lovers, and they weep for thy death, 

re rowze up Fear and Trembling, and do obfer- 

“my mercy. 

link you are Sir Yobn Falstaff, and in that 


Lt whole School of Tongues in this belly 
> aid not a Tongue of them all {peaks any other 
| Word but my Name: and { had but a belly of any indiffe- 
ney, 1 were fimply the moft active fellow in Evrope : my 


omb, my womb, my womb undoes me. Here comes our 
— ' 


‘Enter Prince John and Weftmerland, 


The heat is patt, follow no farther now; 


‘he Powers, good Coufin Weftmerland, 
Falffaff, where have you becnall this while ? 


The fecond Part of King Henry the Foorth, 


Fohn, The word of Peace is render’d : hark how they 


[Exit. 


[ Exit, 


[ Enter Haftings, 


_ Faljt. Well then, Colevile is your Name, a Knight is’ 


< fiery, and delectable fhapes ; which deliver’d o’re to the 


When every thing is ended, then you come. 
Thefe tardy tricks of yours will (on my life) 
One time or other, break fome Gallows back. 
| Fa. 1 would be forry (my Lord) but it thouid b> 
thus: I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was the 
reward of Valour. Do you think me a Swallow, an Ar- 
row, or a Bullet? Have I, in my poor and old Motion, 
the expedition of Thought ? I have f{pecded hither with 
the very extremeft inch of poflibility. I have fourdred 
ninefcore and odd Pofts: and here ( travel-tainted as | 
am) have, in my pure and immaculate Valour, taken Sir 
john Colevile of the Dale, a moft furious Knight, and 
valorous Enemy : But what of that? he faw me, and 
yielded : that I may juftly fay with the hook-nos?d fel- 
low, of Rome, I came, faw, and over-caine. 

Fohn, It was more of his Courtefie, than your Deferving. 
_ Fal. 1 know not: here he is, and here I yicld him: 
andI befeech your Grace, let it be book’d with che reft 
of this days deeds; or, I fwear, I will have it in a par- 
ticular Ballad, with mine own Pidturé on the top of it, 
( Colevile) kifling my foot: To. the which courfe, if I 
be enfore’d, if you do not all fhew like gilt two- pences to 
me 5; and I, in theclear Sky of Fame, o’re-fhine you.as 
much as the full Moon doth the Cynders of the Element, 
( which fhew like Pins Heads to her) believe not the.word 
of the Noble : therefore let me have right, and let de- 
fert mount. 

ohn, Thine?s too heavy to mount; 

Falf, Let it fhine then. 

Fohn, Thine’s too thick to fhine, 

Falff. Let it do fomething (my good Lord ) that may 
do me good, and callit what you will. 

Fohn, Isthy Name Colevile ? 

Col. It is (my Lord.) 

John. A famous Rebel art thou, Colevile. 

Falst, And a famous true Subject took him. 

Col, 1 am ( my Lord) butas my Betters are, 
That led me hither : had they-bcen rul’d by me, 
You fhould have won them dearer than you have. - 

Falf. \ know not how they fold themfelves, but thou |- 
like a kind Fellow, gav’ft thy felf away ; and I thank thee, 
for thee. 


| 


Enter VVettmerland. ¢ 
Fobn. Have you left purfuig? 
Weft. Retreat is made, and Execution ftay’d. 
Foon, Send Colevile, with his Confederates, 
To Tork, toprefent Execution. 
Blunt, \ead him hence, and fee you guard him fare. 
[ Exit Coleyile, | 

And now difpatch we toward the Court (my Lords ) 
I hear the Kg, my Father is fore fick; 
Our News fhall go before us, to his Majefty, - 
VVhich ¢ Coufin ) you fhall bear, to comfort him: 
And we with fober {peed will follow you. , 
_ Falft. My Lord, I befeech you, give me leave to go 
through Glocefterfhire ; and when you come to Court, ftaud 
my good Lord, ’pray, in your good report. 

Fobn. Fare you well, Falftaff : 1; in my condition; 
Shall better fpeak of you, than youdeferye. = Exes 

Falft. 1 would you had but the wit + twere better than 
your Dukedome: Good faith, this fame young fober- 
blooded Boy doth not love me, nor a man cannot make 
him laugh ; but that’s no marvel, he drinks no. V Vince. 
There’s never any of thefe demure Boys come to any 
proof : for thin drink doth fo over-cool their blood, 
and making many Fifh-Meals, that they fall into a kind 
of Male .Green-ficknef$-: and then, when they marry, 
they get VVenches. They are generally Fools, and Cow- 
ards; which fome of us fhould be too,but for inflammation. 
A good Sherris-Sack hath a two-fold operation in it : 
it aicends me into the Brain, dries me there all the fool- 
ifh, and dull, and crady Vapours, which environ it: 
makes it apprehenfive, quick, forgetive, fullof nimble, 


Voyce, 


sd, 


80. The {econd Part of King Henry the Fou 


Voyce, the Tongue, which is the Birth, becomes excel- 

lent Wit. The fecond property of your excellent Sher- 

ris, is, the warming, of the Blood : which before (cold, 

and fetled ) left the Liver white, and pale : which is the 

Badge of Pufillanimity, and Cowardife: but the Sherris 
warms it, and makes it courfe from the inwards, to the 
parts extreme : it illuminateth the Face, which ( as a Bea- 
con) gives warning to all the reft of this little Kingdom 
( man )to Arm: and then the Vital Commoners, and in- 
land petty Spirits, mufter me all to their Captain, the 
Heart ; who great, and puft up with his retinue, doth a- 
ny deed of Courage: and this Valour comes of Sherris. 
So that skill in the Weapon is nothing, without Sack 
(for that fets it a work; ) and Learning, a meer Hoard 
of Gold, kept by a Devil, till Sack commences it, and fets 
itin at, and ufe. Hereof comes it, that Prince Harry 
is valiant + for the cold blood he did naturally inherit of 
his Father, he hath, like lean, fteril, and bare Land, ma- 
nored, husbanded, and till’d, with excellent endeavour 
of drinking good, and good ftore of fertil Sherris, that 
he isbecome very hot, and valiant. If I hada thoufaud 
fons, the firft Principle I would teach them, fhould be to 
forfwear thin Potations, and to addict themfelves to 
Sack. {, Enter Bardolph. 

How now, Bardolph. 

Bard, Thy Army is difcharged all, and gone. 

Falft, Let them go: Ple through Glocefterfhire, and 
there will I vifit Malter Robert Shallow, Efquire: 1 have 
him already tempering between my finger and my thumb, 
and fhortly will I feal with him. Come away. 


[ Exeunt. 


| Towards fronting Peril, and oppos’d decay ? 


Dene ea ne SLEmEENEE Sy eM 


Scena Secunda. 


Eater King, Warwick, Clarence, Glocefter. 


King. Now Lords, if Heaven doth give fuccefsful end 
To this Debate that bleedeth at our doors, 
| We will our Youth lead on tohigher Fields, 

And draw no Swords, but what are fanctil’d. 
Our Navy is addrefled, our Power collected, 
Our Subftitutes, in abfence, well invefted, 
And every thing lies level to our wifh 5 
Onely we want alittle perfonal ftrength : 

‘| And pawfeus, till thefe Rebels, now a foot, 
Come underneath the yoak of Government. 

War. Both which we doubt not, but your Majefty 
Shall foon enjoy. ; ist 

King. Humphrey (my Son of Glouceffer ) where is the 
Prince, your Brother ? 

Glo. 1 think he’s gone to hunt (my Lord) at Windfor. 

King. And how accompanied ? 

Glo. 1 do not know (my Lord.) . _ . 4 

* King. Is not his Brother, Thomas of Clarence,with him ? 

Glo, No (my good Lord) he is in prefence here. 

Clar. What would my Lord, and Father ? 

King, Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother ? 
He loves thee, and thou do’ft neglect him (Thomas 
Thou haft a better pie in his Affection 
Than all thy Brothers"*Cherifh it ( my Boy ) 

And Noble Offices thou may’ft effect 

Of Mediation ( after 1 am dead) 

Between his Greatnefs, and thy other Brethren. 
Therefore omit him not : blunt not his Love, 

Nor lofe the good advantage of his Grace, 

By feeming cold, or carclefs of his will. 

For he'is gracious if he be obferv’d; 

He hatha Tear for Pity, and a Hand 

Open (as Day ) for melting Charity: 

Yet notwithftanding, being incens’d, he’s Flint, 
As humorous as- Winter, and as fudden 


t os 


3 Look,- here’s more 


As Flaws congealed in the Spring of day. 
His temper therefore muit be well obferv’d : 
Chide him for faults, and do itreverently, | 
When you perceive his blood inclin’d to mirth: 
But being moody, give himline, and fcope, 
Till that his pallions (like a Whale on ground ) igs 
Confound themfelves with working. Learn this, Thomas |. 
And thou fhalt prove a fhelter to thy Friends, s 
A Hoop of Gold to bind thy Brothers ins 
That the united Veflel of their Blood 
( Mingled with Venome of Suggeltion, 
As force, perforce, the Age will pour it in) 
Shall never leak, though it do work as {trong 
As Aconitum, or°rath Gun-powder. bag 
Clar. | fhall obferve him with all care, and love. 
King.W by art thou not at Weadfor with him,( Thomas? 
Clar. He is not thereto day : be dines in London, 
King. And bow accompasied ? Canft thou tell that?) 
Clar. With Poss, and other his continual Followers, ~ 
King. Mott fubject is the fatteft Soyl to Weeds: — 
And He (the Noble Image of my Youth) + 
Is over-{pread with them: therefore my- grief 
Stretches it felf beyond the hour of Death. 
The blood weeps from my heart, when I do fhape. 
(In forms imaginary ) th’unguided Days, 
And ‘rotten Times, that you fhall look upon, 
When Iam fleeping with my Anceftors. 
For when his head-ftrong Riot hath no Curb, 
When Rage and hot-blood are his Counfellers, 
When Means and lavifh Manners mect together, 
Oh, with what Wings fhall his Affections fiye 
War. My gracious Lord, yeu iook beyond him quite: ” 
The Prince but ftudies his Companions, =< 6 © |e 
Like a itrange Tongue : wherein, to gain the Language, | 
Tis needful, that the moft immodeft word» — | 
Be look’d upon; and learn’d : which once attain’d, ae pe 
Your Highnefs knows, comes to no farther ule, 9) \ii 
But to be knownjand' hated. So, like grofs terms, 
The Prince-will,-in the perfectnefs of time, 
Cait off his Followers: and their memory 
Shall asa Pattern, or a Meatfure live, 
By which hisGrace muft mete the lives of others, 
Turning paft Evils to advantages. 
King. ?Tis feldom, when the Bee doth leave her 
In the dead Carrion. 
Emer VVeftmerland. 
VVho’s here ° Weftmerland? ae 
_ Weft. Health to my Soveraign, and new happinefs 
Added to that; that] am to deliver. iM 
Prince Fobm, your Son, doth kifs your Graces hand? 
Mowbray, the Bilhop, Scroop, Haftings, and all, 
Are brought to the Correction of your Law, 
There is not now a Rebels Sword unfheath’d, 
But Peace puts forth her Olive every where 
The manner how this Action hath been born, - 
Here (at more leifure ) may your Highnefs read. 
VVith every courfe, in his particular. i 
King. O Weftmerland, thou arta Summer Bird, 
VVhich ever, in the baunch of V Vinter,fings ~~ 


a 


)Thelifting up of day, a2 


Enter Harcourt. . 
News?) ier 2/5. ae 
Har. From Enemies, Heaven keep your Majefty 
And when they ftand againft you, may they fally~ 7” 
As thofe that 1 am come to tell you of. fae 
The Earl Northumberland, and the Lord Bardolf; 
VVith a great Power of Englifh, and of Scots, 
Are by the Sheriff of York-(hxre overthrown: 
The manner, ‘and true order of the fight, ~~ 
This Packet (pleafe you) contains at larg 

King. And wherefore fhouldthefe good: 


ane ? 


| Make me fick? 


V Vill Fortune never come with both hands 


my sete 


—— 


The 


But write her fair words ftill in fouleft Letters ? 
ue She either gives a Stomack, and no food, 
| CSuchare the Poor, in health) or elfe a Feaft, 
| And takes away the tomach, ( Such are the Rich, 
fe That have aboundance, and enjoy it not. ) 
{I thould rejoyce now, at this happy News, 

4 And now my Sight fails, and my brains is giddy. . 


"7 O me, come near me, now 1am much ill, 
| Glo, Comfort your Majefty. 
_ Cla, Oh, my Royal Father. 


1 Are with his Highnefs very ordinary. 

Stand from him, give him air: 
> | He'll ftraight be well. ptiate oi Se 

= Clar. No no, he cannot long hold out : thefe pangs, 
by : TWinceffant care, and labour of his mind, | 
lie | Hath wrought the Mure, that fhould confine ini Gi 
log. So thin, that life looks through, and will break ont. 
i Glo, The people fear me : for they do obletve 

Unfather’d Heirs, and loathly Births of Nature: 

i: The Seafons change their manners, asthe year 
{Had found fome Months afleep, and leap’d them over. 


1 eee Clar.. The River hath thrice flow’d, no ebb between: 


And the old folk ( Times doting Chronicles ) 
Say it did fo, a little time before i 
That our Grand-fire Edward fick’d, and dy’d. 
War. Speak lower, (Princes) for the King recovers. 
‘Glo. This Apoplexy will (certain ) be his end. 


, t es 1 pray you take me up, and bear me hence 
i Into fome other Chamber : foftly *pray. 

a Let there be no noyfe made, ( my gentle Friends ) 
ing f Unlefs fome dull and favourable hand 


Will whifper Mufick to my weary Spirit. 


War. Call for the Mufick in the other Room. 
King. Set me the Crown upon my Pillow here. 
4 a Clar, His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 
cai _ War. Lefs noyfe, les noyfe. 
iy. : Enter Prince Henry. 


4 Prin: Hen. Who faw the Duke of Clarence ? 
* F Cla. Lam here (Brother ) full of heavinefs, 
s Prin, Hen. 
abroad ? How doth the King ? 
Beas Glo, Exceeding ill. 
0 Prin. Hen. Heard he the good News yet ? 
‘4 Tell it him. 
| Gb, Realter?’d much, upon the hearing it. 
| Prin. Hen, If he be fick with Joy, 
.. | Hel recover without Phyfick. . 
Wer. Not fo much noyfe, (my Lords ) 
4 | Sweet Prince, {peak low. 
The King, your Father, is dif pos’d to fleep, 
Clar. \et us with-draw into the other Room. 
War, Wilt pleafe your Grace to go along with us ? 


is 
t Why doth the Crown lye there, upon his Pillow, 
{Being fo tronblefom a Bed-fellow 2 
th og O polifh’d Perturbation ! Golden Care! 
4} | That keeeprtt the Ports of flumber open wide 
a ‘ To many a watchful] N ight : fleep with it now, 


Yet notfofound. and half {fo deeply fweet 

— > {As he whofe Brow ( with Semacly Biegen bound ) 
aaj Sores out the Watch of Night. O Majetty ! 

4 When thou dof pinch thy Bearer; thou do’ft fit 
Like a rich Armor, worn in heat of day, 

‘That fcald'it with fa + by his Gates of breath, 


| There Iyes a downy Feather, which ftirs not : 
6» | Vid he fufpire, that light and weightlefs down 

| Pe force muft move. My gracious Lord, my Father, 
»| This fleep is found indeed’: this is a fleep, 

That from this Golden Rigol hath divorc’q 
So many Englifh Kings. Thy due from me, 
Is Tears, and heavy Sorrows of the Blood, 
| Which Nature, Love, and filial tendernef§ 


fecond Part - King Henry the Fourth, 


Weftmer.My Soveraign Lord,chear up your felf, look up. 
War. Be patient ¢ Princes ) youdo know, thefe Fits 


How now? Raia within doors, and none { When, like the Bee, culling from every Flower 


Prin. Hen. No : | will fit, and watch here, by the King. 


i. Keng. Thy with was Father ( ferry) to that thought: 


Shall (O dear Father _) pay. thee Plenteoufly. 
My due, from thee, is this Imperial Crown, . - 
Which (as immediate from thy place, and blood ) 
Derives it felf to me. Lo, here it fits, 

| Which heaven fhall guard : 

And put the World’s whole ftrength into one G 
It fhall not force this Lineal Honor from me. 
‘This, from thee, will [to mine leave, 

As "tis left to me. 


yant Arm, 


[ Exit. 
Enter Warwick , Gloucefter, Clarence. 


King. Warwick, Gloucefter, Clarence, 
Clur. Doth the King call ? ) 
War. What would your Majefty ? how fares your 
Grace ? 
King. Why did you leave me here alone, (thy Lords ) 
Cla. We left the Prince (my Brother) here(my Liege , 
Who utidertook to fit and watch by you. 
King. The Prince of Wales? where is he ? let me fee him. 
War. This door is open, he is gone this way. 
Glo. He came not through the Chamber where we ftaid. 
King. Where is the Crown? who took it from my 
Pillow ? 
War, When we with-drew (my Liege ) we left it here, 
King. The Prince hath vane it hence: 
Go feek him out, 
Is he fo hafty, that he doth fappofe ‘ 
My fleep, my death ? Find him (my Lord of Warwick) 
Chide him hither : this part of his conjoyns 
With my difeafe, and hel Pps to end me, 
See Sons, what things you are: 
How quickly Nature falls into revolt, 
When Gold becomes her Object ? 
For this, the foolifh over-careful Fathers 
Have their fleeps with thoughts, 
Their brains with care, their BShes fig induftry; 
For this, they have ingrofled and py?d'u 
The canker?d heaps of {trange-atchieved Gold : 
For this, they have.been thoughtful, to inveft 
Their Sons with Arts, and Martial Exercifes 


The vertuous Sweets, our Thighs packt with Wax 
Our Mouths with Honey, we bring it to the Hive .’ 
And like the Bees,are murthered for our pains,’ 
This bitter tafte yields his Engrofsments 
To the ending Father. 
Enter Warwick. 

Now where is he, that will not {tay fo long, 
Till his friends ficknefs hath determin?d me ? 

War. My Lord, I found the Prince in the nex 
Wafhing with kindly Tears his gentle Cheeks, 
With fuch a deep demeanour, in great forrow, 
That Tyranny, which never quafit but blood, 
Would ( by beholding him ) have wafh’d his Knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither. 

King, But wherefore did he take away the Crown ? 

Enter Prince Henry. 

Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me, ( Harry) 
Depart the Chamber, leave us here alone. [ Exit. 

Prin. Hen, Ynever thought to heare you {peak again. 


t Room, 


t ftay too Jong by thee, I weary thee, 
Do’ft thou fo hunger for m empty Chair, 
That thou wilt needs inve thee with mine Honors, 
Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolith youth ! 
Thou feek?it the Greatnefs, that will over-whelm thee; 
Stay buta little : for my Cloud of Dignity 
{s held from falling, with fo weak a wind; 
That it will quickly drop: my Day is dim. 
Thou haft ftoln that, which after fome fewhours . 
Were thine, without offence : and at my death 
Thou haft feal’d up my Expe@ation. EE 
Thy life did manifeft, thou lovd’{t me not, 
And 


| And thou wilt have me dye aflur’d of it. 
Thou hid’ft a thoufand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou haft whetted on thy ftony heart, 
To ftab at half an hour of my frail life, 
| What ? canft thou not forbear me half an hour ? 
Then get thee gone, and dig thy grave thy felf, 
+ And bid the merry Bells ring to thy ear, 
That thou art Crowned, not that 1 am dead, 
Letalf the Tears, that_fhould bedew my Herfe 
Be drops of Balm, to fanctific thy head : 
Onely compound me with forgotten duft 5 
Give that, which gave thee life, unto the Worms: 
Pluck down my Officers, break my Decrees ; 
For now atime is come, to mock at Form. 
Henry the Fifth is Crown’d : Up Vanity, 
Down Royal State : All you fage Counfellors, 
And to the Englifh Court, affemble now 
| From ‘evry Region, Apes of Idlenefs. ' 
Now Neighbour-Confines, purge you of your Scum : 
Have you a Ruffian that will fwear ? drink ? and dance? 
| Revel the night ?rob? murder? and commit : 
| The oldeft fins, the neweft kind of Ways: diag wae 
Be happy, he will:trouble you no more ==" oes 
England {hall -double guild, his trebble guilt. 
England fhall givehim Office, Honor, Might : 
For the Fifth Airy, from curb’d Licenfe plucks. 
The muzzle of Reftraint, and the wilde Dog 
| Shall flefh his tooth in every Innocent. 
1 O my. poor Kingdom Click with civil blows) 
| When that my Care could not with-hold thy Ryots, 
| What, wilt thou do, When Ryot isthy Care?) 
O, thou wilt be a Wildernefs again, Ee 
| Peopled with Wolves (thy old Inhabitants.) 
| Prin, O pardon me (my Liege F 
| But for my Tears, : : eet ot 
i Impediments,unto my Speech, meige 
We-fpald YAad MAP rebuke, : 
e you (with grief) had fpoke, and I had heard 
The courfe of it fo far. There is your Crown, 
And he that.wears the Crown immortally,. 
| Long guard it yours : If! affect it more, 
| Than as your Honour, and as your Renown, 
\ Let me no more from this Obedience rife, 
| Which my moft true, and inward dutious {pirit 
| Teacheth this proftrate, and exteriour bending. 
Heaven witnefs with me, when I here came in, 
| And found no courfe of breath within your Majefty, 
| Gow cold it ftruck my heart. If1 do feign, — 
O let me, inmy prefent wildenefs, dyes = 
| And never live, to fhew th?incredulous World, *» 
‘The Noble change that I have purpofed. 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 
\(And dead almoft (my Liege ) to think you were) 
{I fpake unto the Crown (as having fenfe ) 
And thus upbraided it. The Care on thee depending, 
Hath fed upon the body of my Father, 
Therefore, thou beit of Gold art worlt of Gold. 
Other, lefs fine in Carraét, is more precious, 
Preferving life, in Med’cine potable : 
But thou, moft Fine, moft Honour’d, moft Renown’d, 
Haft eat the Bearer up. 
Thus(my Royal Liege) _ 
Accufing it, I put it on my Head, 
To try with it(as with an Enemy, 
That had before my face murd’red my Father) 
The Quarrel of a true Inheritor : 
But if it did infeét my blood with joy, 
Or fwell my Thoughts to any ftrain of Pride, 
If any Rebel, or vain Spirit of mine, 
Did, with the leat Affection of a Welcome, 
4 Give entertainment to the might of it. 
Let Heaven, for ever, keep it from my head, 
And make meas the pooreft Vaflal is, 
That doth with awe, and terrour kneel to it. 


hence : 


| My gain of it, by 
| Wounding fuppofed Peace. 


7 
by 


; 


i 


asst, 
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King. O my Son ! ; 
Heauen put it in thy mind to take it hence, he 
That thou might joyn the more, thy Fathers love) 
Pleading fo wifely, in excufe of it. rF 3 DOE 
Come hither Harry, fit thou by my bed, od 
And hear (1 think) the very lateft Counfel 
That ever I fhall breathe: Heaven knows, my Sc bith j 
By what by-pathes, and indirect rock days Gy 
I met this Crown: andI my felf know well’ 2? | 
How troublefom it fate upon my head 2 
To thee, it fhall defcend’-with better Quiet, 
Better Opinion, better Confirmation’: 
For all the foyl of the Atchievment goes 
With me, into the Earth. It feem’d in-me, 


1 blvod 1 


G ow =a 
| Siw sta 
: oa a 
n boa 


But as an Honour fhatch’d with -boy’ftrous hand, Be | “Mf 
2h. Of OE ae 


And I had many living, to upbraid igi 
their Affiftances, Loan 


Which daily grew to a Quarrel, and to Blood-fied, | 
"tt 3f:' 3 ee 
yy ay 


All thefe bold Fears,’ 


Thou felt (with peril ) I have anfwered: of 


| For all my Reign hath been but as aScene 


| AGting that Argument. And now my death * 


Changes the Mode: For what in me was P 


| Falls upon thee, in a more Fairer fort. 


|So thou’ the Garland wear7it fuccefliv ely, 
1 Yet, though thou ftand’{t more fure, 


than I could 
Thou art not firii enough, fince griefs are “green? 


And all thy Friends, which thou muft make thy Friends, | 


Have but their ftings, and teeth, newly taken 
By whofe fell working, I was firft advanc’d, oe 
And by whofe Power, I well might lodge a Fear _ 
To be again difplacd. Which to avoid, 
Icut them off, and had apurpofe now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land; 
Left reft, and lying ftill, might make them 
Too near unto my State. Cre ae 
Therefore (my Harry) aes 
Be it thy courfe to bufie giddy Minds : 
With Forreign Quarrels: that Action, hence born out | 
May wafte the memory of the former days. 4 
More would 1, but my Lungs are waited fo, a 


Out, 


oy 


Sd» Se 


| That ftrength of Speech is utterly deny’d me. 


How I came by the Crown, O Heaven forgive : 
And grant it may, with thee, in true peace live. ~ 

~ Prin, My gracious Liege: 

You won it ; wore it, kept it, gave it me, 

Then plain and right muit my pofleffion be ; 
Which I, with more, than with a common pain, 
*Gainft all the World, will rightfully maintain. _ 


Enter Lord John of Lancafter and Warwick, — 


King. Look, look, 
Here comes my Yohn of Lancafter : 

Fohn. Health, Peace, and Happinefs 
ee oath Father: 

‘ing. Thou bring?ft me happinefs 

Son sjobn) BE : “Ss 

But health ( alack) with youthful wings is flowa fet 
From this bare, wither’d Trunk. Upon thy fight — 
My worldly bulinefs makes a Period. ei: 
Where ismy Lord of Warwick? 

Prin, My Lord of Warwick. 

King. Doth any Name particular belong 


‘Unto the Lodging, where I firft did fwoon ? 


War. ?Tis call?d Serufalem, my No rd. 
King. Laud be to ener é ee a 
Even there my life muft end. 
It hath been prophefi’d tome many years, 
I fhould not dye but in Ferufalem : ; 
Which (vainly) I fuppos’d the Holy-Land, 
But bear me to that Chamber, there I’le lye: 
In that Jerufalem, hall Harry dye.' 


oe et 


look ~~ | 


= 
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= 
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Adtus Quintus. Scena Prima. 
Enter Shallow, Silence;Falftaft ; Bardolph,Page, and Davy. 
| Shal. By Cock and Pye, you fhall not away to night. 
|| What, Davy, I fay. 


Fal. You muft excufe me, Mater Robert Shallow. 
Shal, 1 will not excufe you: you fhall not be excufed. 


| Excufes fhall not be admitted : there is no excufe fhall 


ferve : you fhall not be excus’d. 
Why Davy. 

Davy, Here, Sir. aes ett 

Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy, let me fec, Davy, let me fee: 
William Cook, bid him come hither. Sir 0b”, you fhall 


‘| not be excus’d. 


| not be excus?’d, 


Davy, Marry, Sir, thus : thofe Precepts cannot be 
ferv’d : and again, Sir, fhall we fow the head-land with 
Wheat ? RacryT® 
Shal, With red: Wheat, Davy. But for William Cook : 
are there_no young Pidgeons ¢ 
Davy. Yea, Sir. 
Here is now the Smith’s. note for Shooing; 
And Plough-lrons. 
Shal. Wetit be caft, aud paid ; Sir Fobn, you fhall 
Davy. Sir, a new link to the Bucket muft needs be 
had : And, Sir, do you mean to ftop any of Wiliams 
Wages, about the Sack he loft the other day at Hénckley 
Fair ? : 
Shal. He hall anfwer it : 
Some Pidgeorls, Davy, a couple of fhort-lege’d Hens : a 
joint of Mutton; and any pretty little tine Kickfhaws, 
tell; William Cook. . aah ae 
Davy, Doth the man of War, flay all night, Sir? 
Shal. .Yes, Davy: 

11 will ufeé himwell. A Friend i’th? Court, is better than a 
Penny: ia Purfe. Ufe his men well, Davy, for they are ar- 
rant Knaves, and will back-bite. 

Davy. No worfe than they are 
have marvellous foul Linnen. 

Shal. Well conceited, Davy: about thy bufinefs, Davy. 

Davy. 1 befeech you, Sir, sre 
To countenance Wilkam Vifor of Woncot, again{t Cle- 
ment Perkes of the Hill. : 

Shal, There are many Complaints, Davy, againft that 

Vifor, that Vifor is an arrant Knave, on my knowledge. 

Davy. | grant your Worhhip, that he isa Knave, Sir : 
But yet Heaven forbid, Sir, but a Knave fhould have fome 


bitteh, Sir : for they 


| Countenance, at his Friends requeft. An honeft man, Sir, 
‘Vis able to fpeak for himfelf, when a Knave is not. I have 
| ferv’d your Worhhip truly, Sir, thefe eight years : and 
4 ifl cannot once or twice ina Quarter bear outa Knave 
| againft.an Honeft man; | have buta very little credit with 


* | your Worfllip. The Knave is mine. honeft Friend, Sir, 


| therefore, I befeech yourWorhhip,let him be Countenanc’d. 


Shal. Go too, 


\1 fay, he fhali have no wrong ‘ Look about, Davy. 
} Where are you, Sir Fol? Come, off with your Boots. 


Give me your hand, Mafter Bardolph. 

Bard. Vam glad to fee your Worhhip. 

Shal: \ thank thee, with all my heart, kind Mafter 
Bardolph, and welcome, my tall Fellow: 
Come, Sir Fobn: 
_. Falft. Vie follow you, good Mafter Robert Shallow. 
Bardolph, look to our Horfes. If 1 were faw’d into 
Quantities, 1 fhould make four dozen of fuch bearded 
Hermites ftaves, as Mafter Shallow. It is a wonderful 
thing to fee the femblable Coherence of liis mens Spirits, 
and his : They, by obferving of him, do bear them- 
felves like foolifh Juftices : He, by converfing with them, 
is turn’d into a Juftice-like Servingman. Their Spirits, 
are fo married in Conjunction, with the Participation of 
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Society, that they flock together in confent, like fo 
many Wild-Geefe. If I had. a fuit to Mater Shallow, 
I would humour his mens with the imputation of being 
near) their Mafters. If to, his men, 1 would curry with 
Mafter Shallow, that no man could better Command his 
Servants. It is certain, that either wife bearing, or 
ignorant Carriage is caught, as men take difeafes, one of 
another : therefore, let men take heed of. their Compa- 
ny. I will devife matter enough out of this Shllow, to 
keep Prince Harry in continual Laughter, the wearing 
out of fix fafhions, which is. four. Terms, or two Aéti- 
ons, and he fhall laugh with Jntervallums. O it is much 
that a Lye(with a flight Oath)anda Jeft(with a fad Brow) 
will do with a Fellow, that never had the Ache in-his 
fhoulders. .O you fhall fee him laugh, till his Face 
be like a wet Cloak, ill laid up. 
Shall. Sir Gobn. ; 
Fal. 1 come, Mafter Shallow, come, Mafter Shallow. 
CExennt 


Scena Secunda, 
Enter Earl of Warwick, and the Lord Chief Suffice, 


War. How now, my Lord Chief Juftice, whither away ? 
Ch. Fujft. How. doth the King ? 
War. Exceeding well : his Cares 

Are now all ended. 

Ch. Fuft. Vhope, not dead: -°. _ , 

War. He’s walk’d the way of Nature, 

And to our purpofes, he lives no more. 

Ch. Fuft. 1 would his Majefty had call’d me with him, | 
The Service, that I truly did his life, f 
Hath left me open to all Injuries. es 

War. Indeed [ think the young King loves you not. 

Ch. Fuft. 1 know he doth not, and do arm my felf 
To welcome tle condition of the Time, , 

Which cannot look more hideoufly upon mé, 

Than I haye drawn it in my fantafie. 


Enter John of Lancafter, Glouceftér; and Clatencé. 


War. Here comes the heavy iffte of dead Harvy: 
O, that the living Marry had the temper 
Ofhim, the worit of thefe three Gentlemen: 
How many Nobles then fhould hold their places, 
That moft ftrike fail to Spirits of vile fort ? 
Ch, Fuft. Alas, 1 fear, all will be over-turn’d. 
Scbn. Good morrow, Coufin Warwick, good morrow. 
Glou. Clar. Good morrow, Coufin. 
John. \We meet, like men, that had forgot to {peak. 
War. We do remember : But our Argument 
Is all too heavy, toadmit much talk. _ oe 
Fob. Well: Peace be with him, that hath. made us hea- 
Chi Fut. Peace be with us, left we be heavier. Evy. 
Glou: O, Good my Lord, you have lofta Friend indeed : 
And I dare fwear, you borrow not that Face 
Of feeming forrow, it is fare your own, 
¥oh. Though no.man be aflur’d what Grace té find, 
You ftand in cdldeft expectation. 
1 am the forrier, would *twere otherwife: 
Cla, Well, you _muft now fpeak Sir John Falftaff fair, 
Which fwims againft your ftream of Quality. 
Ch. Fuft. Sweet Princes : what I did, 1 did in honor, 


And never fhall you fee, that I will beg 

A ragged and foreftal?'d Remiflion. — 

If Troth, and upright Innocency failme,  { 

[le to the King (my Mafter) that is deady 

And tell him, who hath fent me after him- 
War: ere comes the Prince, 


Enter Prince Harry. 


Ch. Fu. Good morrow: and Heaven fave your Majelty. Jax 


Pring of 
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Prin. This new, and gorgeous Garment, Majelty, 
Sits not fo eafie on me, as you think. 
Brothers, you mix your Sadnefs with fome Fear : 
This is the Exghfh, not the Turkfh Court: 
Not Amurahan Amurah facceeds, 
But Harry, Harry: Yet be fad (good Brothers) 
For (to fpeak truth) it very well becomes you : 
Sorrow, fo Royally in you apears, 
That I will deeply put the fafhion on, 
And wear it in my Heart. Why ther: be fad, 
| But'entertain no more of it (good Brothers) 
Than a joint-burthen laid upon us all. 
For me, by Heaven (I bid you be affur’d) 
Ple be your Father, and your Brother too : 
‘| Let me but bear your Love, le bear your Cares 5 
But weep that Harry's dead, and fo will 1, 
But Harry lives, that fhall convert thofe Tears 
‘| By number, unto hours of Happinefs. 
¥obn.cc. We hope no other from your Majefty. 
Prin, Youall-lock ftrangely on me: and you moft. 

You are (I think) affir’d, t love you not. @ 
Ch. Fuft. Lam affur’d (ifl be meafur’d rightly) 
Your Majefty. hath no juft caufe to hate me. 

‘| Prin. No?How might a Prince of my great hopes forget 
So great Indignities you laid upon me ? 
What? Rate? Rebuke ? and ronghly fend to Prifon 
Th’immediate Heir of Exgland? Was this cafie ? 
May this be wafh’d in Lethe, and forgotten ? 

Ch. Fuft. 1 then did ufe the Perfon of your Father ; 

The Image of his Power lay then in me, 
And in ti’adminiftration of his Law, 

| Whiles I was bufie for the Common-wealth, 
Your Highnefs pleafed to forget my place, 

| The Majefty; and Power of Law, and Juftice, 

The Image of. the King, whom | prefented, 

| And ftruck me in my very Seat of Judgment: 

Whereon (as an Offender to your Father) 

I gave bold way to my Authority, 

And did commit you. If the deed were ill ; 

Be you contented, wearing now the Garland, 

To have aSon, fet your decrees at naught ? 

To pluck down Juftice from your awful Bench ? 
To trip the courfe of Law, and blunt the Sword 
That guards the peace, and fafety of your Perfon ? 
Nay more, to fpurn at your moft Royal Image, 

And mock your workings, in a Second ‘body ? 
Queftion your Royal Thoughts, make the cafe yours : 
Be now the Father, and propofe a Son : 

Hear your own dignity fo much prophan’d, 

See your moft dreadful Laws, fo loofely flighted , 
Behold your felf, fo by a Son difdained : 

And then imagine me, taking your part, 

And in your Power, foft filencing your Son: 

After this cold confiderance, fentence me ; 
And, as you are a King, fpeak in your State, 
What I have done, that misbecame my place, 

‘My perfon, or my Lieges Soveraignty. 

Prin, You are right Juftice, and you weigh this well : 
Therefore ftil] bear the Ballance, and the Sword: 
And I do wifh your Honours may increafe, 

Till you do live, to fee aSon of Mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as I did. 

So fhall I live to fpeak my Fathers words: 

Happy.am I, that have a man fo bold, 

That dares do Juftice, on my proper Son 5 

And no lefs happy, having fuch a Son, > 

That would deliver up his greatnefs fo, 

Into the hands of Juftice. You did commit me : 

For which Ido commit into your Hand, 

Thunftained Sword that you have us’d_to bear : 

With this Remembrance ; That you ufe the fame © 

With the like bold, juft, and impartial Spirit 

-| As you have done ’gainft me. ‘There is. my Hand, 

You fhall be as a Father to my Youth 


‘cup of Wine, Sir. 
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My Voice fhall found, as you do prompt mine Ear, 
And 1. will ftoop, and ‘humble my intents, 
To your well practis’d, wife Directions. 

And Princes all, believe me, I befeech you: 
My-Father is gone wild into his Grave, 

(For.in his Tomb, lye my Affections ) 

And with his Spirit, fadly 1 furvive, 

To mock the expectation of the World: 

To fruftrate Prophefies, and to race out 

Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me down 

After my feemning. The Tide of Blood in me, 

Hath proudly flow’d in Vanity, till now, 

Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the Sea._ 
Wherein it fhall mingle with the ftate of floods, — 
‘And flow henceforth in formal Majefty. 

Now call we our-High Court of Parliament, 

And let us choofe fuch Limbs of Noble Counfel, 
That the great Body of ovr State may go 

In equal rank with the beft govern’d Nation, 
*That War, or Peace, or both at once may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to us, ANG 
In which you (Father) fhall have formoft hand, 
Our Coronation done, we will accite . 
(As I before remembred) all our State, 

And (Heaven configning to my good intents) 

No Prince, nor Peer, fhall have juft caufe to fay, 
Heaven fhorten Harry’s happy life,one day. [J 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Fal ftaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph ey 
- Page, Davy, avd Piftol. Mie 


Shal. Nay3 you fhall fee mine Orchard, where in 
Arbour we will eat a laft years Pippin of my own 
fing, with a difh of Carrawayes, and fo forth: C 
coufin Silexce, and then to bed. a eee 

Fal You have here a goodly dwelling, anda rich. 
43 agi ba barren, barren: Beggers all, beggers all 

ir John : Marry, good air. Spread Davy, fpread Daty 
Well idl Davy. ; ae 
_ Fal. This Davy ferves you for good ufes : 
Servingman, and your Husbandman. 

_ Shal, A good Varlet,a good Varlet,a very good Varley 
Sir Yohn : 1 have drunk too much Sack at Supper. A 
Varlet. Now fit down, now fit down : Come Coufin 

Sil. Ah Sirrah, (quoth-a) we fhall do nothing but 
and make good cheer, and praife Heaven for the m 
year : when Fleth is cheap, and Females dear, and 
Lads more here and there : fo merrily, and ever am 
fo metrily. . 

Fal. Yhere’s a metry heart, good Mafter Silence. 
drink your health for that anon. 

Shal. Good Mafter Bardolph: Some wine, Davy. 

_ Dav, Sweet Sir, fit: Ple be with you anon: molt f 
at fc Matter Page, fit: good Mafter Page, fit: Prol 

ou want in mea ‘ in drink : but 
bear, the heart?s all. Sth Pen have oe 


Shal. Be merry, Mafter Bardolph; ittle 
dier there, be merry. ese ee 
Sid. Be merry, be merry, my wi ae 
y wife has all. ~~ 
For women are fhrews, both hort and tall: " 
Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wag all: ; 
ae Spee merry Shrovetide. Be merry, be merry: — 
al. 1 did not think Mafter Sil nan 0 
this Mettle. 7 CO Ds a 
Sil. Who I ? Uhave been merry twice and once,ore now | 


Shel Bay, is a difh of Leather-coats for you. 


Dav, Your Worhhip : 


he ls yout 


V'le be with you ftreight. 1 7 


Sil. A Cup of Wine, that’s brisk and fine, and drink| — 
unto the Leman mine : and a merry heart lives‘long-2- a 
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ie Fal. Well faid, Mafter Silence. : VVith Dignities. 
Sil. If we fhall be merry, now comes in the {weet of | Bard. © joyful day! 
Be cache. I would not takea Knighthood for my Fortune; 
Fal. Health, and long life to you, Mafter Silence. ‘ 


Poff. VVhat ? 1 do bring good News. 
Sil, Fill the Cup, and Jet it come. Vie pledge you,were’t Falft,. Carry Matter Silence to Bed : Mafter Shallow 
a mile to the bortom. my Lord Shalom, be what thou wilt, I am Fortunes 

Shal. Honelt Bardolf, welcome : If thou want’ft any | Steward. Get on thy Boots, well ride all nicht. oO} 
thing, and will not call, befhrew thy heart. Welcome my | {weet Piftol.> Away Bardolf + Come Piftol, utter more 
little tyne thief, and welcome indeed too : Ple drink to! tome: and withal devife fomething to do thy felf good. 
Mafter Bardolf, and to all Cavileroes about London, Boot, Boot, Mafter Shallow, | know the young King: is 

Dav. | hope to fee London, once e’rel dye. fick for me. Let us take any Mans Horfes : The Lawes of 

Bar, Uf § might fee you there, Davy. England are, at my commandment. Happy are the ; 
| Shal, Yowll crack a quart together ? Ha, will you not, | which have been my Friends : and wo unto my Lord | 

‘Matter Bardolf ? Chief Juftice, 

_ Bar. YesSir, inapottle pot. Pift. Let Vultures vile {ei 
~Shal. 1 thank thee : the Knave will ftick by thee, 1} Where is the Life that late | 
| can aflure thee that. He will not out, he is true bred. VVhy here it is, welcome tho 
Bard, And Vle ftick by him, Sir. | Be 
| Shal. Why there fpoke a King : lack nothing,be merry. 
_ -| Look, who’sat door there, ho: who knocks ¢ 
| Fail. Why now you have don me right. 

Sil. Do me right, and dub me Knight, Sasingo. Is’t 
not fo? _- 


= 


ze on his Lungs alfo : 

led, fay they ? 

fe pleafant days, [ Exeunt. 
Scena Quarta. 


| | Enter Hoftefs Quickly, Doll Tear fheet, and Beadles, 
mip oF gl..? Lis: fo. 


Sit, 1st ? Why then fay an old man can do fomewhat, Foftefs.. No, thou arrant koave’ 
| ~ Dav. If it pleafe your Worhhip, there’s one Péffol| that 1 mi 


_—_—_ 


I wouldT might dj 
ght have thee hang’d : Thou hat dra re 


* a - . i yt 
come from the Court with News. ; eevee at of joynt. wn “my 
_ Fal. From the Court ? Let him come in. - ihe Conftables ‘have deliver’d her ove gS 
! Enter Piftol, and fhe fhall have Wh Spicy. comes 


'pping cheer enough, I warrant her. |, 
There hath been aman or two (lately ) killP'd about her 
Dol, Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lye: Come on, Ile tell 
Fal, What wind blew youhither, Piffol ? , |} thee what, thou damn’d Tripe-vifag’d Rafcal, if the Child 
"|, 2. Not the ill wind which blows none to good, fweet I now go with, do mifcarry, thou had*ft better thou had’it 
| Knight : Thou art now one of the greate{t men in the} ftrook thy Mother, thou Paper-fac’d Villain. 


wt’ | Realm. Fioft. O that Sir Fohn w 


How now, Piffol? 
Piff, Sic Fobn, fave you, Sir. 


| | ere come, he would make this 
om | . Silen. Indeed, 1 think he be, but Goodman Puff of | a bloody day to fome body. Bat I would the Finir bP Her 
: @ | Barfon. Womb might mifcarry, 

ere ift. Puff ? puff in thy teeth, moft recreant Coward Officer. If it do, you fhall have a 


dozen: of Cufhions |. 
ain, you have but eleven now. Come, I charge you 


oth go;with me: for the man is dead, that you and Py- | 
ftol beat among you. - “ 
Dol. Vle tell thee what, thou thin man in a Cenfor ¢ | 
will have-you as foundly {wing’d for this, you blew- 
Bottl’d Rogue : you filthy famifli’d Cortetoner if you 
be not fwing’d, Ple forfwear half Kirtles. ©” 
Of. Come, come, you the-Knight-arrant, conte. 
Hoft.-O, that right fhould thus o’recome might, Wel] 
of fufferance comes cate. ; 
Dol. Come you Rogue, come: 
Bring me to a Juftice. 
fioff. Yes, come, youftaryd Blood-hound, 
Dol. Goodman Death, goodman Bones. 


| bafe. Sir Foz, 1am thy Piftol, and thy Friend: helter skel- | ag 
| ter have [ rode to thee, and tydings do I bring, and lucky | b 
‘ es, and golden Ties, and happy N ews of price. ; 
| Fal. 1 prethee now deliver them, like a man of this 
iy | WVorld. 
_ Lift. A footra for the VVorld, and VVorldlings bafe, 

i fie of Africa, and Golden Joys. 

|. Fal. O bale Affyrian Knight, what is thy News ? 
(| Let King Covitha know the truth thereof. 
1 Sil. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and Fokn, 
fe |. Pit. Shall dunghil Curs confront the Helicon ? 

_ | And thall good News be baffi’d ? ; 

| Then Pifbl lay thy headin Furies lap. 
|. Shal. Honeft Gentleman, 


on etc, not your breeding, . Aft. Thou Anatomy, thou. 

a 17. Pi : VVh then lament therefore. Dol, Come, you thin Thin ts 

y § 

_ |__Shal. Give me pardon, Sir. _ | Come, you Rafcal. 
MVE, Sir, you come with News from the Court, I take it,} Off. Very well, [Exeunt, 
wo there is but two ways, either to utter them, or to con- 
Ii r pa 1 am Sir, under the King, in fome Authority. 
ue _ Piff. Under which King ? S$ ; 

eee Ki cena Quinta, 
i! | Shal. Under King Harry. 
ts Pift. Harry the Fourth ? or Fifth? Enter two Grooms, 
Pe Ai Shal. larry the Fourth. ; canal 

be 3 Pift. A footra for thine Office. 1. Groom. More Rufhes, more Ruthes. 

ee ¥ Fobn, thy tender Lamb-kin now is King, 2. Groom, The Trumpets have founded twice. 
f arry the Fifth’s the man, I {peak the truth. 1. Groo.It will be two of the Clock ere they come from 
a eee P. iftol rhe this, and fig-me, like the Coronation. [ Excunt Grooms, 

Rte p Pe reRSINg pantara, eae © 
ie = ee - the old King dead ? Emer Falftaff, Shallow, Piftol, Batdolf, and Page. 
" Je» AS nail in oor, : 

‘ The things I {peak are juft, — Falftaff. Stand here by me, M. Robert Shallow, \ will |: 
ip _Fal. Away Bardolf, Saddle my Horie, === make the King do you Grace. I will leer upon him, as 
F pai Shallow, = he ene wilt he comes by : and do but mark the countenance, that he 
i” \’n the Land, *tis thine, Pi/tol, I will double charge thee} will give me. ; 
/ ae : | | = ee Patol, 
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Fift ol, Biefs thy Lungs, good Knight. 


Fuji. Come here Piftol, itand behind me. O, if I had | 
rime to have made new Liveries, I would have be- | 


i had 
ftowed the thoufand pound borrowed of you. But it is 
no matter, this poor fhew doth better : this doth infer 
che zeal 1 had to fee him. 

Shal, It doth fo. 

F2l@. Ic fhews my earneftnefs in affection. 

Pijt. it doth fo. 

Falft. My devotion. 

Pijt. [tc doth, it doth, it doth. 

Falft. As it were to ride day and night, 

And not to deliberate, not to remember, 
Not to have patience to shift me. 

Shal. \t is moft certain. 

Fuijt. But to ftand ftained with Travel and fweating 
with defire to fee him, thinking of nothing elfe, putting 
all Affairs in oblivion, asif there were nothing elfe to be 
done, but to fee him. 

Pift. ’Vis femper idem ; for abfque hoc nihil eff. ? Tis all 
in every part. 

Shal, ?Tis fo indeed. : 

Pift. My Knight, 1 will enflame thy Noble Liver, and 
make thee rage. Thy Dol, and Helen of thy Noble 
thoughts is inbafe Durance, and contagious prifon : Hal’d 
thither by moft Mechanical and durty hands. Rowze up 
Revenge from Ebon den, with fell Aletto’s Snake, for 
Dol’s in. Piftol {peaks nought but troth. 

Faljt. 1 will deliver her. : 

Pift. There roar’d the Sea: and Trumpet Clangour 
founds. 


The Trumpets found. Enter King Henry the Fifth 
‘ ae Lord Chief-Fuftice. : 


Falft. Save thy Grace, King Hall, my Royal Hall. 
Pift. The Heavens thee guard and keep, moft Royal 
Imp. of Fame. 
Falft. Save thee, my fweet Boy. , 
King. My Lord Chief Juftice, fpeak to that vain man. 
Ch. Fuft. Have you your wits ¢ . 
Know you what’tis you fpeak ? 
Falff. My King, my ove ,1 fpeak to thee, my heart. 
Keng. I know thee not, old: man : Fall to thy Prayers: 
How ill white Hairs become a Fool, and Jefter ? 
I have long dream’d of fuch a kind of man, 
So furfeit-fwell’d, fo old, and fo prophane : 
But being awake, 1 do defpife my dream. __ 
Make lefs thy Body, (hence) and more thy Grace, 
Leave gormandizing. Know the Grave doth gape 
For thee, thrice wider than for other men. 
Reply not to me, with a Fool-born Jeft, 
Prefume not, that lam the thing I was, 
For Heaven doth know (fo fhall the world perceive) 


any 


That I have turn’d away my former Self, 
So will I chofe that kepc me Company. 
When thou do’ft hear { am, as I have bin, 


| Approach me, and thon fhalt be as thou was’t, 


The Tutor and the Feeder of my Riots: | 
Till then, 1 banifh thee, on pein of death, 
As Thave done the reft of my Mifleaders, 
Not to come near our Perfon, by ten mile. 
For competence of life, I will allow ‘you, 
That, lack of means enforce you not to evil: 
And as we hear you do redeem your felves, 
We will according to your ftrength, and Qualities, 
Give you advancement. Be it your charge ( my 
To fee perform’d the tenure of our word. Set o 
: (Exit 
Falf. Mafter Shallow, | owe you a thoufand pound 
Shal. 1 marry, Sic Yobn, which | befeech you to 
have home. with me. 


give me your Doublet, and ftuff me out with ftraw, 
feech you, good Sir Fobn, let me have five hundred 
thoufand. 
Falft. Sir, { will be as good 
heard, was but a colour. Shi. 
Shal. A colour | fear, that you will dye in, Sir foln 
_ Fal. Fear no Colours, go with meto dinner: 
Come Lieutenant Piffol, come Bardolf, 
Tfhall be fent for foon at night. _ 
Ch. Fuft. Go carry Sir Fohn Falftaff to the Fleet, 
Take all his company along with him. : 
Falft. My Lord, My Lord. aif a 
Ch. Fuft. 1cannot now fpeak, I will hear you foon 
Take them away. oe sgt 
Piff. Si fortuna me tormento, (pera me contemto. 
[Exit. Manet Lancafter, and Chief Fuftice. 
~ Fobn. 1 like this fair proceeding of the Kings, 
He hath intent his wonted Followers: 
Shall be very well provided for : 
But are banifht, till their Converfations 
Appear more wife, and modeft in the world. 
_ Ch, Fuft. And fo they are. 
Sohn. The King hath call’d his Parliame, 
My Lord. 
Ch, Fuft. He hath. 
Fohn, 1 will lay odds, that e’re this year expire, 
We bear our Civil Swords, and Native fire 
As far as France. \ heard a bird fo fing, a 
Whofe Mufick (to my thinking) pleas’d the King. 
Come, will you hence ? [ze 


as my word. This, ¢ 


EPILOGUE 
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- UMOUR the Prefenter. Pe SE Is eh2b sas 
a Be King, Henry the Fourth. ian Sante 
P Prince John of Lancafter. 


| Thomas of Clarence. 


a8 Northumberland, 7 


|The Arch Bifhop of York, : 

| Mowbray. : 

a : a Baxdolt | ?Oppolites againit King Henry the Fourth; 

“| Fravers. 
Morton. sere 
Colevile. J 
Warwick. Vv Poyns. 
Weftmerland. bie | : Falftaff, : 
Surrey. ($Of the Kings Party. Bardolph, SIrregular Humorifts. 
Gower, aT Piftol. 
Harecourt. | Peto. 
Lord Chief Juttice. J Page. 
Shallow s Both Countrey 
Silence. Juftices, - 
Davy, Servant to Shallow. Drawers: +‘ Northumberlands Wife. 

» | Phang, and Snare, 2 Serjeants,  Beadles. Percies Widow. 

Mouldy. i Grooms. Hoftefs Quickly. 
ae ) : Doll Tear-fheet. 
art. ae i ; 

Feeble. untry Souldiers, Epilogue 


> 


EPILOGUE, 


Se : Jaffe my SpeecheMy Fear, is your Difpleafure ; my Curtefic, my 

Irft, “ Feat ae tog ol lah if tty for a aed Speech now, Ss undo me: for 

ne { = - fe is of mine own making, and what ( indeed ) I thould fay, will( I doubt ) prove 
“aii Vent to the Purpofes;-and: fo to the Venture. Be it known to you, (as it is very 
tan vate ies in the end of a difpledfing Play, to pray your Patience for it, and to promife 
Hae didn on Chitieed ) to pay you with this, which if ( like anill Venture ) it come unluckily home, 
you a better, | did m tle-Creditors: lofe- : Here J-pramift you I would,be, and-here 1 commit my Body to 
I break and You, pean and I will pay you fome,and (as moft Debtors do) promife you infinitely. 
your Mercies : Bate ot entreat you to acquit me, will you command me to ufe my Legs ? And yet.that were but 
_ If my Tongue se out of your debt : But 2 good Confticnce will make an¥ poflible fatisfadtion, and fo 
er iy Sid tacale mei here have forgotten me ; if the stint not, then the Gentlemen do not 
» spa permet - ich w er feén before in fuch an aflembly. = 
-fagree with the on oie aioe 0a beboy too much cloid with Fat meat, our humble Authour will continue 
‘ One word more, I he in it )and make you merry-with fair Katherine of France : where (for any thing I know ) 
_ ApaBes oF at unlefs already he be kil?d with your hard Opinions : for Oldeaftle died a Martyr, 
st ge 2h ad ie My Tongue is weary, when my Legs are too, I will bid you good night ; and fo knee] 
down before you: (But indeed) to pray for the Queen. | | 


The Actors Names. _ 


Prince Henry, afterwards Crowned King Hfzry the Fifth: Mths < thrastitics Tetese 


Humphrey of Glocefer. Goon to Hemy the Fourth, and Brethren to Henry the Fifth: = 


> 
4 


Bulcalf, 


iS § esGiAbl ral ee j 
€ t 


ec nee rT oe 


Enter Prologue. 


On your imaginary Forces work, 
Suppose within the Girdle of thefe Walls 
Are now confi nd two mighty Monarchs, 
Whofe high, up-reav'd, and abutting Fronts, 
The perilous narrow Ocean parts afunder. 
Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts : 
Into athoufand parts divide one Man, 
cs | And. make imaginary Puiffance, . 

ve _.... | Thinks when we talkof Horfes, that you fee them 

Printing their proud Hoofs Pth? receiving Earth : 
| For *trs your thoughts that now muft Hs our Kings, 

Carry them here and there + jumping Ore Times 
Turning th? accomplifhment of many years 
Into an Hour.glafs : for the which fupply, 
Admit me Chorus to this Hiftory 
Who Prologue-like, your humble patience pray, 
Gently to heare, kindly to judge onr Play. 


ee es | 


.  » Adtus Primus. Scena Prima, 


gee ee Bifh, Ely. But what prevention ? 
Enter ijhops nterbury, aad Ely. » Bh. Cant. The King is full of grace, and fair 
= = - : Bifh. Ely, And a true lover of the Holy Chure 
Bifh. Cant. Bifh. Cant. The courfes of his youth promis’ i 
Y Lord, Ple tell you, that felf Billisurg’d, The breath no fooner left his Fathers Body, 
M Which in th? eleventh year of the laft Kings Reign | But that his wildnefs mortifi'd in him, 
Was like, and had indeed againft us paft, Seem’d to die too: yea at that very moment, 
But that the fcambling and unquiet time Confideration, like an Angel, came, a 
Did pufh it out of farther Queftion. Oe And whipt th’ offending, Adam out of him, 
Bifh. Ely. But how, my Lord, fhall we refift it now ? Leaving his Body as a Paradife, 
Bifs, Cant. It muft be thought on : if it pafs againft vs, | ¥” invelope and contain Celeftial Spirits. 
We lofe the better part of our Pofleffion : . Never was fuch a fudden Scholar made = 
For all the Temporal Lands, which men devout Never came Reformation in a Flood 
By Teftament have given te the Church, With fucha heady current, fcowring Faults: 
Would they ftrip from us ; being valu’d thus, Nor never Hydra-hcaded Wilfulnefs E 
As muchas would maintain, tothe King’s Honour, So foon did lofe his Seat, and allat once, | 
TEull fiftcen Earls, and fifteen hundred Knights, -- as in oe King. 5 ie os ae é 
Six thoufand and two hundred good Efquires: ~~ ifh. Ely. We are blefled in the Change. 9 
And to relief of Lazars, and weak age 1) Bifh. Cant. Hear him but reafon in Divinityy 
| Ofindigent faint Souls, paft corporal toyl,, =. ‘And all-admiring, with an inward with ce 
A hundred Aims-houfes, right well fuppli’d : You would defire the King were made a Prelate. JB 
And to the Coffers of the King, befide, Hear him debate of Common-wealth ‘Affairs, ‘ 
A thoufand pound by th? year. Thus runs the Bill. You would fay, it hath been all inall his findy > 
Bifo. Ely. This would drink deep. Lift his difcourfe of War,and you fhall hear — 
Bifh. Cant. ?T would drink the Cup and all. A fearful Battel rendred you in Mofick. 


a 


ee ee 


| Turn him to any Caufe of Policy, Why the Law Salzke, that they have in: France 
1 The Gordian Knot of it he will unloofe, Or thould , or fhould not bar us in our Claims’ 
| Familiaras his Garter: that when he fpeaks, And God forbid, my dear and faithful Lord 
| The Air, a Charter’d Libertine, is ftill, 


That you fhould fathion, wreft, or bow your rem ih 

__} And the mute Wonder lurketh in mens cars, rs Or nicely charge your underftanding Sou! ‘8 
{| To fteal his fweet and honied Sentences : With opening ‘Titles mifcreate, whole right 

So that the Art and Praétick part of Life Sutes not in native colours with the truth - 

Muft be the MiftrefS to his Theorique. for God doth know, how many now in health 
| Which is a wonder how his Grace fhould glean it; Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
Since his addiction was to courfes vain, ~ Of what your Reverence fhall incite us to, 
His companies unletter’d, rude, and thallow, Therefore take Heed how you impawn our Perfon 
His Hours fill’d up with Riots, Banquets, Sports 5 3 
| And never noted in him any itudy, 


How yon awake our fleeping Sword of War: 
We charge you inthe name of God take heed ; 
| Any retirement, any fequeftration For nevertwo fach Kingdoms did contend 
{From open Haunts and Popularity. Without much fall of Blood, whofe guililefs drops 
: B, Ely, The Strawberry grows underneath the Nettle, | Are every one, a Woe, a fore Complaint, 
{And wholfom Berries thrive and ripen beft, 
| Neighbour’d by fruit of bafer quality : 
And fo the Prince obfcur’d his Contemplation 
Under the vail of wildnefs, which (no doubt ) 
_ 4Grew like the Summer Grafs, falteft by Night, 
_ {fUnfeen, yet crefcive in his faculty. 
Bz. Can. It muftbe fo for Miracles are ceas’d: 
_ | And therefore we muft needs admit the Means, 
ahs : 
___|How things are perfected. 
| B. Ely. But, my good Lord: 
by | How now for mitigation of this Bill, 
_ | Urg’d by the Commons ? doth his Majefty 
Incline to it, or no? 
B. Can. He feems indifferent: 

Or rather fwaying more upon our part, . 
Than cherithing th’exhibiters againit us : 
{For I have made an offer to his Majelty, 
Upon our Spiritual Convocation, 
And in regard of Caufts now.in hand, 

hich I have open’d to his Grace at large; . - 
touching France, to give a greater Sum, . 
Than ever at one time the Clergy yet 
id to his Predeceflors part withal. 
. Ely. How did this Offer feem receiv’d, my Lord ? 
» Cant. With good acceptance of his Majefty: - ~ 
that there was not time enough to hear, . 
31 perceiv’d his Grace would fain have done, 
he feverals and unhidden paflages 

‘his true Titles to fome certain Dukedomes, 
nd generally, to the Crown and feat of France, 
eriv’d from Edward, his great Grandfather. 
B. Ely, What was th’impediment, that broke this off? 
3, Cant. The French Ambaflador upon that inftant 
av’d audience : and the hour J think is come, 
9 give him hearing : Is it four a Clock ? 
maby. It is, Var taehs ar “ 
__B, €ant. Then go we in to know his Embaflic; 
Which I could with a ready guefs declare, 
ore the Frenchman fpeaks a word of it. 
Ely, Pile wait upon you, and I long to hear it. 
= : [ Excexnt. 


That makes fuch wafte in brief Mortality. 
Under this Conjuration, {peak my Lord : 

For we will hear, note, and believe in heart... 
That what you fpeak is in your Gonfeience watht. 
As pure as fin with Baptifim, = 


pare 


That owe your felves, your lives, and fervices 
To this Imperial Throne. Thereis no bar 
To make againft your Highnefs claim to France 
But this which they-preduce from Pharamond, 
Ta terram Sa'icam Adulieres ze fuccedant 
No Woman fhall fucceed in Salike Land : 
Which Salike Land, the French unjuftly gloze 
4 To be the Realm ‘of France; and Pharamond 
| The Founder of this Law and female Bar. 
Yet their own Authours faithfully affirm, 
That the Land Salzke is in Germany, ; : 
Between the Floods of Sala and of Elve + 
Where Charles the Great having fabdwdthe Saxons 
There left.behind and fettled certain Frenth + _ 
Who holding in difdain the. German Women 
For fome difhoneft manners of their life, é 
Eftablitht. then this Law ; to wit, No Female 
Should be Inheritfix in Sa/vke Land - 
Which Salike (as I faid.) °twixt Elve and Sala, 
Is at this day in Germany calPd Afeifen. 
| Then doth it well appear : the Sabke Law 
VVas not devifed. for the Realm of France: 
Nor did the French poflefs the Szlike Land, 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 
After defunction of King Pharamond, . 
Idely fuppos’d the Founder of this Law, 
VVhodied within the year of our Redemption, 
Four hundred twenty fix : and Charles the Great 
Subdw’d the Sasons, and did feat the Fresch 
Beyond the River Sala, in the year 
Eight hundred five. Befides, their VV titers fay 
King Pepin, which depofed: Childerske, ‘ 
Did, as Heir general, being defcendéd 
Of Blithild, which was Daughter to King Clorhair 
Make Claim and Title to the Crown of France ' 
Hugh Caper alfo, whoulurp?t the Crown 
Of Charles the Duke of Lorain, fole Heir male 
Of the true Line and ftock of Charles the great : 
To find his Title with fome fhews of truth, 
Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naughty 
Convey’d himfelf as th’Heir to th’Lady Lingares 
Daughter to Charlemain, who was the Son. 
To Lewes the Emperour, and Lewes’ the Son 
Of Charles the Great > alfo King Lemés the Tenth, 
VVho was fole Heir to the Ufurper Capety 
Could not keep quiet. in -his Conftience;=~ > 
V Vearing the Crown of France, ill fatisfied, 
That fair Queen J/abel, his Grandmother, 
VVas Lineal of the: Lady Ermengere, 
Daughter to Charles the forefaid Duke of Loraix. 
By the which Marriage, the Line of Charles the Great 
bi 3 


? 
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Humfrey, Bedford, Clarence, War- 
eftmerland, aad Exeter. 


King. 
Exeter: Not 
King. Send 


gracious Lord of Canterbury ? 
prefence. 


Ambafladour,my Liege ? 
we would be refolv’d, 
ngs of weight, 

ig us and France, 


ore we hear hint, of fo 


Phat task our thoughts, co 


Angels guard your facred 
ou long become it, =a ( Throne 
€ we thank you, oi) Saag 
ned Lord, we pray you to proceed,’ 

uftly and religioufly unfold, 


= 


he Life of King Henry the Fifth, So 


*Gainft him, whofe Wrong gives edge unto the Swords? 


4.Cant. Vien hear me,gracious Soveraign,and you Peers, 


a a 


a), 


The Life of King Henry the Fifth. 
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Was re-united to the Crown of France. 

So, that as clear as is the Summers Sun, _ 

King Pepin’s Title, and Hugh Capet?s Claim, 

King Lewes his fatisfaction, all appear 

To hold in Right and Title of the Female : 

So do the Kings of France upon this day. 

Howbeit, they would hold up this Salique Law, 

Tobar your Highnefs claiming from the Female, 

And rather chufe to hidethem in a Net, 

Thanamply to imbar their crooked Titles, 

Ufurpt from you and your Progenitors. eee 
King.May I with Right and Confcience make this Claim? 
Bifh. Cant. The fin upon my head, dread Soveraign : 

For in the Book of Nwmbers, it is writ, 

When the man dies, let the Inheritance 

Defcend unto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 

Stand for yout own, unwind your bloody Flag : 

Look back into your mighty Anceftors : 

Go, my dread Lord, to your great Grandfires Tomb, 

Fromwhom you claim ; invoke his Warlike Spirit, 

And your great Uncle, Edward the Black Prince, 

Who on the French ground play’da Tragedy, 

Making defeat on the full Power of France: 

Whiles his moft Mighty Father on a Hill 

Stood filing, to behold his Lyons Whelp 

Forrage in blood of French Nobility. 

O Noble Enzglifh, that could entertain, 

With half their Forces, the full pride of France, 

And let another half {ftand laughing by, 

And out of work, and cold for action. 

Bifo. Ely. Awake remembrance of thefe valiant dead, 
And with your puiflant Arm renew their Feats 5 
You are their Heir, you fit upon their Throne: 

The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 

Runs in your Veins: and my thrice-puiflant Liege 

Is inthe very 242y-Morn ‘of his Youth, : 

Ripe for Exploits and mighty Enterprifes. 

Exe. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 
Doall expect, that you fhould rouze your felf, 
Asdid the former Lions of your Blood. - 

Weft. They know your Grace hath caufe, and means, and 
So hath your Highnefs, never King of England 
Had Nobles richer , and more loyal Subjects, 

Whofe Hearts have left their Bodies here in England, 

And lie pavillion’d in the Field of France, : 

Bifh. Cant. O let their Bodies follow,my dear Liege, 
With Blocd, and Sword,and Fire, to win your Right : 

In aid whereof, we of the Spirituality ; 

Will raife your HighnefSfuch a mighty Sum, 

Asnever did the Clergy at one time 

Bring into any of your Anceftors. : 

King. We muft not onely arm Vinvade the French, 

But lay down our Proportions, to defend 

Againft the Scot, who will make road upon us, 

With all advantages. 

Bifh. Can, They of thofe Marches, gracious Soveraign, 
Shall be a Wall. fufficient to defend ; 

Our in-land from the pilfering Borderers. 

King. Wedonot mean the courfing fhatchers onely, 

But fear the main intendment of the Scor, 

Who hath been ftill a giddy Neighbour to us: 

For you fhall read, that my great Grandfather 

Never went with his Forces into France, 

But that the Scot, on his unfurnifht Kingdom, 

Cam: pouring likea Tide into a Breach, 

With ample and brim fulnefs of his force, 

Galling the gleaned Land with hot aflays, 

Girding with grievous fiege, Caftles and Towns: 

That England being empty of defence, 

Hath fhook and trembled at th’ill neighbourhood. 


B. Can. She hath binthen more fear’d than harm’d,my_ 


For hear her but exampl’d by her felf, 
When all her Chivalry hath been in France, 
And fhe a mourning Widow of her Nobles, 


( Liege, 


nee 


| Make boot upon the Summers Velvet buds: - 


( might 5 


She hath her felf not onely well defended, 
But taken and impounded as a Stray, 
The King of Seors : whom fhe did fend to France, 
To fill King Edward’s fame with Prifoner Kings, 
And make their Chronicle as rich with praife, 
As is the Gm/¢ and bottom of the Sea 
With funken Wrack, and fum-lefs Treafiries, - 
bi{h. Ely. But there’s a faying very old and trye, 

If that you will France win, then mth Scotland firft begin, 
For once the Eagle ( Exgland ) being in prey, 3 
To her ungarded Neft, the Weazel ( Scot ) 
Comes fneaking, and {0 fucks her Princely Eggs, 
Playing the Moufe in abfence ofthe Car, * 
To tame and havock more than fhe can eat, 

Exet. lt follows then, the Cat muft ftay at home, — 
Yet that is but a crufh’d neceflity , 
Since we have Locks to fafeguard Neceflaries, 
And pretty Traps to catchthe petty Thieves, - 
While that the Armed hand doth fight abroad, 
Th’advifed head defends it felfat home : ae 
For Government, though high, and low, 
Put into parts, doth keep in one confent, 
Congrecing in a full and natural clofe, 
Like Mufick. ss 

Cant. Therefore doth Heaven divide 
The ftate of man in divers functions, 
Setting endeavour in continual Motion : 
Towhich is fixed, asan Aim or But 
Obedience : for fo work the Hony Bees, 
Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach 
The Act of Order to a peopled Kingdom. 
They havea King, and Officers of forts, ey 
Where fome like Magiftrates correct at home: 


and low 


| Others, like Merchants, venture Trade abroad : 


Others, like Souidiers armed in their ftings,, 
Which pillage, they with merry march bring home 
To the Tent-Royal of their Emperor: = 
Who bufied in his Majefties firveys, 
The finging Mafon building roofs of Gold, 
The civil Citizens kneading up the Hony ; 
The poor Mechanick Porters, crowding ia 
Their heavy Burthens at his narrow gate: 
The fad-ey’d Juftice with his furly hum, 


| Delivering o’re to Executors pale 


The lazy yawning Drone : I this infer, 

That many things having full reference 

To one confent, may work contrarioufly, 

As many Arrows loofed feveral ways 
Come toonemark : asmany ways meet in one to 

As many frefh ftreams meetinone faltSea, 

As many Lines clofe in the Dials center: . 

So may a thoufand actions once a foot, 

And in one purpofe, and be all well born ; 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 
Divide your happy Exgland into four, a 
Whereof, take you one quarter into France, 
And you withall fhall make all Gallia fhake, . 
If we with thrice fuch Powers left at home, 
Cannot defend our own doors from the dog, — 
Let us be worried, and our Nation lofe : 
The name of hardinefs and policie. 

King. Callin the Meflengers fent from th 

Now are we all refolv’d, and by Gods help 
And yours, the noble finews of our Power ; 
France being ours, we'll bend itto our Awe, 
Or break it all to pieces, Or there welll fit, 


| (Ruling in large and ample Emperie, 


O’re France, and all her (almoft ) Kingly Dukedom: 
Or Jay thefe Bones in s pated ney cy aor 
Tomblefs, with no remembrance overthem: 
Either our Hiftory fhall with fall mouth = 
Speak freely of our Aéts, orelfeour Grave 

Like Turkish mate, fhall have a tonguclefs m 


ker, 


| When we have match’d our Rackets to thefe Balls, 
We will in France (by Gods grace) play a fet, 
{Shall {trike his Father’s Crown into the hazard. 


a 


| Tell you the Dolphin, 1 atx 
_ ~ | Tovenge me asi may, and to put forth 
| Myrightful hand in a well-hallow’d caufe. 


| How he comes o’re us with our wilder days, 


| Be like a King, and thew my fay! of Greatnefs, 
3 5 


| But I will rife there with fo-full a glory, 


oes 


} Hath turn’d his Balls to Gun-ftones, and his Soul 

| Shall ftand fore charg?d, for the wafteful Vengeance 
| That fhall flye with them: For many a thoufand Widows 
4 ee hie Mock mock out of their dear Husbands; 


2 Therefore, my Lord’s omit no happy hour, 


The Life of 
Not worthipt with a waxen Epitaph. 


Enter Ambaffadors of France. 


Now are we well prepar’d to know the pleafure 

Of our fair Coufin Dolphin: for we hear, 

Your greeting is from him, not from the King. 
Amb. May’t pleafe your Majelty to give us leave 


| Freely to render what we have in Charge - 


Or fhall we fparingly fhew you far off 


| The Dolphin?’s meaning, and our Embaflie. 


King. We are no Tyrant, but a Chriftian King, 
Unto whofe grace our paflion is as fubject 
As is our Wretches fettred in our Prifons: — 
Therefore with frank and with uncurbed plainnefs, 
Tell us the Dolphia’s mind. 
Amb. Thus then in few: — 
Your Highnefs lately fending into France, — 
Did claim fome certain Dukedoms, in the right — 
Of your great Predeceflor, King Edward the third. 
In anfwer of which Claim, the Prince our Mafter 


] Says that you favour too much of your youth, 
| And bids you be advis’d: There’s nought in France 


That can be with a nimble Galliard won ; 

You cannot revel into Dukedoms there, 
He therefore fends you, meeter for your fpirit, 
This Tun of Treafure ; and in lieu of this, 


} Defires you let the Dukedoms that you claim 


Hear no more of you. This the Dolphin fpcaks. 
King, What Treafare, Uncle? 
Exe. Tennis-balls, my Liege. — oak 
King. We are glad the Dolphin is fo pleafant with us, 
His Prefent, and your pains we thank you for : 


Tell him he hath made a match with fuch a Wrangler, 
That all the Courts of Franee will be difturb’d 
With Chaces. And we underftand him well, 


Not meafuring what ufe we made of them. 

We never valu’d this poor feat of Exgland, 

And therefore living hence, did give our felf 

To barbarous licenfe : and ’tis common, 

That men are merrieft, when they are from home: 
But tell the Dolphin, 1 will keep my State, 


‘When I do rowze me in my Throne of France, 
For that I have laid by my Majefty, 
And plodded like a man for working days : 


That! will dazle all the Eyes of France, y 
Yea ftrike the Dolphin blind to look on us. 
And tell the pleafant Prince, this Mock of his 


Mothers from their Sons, mock Caftles down 3 
And fomeareyet ungotten and unborn, 
That fhall have canfe to curfe the Dolphin’s fcorn. 
But this lyes all within the will of God, 
To whom I do appeal, and in whofe name 
#5 1 am coming on, 


So get you hence in peace, and tell the Dolphix, 


7“ His Jeft will favor but of thallow wit, 


When thoufands weep more than dfd laugh at it. 
Convey them with fafe conduct. Fare ye well. 
‘. LExeune Ambaffadors. 
Exe, This was a merry Meflage, - 3 
King. We hope to make the Sender blufh at it; 


pee 
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| With treacherous Crowns, and three corrupted men; 


E’rehe take thip for France; andin Sourhanpton, 
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That may give furth’rance to our Expedition ; 

For we have now no thought in us but Frante, 

Save thofe to God, that run before our bufinefs, 

Therefore let our Proportions for thefe Wars 

Be foon collected, and ail things thought upon, 

That may with reafonable fwiftnefs add 

More Feathers to our Wings: For God before, 

We'll chide this Do/ph:n at his Father’s door. 

Therefore let every man now task his thought, 

That this fair Action may on foot be brought. [E-xeuzt. 
Flourifh. Enter Chorus. 

Now all the Youth of Exglana are on fire, 

And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes : 

Now thrive the Armourers, and Honour’s thought 

Reigns folely in the breaft of every man. 

They fell the Pafture now, to buy the Horfe, 

Following the Mirror of all Chriftian Kings, 

With winged*heels as Englith Agercuries, 

For now fits expectation in the Air, __ 

And hides a Sword, from Hilts unto the Point, 

With Crowns imperial, Crowns and Coronets, 

Promis’d to Harry, and his Followers. 

The French advis’d’ by good intelligence 

Of this moft dreadful preparation, 

Shake in their fear, and with pale Policy 

Seek to divert the Exglilb purpofes. 

O England: Model to thy inward Greatnefs, 

Like little Body with a mighty Heart: 

What might thou do, that Honour would thee do, 

Were all thy Children kind and natural : 

But fee, thy fault France hath in thee found out, 

A neft of hollow bofoms, which he fills 


One Richard Earl of Cambridee, and the fecond 
a! Lord Scroop of A4afham, and the third 

Sit Lhomas Gray Knight of Northumberiand, 

Have for the Gilt of France (O Guilt indeed) 
Confirm’d Confpiracy with fearful France, 

And by their hands, this grace of Kings muft dye, 
If Hell and Treafon hold their promifes, 


Linger your patience on, and we'll digeft 

Th’abufe of diftance; force a play: 

The fum is pay’d, the Traitors are agreed, 

The King is fet for London, and the Scene 

Is nowtranfporied (Gentles) to Southampton, 
There is the play-houfe now, there muft you fit, 
And thence to France fhali we convey you fafe, 
And bring you back: Charming the narrow Seas 
To give you gentle Pafs: for if we may, 

We'll not offend one ftomack with our Play. 
But. till the King come forth, and not till then, 
Unto Southampton we do thift our Scene. [Ext 
Enter Corporal Nim, and Lieutenant Bardolph. 


Bar, Well met, Corporal Nim. 

Nim, Good morrow, -Lieutenant Bardolpb. 

Bar, What, are Ancient. Pijtol and you Friends yet? } 

Nim, For my part, I care not: I fay little: but when 
time fhall ferve, there fhall be fimiles, but that thall be 
asitmay. J dare not fight, but I will wink, and hold out 
minelron: it is but a fimple one,but what though? It will 
toit cheefe, and it will endure cold, as another mans 
{word will: and there’s an end. BF Ace ; 

Bar. | will beftow a breakfaft to.make you Friends, 
and well be all three fworn Brothers to France: Lev’s 
be fo, good Corporal Wim. . 

Nim, Faith, 1 will live fo long as I may, that’s the cer- 
tain of it: and when I cannot live any longer, I will do — 
as I may: That is my reft: that isthe rendezvous of it. 

Bar. \t is certain, Corporal, that he is married to 
Nel Quickly, and certainly fhe did you wrong, for you 
were troth-plight to her. a 

im, 
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{ 
| Nim. i cannot tell, Things mutt be as they may - 'men 
may fleep, and they may have their throats about them 
| at that time, aud fome fay, knives have edges: It muft be 
| asit may, though patience be a tyred naime, yet fhe will 
plod, there muft be Conclufions, well, I cannot tell. 
Enter Piftol, azd Quickly. 

Bar, Here comes Ancient P:fol and his Wife: good 
Corporai, be patient here. How now, mine Hofte Piftol ? 

Pift. Bafe Tyke, calPft thou me Hofte, now by this 
hand; I fwear | fcorn the term: mor fhall my Wel keep 
Lodger. 

Hoff. Noby my troth, not long: For we cannot lodge 
and board a dozen or fourteen Gentlewomen that live 
honeltly by the prick of their Needles, but it will be 
thought we keep a Bawdy-houfe ftraight. O welliday 
Lady, if he be not hewn now, we hall fee wilful Adultery 
and Murther committed. ‘ 

Bar, Good Lieutenant, Good Corporal, offer nothing 
here. Nim, Pith. 

Pift, Pith for thee, Iflaid dog: thou prickear?d Cur of 
I fland. 

Host. Good Corporal Nim, fhew thy Valour, and put 
| up thy Sword. 

Nim, Will you fhog off? I would have you Solus. 

Pift, Solus, egregious Dogs O Vipervile; The /olus 
in thy moft marvellous face, the folus in thy tecth, and 

| in thy throat, and in thy hateful Lungs, yea in thy Maw 
perdy, and which is worfe within thy nafty mouth. I 
do. retort the folus in thy Bowels, for I can take, and Pi- 
| ffol’s cock is up, and flafhing fire will follow. 

Nim, 1 am not Barbafon, you cannot conjure me: 1 
have an humour to knock you indifferently well: 1f you 
crow foul with me, Piffol, I will fcour you with my 
| Rapier, as I may in fair terms. If you would walk 
off, 1 would prick your guts alittle in good terms, as 
I may, and that’s the humor of it. 3 

Pift. O Braggard vile, and damned furious wight, © 
The Grave doth gape, and doting death is near, 
Therefore exhale. . Aes 

Bar, Hear me, hear me what I fay: He that ftrikes 
the firft troak,Plerun him up to the hilts,as I ama Souldier. 

P:ft, An Oath of mickle might, and fury 
| Give me thy filt, thy fore-foot to me give ; 

are moft talk. Pee ise eee 

Nim. 1 will-cut thy ae one time or other in fair 

ms, that is the humorofit. . 

1 Piftol Cone ae tisthe word. _ I defie thee a- 
{gain. © hound of Creet, thin ft thou my fpoufe to get ? 
| No, to the Spittle go, and from the Powdring tub of in- 
. famy, fetch forth ‘the Lazer. Kit of Creffia’s kind, Dol 
‘| Tear-(heet, fhe by, name, and her. efpoufe. have, and 1 

will hold the Quondam Quickly for the only fhe: and 

Pauca, there’s cnough.to go to. 

; Enter the Boy. 

Boy. Mine Hofte Piffol, ‘you muft come.to my Ma- 
fter, and your Hoftefs: He is very fick and would to bed. 
Good Bardolph, pat thy. face between the fheets; and do 
the Office of a. Warming-man': Faith, he’s very ill. 

Bard: Away, you: Rogue.: 

Hoft, By my troth, he’llyield the Crow a pudding one 
of thefe dayes : the King has kill’d his heart: Good 
Husband come prefently. fi (Eau. 

Bar. Come; {hall 1, make you. two Friends. We muft 
to: France together ; why the Devil fhould we keep Knives 
to cut one another’s throats.2,.:: “ie ie 
_ Pift, Let Flouds o’refwell, and Fiends for food how! on. 

Nim. Yowll pay me the eight fhillings, | won. of you 

at Betting. ET . 

-Pift, Bafe is the Slave, that pays. Bis ; 
| .).Nim,; That now | will haye:- that’s the humour of it. 
Pit. Asmanhood fhall compound- pufh home.[ Dram. 

Bard. By this Sword, he that makes the firjt thruft, 
Ple kill him: by this Sword,.I will. is 

Pist. Sword is an Oath,and Oaths mutt have their courfe. 


fhall abate. ¢ 
Thy {pirits | 
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Tn ee 
Bar. Corporal Nim,and thou wilt be Friends,be Friends,| 
and thou wilt not,why then be Enemies with me too 
prethce put up. 3 
Pift, A Noble fhalt thou have, and prefent pay, an 
Liquor likewife will I give to thee, and Priendfhip fhall 
combine, and Brotherhood. le live by Nim, ang 
Nim thall live by me, is not this juft? For 1 fhall Sut} 
be unto the Camp, and profits will accrue. Give m 
thy hand. ; 
‘im. 1 fhall have my Noble ? 
Pi §¢. In cafh, moft juftly paid. 
Wim. Well then, that’s the humour offt, 
Enter Hoktefs, a 
Hojft. As ever you came of Women, come in qui 
to Sir John : A poor heart, he is fo fhak’d of a bun 
quotidian Tertian, that it is moft lamentable to b 
Sweet men, come to him. ras 
Nim. The King hath run bad humours on the 
that’s the even of it. rae 
fifi, Nim, thou has {poke the right, his heart is frad 
ed and corroborate. ; 
Nim. The King isa good King, but it muft be 
may: he pailcs fome humours and carreers. 
Pit. Let us condole the Knight, for (Lamb 
will live. 


Enter Exeter, Bedford, and Weftmerland, 


Bed, Fore God,his Grace is bold to truft thefe Traito 
Exe, They fhall be apprehended by and by. 
Weft. How fmooth and even they do bear themfely 
As if all allegiance in their Bofoms fate - “. 
Crowned with Faith and conftant. Royalty. 
Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, 
By interception which they dream not of, 
__| Exe, Nay, but the manthat_was his Bedfellow, 
Whom he hath lulld and cloy’d with gracious favours, 


| That he fhould, for a Foreign Purfe, fo fell 


His Soveraigns life to death and treachery. 4 
[Sound Trump 


_ Enter the King, Scroop, Cambridge, and Gray. 


King. Now fits the wind fair, and we will aboard, 
My Lord of Cambridze, and my kind Lord of Mahha 
And you my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts 
Think you not, that the Powers we bear with us 
Will cut their paflage through the Force of France 
Doing the execution, and the act, 

For which we have in head aflembled them. 

Servo. No doubt, my Liege: if each man do his 

King. \ doubt not that, fince we are well perf 
We carry not a heart with us from hence, , 
That grows not in a fair confent with ours: | 
Nor leave not one behind, that doth not with 
Succefs and Conqueit to attend onus. Es 

Cam. Never was a Monarch better fear’d and Io1 
Than is your Majefty; there’s not I think a Sub 
That fits in heart-grief and uneafinefs 
Under the fweet fhade of your Government. __ 

Gray. True: thofe that were your Fathers En 
Have iteept their Gauls in Honey, and do obfe 
With hearts create of duty, and of zeal. os 

King. We therefore have great canfe of thankf 
And fhall forget the Office of our hand ~ ee 
Sooner than quittance of defert and merit, « 
According to the weight and worthinefS. 

_ Sere. So fervice hall with fteeled finews toy], 
And labour fhall refrefh it felf with hope 
To do your Grace inceflant fervices, . EA 

King. We judge no lefs. Uncle of Exeter, ~ 
Inlarge the man committed yefterday, = = + 
That rail’d againft:our Perfon : We confider, - 
It was excefs of Wine that fet him on, im 


] And on his more advite, We pardon him. 
i) | Scro.’ That?’s méfey; but too much fecurity : 
| Let him be punifh’d, Soveraign, left'Example 


at 


= Breed. (by his fufferance) more of fuch a kind. 

SL King. O let us yet be merciful. iid 
kt Camb. So may your Highnefs, and yet punifh too, 
te AG, ay. Sir, you thew great mercy, if you give him Life, 
1 | After the tafte of much Correction. 


King. Alas, your too much love’and care of me, 
oF Are heavie Orifons?gainft this poor wretch: 

iG _TIf little faults, proceeding on ‘diftemper, 
 Fshall not be wink’d'at,how fhall we ftretch our Eye 


Ry Appear before us ?- We'll yet enlarge that man, 
i | Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray, ia their dear care 
ky | And tender préfervation of our? Perfon, 


~~} Would have’him punifh’d. And now to our French Caufes, 


nit] Who are the late Commiflioners ? 
Cam. Lone, my Lord, 
i | Your Highnefs bad me ask for’it to day. 


% Scro, So.did you me, my Liege. 
to Gray. And 1, my Royal Soyeraign. : 
s | King. Then Richard Earl of Cambridge,there is yours : 
Ps | There yours Lord Seroop of Adaham, and Sir Knight, 


Be Gray of Northumberland, this fame is yours : 

+ Read them, and know I know your worthinefs. 
My Lord of Weftmerland, and Uncle Exeter, 
We will aboard to night. 
he What fee you in thofe Papers, that you lofe 

So much Complexion ? Look ye how they change : 


| th Their cheeks are Paper. Why, what read you there, 
i* | That hath fo cowarded and chaf’d your Blood 
_. | Out of appearance. . 

‘ Camb, \ do confefS my fault, 
i | And do fubmit me to your HighnefS mercy. 

Gray. Scro, To whichwe all appeal. | 
OH, fee King. The mercy that was quick in us but late, 
fay | By your. own Counfel is fupprelt and kilPd ¢ 

You muft not dare (for fhame) to talk of mercy, 

Ta For your own Reafons turn into your Bofoms, 


As Dogs upon their Mafters, worrying you - 
{See you, my Princes'and my Noble Peers, 
| Thefe Englifh monfters : My Lord of Gambridge here, 
~ | You know how apt our love was to accord 
_ | To furnifh him with all appertinents_ 
Belonging to his Honour: and thisman, _ 
‘Hath for a few light Crowns, lightly confpir’d 
And {worn unto the practices of France _ 

o kill us here in Hampton, Yo the which, 
| This Knight no lefs for bounty bound to us 

F han Cambridge is, hath likewife fworn. But O, 
What fhall 1 fay to thee, Lord Seroop, thou crucl, 
{| Ingrateful, favage, and inhumane Creature ? 
| Thou that did{t bear the key of all my Counfels, 


¥ 
rs 


| That knew’ft the very bottom of my Soul, 
h | That almoft) might{t have coyn’d me into Gold, 
Se dit thou have yon Sh mies for thy ufe ? 
nd ‘poflible, that foreign hire 
be «= «| Eon eit thee extract one fpark of Evil 
7 my finger? ?Tis fo ftrange, 
. uth of it ftand offas grofs, 
sh a y Eye will fcarcely fee it. 


er, ever kept together, 
is fworn to cithers purpofe, 


_ | And whatfoever cunning F 

That wrought upon thee fo prepofteronfly, 
Hath got the voice in Hell for excellence; 
And other Devils that fuggeft by Treafo 
_|Do botch and bungle up Damnation, — = 
With Patches, Colours, and with Forms, being fetcht 
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When Capital Crimes, chew’d, fwallow’d, and difgefted 


Why, how now Gentlemen ? 


But every Rub is fmoothed in our way: 
Then forth, dear Country-men: Let us deliver 


From glift?ring Semblances of Piety: 
But he that temper’d thee, bad thee ftand u 
Gave thee no inftance why thou thouldft do Treafon 
Unlefs to dub thee with the name of Trairor. : 
[f that fame Demon that hath gull’d thee thus 
Should with his Lyon-gate walk the whole world. 
He may return to vafty Tartar back, ‘ 
And tell the Legions, I can never win 
A Soul fo eafie as that Exglifh-mans, 
Oh, how haft thou with jealoufie infected 
The fweetnefs of affiance ? Shew men dutiful ? 
Why fo didft thou. Seem they grave and learned ? 
Why fo didft thou. Come they of Noble F amily ? 
Why fo didft thou. Seem they religious ? 
Why fo didft thou. Or are they {pare in dyet, 
Free from grofs paflion, or of mirth, or anger, 
Conftant in fpirit, not fwerving with the blood, 
Garnifh’d and deck’d in modeft complement, 
Not working with the Eye, without the Ear, 
And but in purged judgment trufting neither ? 
Such and fo finely boulted didft thou feem : 
And thus thy. fall hath left a kind of blot, 
To make thee full fraught man, and beft endued 
With fome fafpition, and I will weep for thee. 
For this revolt of thine, me thinks is like 
Another fall of man. Their faults are open, 
Arreft. them to the anfwer of the Law 
And God acquit them of their practices. 
Exe. I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of 
Richard Earl of C. ambridges 
[arreit thee of High Treafon, by the name of Thomas 
Lord Seroop of Adarfham. 

larreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Thomas 
Grey, Knight of Northumberland. 

Servo. Our purpofes God juftly hath difcover’d, 
And I repent my fault more than my death ; 
Which I befeech your Highnefs to. forgive, 
Although my Body pay the price of it. 

Camb. Yor me the Gold of France did not feduce, 
Although I did admit it asa motive, 
The fooner to effect, what I intended: 
But God be thanked for prevention, 
Which I in fufferance heartily will rejoyce, | 
Befeeching God to pardon me; } 
Gray. Never did faithful Subject more rejoyce | 

; 


sere rmaenngewes me 


At the difcovery of moft dangerous Treafon, 

Than I do at this hour joy o’re my felf, 

Prevented from a damned Enterprize : 

My fault, but not my body, pardon Soveraign. 

King, God quit, youin his Mercy : Hear your fentence. 
You have confpir’d againft our Royal Perfon, 

Joyn’d with an Enemy proclaim’d’, and from his Coffers 
Receiv’d the Golden Earneft of Our death : 

Wherein you would have fold your King to flaughter, 
His Princes and his Peers to fervitude, 

His Subjects to oppreflion, and contempt, 

And his whole Kingdom into defolation ; 

Touching our Perfon, feck we no revenge, 

But we our Kingdoms fafety muft fo tender, 

Whofe ruine you three fought, that to her Laws 

We do deliver you, Get you therefore hence, 

(Poor miferable wretches; to your death ; 

The tafte whereof, God of his mercy give 

You patience to endure, and true repentance 

Of all your dear offences. Bearthem hence. [Exewar. 
Now Lords for France: the Enterprife whereof 

Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 

We doubt not of a fair and lucky War, 

Since God fo gracioufly hath brought to light 

This dangerous Treafon, lurking in our way 

To hinder our beginning. We doubt not now, 


Our Puiflance into the hand of God, 7! 
Putting 


ois eS +3? 
| patting it ttreight in expedition. 
| Chearly to Sea, the figns of War advance, 


zit 


[ Exeunt. 


{ = 2 
Not 


<ing of Englawd, if not King, of France, 


Enter Piftol, Nim, Bardelph, Boy, avd Holtefs. 
| Hoff, Préthee honey, fweet Husband, let me bring 
thee to Sraines. 

Piftol. No: for my manly heart doth yern. Bardolph, 
be-blythe ; Aim, . rouze thy vaunting Veins: Boy;briftle 
ithy Courage up: for Faljtaf he is dead, and we muft 
ivern therefore, 

ard. Would I were with: him, wherefoe’re he is, 

- in Heaven,.or in Hell. 
fure, he’s not in Hell : 


he’s in Arthurs 
>a made 


the Sheets, and play with F lowers, and finile upon his fin- 
cersend, | knew there was butone way : for his Nofe was 
as fharp as aPen, and a Table of green Fields. How now 
Sir Foha (quoth I? ), what man ? be a good cheer :foa 
cryed out, God, God, God, three or four times: now I, 
to comfort him, bid him a’fhould not think of God, I 
hop’d there was no need to trouble himfelf with any fuch 
thoughts yet : fo a bad me lay more Clothes on his feet: 
I put my hand into the Bed, and felt them, and they 
were as cold asa ftone: then I felt to his knees, and fo 
upward and upward, all was as cold as any ftone. 

Nim, They fay he cryed out of Sack. 

Hofteg. 1, that a did. 

Bard. And of Women. 

Hoftef. Nay, that a did not. ae 
Boy. Yes that a did, and faid they were Devils in- 
carnate. 

Woman. A could never abide Carnation, ’twas a Co- 
lour he never lik’d. a: 

Boy. A faid once, the Deule would have him about 
Women. 

Hofteg. Adidin fome fort (indeed ) handle Women : 
but then he wasrheumatick, and talk’d of the Whore of 
Babylon, fc 

Boy. Do you not remember a faw a Flea ftick upon Bar- 
dolph?s Nofe, and faid it was a black Soul burning in Hell. 

Bard, Well, the fuel is gone that maintain’d that fire: 
that’s all the Riches 1 got in his fervice. 

Nim. Shall we fhogg ? the King will be gone from 
Southampton, = 6 ~ AA : 

Pist. Come, let’s away. My love, give me thy Lips: 
Look to my Chattels, and my Moveables: Let Senfes 
rule: The world is, Pitch atid pay : truft none : for Oaths 
are Straws, mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes, and hold-faft 

J is the onely Dog: My Duck, therefore, Caveto be thy 
Counfllor.. Go, clear thy Chryftals. Yoke-fellows 
in Arms, let us to France, like Horfe-leechesmy Boys, 
to fuck, to fuck, the very blood to fuck. 

Boy. And that’s but unwholfome food they fay. 

Pift. Touch her foft mouth, and march. . 

Bard, Farewel, Hoftefs. : 

Nim. 1 cannot kifs, that is the hum our of it : but adieu. 

Pit. Let Houfwifry appear : keep clofe, 1 theecom- 
mand. 

Hoftef. Farewel : adieu. [, Exeunt, 

Enter the Freiich King, the Dolphin, the Dukes 

of Berry avd Britain. 


King., Thus comes the Englifh with full Power opon us, 
And more than carefully it us concerns, 
To anfwer Royally in our defences. 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britain, 
Of Brabsnt and of Orleance fhall make forth, 
And you Prince Dolphia, with all {wift difpatch 


ee 
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To line and new repair our towns of War ee 
With men of courage, and with means defendant : 
For England his approaches makes as fierce, 
As Waters to the fucking of a Gulf., 

It fics us then to be as provident, 

As fear may teach us, out of late Examples 
Left by the fatal and neglected Englifh 


| Upon our Fields. 


Dolphin. My moft redoubted Father, 
{tis moft meet we arm us ’gainft the Foe: 
For Peace it felf fhould not fo dull a Kingdom, 
( Though War, nor no known Quarrel were in que 
But that Defences,. Mufters, Preparations 


“Should. be maintain’d, aflembled, and collected, 


As were a War in expectation. 
Therefore I fay, ’tis meet we all go forth, 
To view the fick and feeble parts of France: 
And let usdo it with no thew of fear, i 
No, with no more, than if we heard that England 
Were bufied with a Whitfoz Morris-dance: Ree | 
For, my good Liege, fhe is fo idly King’d,. +” 
Her Scepter fo phantaftically born, Me 
By a vain giddy fhallow humorous Youth, 
That Fear attends her not. 
Conf?, O Peace, Prince Dolphin, 
You are too much miftaken in this King : 
Queftion your Grace the late Embafladors, 
With what great State he heard their Embaflie, 
How well fupply’d with Noble Councellors, 
How modeft in exception, and with all, 
How terrible in conftant refolution : 
And you fhall find, his Vanities fore-fpent 
Were but the out-fide of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering Difcretion with a’Coat of Folly; __ 
As Gardeners do with Ordure hide thofe Roots 
That fhall firft fpring, and be moft delicate. i 
Dolph. Well, ’tis not fo, my Lord High Conftable. — 
But though we think it fo, it is no matter: 
In Caufes of defence, *tis beft to weigh 
The Enemy more mighty than he icems, 
So the Proportions of defence are fill’d: 
Which of a weak and nigardly projection, 
Doth like a Mifer fpoil his Coat, with {canting 
A little Cloth. 
King. Think we King Harry ftrong: 
And Princes, look, youftrongly arm to meet him. 
The Kindred of him hath been flefh’d upon us: 
And he is bred out of that bloody ftrain, 
That haunted us in our familiar Paths: 
Witnefs our too much memorable fhame, 
When Cref/y Battel fatally was ftruck, 
And all our Princes captiv’d, by the hand 
Of that black Name, Edward, black Prince of Wales 
Whiles that his Mountain Sire, on Mountain ftanding 
Upinthe Air, crown’d with the Golden Sun, 
Saw his Heroical Seed, and fmil’d_ to fee him 
Mangle the Work of Nature, and deface 
The Patterns, that by God arid by French Fathers 
Had twenty years been made. This isa Stem 
Of that Victorious Stock : and let us fear 
The Native mightinefs and fate of him. 
Enter a Meffenger. eos 
Méeff. Ambafladors from Harry, King of England, ~ 
Do crave admittance to your Majefty. * an 
King. Well give them 
Go, and bring them. 
You fee this Chafe is hotly followed, Friends. a 
Dolph, Turn head, and ftop purfuit : for coward D 
Mott {pend their mouths, when what they feem to threa 
Runs far beforethem. Good my Soveraign 
Take up the Exgl:jb fhort, and let them know © 
Of whata Monarchy you arethe Head: i tS 
Self-love, my Liege, isnotfo vileafig, = — 
As felf-neglecting. Ss ees eo 


Som—ngioe yal 


prefent Audience. 


Enter Exeter. 

King. From our Brother of England ? 

Exe. From him, and thus he greets your Majefty : 
He wills you in the Name of God Almighty, 
That you deveft your felf, and lay apart 
The borrowed Glories, that, by gift of Heaven, 
By Law of Nature, and of Nations, longs 
To himand to his Heires, namely the Crown; 
And all wide-ftretched Honors, that pertain 
By Cuftom, and the Ordinance of Times, 
Unto the Crown of France : that you may know 


_ |?Tis no finifter, nor no awk-ward Claim, 


Pick’t from the Worms-holes of long-vanifh’t days, 
Nor from the duit of old Oblivion rak’t, 

He fends you this moft memorable Line, 

| In every Branch truly demontftrative ; 

Willing you over-look this Pedigree: 

And when you find him evenly deriv’d 


| From his moft fam’d, of famous Anceftors, 


Edward the third; he bids you then refign 


_| Your Crownand Kingdom indirectly held 


From him, the Native and true Challenger. 
King. Or elfe, what follows? 


Even in your hearts, there willhe rake for it. 
Therefore in fierce Tempeft is he coming, 

In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a Yove: ° 
That if requiring fail, he will compell. 


\ And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 


Deliver up the Crown, and totake mercy 
| On the poor Souls for whom this hungry War 
Opens his vafty Jaws : and on your head 
| Turning the Widow’s Tears, the Orphans Crys, 
The dead-mens Bloods, the privy Maidens Groans 
| For Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Lovers, 
} That fhall be fwallowed in this Controverfie. 
‘This is his Claim, his threatning, and my Meflage; 
} Unlefs the Dolphin be in prefence here ; : 
To whom exprefly I bring greeting too. 

King. For us, we will confider of this further: 


3 | To morrow fhall you bear our full intent 


| Back to our Brother of England, 
| Dolph, For the Dolphin, : 
I ftand here for him : what to him from England? 


‘| Exe. Scorn and defiance, fleight regard, contempt, 


And any thing that may not mif-become 


_ | The mighty Sender, doth he prize youat. 


Thus fays my King : and if your Fathers Highnefs 
Do not, in grant of all Demands at large, 
Sweeten the bitter Mock you fent his Majefty ; 


| He’l call you to fo hot an Anfwer of it, 


That Caves and Womby Vaultages of France 


{Shall chide your Trefpafs, and return your Mock 


Tn fecond Accent of his Ordinance. 


|. Dolph. Say: if my Father tender fair return, 


Ttisagainit my will : for I defire 
Nothing but Odds with England, 


| To that end, as matching’ to his Youth and Vanity, 


I did prefent him with the Paris-Balls. 

Ex. He’lmake your Paris Louver fhake for it, 
Were it the Miftref§ Court of mighty Europe: 
And be affur’d, you"! find a diffrence, 
As we his Subjects have in wonder found, 
Between the promife of his greener days, 
And thefe he maftersnow: now he weighs Time 
Even to the utmoft Grain > that you hall read 
Inyour own Lofles, if he {tay in France. 

King, To morrow fhall you know our mind at full. 


mehere himfelf to gueftion our delay ; 
Forhe his footed in this Land already.. 


A Night isbut {mall breath, and little paufe 
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Exe. Bloody conftraint : for if you hide the Crown 


; : [, Flourih. 
Exe. Difpatch us with all fpeed, left that’our King 


King. You fhall be foon difpatcht, with fair Conditions. 


To anfwer matters of this confequence. [ Exéune. 


an a ee re 


Atlus Secundus. 


Enter Chorus. / 
Thus with imagin’d wing our fwift Scene flyes, 
Inmotion of no lefs celerity, than that of Thought. 
Suppofe, that you have feen 
The wel-appointed King at Dover Peer, 
Embark his Royalty.: and his brave Fleet, 
With filken Streamers, the young Phebus faining:, 
Play with your Fancies : and in them behold, 
Upon the Hempen Tackle, Ship-boys climbing ; 
Heart the fhrill Whiftle, which doth order give 
To founds confus’d ; behold the threaden Sails, 
Born with th’invifible and creeping VVind, 
Draw the huge Bottom’s through the farrcwed Sea, 
Brefting the lofty Surge. O, do butthink - 
You. ftand: upon the Rivage, and behold 
A Citie on th’inconftant Billows dancing; 
For fo appears this Fleet Majettical, 
Holding due courfe to Harflew, Follow, follow. 
Grapple your minds to fternage of this N avy, 
And leave your England as dead Mid-night, ftill, 
Guarded with Grandfires, Babies, and old VVomen, 
Either paft, or not atriy’d to pith and puiffance : 
For who is he, whofe Chin is but enricht 
V Vith one appearing Hair, that will not follow 
Thefe cull’d and choice-drawn Cavaliers to France ? 
VVork, work your Thoughts, and therein fee Siege : 
Behold the Ordnance on their Carriages, 
V Vith fatak mouths gaping on girded Harflem, 
Suppofe th’Embaflador from the French comes back, 
Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him 
Katharine his Daughter,and with her to Dowry 
Some petty and unprofitable Dukedoms. 
The offer likes not : and the nimble Gunner 
VVith Lynftock now the devilifh Cannon touches. 

[ Alarum, and Chambers go off. 

And down goes all before him, Still be kind, 
And echoutour performance with your mind, [ Exir, 


Enter the King, Exeter, Bedford, 2d Gloucefter. 
Alarum. Scaling-Ladders at Harflew. 


King, Once more unto the Breach, 
Dear Friends, once more; 
Or clofe the Wall up with our Englifh dead : 
In Peace, there’s nothing fo becomes a man, 
As modeft ftilnefs and humility : 
But when the blaft of War blows in our ears, 
Then imitate the action of the Tyger: 
Stiffen the finews, commune up the blood, 
Difguife fair Nature with hard-favour’d Rage : 
Then lend the Eye a terrible afpect : 
Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 
Like the Brafs Cannon, let the Brow o’rewhelin it, 
As fearfully, as doth a galled Rock 
O’re-hang and jutty his confounded Bafe, 
Swill’d with the wilde and waltful Ocean. 
Now fet the Teeth, and ftretch the Noftril wide, 
Hold hard the Breath, and bend up every Spirit 
To his fullheight. On, you Nobleft Exglifh, 
Whofe blood is fet from Fathers of War-poof ; 
Fathers, that like fo many Aleranders, 
Have in thefe parts from Morn till Even fought, 
And fheath’d their Swords for lack of argument, 
Difhonour not your Mothers : now attelt, 
That thofe whom you call’d Fathers, did beget you. 
Be Copy now to men of groffer blood, 


And teach them how to V Var. And you, good Yeomen, 


Whofe 
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were made in England ; fhew us here 
The. mettle of your Pafture - Ict us fwear, 
That you are worth your breeding, which [ doubt not: 
For there is none of you fo mean and bafe, 
That hath not Noble luftre in your Eyés. 
I fee you ftand like Grey-hounds in the flips, 
Straying upon the Start. The Game’s a-foot - 
Follow your Spirit; and upon this Charge, 
Cry, God for Harry, England, and St. George. 
[ Alarum, and Chambers go off. 


Whofe Limbs 


Enter Nim, Bardolph, Piftol, and Boy. 


Bard. On, on, on, on, on,to the Breach, to the Breach. 
Nim. ?Pray thee, Corporal, ftay, the Knocks are too 
hot :and for mine own part, Lhave not a Cafe of Lives: 
the humor of it is too hot, that is the yery plain-Song of it. 
Pift, The plain-Song is moft juft: for humors do a- 
bound :. Knocks go and come: God’s Vaflals drop and 
dye : and Sword and Shield, in bloody Field, doth win 
immortal Fame. : 
Boy. Would I were in an Ale-houfe in London, { would 
give all my Fame for a Pot of Ale, and fafety. 
Pift. And: if withes would prevail with me, my pur- 
pofe fhould not fail with me ; bat thither would I hye. 
Boy. As duly, but not as truly, as Bird doth fing on 
bough. 
. Enter Flucllen. 
Flu, Up to the breach, you Dogs 5 avant you Collions. 
Pift. Be merciful, great. Duke, to men of Mould, a- 
bate thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage; abate thy Rage, 
great Duke. Good Bawcock, bate thy Rage, ufe lenity, 
{weet Chuck. ‘ 
Nim. Thefe be good humors: your Honour wins bad 
humors. [ Exit. 
Boy. As young as1 am, I have obferv’d thefe three 
Swathers. 1am Boy to them all three, but all they three, 
though they would ferve me, could not be Man to me; 
for ‘indeed three fuch Antiques do not amount to a man: 
for Bardolph, he is white-liver’d, and red-fac’d ; by the 
| means whereof, a faces it out, but fights not: for Piftol, 
he hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword ; by the 
means whereof, a breaks Words, and keeps whole 
| Weapons : for Nim, he hath heard, that men of few 
| Words are the belt men, and therefore he fcorns to fay 
his prayers, left a fhould be thought a Coward: but his 
few bad Words are matcht withas few good Deeds ; for 
a never broke any man’s head but his own, and that was 
againit a Poft, when he was drunk. They will {teal any 
thing, and call it Purchafe. ‘Bardolph ftole a Lute-cafe, 
bore it twelve Leagues, and fold it for three half-Pence. 
| Nim and Bardolph are fworn Brothers in filching 5 and 
in Calice they’ {tole a fire-fhovel. J knew, by that piece 
of Service, the men would carry Coals. They would 
have me as familiar with men’s Pockets, as their Gloves 
or their Hand-kerchers: which makes much againft my 
Manhood, if I fhould take from another’s Pocket, to put 
into mine ; for it is plain pocketting up of Wrongs. | 
muft leave them, and feek fome better Service : their 
Villanie goes againft my weak {tomack, and therefore I 
mutt caft it up. (Exit. 
Enter Gower. 
Gower, Captain Fluellen, you muft come prefently to the 
Mines ; the Duke of Gloucefter would fpeak with you. 
Flu. To the Mines? Tell you the Duke, it is not fo 
good to come to the Mines: for look you, the Mines 
sre not according to the Difciplines of War; the Con- 
cavities of it is not fuficient : for look you, th’ athver- 
fary, you may difcufs unto the Duke, look you, is digt 
himfelf four yards under the Countermines : by Chefhu, 
I think a will plow up all, if there is not better dire- 
étions. ~” : 
Gower. The Duke of Gloucefter, to whom the Order 
of the Siege is given, is altogether directed by an Irifh 


that fal I marry. 


a) 


Fifth. 


man, a very valiant Gentleman, Pfaith. 
Welch. It is Captain Makrorrice, is it not ? 
Gower. I think it be. ; ee 
Welch. By Chefha he is an Afs, as in the World, I 
will verifie as much in his Beard’: he ha’s no more direétic | 
ons in the true difciplines of the Wars, look you, of the 
Roman difciplines, than is a Puppy-dog. ee 


Enter Makmorrice, avd Captain Jamy. |" 


Gower, Here a comes, and the’ Scors Captain, Captai 
Famy, with him. ; peat pe wi 
Welch. Captain Yamy is a marvellous valorous Gen- | 
tleman, that is certain, and of great expedition and 
ledge in th’aunchiant Wars, upon my particular kn 
ledge of his direétions, by Chefbw he will maintain 
Argument as wellas any Militarie man in the World 
the Difciplines of the priftine Warsof the Rom 
Scot. | fay gudday, Captain Fluellen, 
Welch. Goddento your Worfhip, good Captain ¥ 
Gomer. How now, Captain Aakenorrice, have you c 
the Mines? have the Pioners given o’re ? mee 
Trifh. By Chrith, Law, tif ill done : the Work if 
ovet, the Trompet found the Retreat. By my He 
fwear, and my father’s Soul, The Work ith ill 
it ih give over: 1 would have blowed up the 
fo Chrifh fave me, law, in an hour. O tifh ill doi 
iJ] done : by my Hand tifh ill done. ae 
_ Welch. Captaine Adakmorrice, 1 befeech ye 
will you vouchafe me, look you, a few difputations 
you, as partly touching or concerning the difciplines 
the War, the Roman Wars, in the way of Argum 
look you, and friendly. communication : partly 
{atisfie my Opinion, and partly for the fatisfaction, 
you, of my Mind, as touching the direction of the 
litary difcipline, that is the Point. f 7 
Scot. It fall be vary gud, gud feith, gud Captens bath, | 
and I fall quit you with gud leve, as] may pick eceafion; 


tay 
im 


Jrifh. It is no time to difcourfe, fo Chrifh fave me 
The day is hot, and the Weather, and the Wars, andt 
King, and the Duke : it is not time to difcourfe, the Tor 
is befeech’d : and the Trumpet calls us to the Breach, 
we talk, and by Chrifh do nothing, ’tis fhame for us 
fo God fa’me ’tis fhame to ftand itill, it is fhame by 
hand: and there is Throats to be cut, and Works t 
done, and there ifh nothing done, fo Chrift fa’me law 

Scot. By the Mes, ere theife eyes of mine take t 
felves ‘to flomber, ayle de gud fervice, or Ile lig 
grund for it, ay, or go to death: and Ile pay’t 
loroufly as I may, that fal 1 furely do, the br 
the Jong, marry, I wad full fain heard fome q 
tween you tway. 

Welch. Captain Adakmorrice, 1 think, look you, U 
your correction, ‘there is not many of your Nation 

Trifb, Of my Nation ?“ What ifh my Nation? 
Villain, and a Bafterd, and a Knave, and a Raftal ™ 
ifh my Nation ? Who talks of my Nation? a 

Welch. Look you, if you take the matter othe 
than is meant, Captain Adaknorrice, cradventt 
fhall think you do not ufe me with that affability, a1) 
difcretion you ought to ufe me, look you, being as good} 
a man as your*felf both ‘in the difciplines of War, and] 
in the derivation of my birth, and in other particulari i 4 

Jrifh. ¥ do net know you fo good a man as my a ie 
Chrifh fave me, I will cut off your head. oa 

Gower. Gentlemen both, you-will miftake each other. 

Scot. A, that’s a foul-fault. + A Pagl 

Gower. Fhe Town founds,a Parley. ‘ng al 

Welch. Captain Adakmorrice, ‘when there~ is mor 
better opportunity to.be required, look you, I will be 
bold as to tell you, I’know the diftiplines of War, 4 
there is an end. ‘ peo : [Exe 


Py 
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Seem froftie ? O, for the Honour of our Land, his hands. ae 
Let us not hang like roping Lficles Pift, Bardolph, a Souldier firm aud found of heart, and | 
Upon our Houles Thatch, whiles amore froftie People | of buxom valour, hath by cruel Fate, and giddy Fortunes} 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich Fields: furious fickle Wheel, that Goddefs blind, that ftands ree 
Poor we may call them, in their Native Lords. upon the rolling reftlefs Stone. ee 
Dolph, By Faith and Honour, Flu. By your patience auncient Piftol ; Fortune is ie 
Our Madams mock at us , and plainly fay, painted blind, with a Maffier afore his Eyes, to fignifie| 
Our Mettle is bred out, and they will give to you, that Fortune is blinds and the is painted alfo| — 
Their bodies to the Luft of Englifh Youth, witha Wheel, to fignife to you, which is the Moral of | 
To new-ftore France with Baitard Warriors. its that fhe is turning and inconftant, and mutability, and} 
Brit. Thy bid us to the Englifh Dancing-Schoels, variation : and her foot, look you, is fixed upona Sphe 
And teach Lavalta’s high, and fwift Carranto’s, | tical Stone, which rowles, and rowles, and rowles ; in} 
Saying, our Grace is onely in our Heels. | good truth, the Poet makes a moft excellent defcriptio 
And that we are moft lofty Run-aways. of it: Fortune is an excellent Moral. oe 
King. Where is Montjoy, the Herald ? fpeed him hence, Pift. Fortune is Bardolph’s Foe, and’ frowns on him :} 
Let him greet England with our fharp defiance. for he hath ftoln a Pax, and hanged muft a be : dam 
Up Princes, and with Spirit of Honour edged, death : let Gallows gape for Dog, let Man go free, and 
More {harper than your Swords, hie to the Field: let not Hemp his Wind-pipe fuffocate : but E-verer ha 
Charles Delabreth, High Conftable of France, given the doom of death for Pax of little price. There 
You Duke of Orleance, Burbon, and of Berry, fore go fpeak, the Duke will hear thy voice ; and let 
Alanfon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgondie, not Bardolph’s vital thread be cut with edge of Pena} 
Jaques Chatilion , Rambures, V audemont, a Cord, and vile reproach. Speak Captain for his Life, and 
Beaumont, Grand Pree, Rouffie, and Faulconbridge, { will thee requite. .” 
Loys, Leftrale, Bouciquall, and Charaloys, Flu. Auncient Piftol, 1 do partly underitand - 
High Dukes, great. Princes, Barons, Lords, and Kings: | meaning. ‘i 
For your great Seats, now quit you of great thames ; Pit. Why then rejoyce therefore. ; 
Bar Harry England, that {weeps through our Land Fin, Certainly Auncient, it is not a thing to rejoice 
With Penons painted in the blood of Harflew : for if, look you, he were my Brother, } would defirethe} 
Rufhon his Holt, as doth the melted Snow- Duke toufe his good Pleafure, and put him to Execution; 
Upon the Vallies, whofe low Vaflal Seat _ | for difcipline ought to be ufed. Be 
The Alpes doth fpit, and void his rhewm upon. Pift. Die, and be damn’d, and Figo for thy Friendhip. 
Go down upon him, you have Power enough, Flu, It is well. ate 5 
And in a Captive Chariot, into Roan Pift. The Fig of Spain. [ Exit. 
Bring him our Prifoner. Flu, Very good. i 
Conft. This becomes the Great. Gow. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit Rafcal, Le 
Sorry am I his numbers are fo few, member him now : a Bawd, a Cut-purfe. 
His Souldiers fick, and famifht in the March: Flu, Vie aflure you, a utt’red as prave words at 
For I am fure, when he fhall fee our Army, Pridge, as you fhall fee in Summers day : but ati 
He'll drop his Heart into the fink of Fear, : well : what he ha’s fpoke to me, that is well, I war 
And for Atchievment, offer us his Ranfom. you, when time is ferve. am 
King. Therefore Lord Conftable, hafte on AZntyoy, Gow, Why “tis a Gull, aFool, a Rogue, that now ind 
And let him fay to England, that we fend, _ | then goes to the Wars, to grace himtelf at his re 
To know what willing Ranfom he will give. into London, under the form of a Souldier, and_ 
Prince Dolphin, you fhall fay with usin Roan, | fellowsare perfit in the Great Commanders Names, 
Dolph, NotI, I do befeech your Majefty. they will learn you by rote where Services were don 
King. Be patient, for you fhall remain with us. at fuch and fuch a Sconce, at fucha Breach, at fucha 
| Now forth Lord Conftable, and Princes all ; | voy : who came off bravely, who was fhot, who 
And quickly bring us word of England’sfall. . Exeuat. gracd, what terms the Enemy ftood on ; and this 
. apse con perfitly in the phrafe of War, which they ttl 
Enter Captains, Welch, and Englifh, Gower, avd Fluellen, | up with new-tuned Oaths: and what a Beard of the Gi 
. nerals Cut, anda horrid Sute of the Camp, will doamon 
Gow, How now Captain Flvellen, come you from the foming Bottles, and Ale-wath’t wits, is wonderful yb 
Bridge? e ee thought on: but you muft learn to know fich fland 
Flu, 1 affare you, there is very excellent Services com- | the Age, or elfe you may be be marvelloufly miltoo 
mitted at the Bridge. Flu, \ tell you what, Captain Gower ; I do perc 
Gow. Isthe Dukeof Exeter fafe? is not the man that he would gladly make fhew 
Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as 4za- World he is: if J find a holein his Coat, I will rell him 
yiemnon, and a man thatl love and honour with my foul, | mind: hear you, the King his coming, aud | mult {peak 
and my heart, and my duty, and my live, and my living, | with him from the Pridge. ay aif 
and my uttermoft power. He isnot, God be praifed and ae 
blefled, any hurt, in the World, but keeps the Bridge’ ; 
mott valiantly, wich excellent difcipline.. There is an aun- Drum and Colours, Enter the Ki 
cient Lieutenant. there at the Bridge, 1 think in my very poor Souldsers, 
confcience he is as valiant a man as Mark, Anthony, and he . 
is aman of noeftimation inthe World, but I did fee him Flu, God plefs your Majefty. i ieee 
do as gallant fervice. . King. How now Fluellen, cam’{t thou from the Bridge 
Gow. What do you call him ? Flu. 1, fo pleafe your Majefty : The Duke of Ext 
Fix. He is call d’auncient Piffole., ; has very gallantly maintain’d the Pridge , the French 
Gow. 1 know him not. gone off, look you, and there is gallant and molt pra 
: __ Enter Piftol. paflages : marry, th’athverfary was have pofleffion of 
Fly, Here is the man. . Pridge, but he is enforced to retire, and the Duke. 
Piff, Captain, 1 thee befeech to do me favours : the | Excrer is Malter of the Pridge: I can tell your Majelty> 


 , 


ng and bia res 


Duke of Exerer doth love thee well. the Duke is a prave man. 
Flu, 1,1 praife God, and I have merited fome love at King. What men have you loft, Fluellen? 


fh! 


| Advantage is a better Souldier than Rafhnefs. Tell him, | Hermes, 


- {| Kingdom too faint a number ; and for our difgrace, his | bidding of a Monarch 
| own Perfon kneeling at our feet, but a weak and worthlefs | Homage. 


| And tell thy King, Ido not feek him now, to ride on : And for the World, familiar to us, and un- 
, | But could be willing. to march on to Calice, known, to Jay a part their particular Funétions > and 


- [Nor as we are, we fay, we will not fhun it : Conft. 1 could make as truea boaft as that, if I had a 
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Fix, The perdition of th’athverfay hath been very| And on to morrow bid them march away. [ Exeune. 
‘great, reafonable great : marry for my part, I think the ‘ 
Duke hath loft never a man, but one thatis like to be ex-| Enter the. Constable of France, the Lord Rambuts 
ecuted for Robbing a Church, one Bardolph, if your Maje- Orleans, Dolphin, with others. : 
fty know the man : his face is all bubukles, and whelks, and 


knobs, and. flames a fire, and his lips blows at his nofe, Conft. Tut,I have the beft Armour of the World: would 

and it is like a coal of fire, fometimes plew, and fometimes | it were day. 

red, but his nofe is executed, and his fire’s out. Orl. You have 2 
King. We would have all fuch offenders fo cut off, | have his due. 

and we. give exprefs charge, that in our Marches through Conff. It is the bet Horfe of Europe, 

the Country, there be nothing compell’d from the Villa. |” Orl, Willtit never be Morning ? 

es; nothing taken, but paid for: none of the French Dolph. My Lord of Orleance, and my Lord High 

upbraided or abufed in difdainful Language ® for when Conftable, you talk of Horfe and Armour ? 


Levity and Cruelty play for a Kingdom, the gentler} Or, You are as well provided of both, as any Prince in. 
Gamefter is the fooneft winner. the World. 


nm excellent Armour : but let my Horfe 


Tusket. Enter Mountjoy. Dolph. What a long Night is this ? I will not change. 
Afonntjoy. You know me by my habit. my Fiorfe with any that treads but on four patterns: 
King. Well then,I know thee : what {hall I know of thee ? | ch’ha : he bounds from the Earth, as if his exttrails were. 
Mount, My Matter?s mind. hairs : le Cheval volant, the Pegafus, ches les xarines de fH. 


King. Unfold. it. “ When I beftride him, I foar, bam 4 Hawk : he trots. 
Mountjoy. Thus fays my King : Say thou to Harry of | theair : the Earth fings, when he touches it :! the bafeft! 
England, Vhough we feem’d dead, we did but fleep:| horn of his hoof is more Mofical than the Pipé of 


we could have -rebuk’d him at Harflew, but that we| Ori. He's of the colour of the Nutmeg, 
thought not good to bruif an injury, till it were full ripe. | Dolph. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beaft 
Now we fpeak upon our Q. and our voice is imperial : | for Perfeus : he is Pure Air and Fire; and the dull Ele- 
England fhall repent his folly, fee his weaknefs, and | ments of Earth and Water never appear in him, but on« 
admire our fufferance. Bid him therefore confider of his | ly in patient ftilnefs while his Rider mounts him.» he 
Ranfom, which muft proportion the lofles we have | is indeed a Horfe, and all other Jades you may~call 
born, the Subjects we have loft, the difgrace we have | Beafts. ; 
digefted ; which in weight to re-anfwer, his pettinefs Cont, Indeed my Lord, it isa moft abfolute andex- 
would bow under. For our loffes, his Exchequer is too | cellent Horfe. ; 

poor ; for th’effufion of our blood, the Mutter of his Dolph, \t is the Prince of Palfrays, his Neigh is like the 


» and his Countenance enforces 


fatisfaction. To this add defiance : and tell him for con- Orl. No more, Coufin. 


clufion, he hath betrayed his Followers, whofe condein- Dolph. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from 


| Nation «is pronounc’d : So far my King and Mafter ; fo | the rifing of the Larkto the lodging of the Lanib, vary } 
| much my Office. ceferved praife on my Palfray : it isa Theme as fluent 

King. What is thy Name ? I know thy Quality. as the Sea : Turn the Sands into eloquent tongues, and 
Moun, Mountjoy, my Horfe is argument for them all : *tis a fubject for a 
King. Thou do’ft thy Office fairly. Turn thee back, Soveraign to reafon on, and for‘a Soveraigns Soveraign 


Without impeachment: for to fay the footh, wonder at him. I once writ 2 Sonnet in bis praife and 
| Though °tisno wifdom to confefs fo much began thus, Wonder of Nature. 

| Unto an Enemy of Craft and Vantage, Orleance. 1 have heatd a Sonnet begin fo to ones 
| My People are with ficknefs much enfeebled, Miltrefs. - 

4 My Numbers leflen’d : and thofe few | have, Dolph, Then did they imitate that, which I compos’d to 


| Almoft no better than fo many French ; my Courfer, for my Horfe is my Miftref, 
| Who when they were in health, I tell thee, Herald, Orl. Your Miftrefs bears well. 
|i thought, upon one pair of EnglihLegs Dolph. Me well, which is the prefcript praife and per- 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgive me, God, fection of a good and particular Miftreis, 
That I do brag thus; this your air of France Conft. Nay, for me thought yefterday your Miftrefs 
Hath blown that Vice in me. 1 muft repent : fhrewdly fhook your back. 
| Go therefore tell thy Mafter, here I am; Dolph, So perhaps did yours. 
My Raiffom is this frail and worthlefs Trunk $ Conf?. Mine was not bridled, 
Army, but a weak and fickly Guard : Dolph. O thenbelike fhe was old and gentle, and you 


Yet God before, tell him we will come on, rode likea Kerne of Ireland, your French Hofe off, and in 
Though France himfelf, and fuch another Neighbour you ftrait Stroflers. 

Stand in our way. There’s for thy labour, Mountjoy, Confit. You have good jud gement in Horfemanhip. 
Go bid thy Mafter well advife himfelf, Dolph. Be warn’d by me then : they that ride fo, and 
If we may pafs, wewill : if. webe hindred, ride not warily, fallinto foul Boggs : I had rather have 
We hall your tawny ground with your red blood my Horfe to my Miftrefs. ; 
Difcolour : and {0 Montjoy fare you well. Const, Thad as lieve have my MiftrefS.a Jade. . 


The fu of all our Anfwer is but this: Dolph. 1 tell thee; Conftable, my Miftref§ wears his 
We would not feek a Battel, as we are, own hair. : 


So tell your Matter. 


; eet Sow to my Miftrefg, 
Mount. \ {hall deliver fo : Thanks to your Highnefs. Dol, Le chien eft retourné a fon propre vomiffiment., ef. 
Glow. I hope they will not come Upon us now. la lewye lavee aw bourbier : thou mak it ufe of any thing. 
King. We are in Gods hand, Brother, not in theirs: | CorfP. Yet dol not ufe my Horfe for my Miftrefs, or 

March to the Bridge, it now draws toward night, any fuch Proverb, fo little kin to the purpofe, 
Beyond the River we?ll encamp our felyes, Ramb, My Lord Conftable, the Armour that I faw in 
~~ Kk 2 


your 
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your Tent to night, are thofe Stars or Suns upon it ? 

Conft. Stars» my Lord. 

Dolph, Some of them will fall to morrow, I hope. 

Conft. And yet my Sky fhall not want. 

Doiph.. That may be, for you bear a many fuperfluoufly, 
and ?twere more Honor fome were away. 

Conf, Ev’n as your Horfe bears your -praifes, who 
would trot as well, were fome of your brags dif- 
mounted. iid aE 

Dolph, Would I were able to load him with his defert. 
Will it never be day 2 I will trot to morrow a mile, and 
my way fhall be paved with Englifh Faces. 

Conjt. 1 will not fay fo, for fear I fhould be fac’t out 
of my way : but I would it were morning, for 1 would fain 
be about the Ears of the Englifh. 

Ramb. Who will go Hazard with me for twenty 
Prifoners ? 

Conjt. You muft firft go your felf to hazard, e’re you 
have them. 

Dolph, ’Tis Mid-night, Vle goarm my felf. 

Orl. The Dolphin longs for morning. 

Ramb. He longs to eat. the Exglifh. 

Cont. 1 think he will eat all he kills. 

Orl, By the white Hand of my Lady, he’s a gallant 
Prince. 

Conft. Sweat by her Foot, that fhe may tread out the 
‘Oath. . : : 
~/ Orleance. He 1S 
| France. gabe ; 

Conf. Doing ‘is activity, and he will {till be doing. 
~Orl> Be never did harm, that! heard of. — 

Conft. Nor will do none to morrow : he will keep that 
‘good Name ftill. ; a 
~ Orl. 1 know him-to be valiant. : 

Conf. 1 was told that, by one that knows him better 
than you. 

Orl, What’s he? 4 
~ Conft. Marry,he told me fo himfelf, 
‘not who knew it. | © : fat aes 
© Orleance. He needs not, it is no hidden virtue in him. 

4s Conft. By my faith, Sir, but it is: never any body faw 
Hit, but his Lacquey < tis 2 hooded Valour, and when it. 
appeats, it will bate. 9. — 8 
| Orl. Ill will never faid well. | 
Conf, 1 will cap that Proverb with, 
in friendfhip. 5; ee 

Orl, And I will take up that with, Give the Devil his due. 

Conft. Well plac’d : there ftands your Friend for the 
4 Devil: have at the very Eye of that Proverb with, A 
Pox of the Devil. eh ene 

Ori. You are the better at Proverbs, by how much a 
Fools Bolt is foon fhot. 

Conft. You have fhot over. 

Ori. ?Tis not the firft time you were over-fhot. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Meffen. My Lord high Conftable, the Englifh lye within 
fifteen hundred paces of your Tents. 

Conft. Who hath meatur’d the ground ? 

Mef, The Lord Grandpree. s 

Conft. A valiant and moft expert Gentleman. Would it 
were day. Alas poor sete of England : he longs not 
Dawning, as we do. es 
Bee Sat a brcenked and peevifh Fellow 1s this King 
of England, to mope with his fat-brain’d Followers fo far 
out of his knowledge. \ 

Conft. If the Englifh had any apprehenfion, they would 

ay. 

Set That they lack: for if their Heads had any in- 
_ | telleétual Armour, they could never wear any fuch heavy 

{ Head-pieces. 3 

1 Ramb. That Mland of England breeds very valiant 
Creatures ; their Maftiffs are -of unmatchable cou- 


( Exit. 


fimply the moft active Gentleman of 


and he faid he car’d 


There is flattery 


rage. ) piaek 
) Bled. Foolifh Curs, that run winking into the 
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mouth of a Ruffian Bear, and have their heads : 
like rotten Apples: you may as well fay, that’s a valian 
Flea, that dare to eat his brcakfaft on the Lip of 
Lyon. "i 
Conft. Juft, juft : and the men do fympathize with ¢ 
Maftifis, in robuftious and rough coming on, leavj 
their Wits with their Wives : and then give them great 
Meals of Beef, and Iron and Steel , they will cat like 
Wolves, and fight like Devils. 4 
Orl, 1, but thefe Englifh are fhrewdly out of Beef, 
Conft. Then fhall we find to morrow, they have only 
{tomachs teat, and none to fight. Now is it time toarm: 
come, fhall we about it ? aa | 
Orl. It is now two aClock: but let me fee, byten 
We {hall have each a hundred Englifhmen. 


[ Exevnt, 


Adus Tertius. 


Chorus. 


Now entertain Conjecture of a time, ae i 
When creeping, Murmur and the poring Dark = J 
Fills the wide Veflel of the Univerfe. _ EE ar 68 
From Camp to Camp, through the foul Womb of Night 
The Hum of either Army ftilly founds, Me Ni 
That the fixt Centinels almoft receive aie # 
The fecret Whifpers of each others Watch. 

Fire anfwers fire, and though their paly flames 

Each Battel fees the others umber’d face. ; 

Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaftful Neighs 4 
Piercing the Nights dull Ear : and from the Tents, im 
The Armourers accomplifhing the Knights, 
With bufie Hammers clofing Rivets up, z 
Give dreadful note of preparation. ge 
The Country Cocks do crow, the Clocks do towle : 

And the third Hour of drowfie Morning nam’d, ~~ 
Proud of their Numbers, and fecure in Soul, 
The confident and over-lufty French, 

Do the low-rated Exglifh play at Dice; 

And chide the creeple-tardy-gated Night, 

Whao like a foul and ugly Witch doth limp 

So tedionfly away. The poor condemned Engii{h, 

Like Sacrifices, by their watchful Fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The Mornings danger, and their gefture fad, 
Invefting lank-lean Cheeks, and War-worn Coats, 
Prefented them unto the gazing Moon 

So many horrid Ghofts. O now who will behold 

The Royal Captain of this ruin’d Band BE 
Walking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent; — 
Let him cry, Praife and Glory on his Head - eae 
For forth he goes, and vifits all his Hoft, Fi 
Bids them good morrow with a modeft Smile, a 
And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Countrymen — 
Upon this Royal Face there is no note, - 
How dread an Army hath enrounded him; 
Nor doth he dedicate one jot of Colour 

Unto the weary and all-watched Night : 

But frefhly looks, and over-bears Attaint, 

With chearful femblance, and fweet Majefty : 

That every Wretch, pining and pale before, ~ 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his Looks. 

A Largefs univerial, like the Sun, 

His liberal Eye doth give to every one, 

Thawing cold fear, that mean and gentle all 

Behold, as may unworthinefs define, 

A little touch of Harry in the Night, 

And fo our Scene muft to the Battel flie : 

Where, O for pity, we fhall much difgrace, 

With four or five moft vile and ragged foils 

( Right ill difpos’d, in brawl ridiculous } 

The Name of Agincourt, Yet fit and fee, 


€ 


es 


Rrriy: 


a Pift. Che vous la? 


eu Wee Wear caan Co. ee 


Enter the King, Bedford, and Gloucefter. 


King. Glofter, "tis true that we are in great danger, 
The greater therefore fhould our Courage be. 
Good morrow, Brother Bedford : God Almighty, 
There is fome foul of goodnefs in things evil, 
Would men obfervingly diftil it out. 

For our bad Neighbour makes us early ftirrers, 
Which is both healthful, and good husbandry. 
Befides, they are our outward Confciences, 
And Preachers to us all ; admonifhing, 

That we fhould drefs us fairly for our end. 
Thus may we gather Honey fromthe Weed, 


_| And make a Moral of the Devil himfelf. 


Enter Erpingham. 


Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham : 
A good foft Pillow for that good white Head, 
Were better thana churlith turf of France. 


Erping. Not fo my Liege, this Lodging likes me better, 
_| Since 1 may fay, now lye | like a King. 


King. ?Tis good for men to love their prefent pain, 
Upon Example, fo the Spirit is eafed : 
And when the Mind is quickned, out of doubt 
The Organs, though defunct and dead before, 
Break up their drowfie Grave, and newly move 
With cafted flough, and frefh celerity, 
Lend me thy Cloak, Sir Thomas : Brothers both, 
Commend meto the Princes in our Camp : 


‘| Do my Good morrow to them, and anon 


mo them all to my Pavilion, 
~ Glofter. We thall, my Liege. 
Erping. Shall 1 attend your Grace? 
King. No, my good Knight: 
Gowith my Brothers to my Lords of Exgland : 


ee Land my Bofom mutt debate a while, 
~~} And then I would no other company. 


3 Erping. The Lord in Heaven blefs thee, Noble Harry. 


[LExeunt, 


: : King. God a mercy old Heart, thou fpeak’ft chearfully. 


Enter Piftol. 


King. A Friend. 

Pit. Difcufs unto me, art thou Officer, or art thou 
bafe, common, and popular ? 

King. Tam Gentleman of a Company. 

Piff. TrayPft thou the puiflant Pike? . 

~ King. Even fo : what are you? 

Puff. As good a Gentleman, as the Emperour. 

King. Then you are better than the King. 

Pist, The King’s a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a 
Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Fift 
moft valiant : I kifs his dirty fhoo, and from heartftring I 
love the lovely Bully. What is thy Name ? 

King. Farry le Roy. : 

P. Le Roy? a Cornifh Name : art thou of Cornith Crew ? 

King. No, Lam aWelchman, 

Pift, Know thou Fluellen ? 

King. Ys =aeeee 

Pif. Tell him, Ple Knock his Leek about his Pate upon 


: S. Davies day. 


King. Do not youWear your Dagger in your Cap that 
day, left he knock that about yours. 

Pist. Art thou his Friend? 

King. And his Kinfman too, 

Pift. The Figo for thee then. 

Keng. I thank you : God be with you. 
P if My name is Piftol calPd. Eric. 
King. It forts well with your fiercenefs,. 

L Manet King. 
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Minding true things, by what their Mock’ries be. [ Exit. 


IOI 


Enter Fluellen and G ower. 


Gower, Captain Fluellen, 

Fiz, So, inthe Nameof Jefa Chrift, {peak fewer: it 
is the greateft admiration in the univer{al World when 
the true and auncient Prerogatifes and Laws of the Wars 
is not kept : if you would take the pains bne to examine 
the Wars of Pompey the Great, you thal] find, I Wartant 
you, that there is no tiddle taddle’, ‘not pibble babble 
in Pompeys Camp~: I warrant you, you fhall find the 
Ceremonies of the Wars, ‘andthe Cares of it, and the 
Forms of it, and the Sobriety of it, and the Modefty of 
it, to be otherwife. 

Gower. Why the Enemy 
Night. biest 4s 

Fix. If the Enemy is an 
ting Coxcomb ; is it meet, 
alfo, look you, be an Afs, and aF ool, and a prating Cox- 
comb, in your own confcience now ? 

Gow. I will fpeak lower, 

Flu. 1 pray you, and befeech you, that you will, 

King. Though it appear a little out of fafhion, 
There is much Care and Valour in this Welchman. 


is loud,’ your hear him all 


Afs and a Fool, and a pra- 
think you, that we fhould 


L Exit. 


Enter three Souldiers , John Bates, Alexander Court, and 
Michael Williams. 


Court. Brother Sohn Bates : 
which breaks yonder? 

Bates. 1 think it be : but we have no great caufe to 
defire the approach of day. 

Williams. We {ee yonder the beg inhing of the day, ‘but 
I think we fhall never ‘fee the end “ofits Who "goes, 
there ? : 

King. A Friend, 

Wil, Under what Captain ferve you ? 

King. Under Sir ohn Erpinghar, © ' 

Will. A good old Commander, and'a moft Kind Gen-' 
tleman : I pray you, what thinks he of our'eftate 2 ; 

King. Even as men wrack*t upon a Sand, that look to 
be wath’t off the next Tide. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the King? 

King. No: nor it is not meet he fhould’: for though 
I fpeak- it to you, I think the King is but’a man, asl am: 
the Violet fmells to him, as it doth to mie 5 the Element 
fhews to him, as it déth to me; all his fenfes have but 
humane Conditions : his Ceremonies laid by, in his Na- 
kednefs he appears but aman ; and though. his aff ions 
are higher mounted than ours, yet when they ftoop, they 
ftoop with the like wing : therefore, when he feces reafon 
of fears, as we do; his fears, out of doubt, be of the fame 
relifh as ours are : yet in reafon, no man fhould poflefs 
him with any appearance of fear ; left he, by thewing it, 
fhould dishearten his Army. 

Bates. He may thew what outward courage he will: 
but, I believe as colda Night as tis; he could wihh him- 
felfin Thames up to the Neck ; and fo | would he were, 
and I byhim, at all adventures, fo we were quit here. 

Keng. By’my troth, I will {peak my confcience of the 
King : I think he would not with himielf any where, but | 
where he is. ; a 

Bates, Then would he were here alone ; fo fhould’ he be 
fure to be ranfomed, anda many poor mens lives faved... _ 

King. 1 dare fay, you love him not fo ill, to with hith 
here alone :  howfoever you {peak this to feel other 
mens minds, methinks 1 could not dye any where fo 
contented, as in the Kings company: his ‘Caufe being juft, 
and his Quarrel honorable. ; 

Will. That’s more than we know. 

Bates. 1, Or more than we fhould feck after ; for we 
know enough, if we know we are the King’s Subjects : 
if his Caufe be wrong, our Obedience to the King wipes 
the Crime of it out of us. 
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is not that the Morning, 


Williams. 


1O2 


Williams. But if the Caufe be not good, the King him- 
{elf hath a heavy Reckoning to make, when all thofe 
Legs, and Arms, and Heads chop’t off in a Battel, fhall 
joyn together at the latter day, and cry all, We dyed 
at fach a place, fome fwearing, fome crying for a Sur- 
geon ; fome upon their Wives left poor behind them ; 
fome upon the Debts they ow, fome upon their Chil- 
dren rawly left : I am afear’d, there are few die well, 
that die in Battel : for how can they charitably difpofe 
of any thing, when Blood is their argument ? Now, if 
thefe men do not die well, it will bea black matter for 
the King, that led them to it; whom to difobey, were 
againitall: proportion of fubje¢tion. 

King. So, if a Son, that is by his Father fent about 
Merchandize, do finfully mifcarry upon the Sea ; the im- 
putation of his wickednefs, by your Rule, fhould be im- 
pofed upon his Father, that fent him : or ifa Servant, un- 
der his Mafter’s command, tranfporting a fum of Mo- 
ney, be aflailed by Robbers, and die in many irreconcil’d 
Iniquities; you may call the bufinefS of the Mafter the 
Anthor of. the Servants damnation : but this is not fo, 
The King is not bound to anfwer the particular endings 
of his Souldiers, the Father of his Son, nor the Mafter 
of hisServant ; for they purpofe not their Death, when 
they purpofe their Services. Befides, there is no King, be 
his Caufe never fo fpotlefs, if it come to the arbitre- 
ment of Swords, can try it out with all unfpotted Soul- 
diers : fome (peradventure ) have on them the guilt of 
premeditated and contrived Murther 3 fome, of begui- 
ling Virgins with the broken Seals of Perjury ; fome, 
making the Wars their bulwark, that have before go- 
red the gentle Bofom of Peace with Pillage and Robbe- 
ric. Now if thefe men have defeated the Law, and out- 
run Native punifhment ; though they can out-ftrip men, 
they have no wings to flie from God. War is his Bea- 
dle, War is his Vengeance : fo that here men are pu- 
nifh’t, for before breach of the Kings Laws, in now 
the Kings Quarrel : where they feared the death, they 
have born life away ; and where they would be fafe, 
they perifh, Then if they die unprovided, no more is 
the King guilty of their damnation, than he was before 
guilty of thofe Impietics, for the which they are now 
vifited. Every Subjects Duty is the Kings, but every 

| Subjects Soul is his own, Therefore fhould _ every 
Souldier in the Wars, as every fick man in his Bed, 
wath every Moth out of his Confcience : and dying fo, 
Death is to him advantage ; or not dying, the time 
was blefledly loft, wherein fuch preparation was gained ; 
and in him that efcapes, it were not finto think, that 
making God fo free an offer, he let him outlive that 
day, to fee his Greatnefs, and to teach others how they 
fhould prepare. 

Will. *Tis certain, every man that dyes ill, the ill is 
upon his own head, the King is nct to anfwer for it. 

Bates. 1 do not defire he fhould anfwer for me, and 
yet I determine to fight luftily for him. 

King. 1 my felf heard the King fay, he would not be 
ranfom’d. 

Will. 1, he faid fo, to make us fight chearfully: but 
when our throats are cut, he may be ranfom’d, and we 
ne’re the witer. 

King. If I live to 
after. y : , 

will. You pay him then : that’s a perilous fhot our 
of an Elder-Gun, that a poor and private difpleafure can 
do again{t a Monarch : you may as well go about to 
turn the Sun to Ice, with fanning in his Face with a 
Peacocks Feather : boii never truft his word after ! 

ris a foolifh faying. 
so Tost reproof is fomething too round, B fhould 
am angry wich you, if the time convenient. 

Will. Let it be a Quarrel between us, if you live. 

King. 1 embrace it. ; 

Will. How fhall 1 know thee again ? 


fee it, 1 will never truft his word 
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King. Give me any Gage of thine, andl willwear it | 
in my Bonnet: Then if ever thou dar’ ft acknowledge it, 
I will make it my Quarrel. 

Will. Here’s my Glove : 

King. There. 


Give me another of thine, 
Will. This will I alfo wear in my Cap: if ever thoy 
come to me, and fay, after to morrow, This is my Glove 
by this Hand I will give thee a box on the ear. ; 

King. lf ever | live to fee it, I will challenge it. 

Will. Thou dar{t as well be hang?d. 

King. Well. 1 will do it, though I take thee in the 
King’s company. 

Will. Keep thy word ; fare thee well. 

Bates. Be Friends, you Englifh Fools, be Friends, we 
have French Quarrels enow, if you could tell how to 
reckon. 

Exeunt Souldiers. 


King. Indeed the French may lay twenty French 
Crowns to one, they will beat us, for they bear them 
on their fhoulders : but it is no Exphfh Treafon to cut 
French Crowns, and to morrow the King himflf will 
be a Clipper. ‘ 

Upon the King, let us, our Lives, our Souls, 

Our debts, our careful Wives, 

Our Children, and our Sins, lay on the King; 

He muft bear all. 

O hard Condition, twin-born with Greatnefs, 
Subjeét to the breath of every Fool, whofe fenfe: 

No more can feel, but his own wringing. 

What infinite heart-eafe muft Kings neglect, 

That private men enjoy ? 

And what have Kings, that Privates have not too, 
Save Ceremony, fave general Ceremony ? 

And what art thou, thou Idol Ceremony ? 

What kind of God art thou ? that fuffer?{t more 

Of mortal griefs, than do thy Worfhippers, 

What are thy Rents ? what are thy’ Comings in ?~ 
O Ceremony, fhew me but thy worth, 

What ? is thy Soul of Adoration ? 

Art thou ought elfe but Place, Degree, and Form, 
Creating aw and fear inother men ? 

Wherein thou art lefs happy, being fear’d, 

Than they in fearing. 

What drink’ft thou oft, in ftead of Homage {weet, 
But poifon’d flattery ? O, be fick, great Greatnefs, © 
And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure. 

Thinks thou the fiery Feaver will go out 

With titles blown from Adulation ? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 
Can’ft thou, when thou command"ft the beggars knee, 
Command the health of it ? No, thou proud Dream, 
Thou play’ft fo fubtilly with a King’s Repofe, 

I am a King that find thee: and! know, 

Tis not the Balm, the Scepter, and the Ball, 
The Sword, the Mace, the Crown Imperial, 
The enter-tiflued Robe of Gold and Pearl, 
The farfed Title running fore the King, 

The Throne he fits on : nor the Tide of Pomp, 
That beats upon the high fhoar of this World: 
No, not all thefe, thrice-gorgeous Ceremonies, 
Not all thefe, laid in bed Majeftical, 

Can fleep fo foundly, as the wretched Slave : 
Who witha body fill’d, and vacant mind, 

Gets him to reft, cramm’d_ with diftrefsful bread, - 
Never fees horrid Night, the Child of Hell: 
But like a Lacquey, from the Rife to Set, 

Sweats in theeye of Phebus , and all night 
Sleeps in Ely/imm: next day after dawn, 

Doth rife and help Hyperion to his Horfe, 

And follows fo the ever-running year 

With profitable labour to his Grave : 
And but for Ceremony, fuch a Wretch, 
Winding up Days with toyl, and Nights with fleep, 


Had ‘a 


a. 


Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King. 

The Slave, a Member of the Countries peace, 

Enjoys it: butin grofs brain little wots, 

What watch the King keeps, to maintain the peace ; 
Whofe hours the Peafant beft advantages, 


Enter Erpingham. 


Erp. My Lord, your Nobles 
Seek through your Camp to find you. 
King. Good old Knight, collect them all together,, 
At my Tent: Ple be before thee. 
Erp. I fhall do’t, my Lord. } 
King. O God of Battels, fteel my Souldiers hearts, 
Poflefs them not with fear: Take from them now 
The fenfe of reck’ning of the oppofed numbers : 
Pluck their hearts from them, Not to day, O Lord, 
O not to day, think not upon the fault, 
My Father made, in compalling the Crown. 
I Richara’s Body have interred new, 
And on it have beftowed more contrite tears, 
Than from it iffued forced drops of Blood. 
Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 
Who twice a day their wither’d hands hold up 
| Toward Heaven, to pardon blood: 
And I have built two Chauntries, 
Where the fad and folemn Priefts fing ftill 
For Richard’s Soul. More will I do: 
Though all that I can do, is nothing worth; 
Since that my Penitence comes after all, 
Imploring Pardon. 
Enter Gloucefter, 
Glonc. My Liege. : 
King. My Brother Gloucefter’s voice ? 
I know thy errand, | will go with thee: 


Emer the Dolphin, Orleance, Ramburs, 
and Beaumont. 


Orleance. The Sun doth 
Lords. 


Dolph. Monte Cheval: My Horfe, Valet Lacquay: Ha || 


| Ort. Oh brave Spirit! 

| Dolph. Via les ewes & terre. 
Orl, Rien: puis le air-& feu, 
Dolph, Cien, Coufin Orleance, 

Now my Lord Conftable ? 


Conft, Heark how. our Steeds for prefent fervice 


, | neigh. 


That their hot blood may fpin in Englifh eyes, 
And doubt them with fuperfluous courage : ha. 


How fhall we then behold their natural tears ? 
4) 


) Enter Meffenger. 
. \ 


ms Do but behold yond and ftarved Band, 
And your fair thew thal fuck away their Souls, 
a os them but the fhales and husks of men. 
Thete is not work enough for all our hands, 
dh Scarce blood enough in all’ their fickly Veins,, 
f Togive each naked Curtle-ax a ftain, 
That our French Gallants fhall to day draw out, 
And fheath for lack of fport. Let us but blow on them. 
‘The vapour of our Valour will o’re-turn them. 
Tis pofitive *gain{t all exception, Lords, 
| That our fuperfiuous Lacquies, and our Peafants, 
— | Who in unneceflary action fwarm 
_ |About our Squares of Battel, were enow 
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jealous of your abfence, 


[ Exit. 


The day, my Friend, and all things ftay for me:[Exenne. 


gild our Armour, up, my 


[Enter Conftable, 


Dolph, Mount them, and make incifion in their. Hides, 


Ram, WW hat; will you have them weep our Horfes blood ? 


. Meffinger. The Englifh are embattePd, you French 
ecrs, 


th Conft. ToHorfe, you gallant Princes, ftreight to Horfe. 


Nor careI, who doth feed upon my coft : 

{ It yerns me not, if men my Garments wear ; 
Such outward things dwell notin my defires, 
But if it be a fin to covet Honour, 
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To purge this Field of fuch a hilding Foe ; 
hough we upon this Mountains Balis by, 

Took ftand for idle fpeculation : 
But that our Honours mutt not. What’s to fay ? 
A very little little let us do, 
And all is done : then let the Trumpets found 
The Tucket Somuance, and the Note to mount : 

or our approach fhall fo much dare the Field, 
That England fhall conch down’ in fear, and yeild. 

Enter Graundpree. 

Graund. Why do-you {tay fo long, my Lords of France? 
Yond Ifland Catrions, defperate of their Bones, 
Ill-favour’dly become the Morning Field: 

Their ragged Curtains poorly are let loofe, 

And our air fhakes them pafling fcornfiully. 

Big dors feems banqu’rout in their begger’d Holt, 

And faintly through a rufty Bever peeps, 
The Horfemen fit like fixed Candlefticks, 
With Torch-ftaves in their hand : and the 
Lod down their heads, drooping the hide and hips : 
The Gum down roping from their pale-dead eyes, 
And in their pale dull Mouths the Jymold Bitt 
Lyes foul with chaw’d grafs, {till and motionlefs, 
And their Executors, the knavith Crows, 

Flye o’re them all, impatient for their hour. 
Defcription cannot fuit it {elf in words, 

To demonftrate the Life of fich a Battel, 

In life fo livelefs, as it thews it felf. 

Conft. They have {aid their Prayers, 

And they ftay for death. 

Dol. Shall we go fend them Dinners, and frefh Sutes, 
Aud give their faiting Horfes Provender, 

And after fight with them ? 

Conft. I ftay but for my Guard: on 
To the Field, I will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 
And ufe it for my hatte. Come, gome away, 

The Sun is high, and we out-wear the day. 


ir poor Jades 


[Exeunt. 


Enter Gloucefter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham with 
all his Hoff: Salisbury, and Weftmerlaud: . 


Glonceft. Where is the King ? 
Bedf. The King himfelf is rode to view their Battel. 


Weft. Of fighting men they haue full threefcore thou- 
d 


fand. 

Exe, There’s five to one, befides they all are freth, 

Salish. Gods Arm ftrike with us,’tis a fearful odds. 
God buy? you Princes all ; le to my Charge: 

If we no more meet, *till we meet in Heaven ; 
Then joyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford, 

My dear Lord Glouceffer, and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind Kinfinan, Warriors all, adieu. 

Bed. Farewel, good Salisbury, and good luck go with 
And yet I do thee wrong, to mind thee of it, [thee; 
For thou art fam’d of the firm truth of Valour, 

Exe. Farewel, kind Lord : fight valiantly to day, 

Bed. He is as full of valour as of kindnefs, 
Princely in both. 

Exter the King, 


Weft. O that we now had here 
But one ten thoufand of thofe men in England, 
That do no work to day. 

King, What’s he that withes fo ? 
My Coufin Weftmerland. No, my fair Coufin: 
If we are markt to die, we are enow 
To do our Countrey lof$: and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater fhare of Honour. 
Gods will, I pray thee with not one man more, 
By ‘ove, I am not covetous for Gold, — 


——— 
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Iam the moft offending Soul alive. 

No ?faith, my Couze, wish not a man from England : 

God’s peace, I would not lofe fo great an Honour, 

As one man more me-thinks would fhare from me, 

For the beft hop 

Rather proclaim it ( Weftmerland ) through my Hott ; 

That he which hath no ftomack to this Fight, 

Let him depart, his Pafport fhall be made, 

And Crowns for Convoy put into his Purfe : 

We would not dic in that man’s company , 

That fears his fellowhhip, to die with us. 

This day ,is call’d the Fealt of Crifpian : 

He that out-lives this day, and comes fafe home, 

Will ftand a tip-toe when this day is named, 

And rowze him at the Name of Crifpian + 

He that fhall fee this day, and live old age, 

Will yearly on the Vigil feaft his Neighbours, 

And fay to morrow is Saint Crifpian : 

‘| -Then will he ftrip:his fleeve, and fhew his Scars : 

Old men forget; yet all fhall not be forgot: — 

But he’ll remember, with advantages, 

What feats he did that day. Then fhall out Names, 

Familiar in his mouth as houfhold words, : 

Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, 

Warwickand Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucefter, 

Be in their flowing Cups frefhly remembred. 

This ftory fhall the good man teach his Sons 

And Crifpine Crifpian fhall ne’re go by> 

From this day to. the ending of the World, 

But we in it fhall be remembred ; 

We few, we happy few, we band of Brothers : 

For he to day that fheds his blood with me, 

Shall be my Brother : be he ne’re fo vile, 

This day fhall gentile his condition. 

And Gentlemen in England now a-bed, 

Shall think themfelves accurs’d they were not here ; 

‘And hold their Manhoods cheap, whiles any fpeaks> 

That fought with us upon Saint Crifpian’s day. 
Enter Salisbury. ; 

Sal, My Soveraign Lord, beftow your felf with fpeed : 
The French are bravely in their Battels fet, 
And will with all expedience charge on Us. 

King, All things are ready, if our minds be fo. — 

Weft. Perifh the man, whofe mind is backward now. 


King. Thou do’ft not wifh more help from England, | 4 


Couze ? 
Weft. God will, my Liege, would youand I alone, 
Without more help could fight this Royal Battel. 
King. Why now thou haft unwitht five thoufand men : 
Which likes me better, than to wifh us one. 
You know your places : God be with you all. 


Tucket. Enter Montjoy. 


Mon. Once more I come to know of thee, King Harry, 
If for thy Ranfom thou wilt now compound, 
Before thy moft aflured Overthrow : 
For certainlv, thou art fo near the Gulf, 
Thou needs muft be englutted. Befides, in mercy 
The Conttable defires thee, thou wilt mind 
Thy Followers of Repentance 4 that their Souls 
May make a peaceful and a fweet Retire 
Crom off thefe Fields:where (Wretches) their poor Bodies 
Muft lye and fefter. 
King. Who hath fent thee now ? 
Mon. The Conftable of France. 
Kinz, 1 pray thee bear my former Anfwer back: 
Bid them atchieve me, and then fell my Bones. 
Good God! why fhould they mock poor Fellows thus ? 
The man that once did fell the Lyon’s skin 
While the beaft liv’d, was kil?d with hunting him. 
And many of our Bodies fhall no doubt 
“ind Na‘ive Graves: upon the which, I tr uft 
shall witne(s live in Brafs of this days work. 
And thofe that leave their valiant, Bones in Frances 


2 | have. O, do not wifh one more : 


man? what is thy Name ? difcufs. 


firk. 


Dying like men, though buried in your Dunghills, [| 
They fhall be fam’d: for there the Sun fhall greet them, } 
And draw their Honours reeking up to Heaven, =~ in 


Leaving their earthly parts to choak your Clime, | i. 


The finell whereof fhall breed a Plague in France, 
Mark then abounding valour in our Englifh: 
That being dead, like to the Bullets graling, 
Break out into a fecond courfe of miichief, 
Killing in relapfe of Mortality. 

Let me fpeak proudly: Tell the Conftable, 
Weare but Warriors for the working day : 
Our GaynefS andour Gilt are all be-fmircht 
With rainy Marching in the painful Field. 
There’s not a picce of Feather in our Hof; 
Good argument (1 hope) we will not flie- 
And time hath wornus into flovenry. 

But by the Mafs, our hearts are in the trim : 
And my poor Souldiers tell me, yet ere night, 
They’le be in frefher Robes, or they will pluck 
The gay new Coats o’re the French Souldiers hea 
And turn them out of fervice. If they do this, 


As if God pleafe, they fhall,; my Ranfom then — 
Will foon be levyed. 

Herald, fave thou thy labour : : 
Come thou no more for Ranfom, gentle Herald 
They fhall have none, I fwear, but thefe my Joy. 
Which if they have as I will leave um them, ~ 


thee well: 
Exit 


Shall yield them little, tell the Conftable. 
Mon. \ fhall, King. Harry. And fo fare 
Thou never fhalt hear Herald any more. | 
King. 1 fear thou wilt once more-come again for z 
Ranfom. ae =. 
Enter York. 5 i: 
York. My Lord, moft humbly on my kneel beg — 
The leading of the Vaward, ae 
_. King. Take it, brave York. 
Now Souldiers march away 5 g 
And how thou pleafeft, God, difpofe the day. LEx¢ st 


Alarum. Excurfions. 


Enter Piftol, French Souldier, Boy. 


Pift. Yield Cur. a 
French. Ie penfe que vons eftes le Gentil-home de bone 
nalité. Be 
Pift. Quality calmy cufture me. Art thou a Gentk 


French. O Seigneur Dien, 

Pift. O Signicur Dewe fhould be a Gentleman: 
pend my words O Signieur Dew, and mark : O Sign 
Dewe, thou dyeft on point of Fox, except O Sign 
thou do give to me egregious Ranfom. 

French, O prennex mifericorde ayex. pitie de moy. 

Pift. Moy hall not ferve, 1 will have forty Mo 
for I will fetch thy rym out at thy Throat, in dr 
of Crimfon blood. as 

French, Ejt-il impoffibile aefchapper la force de tom ase 

Pift. Brafs, Cur? thou damned and luxurious Mou) 
tain Goat, offer’ft me Brafs ? 

French. O pardonne moy. “ee 

Pift, Say’ft thou me fo? is that a Ton of Moyes 
Come hither Boy, ask me this Slave in French W. 
his Name. 

Boy, Efcoute comment eftes vous appellé ? 

French, Monfieur le re. pi 

Boy. He fays hisname is Mr. Fer. “ 

Pit. Mr. Fer: Ple fer him, and firk him, and fet 
him: difcufs the fame in Frevch unto him. _ ; 
Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and ferret, # 


Pift, Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat. 
French, Que dit-il Monfieur ? om 

_ Boy. Il me commande de vous dive que vous v 

niex preft, car ce foldat icy eft difpofee tour ap 


- 


_ | Reproach, and everlafting fhame 
| Sits mocking in our Plumes. [A fhort Alarum, 
10 mefchante fortune, do not run away. 


| ner aucun prifonnier : meant moins pour les efcus que vous 


eer frine Signenr a? Angleterre. 


| valour than this roaring Devil i’th’ old Play, that every 
jone may pair his nails with a wooden dagger, and they 


any thing adventuroufly. I muft ftay with the Lackies, 
j with the luggage of our Camp, the French might have a 


{good prey of us, if he knew of it, for there is none to 
- | guard it but Boys. peer. 


Be thefe the Wretches that we play’d at Dice for? 


{But alPs not done, yet keep the French the Field. . 
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Exe. The D. of York commends him to your Majefty. 
King. Lives he, good Uncle: thrice within this hour 
I faw him-down : thrice up again, and fighting, . 
From Helmet to the Spur all Blood he was. 
Exe. In which array (brave Souldier) doth he lye, 
Larding the plain: and by his bloody fide, 
| (Yoak-fellow to his Honour-owing wounds) 
The Noble Earl of Suffolk, alfo lyes. 
Suffolk firft dyed, and York all hagled over 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay infteeped, 
And takes him by the Beard, kiffes the gafhes 
That bloodily did yawn upon his face. 
He crys aloud: Tarry my Coufin Suffolk, 
My Soul fhall thine keep company to Heaven : 
Tarry (fweet Soul) for mine, then flye a-breaft : 
As in this glorious and well-foughten Field 
We kept together in our Chivalry. 
Upon thefe words I came, and cheer’d him Up, 
He fmil’d me in the Face, caught me his Hard, 
And with a feeble gripe, fays, Dear my Lord, 
Commend my fervice to my Soveraign ; 
So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck 
He threw his wounded Arm, and kift his lips: > 
And fo efpeus’d to death, with blood he feal’d 
A Teftament of Noble-ending-Love : 
The pretty and {weet manner of it forc’d 
Thote waters from me, which I would have ftop’d, 
But I had not fo much of man in me, 
And all my Mother came into mine Eyes, 
And gave me up to Tears. 
King. blame you not, 
For hearing this I muft perforce compound 
With mixiful Eyes, or they will iffue too. [Alarum, 
But heark, what new alarum is this fame ? 
The French have re-enforc’d their fcatter’d men = 
Then every Souldier kill his Prifoners, 
Give the word through. 


105 


couper voftre gorge. 

Dip. Set rigpele gorge parmafoy pefant, unlefs 
thou give me Crowns, brave Crowns, or mangled {halt 
thou be by this my Sword. | 

French, O Ie vous fupplie pour P amour de Dies: me 
pardonner, Ie fuis Gentilhome de bonne maifon, gar de ma 
| vie, & Fe vous donner ay deux cents efcus, 

Pift, What are his words? 

Boy. He prays you to fave his life, he is a Gentleman 
of a good houfe, and for his Ranfom he will give you two 
hundred Crowns. 

Pift. Tell him my fury fhall abate, and I the Crowns 
will take. el 
French. Petit Monfieur que dit-ill ? 

Boy. Encore quwil eft contre fon Furement., de pardon- 


luy promittez., sb eft content de vous donner la liberté de 
franchife, 
Fre.Sur mes genoux ie voux donne milles remerciement, 
& ie me eftime heureux qui ie ne tombe entre les mains 
@un Chevalier, ie penfe le plus brave, valent, & tres de. 


Piff. Expound unto me, Boy. 

Boy. He gives you upon his knees a thoufand thanks, 
and efteems himfelf happy, that he hath fal’n into the 
hands of one (as he thinks) the moft brave, valorous, and 
thrice-worthy Signeur of England. 

Pit. As 1 fuck blood, 1 will fome mercy thew. Fol- 
low me. 

Boy. Suave vous le grand Capitain |. | 
I did never know fo woful a voice iffue from fo empty a 
heart: but the Song is true, the empty veflel makes the 
greateft found. Bardolf and Nim had ten times more 


‘are both hang’d, and fo would this be, if he durit fteal 


Adtus Quartus, 


Enter Fluellen, avd Gower, 


Enter Conftable, Orleance, Burbon, Dolphin, 
ana Ramburs. 


Con. O Diable. ; 
Orl.O Signeur le jour & perdia, toute & perdie. 
Dol. Mort Diew ma vie, all is confounded, all, 


Flu, Kill the poyes and the luggage, *Tis exprefly 
againit the Law of Arms, ’tis as arrant a piece of Knave- 
ry, mark you now, as can be offert in your Confcience 
now, is it not? 

Gow, ?Tis certain, there’s not a Boy left alive, and the | 
Cowardly Rafcals that ran away from the Battel, ha’ don 
this Slaughter : befides, they have burned and carried a- 
way all that was in the King’s Tent, wherefore the King 
moft worthily hath caus’d every Souldier to cut his Pri- 
foner’sthroat. O tis a gallant King. 

Flu, 1, he was porn at Afonmouth, Captain Gower ; 
what call you the Town’s name, where Alexander the 
pig was born ? 

Gow. Alexander the Great, 

Fine, Why I pray yon, is not pig, great? The pig, or 
the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magna- 
nimous are all one reckonings, fave the phrafe isa little 
variations. : 

Gow. I think Alexander the Great was born in 
Macedon, his Father was called Philip of Afacedon, as 1 
take it. : 

Fin, 1 think it is in A4seedon, where Alexander is 
porn: I tell you Captain, if you look in the Maps of 
the Orld, I warrant you fall find in the comparifons be- 
tween Aacedon and Monmouth, that the ficuations, look 
you, is both alike. There isa River in Macedon,and there 
is alfo moreover a River at Adonmouth, it is: call’d Wye at 
Monmouth ; bat it is out of my prains, what is the name 
of the other River, but ’tis all one, ’tis alike as my Fingers 
is to my Fingers, and there is Salmons in both, ih dea 


Con. Why, all our Ranks are broke. 
Dol. O perdurable fhame, let’s ftab our felves : 


Orl, Is this the King we fent to, for his Ranfom? 
‘Bur, Shame, and eternal fhame, nothing but thame, 
Let us flye in once more back again, 
And he that will not follow Burbon now, 
Let himgo hence, and with his Cap in hand 
Like a bafe Pander, hold the Chamber-door, 
Whillt by a bafe Slave, no gentler than my Dog, 
His faireit Daughter is contaminated. 
Con, Diforder, that hath fpoyl’d us, Friend us now, 
Let us on heaps go offer up our lives. 
Ori. We are cnow yet living in the Field, 
To fimother up the Exglifh in our Throngs 
If any order might be thought upon. 
Bur, The Devil take Order now, Ile to the throng ; 
Let Life be fhort, el{e fhame will be too long. = [Exut. 


Alarum, Enter the King and his Train, 
with Prifoners, 


King. Well have we done, thrice valiant Countrymen, 


= : _ eee s SS 
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mark Alexanders life well, Harry of Monmouth’s life is 
come after it indifferent well, for there is Figures in all 
things. Alexander, God knows, and you know, in his 
lrages, and his furies, and his wraths, and his cholers, and 
‘his moods, ‘and his difpleafures, and his indignations, 
land alfo being a little intoxicates in his prains, did in 
‘his Ales and his angers, (look you) kill his beft Friend 
| Clytus. 

| Cis Our King is not like him in that he never kill’d 
lany!of his Friends. 

Flu, It is not well done (mark you now ) totake the 
‘tales out of my mouth, e’re it is made and finifhed. | fpeak 
but in the Figures, and Comparifons of it: as Alexander 
skill’ his Friend Clytus, being, in his Ales and his Cups ; fo 
alfo Harry Monmouth being in his right wits, and his 
good judgemtents, turn’d away the fat Knight with the 
great belly doublet : he was fullof jeft, and gypes, and 
knaveries,.and mocks, I have forgot his name. 

Gow. Sir Fohn Falftaff. 

Flu. Thatishe: Ple tell you, there is good men porn 
at Monmouth. 

Gow. Here comes his. Majeity. 


Alarum. Enter King Barry and Burbon with 
Prifoners, Flourish. 


Kiag, 1 was not angry fincel came to France, 
Until this inftant. Take a Trumpet, Herald, 
Ride thou unto the Horfemen on yond hill: 

If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 
| Or voyd the Field : they do offend our fight. 

If they’ll do neither, we will come tothem, 

And make them sker away, as fwift as ftones 

Enforced from the old Afyrian flings : 

Befides; we'll cat the throats of thofe we have, 

And not a man of them that we fhall take, 

Shall tafte our mercy. Go and tell them fo. 

Enter Montjoy. 

Exé. Were comes the Herald of the French, my Liege. 

Glou, His Eyes are humbler than they us’d to be. 

King. How now, what means their Herald ? Know’ft 
thou not, 

That I have fin’d thefe Bones of mine for Ranfom ? 
Com’ft thou again for Ranfom ? 
_. Her. No, great King : 
I come to thee for charitable Licenfe, 
That we may wander o’re this bloody Field, 

| To book our dead, and then to bury them, 
To fort our Nobles from our common men, 
Fe many of our Princes ( woe the while ) 
Lie drown’d and foak’d in mercenary blood : 
Sodo our vulgar drench their peafant limbs 
In blood of Princes, and with wounded Steeds 
Fret fet-lock deep in gore, and with wilde rage 
Yetk out their armed heels at their dead Matters, 
Killing them twice. O give us leave great King, 
To view the Field in fafety, and difpofe 
Of their dead Bodies. 

King. | tell thee truly, Herald, 

I know notif the day be ours or no, 

| For yet amany of your Horfemen peer 
And gallop o’re the Field. ; 

Her, The day is yours. 

King. Praifed be God, and not our ftrength for it : 
What is this Caftle call’d,that ftands hard by. 

Her, ‘They call it Agincourt. 

King. Then call we this the Ficld of Agincourt, 
Fought on the day of Crifpin Crifpianus, 

Fix. Your Grandfather of famous memory (an’t pleafe 
your Majefty) and your great Uncle Edward the. Plack 
Prince of Wales, as] have readin the Chronicles, fought 
moft pravé pattle here in France. 

Kine. They did, Flnellen, 


Flu. Your Majelty fays very true: If your Majefties | 


is remembred of it, the Welchmen did good fervice in a} 
Garden where Leeks did grow, weating Leeks im their] 
Monmouth Caps, which your Majefty know to this hour} 
is an honorable Badge of the fervice : And I do:believe} 
your Majefty takes no fcorn to wear the Leek. upon §,) 
Tavie’s day. 

King. \ wear it for a memorable Honour : 

For 1 am Welch you know, good Countryman, . : 
Fix, All thé water inVi’ye, cannot wath your Maje- 
{ties Wel{h plood out of your pody, 1 cam tellyouthag: | 
God plefs, and preferve it, as long .as. it. pleafes his 

Grace, and his Majefty too. 
King. Thanks, good my Countryman. a 
Flu. By Jeshu, 1 am your Majefties Countryman, Tare} 
not who know it: I will confefs it to all the Orld, Ineed} 
not to be afhamed of your Maiefty, praifedbe God, fo 
long as your Majefty is an honeit man. 1k 
King. God keep me fo. 
' Enter Williams. 
Our Heralds. go with him, 
Bring me juft notice of the numbers dead 
On both our Parts. Call yonder Fellow hither. 
Exe. Souldier, you muft come tothe King. ee i 
King. Souldier, why wear’ft thou that GloveinthyGap?} 
will. And’c pleafe youn:Majefty , "tis the Gage of 
that I fhould fight withall, if he be alive. 
King. An Exglifhman? Ate a 
Will, And’t pleafe your Majefty, a Rafcal that fiwag-] 
ger’d with me laft night : who if alive, and ever dare to} 
challenge this Glove, I have fworn to take him a box) — 
oth’ear : or if I can fee my Glove in his Cap, whichhe] 
{wore as he was a Souldier he would wear, (if alive) 1] — 
will {trike it out foundly. ie 
King. What think you, Captain Fluellen, is it fit this 
Souldier keep his Oath ? : 

Flu, He isa Craven anda Villain elfe, and’t pleafey 
Majefty in my Confcience. = rr 
King. It may be, his Enemy is a Gentleman of gutat 
fort, quite from the anfwer of his degree. ; 

Flu. Though he be as good a Jentleman as 
as Lucifer and Belzebub himfelf, it is neceflary (Ie 
your Grace ) that he keep his Vow and his Oath : If he} 
be perjur’d (fee you now) his reputation is as arrant “ 
Villain and a Jack fawce, as ever his black fhoo trod a 
Gods ground, and his earth, in my confcience, law, 

King. Then keep thy vow, Sirrah, when thou meet} 
the Fellow. a 

Will. So, 1 will my Liege, as I live. es 

King. Who ferv’ft thou under ? iB 

es aates Captain Gower, my Liege. Berea © 
“4. Gower is a good Captain, andis good know. 
and literatured in fe Wars, see good aaa 

King. Call him hither tome, Souldier. 

Will. 1 will, my Liege. [ Bote 

_ King. Here Flucllex, wear thouthis favour for me, and 
ftick it in thy Cap: when Alanfow and my felf were dows 
together, 1 pluck’t this Glove from his Helm : if any mal 
ae Fae gre aFriend to Alanfon, and an Enemy,t0} 

ut Perfon, if thou encounter any fuc is 
and thon do’ft me love. iioch, appa “i 

Fiz, Your Grace does me as great Honours, ascait be] 

defir’d in the hearts of his Subjects : I would fain fee the} 
man, that has but two legs, that fhall find himfelf agriev’d 
at this Glove ; that is all - but I would fain fee it ome® 
and pleafe God of his grace that I might fee. mee 

King. Know ft thou Gower ? 


the Devi: 


wh oe 


ie 


Fin, He ismy dear friend, and pleafe you. =, 
King. Pray thee go feek him, and bring him tomy Tent?) 
Fie, J wll fetch him. [ Exhy 
ing. My Lord of Warwick,and my brother Gloffer 
F ollow Fiuellen clofely at i eres 
The Glove which! have given him for a 
May haply purchafehimabox o’th’ear. 
It is the Souldiers: 1 by bargain fhould 


Favour 


pl 
: | you, as you fhall defire in a Summers day. 
| Majelty. 


jjp | Kuave it is: I hope your . Majefty 
{and witnefs, and will avouchment, that this is the Glove 


| that, look your Grace , ha’s ftruck the Glove which your 


‘| Twas! indeed thou promifedtt to ftrike, 


Wear it my felf. Follow, good Coufin Warwick : 
If that the Souldier ftrike him, as I judge 

By this blunt bearing, he will keep his word ; 
Some fudden mifchief may arife of it : 

For Ido know Fiuellen valiant, 
And touch’t with Choler, hot as Gunpowder, 
And quickly will return an injury. 

Follow, and fee there be not harm between them, 
Go you withme, Uncle of £xefer. 


Enter Gower and Williams. 


Will. | warrant it is to Knight you, Captain. | 
Enter Fluellen. 

Flu, Gods will, and his pleafure, Captain, I befeech 
you now, come apace to the King : there is more good 
toward you peradventure, then is im your knowledge to 
dream of. 

Will. Sir, know you this Glove ? 

_ Flu. Know the Glove ? I know the Glove is a Glove. 
_ Will, 1 know this, and thus I challenge it. 

, [ Strikes him. 

. Flu, Sbud, anarrant Traitor as any’s in the Univer- 
fal World, or in France, or in England, 
_ Gow. How now, Sir ? you Villain. 

_ Will. Do youthink, le be forfworn ? 

Flu, Stand away, Captain Gower, | will give Treafon his 
payment into plows, I warrant you. 
_ Will. 1 am no Traitor, 

Elz. ‘Thats a Lie in thy Throat, I charge you in his 
Majeftics Name apprehend him, he’s a friend of the Duke 
Alanfons. 


Enter Warwick and Gloucefter. 


_ War. How now, how now, what’s the matter ? 

|. Flu. My Lord of Warwick, here is, praifed be God 
for it, a moft contagious Treafon come to light, look 
Here is his 


/Majefty is take out of the Helmet of Alanfon. 
~ Will. My Liege, this was my Glove, here is the Fellow 


‘jofit : and he that I gave it toin change, promis’d to wear 


in his Cap : I promis’d to ftrike him, if he did: 1 met 


_|this man with my Glove in his Cap, and I have been as 


good as my word. 
bok lit, 


Man-hood, what an arrant, rafcally, beggarly , lowfie 


is pear me teftimony 


of Alanfon, that your 


Majefties give me, in your Con- 
fcience now. 


. | King. Give me thy Glove, Souldier ; 


Look, here is the fellowof it: 


And thou haft given me moft bitter terms. 
| Pu And pleafe your Majefty, let his Neck anfwer for 
it, if there is any Marfhal Law in the world, 
King. How canft thou make me fatisfaction ? 
Wil. Alloffenees;my Lord, come fem the heart : ne- 
ver came any from mine, that might offend your Majefty. 
King. It was our felf thou didit abufe. 


Wil. Your Majefty came not like your {elf: you ap- 


Pear’d to me but asa common man: witnefs the Night, 
your Garments, your Lowlinef§: and what your High- 
nefs fufler’d under that thape, 1 befeech you take it for 
your own fault, and not mine; for had you been. as I 


| took you for, I made no offence ; therefore 1 befeech 
your Highnefs pardon me. 

King. Here Uncle Exeter, fill this Glove wit 

And give it to this Fellow. 


h Crowns, 
Keep it Fellow, : 
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Exeunt. 


Your Majefty hear now, faving your Majefties. 


, LOFT 


SS. 
And wear it for an Honor in thy Cap, 
Till I do challenge it. Give him the Crowns: 
And, Captain, you mutt needs be friends with him: 

Fin, By this Day and this Light, the fellow 
enough in his belly : hold, there is twelve-pence for \ ou, 
and I pray you ferve God, and Keep you out of prawls 
and prabbles, and quarrels and dillentions, and J warrant 
you itis the better for’ you: 

Wil. J will none of your Money. 

Flz. ‘It is with a good will : [ can tell you it will ferve 
you to mend your fhoos ; come, wherefore fhould you 
be fo pafhful; your fhoos is not fo good ; ’tis a good 
ulling 1 warrant you, or I will change it, 


has mettle 


Enter Herald: 


King. Now Herald, are the dead numbred ? 
fier, Here is the number of the flaughvred French, 
King. What Prifoners of good fort are taken,Uncle ? 
Exe, Charles Duke of Orleance, Nephew to the King, | 
fokn Duke of Burbon , and Lord Bouchiquald : 
Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 
Full fifteen hundred, befides common men. “2 
King. This Note doth tell me of ten thoufand French 
That in the Field lie flain : of Princes in this number, 
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead 
One hundred twenty fix : added to thefe, 
Of Knights, Efquires, and gallant Gentlemen, 
Eight thoufand and four hundred : of the which, 
Five hundred were but yefterday dubb’d Knights, — 
So that in thefe ten thoufand they have loit, 
There are but fixteen hundred Mercenaries - 
The reft are Princes, Barons, Lords, Kni 
And Gentlemen of blood and Quality, 
The Names of thofé their Nobles that lie dead : 
Charles Delabreth , High Conttable of F rance, 
Jacques of Chatilion, Admiral of France, 
The Mafter of the Crofs-bows, Lord Ramburs, 
Great Mafter of France, the brave Sir Guichard Dolphin, 
John Duke of Alanfon, Anthonio Duke of Brabant, 
The Brother to the Duke of Bursundy, 


ghts, Squires, 


| And Edward Duke of Barr + of luity Earls, 


Grandpree and Rouffie, Faulconbridge and Foyes, 
Beaumont and Mdarle, Vandemont and Leftrale. 
Here was a Royal fellowhhip of death. 
Where is the number of our Exglifh dead ? 
Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of Ssffolk ; 
Sir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam Efguire ; 
None elfe of naine: and of all other men, 
But five and twenty. 

King. O God, thy Arni was here: 
And not tous, but to thy Arm alone, 
Afcribe weall: when, without ftratagem, 
But in plain fhock, and even play of Battel, 
Was ever known fo great and little lofs ? — 
On one part and on th’other, take it God,- 


-|Forit is none’s, but thine. 
> } 


Exet. *Vis wonderful: 
King. Come, go we in Proceflion to the Village ; 


And be it death proclaimed through our Hoft, 


To boaft of this, or take that praife from G od, 
Which is his enely. ; 
Fix. Is it not lawful 
how many is kill’d ? 
Krag. Yes, Captain ; but with this acknowledgement; 
That God fought for uss > 
Flu, Yes, my confcience, he did us great good. 
King. Do we all holy Rights ; 
Let there be fung lon nobis, and Te Deum, 
The dead with charity enclos’d in Clay : 
And then to Calice, and to England then; 
Where ne’re from France arriv’d more happy. ae 
xeunt, 


and pleafe your Majefty, to tell 


Athis 
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— Adus Quintus. 
Enter Chorus. 


Vouchfafe to thofe that have not read the Story, 

ThatI may prompt them: and of fuch as have, 

I humbly pray them to admit th’excufe 

Of time, of numbers, and due courfe of things 

Which cannot in their huge and proper life 

Be here prefented. Now we bear the King 

Toward Callice : grant him there, And there being feen, 

Heave him away upon your winged thoughts, 

Athwart the Sea 5 Behold the Engljh beach 

Palesin the food, with Men, with Wives, and Boys, 

Whofe fhouts and claps out-voyce the deep-mouth’d Sca, 

Which like a mighty Whiffler fore the King 

Seems to prepare his way: So let him land, 

And folemnly fee him fet on to London, 

So fwift a pace hath Thought, that even now 

You may imagine him upon Black-Heath : 

Where, that his Lords defire him, to have born 

His bruifed Helmet, and his bended Sword 

Before him, through the City : he forbids it, 

Being free from vainnefS, and felf-glorious pride: 

Giving full Trophee, Signal, and Oltent, 

Quite from himfelf, to God. But now behold, 

In the quick Forge and working-houfe of Thenght, 

How London doth pour out her Citizens, 

The Mayor, and all his Brethren in beft fort, 

Like to the Senators of th’antique ome, 

With the Plebeians fwarming, at their heels, 

Go forth and fetch their Conqwring Cefar int 

As bya lower, but by loving likelihood, 

Were now the General of out gracious Emprefs, 

Asin goodetime he may, from /re/and coming, 

Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword; 

How many. would the peaceful City quit. 

To welcome him ? much more, and much more caufe, 

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him. 

As yet the lamentation of the French 

Invites the King of Eagland?s ftay at home: 

The Emperour’s coming in behalf of France, 

To order Peace between them : and omit 

All che occurrences, whatever chane’d, 

| Till Harrys back return again to France : 

There muit we bring him = and my felf have play’d. 

The Juterim, by remembring you ’tis patt. 

Then brook’abridgement, and your Eyes advance, 

After your thoughts, flraight back again to France. 

{ Exit. 

Enter Fluellen avd Gower. 


Gow. Nay, that’s right: but why wear you your Leck 
to day ? Saint Davies day is paft. 

Flu. There is occafions and caufes why, and where- 
fore in all things: 1 will tell youafle my Friend, Captain 
Gower ; the raically, fcauld, beggarly, lowlie, pragging 
Knave P:/tol, which, you and your felf, and all the world 
know to beno petter thana Fellow, look you now, of no 
merits : he is come to me, and prings me pread and falt 
yefterday, look you, and bid me eat my Leek : it was in 
a place were | could not breed no contention with him; 
but [will be fo bold as to wear it in my Cap tilll fee 
him once again, and then I will tell him a little piece of 
my defires. . 

Enter. Piftol.. 


Gow, Why here he comes, fwelling like a Turky-cock. 

Fix. ?Tis no matter for his fweHling, nor his Turky- 
cocks: God pleffe aunchient Piffol : you feurvy lowhe 
Knave, God blefle you. | 


Pift. Ba, art thou bedlam ? do’{t thou thirft, bafe Tro- 


ae 


.| difgeftions does not agree with it, I would défire you to 


gels, 


J) 


ceo mrer mee 


ann 
jan, to have me fold up Parcas fatal Web? Hence ; I am! 
qualmifh at the finell of Leck. . 
Flu. 1 pefeech you heartily, fcurvy lowfie Knaye, at 
my defires, and my requefts, and miy petitions, to eat, 
look you, this Leek, becaufe, look you, You do not fe 
it, nor your affections, and your appetites, and yout 


€at. It. 7a 
Pift. Not for Cadivalladar and all his Goats. 
Fis. There is one Goat for you, L Strikes hi 
Will you be fo good, fcauld Knave;-as eat it ? . 
Pift, Bafe Trojan, thou fhalt die. Sie 
Flu, You fay very true, fcauld Knave, when Gods willl 
is : I willdefire youto live in the mean time, and « 
your Victuals: come, there is fawce for it. Yous 
me yefterday Mountain-Squire, but I will make yout 
a Squire of lowdegree. 1 pray you fallto, if you can 
a Leek, you can eat a Leek. : 
Gow. Enough Captain, you have aftonifhthim. — 
Fix. 1 fay, 1 willmake him eat fome part of my 
or I will peat his pate four days : bite 1 pray you, 
good for your green wound, and your ploody Coxcom 
Pift. Muft 1 bite? “ 
Flu, Yes certainly, andout of doubt, and ont of 
ftion too, and ambiguities. 
Pit. By this Letk, 1 will moft: horribly revenge 
eat and, eat, I fwear, ped live 
Flu, Eat} pray you, will you have fome more faw 
to your Leek: there isnot enough Leck to fwear by, 
Pift. Quiet thy Cudgel, thou ddft feeleat. ~ 
Ful. Much good do you, fcauld Knave, heartily. N 
pray you throw none away, the skin is good for Yo 


| broken Coxcomb, when you take occafions to fee Le 


hereafter, 1 pray you mock at’em, that is all. 
Pift. Good. iss ie 


Flu, 1, Leeks is good : hold you, there is a gro te 
heal your pate. ii ae. 
Pift, Mea groat? do 
Flu. Yes verily, andin truth you fhall take it, 
another Leck in my pocket, which you fhall eat. 
Pift; Itake thy gtoat in’earneft of revenge. ae 
Flu, 1f 1 owe you anything, I will pay you in Gite 
you fhall be a Woodmonger, and buy noth 
me but Cudgels : Gud bw’y you, and keep you, an 
your pate. 
Pift. All hell fhall ftir for this. 
Gow. Go, g0, you area counterfeit cowardly K 


or I hay 


} will you mock at an ancient Tradition, began 


honourable refpect, and worn as a memorable Tt 
of predecea(ed valour, and dare not avouch in your 
any of your words. I have feenyou gleeking and 
at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, b 
he could not {peak Englifh in the native garb, he 
hot therefore handle an Englifh Cudgel : you find 
therwife, and henceforth let a Welfh correction 
you a good Englijh condition, fare ye well. — 
Piff, Doth fortune play the hufwife with me 
Newshavel that niy Doll is dead ?’th? Spittle of a 
dy of France, and there my rendezvous is quite cit 
Old Ido -wax, and fre my weary limbs Ho 
Sis eas bee eB Bi 2 turn, ‘and fomething] 
cut purfe of quick hand: To England wi sal 
cere, le fteal: a ails " 
And patches will I get unto thefe cudgel’d Scars, 
And fwear I got them in the Gallia nie De 


‘Eater. at one door, King Wenry,- Exeter, Bedfo ae 
Wick, and other Lords 5) at another, Queen Habel, 
other Freneh. e 


de 


King. Peace to this meeting, wherefore arewemet? aE 


Unto our Brother Fravce, and to our Sifter, 
Health and fair time of day: Joy and good wifes 


— ele — 


Se 


ee 


| 


lH} Doth root upon ; while that the Culter rutts, 
jit | ‘Phat fhould deracinate fach Savagery ; 
il, | The even Mead, that erft brought fweetly forth 

- | The freckled Comflip, Burnet, and green Clover, 

_ | Wanting the Sythe, withall uncorrected, rank, 
ntl! | Conceives by idleneis, and nothing teems, 
at | But hateful Docks, rough Thiffles, Keckfies, Burs, 
bel Lofing both beauty and utility ; 
inf’ | And all our Vineyards, Fallows, Meads, and Hedges, 
sii | Defedtive in their Natures, grow to wildnefs. 
pth Even fo our Houfes, and our felves, and Children, 
ih | Have loft, or do not learn, for want of time, 
i) | ‘The Sciences, that fhould become our Country ; 
ri | But grow like Savages, as Souldiers will, 

That nothing do, but meditate on Blood, 
ihe | Lo fwearing, and {tern Looks, diffus’d Attire, 
led | Andevery thing that feems unnatural. 
ie | Which to reduce into our former favour, 
nf You are aflembled :. and my fpeech entreats, 
othe That I may Know the Let, why gentle Peace 
iy | Should not expel thefe Inconveniences, 

And blefs us with her former qualities, 

a __£ng. If, Duke of Burgony, you would the Peace, 

| Whofe want gives growth to th? imperfections 

| Which you have cited 5 you muft buy that Peace 
# | With full accord to all ourjuft Demands, 
e Whofe Tenures and particular Effects 
fj | You have enfchedul’d briefly in your Hands, 


There is no Anfwer made. 


_ jLies in his Anfwer. 


aa 


 — sa 
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To,our moft fair and Princely Coufin Katharine ; 
Andias/a branch and member of this Royalty, 
By whom this great Aflembly is contriy’d, 
We do falute you,-Duke of Burgoigne, 
And Princes French and Peers, health to you all. 

Fra. Right joyous are we to behold your face, 
Moft worthy,Brother England, fair met. 

So are you Princes ( Englifh every one. ) 

Quee. So happy be the Iflue, Brother England, 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, © 
As we are now glad to behold your Eyes, 

Your Eyes which hitherto have born in them 
Againit the French, that met them in their bent, 

‘| The fatal Balls of murthering Bafilisks : 
‘The venom of fach Looks we fairly hope 
Have loft their quality, and that this cay 

Shall change all griefs and quarrels into love. 

Eng. Yocry Amen to that, thus we appear. 

Quee, You Englifh Princes all, 1 do falute you. 

Burg. My duty to youboth, on equal love. 

Great Kings of France and England : that | have labour?d 
With all my wits, my pains, and ftrong endeavours, 
To bring your moft imperial Maiefties 
Unto this Bar, and Royal Enterview: E 
Your Mightinefs on both parts beft can witnefs, 
Since then my Office hath fo far prevail’d, 

| That Face to Face, and Royal Eye to Eye, 

‘You have congreeted: let it not difgrace me, 
If 1 demand before this Royal view, 
,What Rub, .or what Impediment there is, 
Why that the naked, poor; and, mangled Peace, 
Dear nurfe of Arts, Plenties, and joyful Births, 
Should not in this: beft Garden of the World, 
Our fertile France, put upher lovely Vifage ? 
Alas; fhe hath from France too Jong been chas’d, 
|And all her Husbandry doth lie on heaps, 
‘[Corrupting in it’s own fertility. 

‘Her Vine; the merry chearer of the heart, 
| Unpruned. dies : her Hedges even, pleach’d, 
| Like Prifoners wildly over-grown with hair, 
Put forth diforder’d Twigs: her fallow Leas, 
The Darzel, Hemlock, and rank Fumitory, 


Burg. The King hath heard them: to the which, as yet 


Eng. Well then : the Peace which you before fo urg?d, 


109 


Fran. 1 have but with a curfelary Eye 
O’re glanc’t the Articles: Pleafeth your Grace 
Toappoint fome of your Council. prefent] y 
To fit with us once more, with better heed 
To re-furvey them : we will fuddenly 
Pafs our accept and peremptory An{wer. 
Eng. Brother we fhall, Go, Uncle Exeter, 
And Brother Clarence, and Brother Gloucefter, 
Warwick and Huntington, go with the King, 
And take with you free power, to ratifie, 
Augment; or alter, as your Wifdoms beft 
Shall fee advantageable for our Dignity, 
Any thing in or out of out Demands, 
And we’|l confign thereto. Wil] you, fair Sifter; 
Go with the Princes, or flay here withus?- 
Que, Oar gracious Brother, I will go with them : 
Haply a Woman?s Voyce may do fome good, 
When Articles too nicely urgd, be ftood on. : 
Eng. Yet leave our Coufin Katharine here with US5 
She is our capital Demand compris?d. 
Within the fore-rarik of our Articles, 
Quee, She hath good leave, C Exeunt Onnes. 


Manet King, and Katharine, 


King, Fair Katharine, moft fair, 

Will you vouchfafe to teach a Souldier terms, 
Such as will enter at a Ladies ear, 
And plead his Love-fuit to her gentle heart ? 

Kath, Your Majefty thall mock at me, | cannot {peak | 
your England, 

Xing. O fair Katharine, if you will love me foundly 
with your Frezch-heart, 1 will be glad to hear you confefs 
: brokenly with your Englifh Tongue. .Do you like me, 

ate | 

Kath, Pardonne wey, 1 cannot tell, wat is like me. 

. ms An Angel is like you Kate, and yoware like an 
ngel, 

Kath, Que dit-il, que de fuis Semblable a les: Anges? 

Lady. Ouyverament ( fanf vofire Grace) ainft dit-il, 

King. \faidfo, dear Katharine, and I muft not bluth to 
afirm it, Sots 
Kath, O bon Dien, les langues des hommes font. plein de 
tromperies, 

King. What fays the, fair one ? that Tongues of menare 
full ot deceits ? 

Lady. Ony, dat de tongues of de mans is be full of de- 
ceits.; dat is de Princefs, 

King. The Princefs is the better Englifh-woman; i’ faith 
Kate, my wooing is fit for thy underfianding, I am glad 
thou canft {peak no better Englifh, for if thou could7lt, 
thou woul’dit find me fuch a plain King, hat thou 
would’it think, I had fold’ my farm to bay my Crown, I 
know no ways to mince it in love, but diredtly to fay, 
{ love you, then if you urge me farther, then to fay 
Do you in faith ? I wear out my fait ; Give me your 
anfwer ifaith do, and clap hands, and a bargain ; how 
fay you, Lady ? 

Kath, Sauf voftre honour, me underftand well, 

King. Marry, if you would put me to Verfes, or to} 
Dance for your fake, Kare, why you undid me: for the | 
one, | have neither words nor meafure , and for the other, 
[ have no ftrength in meafure, yet a reafonable meafure 
in ftrength. If 1 could win a Lady at Leap-frog, or bj | 
vaulting into my Saddle, with my Armor on my back’, 
under the correction of bragging be it {poken, | fhould | 
quickly leap into a: Wife: Or if [I might buffet for my 
Love, or bound my Horfe for her favours, I could lay on 
like a Butcher, and fit like a Jack an Apes, never off. Byt 
before God, Kate, 1 cannot look greenly, nor gafp out 
my Eloquence, nor I have no cunning in Proteitation ; 
onely down-right Oaths, which J never us’d till urg?d, 
nor never break for urging, If thou canft love a Fellow 
of this temper, Kate, whofe face is not worth Sun-byr- 

a | ning ? 


eo) 
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that never looks in his Glafs, for love of any 
he fees there? let thine Eye be the Cook, 1 fpeak 
\co thee plain Souldier: if thou canft love me for this, 
rake me? if not? to fay to thee that J fhall dye,is true , but 
for thy love, by the L.No: yet love thee too. And 
while thou liv’lt, dear Kare, take a Fellow of plain and 
uncoyned Conttancy, for he perforce muft do thee right, 
becaufe he hath not the giftto woo inother places: For 
thefe Fellows of infinite Tongue, that can ryme himfelfe 
into Ladies favours, they do always reafon themfelves 
out again. What ? afpeaker is buta prater,a Ryme is 
but a Ballad; a good Leg will fall, a ftraight back will 
ftoop, a black Beard will turn white, a curl’d Pate will 
row bald, a fair Face will wither, a full Eye will wax 
hollow : but a good heart, Kate, is the Sun and the 
Moon, or rather the Sun, and not the Moon; for it 
fhines bright, and never changes, but keeps his courfe 
truly. If thou would have fuch a one, take me ? and 
take me; take a Souldiers takea Souldier ; take a King, 
And what fay? thou’then to my Love? fpeak my fair, 
and fairly, 1 pray thee. 
Kath, Is it poflible 
France ? 
King. 


dat I fould love de enemy of 


No, it-is not poflible that you fhould love the 
Enemy of France, Kate 5 but in loving me, you fhould 
love the Friend of France: for T love France fo well, that 
I will riot part witha Village of it: I will have it all mine: 
and, Kate, when France 1s mine, and 1 am yours; then 
yours is France, and youare mine. 

Kath. ‘I cannot tell wat is dat. 

King. No, Kate? I will tell thee 
am fire will hang upon my Tongue, like a new married 
Wife abuut her Husbands Neck, hardly to be fhook off : 
$e quand fur ke poffeffion de Fraunce, & quand vous aves 
le poffelfion de moy, (Let me fee, what then ? Saint Dennis 
be my fpeed) Done voftre eff Frannce, et vous eftes mien- 
ne. It is asveafie for me, Kate, to conquer the kingdom, 
as to fpeak fo much more French : 1 fhall never move thee 
in French, unlefs it be to langh at me. — 

1 Kath, Sauf voftre honeur, le Francois ques vous par- 
leis il & melins queP Anglois le quel je parle. 

King. No faith ist not, Kare: but thy fpeaking of 
my ‘Tongue, and I thine, moft truly falfly, muft 
needs be granted to be much at one. But Kare, do’ft 
thou underftand thus much Englifh 

Kath. 1 cannot tell. 

King. Can any of your 
ask them, Come, I know thou loveft me: and at night, 
when you come into your Clofet, you'll queftion this 
Gentlewoman about me ; and I know, Kate, you will to 
her difpraife thofe parts in me, that you love with your 
heart 3 Bic, good Kare, mock me mercifully, the rather, 
gentle Princefs, becaufe | love theecruelly. If ever thou 
Beeft mine, Kate, as 1 have faving Faith within me tells 
me, thou fhalt ; I get thee with skambling, and thou 
muft therefore needs prove a good Souldier-breeder : 
Shall not thou and I, between Saint Dennis and Saint 
George, compound a Boy, half French half Exglifh, 
that fhall go to Conftantinople , and take the Turk, by 
the Beard. Shall we not? what fay°it thou, my 
Flower-de-Luce. ae 

Kath. 1 do not know dat. 

King. No: ’tis hereafter to know, but now to promife - 
do but now promife, Kate, you will endeavour for your 
French part of fucha Boy 5 and for my Enghjh moiyty, 
take the word of a King, and a Batchelor. How anfwer 
you, La plus belle Katharine du monde mon trefcher & 
devin deeffe. 

. Kath. Your Majeltee aue faufe Frenche enough to de- 
ceive de moit fage Damoifel dat is in en France. 

_ King. Now fie upon my falfe French: by mine Honour, 
in trae Englifh,| love thee, Kate; by which Honour I dare 
not {wear thou lovelt me, yet my blood begins to flat- 
ter me, that thou do’, yet notwithftanding the poor 


in French, which I 


? Canft thou love me ? | 
| Dear Kate, you and 1 cannot be confin’d within the 


Neighbours tell, Kate ? le} 


fair 


and untempering effect of my Vilage. Now befhrew my 
Father’s Ambition, he was thinking of Civil Wars, 
when he got me, therefore was I created with a ftub-. 
born outfide, with an afpect of Iron, that when I come’ 
to woo Ladies, I fright them: but in faith, Kate, the el-' 
der I wax, the better I fhall appear. My comfort is, that 
Old Age, that ill layer up of Beauty, can do no more 
fpoyl upon my Face. ‘Thou haft me, if thou haft me, at 
the wort; and thou fhalt wear me, if thou wear me 
better and better : and therefore tell me, moft fair Ka 
tharine, will you haveme ? Put off thofe Maiden Bluhhes, 
avouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Looks of 
an Emprefs, take me-by the Hand, and fay, Harry of | 
England, 1 am thine: which word thou fhalt no fooner} 
blefs mine Ear withall, but I will tell thee aloud, En : 
gland is thine, Ireland is'thine, France is thine, and Hen- 
ry Plantagenet is thine; who, though I fpeak it before his h 
Face, if he be not Fellow with the beft King, thou thalt} — 
find the belt King of Good-fellows. Come your an-} 
fwer inbroken Mufick ; for thy Voice is Mufick, and} 
thy Englifh broken + Therefore Queen of all, Katharine, | 
break thy mind to mein broken Englifh, wilt thou have | 
ig on ee 
Kath. Dat is as it fhall pleafe de roy mon pere. 
King. Nay, it will pleafe him well, Kate; it hall pleafe | 
him, Kate. Fis. Be: 
Kath. Den it hall alfo content me. \ ee 
King. Upon that | kifs your Hand, and J call youmy 
iE fi sili | you m 
Kath. Laiffe mon Seigneur, laiffe, laiffe, ray fay: Fe 
ne veus point que vous abbaiffe Voftre grandenr, en baie 
fant le main a. une noftre “Seigntur indigni¢ feryseur, 
‘excufe moy. Fe vous fupply mon a 8 Seigneur. 
King. Then | will kifs your Lips, Kate, a 
Kath, Les Dames & Damosfels : powr. eftxe baile de) 
vant leur nopeefe il net pasle Coftume de Fraynce. fi: a 
King. Madam, my Interpreter, what fays the ? | 
Lady. Dat is not to be de fafhion pour Ie 
France , 1 cannot tell what is buifle en’ Exghjh, 
King. To Kifs. x 
Lady. Your Majefty entendre bettre que. moy. 
King. \s it not a fafhion for. the Maids in France. 
kifs before they are married, would fhe fay ? a 
Lady, Ouny verayment.. Fai: 


King. © Kate, nice Cuftoms curfie to great Kings, 


weak Lift of a Countries fafhion : we are the makers: 
of Manners, ‘Kate; and the liberty that follows our } 
Places, ftops the mouth of all find-fauls, as 1 will doy 
yours, for upholding the nice fafhion of your Coun 
try, in denying me a kifs : therefore patiently, and } 
yielding. - You have Witch-craft in your Lips, Kate +} 
there is more eloquence 
the Tongues of the French Council : and they fhould) 
fooner perfwade Harry of England, than a general Pee} 
tition of Monarchs. Here comes your Father, 


Enter the French Power, and the Englifh 
Lords. 


Burg. God fave your Majefty, my. Royal:Coufin , teach 
you our Princefs Engl{h? : 
King. 1 would have her learn, my fair Coufin, 
perfectly Jove her, and that is good Englifh. 
Burg. Is fhe apt ? = 
_ King. Our, Tongue is rough, Coze, and my condi- 
tion is not fmooth : fo that having neither the Voice nor 
= Bee a Ngee me, I cannot fo conjare UP 
e {pirit of love in her i in his true 
ait, , that he will appear in his 
Burg. Pardon the franknefs of my mirth, if I anfwer 
you fir that. If you would conjure in her, you nih 
: make 


how 


in aSugar touch of them 5 than in| = 


The Life of King Henry the Fifth. COOL 


mt atts aa re . 
make a Circle : if conjure up love in her in his true | But your requeft fhall make me let it pals. 
k ‘ Pract: Feel Sie naked , and blind. Can you Engl. I pray you then, in love and dear allyance, 
blame her then, being a Maid, yet ros’d over with the Let.that one Article rank with the reft, 
Virgin Crimfon of Modefty, if fhe deny the appearance And thereupon give me your Daugiter. 
" of Soaked blind Boy in her naked feeing felf? It were Fran, ‘Take her, fair Son, and from her Blood raife up 
M (my Lord) a hard Condition fora Maid to conlign to. Iffue to me, that the contending Kingdoms 
* | roe Yet they.do wink and yield.as.Love is blind, Of France and England, whofe very fhoars look pale, 
nd enforces. With envy of each others happinefs, 
rs F Have They aré then excus’d, my Lord, when they fee May ceafe their hatred ; and this dear Conjunction 
i Ac what they do. Plant*Neighbourhood-and Chriftian-like.acéord 
is King. Then, good my Lord, teach your Coufin to] In their fweet Bofoms: that never War advance 
ik ; bonfente-t0 winking.” ) His bleeding Sword *twixt-Exgland. and fair. France, 
he Burg. 1 will wink on her to confent, my Lord, if you} — Lords, Amen. 
i ‘will teach her to know my meaning : for Maids ‘well Kiag: Now welcome, Kate : and bear me witnefs all, 
; ‘Summer’d, and warm kept, are like Flyes at Bartholo- | That here! kifs her, as my Soveraign Queen. 
nf mew-tyde ‘blind, though they have their Eyes, and then Flourifh, SEER 
tt Fitey will endure handling, which before would not abide} Queen, God, the beft maker of all Marriages, 
sa HE as dit Combine your hearts in one, your Realms in one, 
nd King This Moral ties me over to Time, and a hot} As Manand W ife being two, are one in love, 
i Bis ciimee ,,and fo 1 fhall catch the Fle, your Coufin, in | So be there ’twixt your’ Kingdoms fu@m a Spoufal, 
hy ‘the latter end, and fhe muft blind too. That never may ill Office, or fell jez Multec. oy 
Ws Birs As Love is, my’ Lord, before it-loves. Which troubles oft the Bed of blefled Marriage, 
/ King It is fo: and you may, fome of you, thank | Thrutt in between the Paffiorrof thefe Kingdoms, 
: ove for my blindnefs, ' who eas fee pe a fair Ae saa ee mi ae oe 
nh ; e fair French Maid ; for that ftands inmy at Enclifh may as French, French Englifh men 
gs song blajaesog . 10. Receive each other. God fpeak this Amen. : 
¥ French King. Yes my Lord, ‘you fee them perfpe- All,” Amen. ‘ 
qi ctively : the ‘Cities turn’d. into a Maid ; for they are King, Prepare for our Marriage : On which day, 
all girdled with Maiden Walls, that War hath entred. | My Lord of Burgundy we'll take your Oath 
oh King. Shall Kate be'my Wife ? And all the Peers, for furety of our Leagues. 
| Fran. So pleafe you: as Then fhall I {wear to Kare, and you to me, 
tf England. 1 am ‘content, fo the Maiden Cities you | And may our Oaths well kept and profp’rous be. 
ie | talk Of.may wait ‘on her : fo the Maid that ftood in the : Sonet. LExeuat: 
Hi Way for my Wih;-fhall fhew me the way to my Will. : Enter Chorus. 
1 | Edice: We have confented to all terms of reafon, Thus far with rough;:and all-unable Pen, 
eo Eng. 19 6, My Lords of England? : Our bending Author hath perfu’d the Story, 
a. eft. The King hath granted every Article : In little room confining Mighty men, 
ada ‘His Davghter firft5 and then in fequele all, Mangling by ftarts the full courfe of their glory. 
: According to their firm propofed natures. Small time: but in that fimall, moft greatly lived 
R Exet/°Onely he hath not yet fubfcribed this: This Star of Exgland. Fortune made his Sword ; 
3 jefty demands, That the King of France | By which, the worlds beft- Garden he atchieved :. 
Where your Majefty demands, 8 : : ial. Lord 
fa’ | having occafion to write for matter of Grant, fhall | And of it left his Son Imperial.Lord, oe 
| name your Highnefs in this form, and with this addi- Henry the Sixth, in Infant Bands crown’d King 
tion, in French : Noffre trefcher filz Henry Roy, ad? An- | Of France and England, did this King fucceed ; 
tee Riven < Fiecitit idle Erurice ; and thus in Latine ; Pre- | Whofe State fo many had the managing, 
iti | elarsffimus Filius nofter Elenricus Rex Anglia & Hares That they loft France, and make his Exgland bleed : 
" no . Which oft our Stage hath fhown ; and for their fake, 
a ; ics Nor this Ihave not Brother fo deny’d, In your fair minds let this acceptance take. 
a 4 i ; 
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KING HENRY VI |j 


Adjus Primus. Scena Prima. 


: Pofterity await for wretched years, an 
; Dead March. When at their Mothers moift Eyes, Babes thall fuck 
; . : Our Ifle be made a Nourifh of falt Tears, . 
Enter the Funeral io Henry.the Fifth, attended on by the\ And none but Women left to wayle, the dead, 
Duke of Bedford, Regent of Brance ; the Duke of Henry the Fifth, thy Ghoft I invocate: ase iS 


v) 
Glofter, Proteétor : 


che Duke of Exeter, Profper this Realm, keep it from Civil Broyles, 
Warwick, the Bifhap of Winchelter, Combat with adverfe Planets. in the Heavens; pitas 
and the Duke of Somerict. Afar more glorious Star thy Soul will make, — ee 
Epes aR. J Than Julius Cafar, or bright eee 
Ung be the Heavens with black, yield day to night 5 _” Enter a Meffenger. aa es | 
Comets,importing change of ‘Times and States, Meff. My Honorable Lords, health to you fee al | 
Brandith your Cryftal Trefles in the, Sky, Sad tidings bring, I to you out of France, Sarees | 
And with them {courge the bad revolting Stars, Of lofs, of ilayghter, and _difcomfiture: oe 
That have confented unto Henry?s death : Guyen, Champamtie, Rhiimes, Orleance, — aladdin moka 
‘King Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long, Paris, Guyfors, Poittiers, are all. quite loft, . | 
England cre lotta King of fo. much worth. | Bed. What fay?{t thou man,before dead Hemy’s Coarfe . 
Gloft, England ne’re hada King untill his time: © Speak foftly, or the lofs of thofe great Towns... 
Vertue he had, deferving tocommand. Will make him burft his Lead, and, rife from dea 
His branditht: Sword did blind men with his: Beams, Gloft. 1s Paris loft, and is Riaa-yielded up? 
His Arms fpread wider than a Dragons W ings : If Henry were recall’d to life again, . . 
His fparkling Eyes, repleat with wrathful fire, Thefe News would caufe him once more yield the.ghi 
More dazled and drove back his Enenues, Exe. How were they loft ? what treachery was 
Than mid-day fun fierce bent againft their Faces: Meff. No treachery, but want of Men and Money, | 
What fhould I fay ? his Deeds exceed all fpeech : Amongft the Souldiers this is muttered, ete 
He ne’re lift up his hand, but conquered. : That here you maintain feveral Factions : 
Exe, Wemourn in black, why mourn we not in blood? | And whilft a Field fhould be difpatch’d and fo ught, 
‘Henry is dead, and_ never fhall revive : You are difputing of your Generals, i 
Upon a Wooden Coffin we attend ¢ One. would have lingring Wars with little coft; . 
And Deaths difhonorable Victory, Another would flye fwift but wanteth Wings: ’ 
We with our ftately prefence glorifie, A thirdman thinks, without expence at all, 
‘Like Captives bound to a Triumphant Car. gs By guileful fair words, Peacemay be obtain’d. . | h 
What ? {hall we curfe the Planets of Milhap, , Awake, awake, Englifh Nobility, ee 
That plotted thus our Glories overthrow ? Let not floth dim your Honours, new begot ; 
Or fhall we think the fubtile-witted French, Crop’t are the Flower-de-Luces in your Arms) ! 
Conjurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, Of England's Coat, one half is cut away. : ; 
By Magick Verf ytlave cont iv’d his end ? Exe. Were our Tears wanting to this Funeral, 2 | 
\ 
| 
) 


Bedford. 
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r Winch. He was a King, bleft ofthe King of Kings. | Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides. 
Unto the French, the dreadful judgement-Day Bed. Me they concern, Regent I am of France: Ye 
So dreadful will not be, as was his fight. Give me my fteeled Coat, Mle fight for France. jz 
The battels of the Lord of Holts he fought : Away with thefe difgraceful wayling Robes; = *}_ 4 
The Churches Prayers made him fo profperons. Wounds will I lend the French, in fteed of Eyes, | 
Glof. The Church ? Where Isit rg bad nob Lh-m.: p — To weep their intermiflive. Miferics. oe 
_ {gad not Church-men pray’d;—-~ Enter cvhent.angiber Mafenerr - 4 
His thread of Life had not fo foon decay d. Mef. Lords, view thefe Letters, full of bad mifchan 
None do you like, but an effeminate Prince, France is revolted from the Exglifh quite a 
Whom like a School-boy you may over-aw. Except fome petty Towns of no capeeie 
Winch, Glofter, what e’re we like, thou art Prote‘tor, | The Dolphin Charles is crowned King in Rhemes: 
And lookeft to command the Prince and Realm. The Baftard of Or/eance with him is joyn’d: 
Thy Wife is proud, fhe holdeth thee 1n aw, Reynold Duke of Anjou doth his Part, “takes 
More than Cod or Religious Church-men, may. The. Dike of Alanjon flictHYon his ene 
Gloft. Name rot Religion, for thou lov'tt the Fleth, Exe. The Dolphin Crown’d King ? all flye cohint? Ae 
And ne’re throughout the year to Church thou go’lt, | O, whither fhall we flye from this reproach ? mee 
Except it be to pray againft thy foes. ee Glofi. We will not fiye, but to our Enemies throats 
Bed. Ceafe, ceafe thefe Jars, and reft your minds in | Bedford, if thou be flack, Ple fight it out. f 
Let’s tothe Altar: Heralds wait onus 5 (peace: Bed. Glofter, why doubt?ft thou of my forwar ance 
Inftead of Gold, we'll offer up our Arms, An Army have I mufter’d in my thoughts, e 
Since Arms avail not, now that Henrys dead. Wherewith already France is over-run. 


be | ji 
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Enter another Meffenger, 


. 
Meff. My gracious Lords, to add to your laments 
Wherewith you now bedew King Henry’s Hearfe, 
I mult inform you of a difmal fight 
Betwixt the ftout Lord Talbot, and the French, 
Win, What? wherein Talbor overcame, is’t fo? 
3. Mef. Ono: wherein Lord Talbot was o’rethrown: 
The circumftance Ple tell you more at large. 
The tenth of Auguft laft, this dreadful Lord, 
Retiring from the Siege of Orleance, 
Having full fcarce fix.theufand in his Troop, 
By three and twenty thoufand of the French 
Was round encompafled, and fet upon : 
1 No leifure-had‘to enrank his men. 
_ {He wanted Pikes to fet before his Archers : 
Inftead whereof, fharp Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 
They pitchedin the ground confufedly, 
To keep the Horfemen off, from breaking in. 
More than three hours the fight continued: 
Where valiant Talbor, above human thought, 
} Enacted wonders with his Sword and Lance. 
‘Hundreds he fent to Hell, ad none durft ftand him: 
| Here, there, and very where enrag’d, he flew. 
The French exclainyd, the Devil was in Arms, 
All the whole Army ftood agaz’d on him. 
His Souldiers fpying his undaunted Spirit, 
A Talbot, a Talbot, cry*d out amain. 
And rufht into the bowels of the Battel. 
Here, had the Conqueft fully been feal’d up, 
If Sir Fohn Falftaff had not play’d thé Coward, 2¢@ 


™ | He being in the Vauward, plac’t behind ef Th Oe L 
oi | With purpofe to relieve and follow them, ~ ” Mig h 
mi | Cowardly fled, not having ftruck one ftroak. = ! 


Hence grew the general wrack and maflacres 
Enclofed were they with their Enemies. 
A bale Walloon to win the Dolphin’s grace, 
Thruft Labor with a Speat into the Back, 
Whomall France, with their aflembled ftrength, *w hole 
Durft not prefume to Id0k once in the Face. 

Bed. \s Talbot {lain then ?1 will flay my felf, 


Wa | 


oe 


foi | For living idely here in pomp and eafe, 
Whilft fuch a worthy Leader, wanting aid, 
wk | Unto his daftard foe-men is betray’d. 
: | | 3. 44f. O no, he lives; but is took Prifoner, 
And Lord Seales with him, and Lord Hungerford : 
i. | Moft of the reft flaughter’d, or took likewife. 
| . Zed. His Ranfom there is none but | fhall pay, 
. Ple hale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne, 
is) | His Crown fhall be the Ranfom of my Friend : 
Four of their Lords le change for one of ours: 
ys | Farewell; my M afters, to my Task will I, 
Té | Bonefires in France forthwith I am to make, 
i | Lo kéep our great Saint Georges Feaft withall. 
rn Ten thoufand Souldiers with me I will take, 
s; | Whofe bloody deeds fhall make all Europe quake. 
‘ff 3- Meff. So you had need, for Orleance is befieg’d, 
_ (| Lhe Enghfh Army is grown weak and faint : 
The Earl of Salisbury craveth fupply, 
9 And hardly Ke€ps his men from mutiny, 
Since they fo few, watch: fuch a multitude. 
Exe. Remember, Lords, your Oaths to Henry {worn : 
_. p Either to quell the Dolphin utterly 
i: : . ee Ny > 
}Or bring him in obedience to your yoak. 
| Bed. 1 do remember it, and here take leave, 
| To go about my préparation, [Exit Bedford. 
r Gloft. Pie to the Tower withall the hafte I can, 
| To view the Artillery and Mynition, 
y And then I will proclaim young Henry King, 
| ; LExit Glofter. 
y Exe, To Eltam witl 1, where the young King is, » 


his fafety there le beft devife. 


‘| Being ordain’d his fpecial Governour, 
‘and for PExir. 


~The frp Part of King Henry the Sixth. 
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Dogs, Cowards, Daftards : I would ne’re have fled, 
| But that they left me *midit my Enemies, 
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Winch, Each hath his place and Function to attend : 
I am left out for me nothing remains : 
But long I will not be Jack out of Office, 
The King from Eltam [intend to fend, 
And fit at chiefeft ftern of publick Weal. (Exit, 
Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Reigneir, marchinc 
with Drum and Souldiers, - “ 


Charl. Mars his true moving, even as j 
So in the Earth, to this day is not known, 
Late did he fhine upon the Englifh fide : 
Now we are Victors, upon us he finiles, 
What Towns of any moment, but we have ? 
aye here we We near Orleance ; 
Other'whiles, the famith’t Englifh, like pale 
Faintly befiege us one hour in Ross _ 

Al, They want their Porredge, and their fat Bull- 
Either they muft be dieted ‘likeMules,  (Beeves 

Reig. (Let’s raife the Siege : why live we idlely here ? 
And have their Provender ti’d to their Mouths 
Or piteous they will look, like drowned Mice.” 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear: 
Remaineth none but mad-brain’d Salisbury, 
And he may well in fretting fpend his gall, 
Nor Men, nor Mony hath he to make War. 

Char. Sound, found Alarumjwe will ruth on therm, 
Now for the Honour of the forlorn French: 
Him I forgive my death, that killeth me ; 
When. he fees me go back on foot, or flye. 


n the Heavens, 


[Exeunt, 


Ut Here Alarum they are beaten back by the 
~ Englith, with great lofs, > 


Emer Charles, Alanfon, and Reignier. 


Charl. Who ever faw the like ? what men have I ? 


Reig. Salisbury is a defperate Homicide, 
He fighteth as one weary of his life - 
Too other Lords, like Lyons wanting food, 
Do rufh upon us as their hungry prey. 
Alanf. Froyfard, a Countryman of oiirs, records, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands breed, 
During the time Edward the third did reign + 
More truly now may this be verified ; 
For none but Samifon’s and Golia/ps 
It fendeth forth to skirmifh': one to ten? 
Lean raw-bon’d Rafcals, who would re fuppofe, 
They had fuch courage arid audacity ? 
Charl, Lev’s leave this Town, 
For they are hair-brain’d’ Slaves, 
And hunger will enforce them to 
Of old! know them ; rather with 
The VValls they “ll tear down, than forfake the Siege. 
Reig. I think by fonte odd’ Gimmals or device 
Their Arms are fet, like Clocks, {till to ftrike on; 
Elfe ne’re could they hold out fo as they do: : 
By my confent, we'll evan let ther alone, 
Alan. Be it fo: 


~~ ~—~_ SS 
be more eager : 
their Teeth 


Enter the Baftard of Orleance, 


Baft. Where’s the Prince Dolphin ? } have’ News for him. 
Dolph, Baftard of Orleance, thrice welcome to us: 
Bajt. Me thinks yout looks are fad, your chear appal’d, 
Hath the late overthrow wrought this Offence ? 
Be not difmay’d, for faceour is at hand : 
A holy Maid hither with me I bring, 
Which by a Vifion fent to her from Heaven, 
Ordained is to raife this tedious Sie e 
And drive the Exglifh forth the bounds of France = 
The {fpirit of deep Prophefie the hath, . - 
Ll 3 Ex- 
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Excecding the nine Sibyls of old Rome : 
What?s, palt, and whats to come, fhe can defcry. 
Speak, fnall 1 call her in? believe my words, 
For they are certain, and unfallible. 

Dolph. Go, call her in: but firft, to try her sklll, 
Rejamier ftand thou as Dolphin in my places 
Queltion her proudly, let thy Looks be ftern, 
By this means {hall we found what skill fhe hath. 

Enter Joan Puzel. 

Reig. Fair Maid,is’t thou,wilt do thefe wondrous feats ? 

Puz, Reignier, is tthou, that thinkeft to beguile me ¢ 
Where isthe Dolphin? Come, come from behind, 

[ know thee well, though never feen before. 

Be not amaz’d, there’s nothing hid from me: 

in private will I talk with thee apart: 

Stand back, you Lords, and give us leave a while. 

Reig. She takes upon her bravely at firit dafh. 

Puz. Dolphin, 1 am by birth a Shepherds Daughter, 
My wit untrain’d in any kind of Art: 

Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleas’d 
To thine on my contemptible eftate. 

Lo, whiP{t I waited on my tender Lambs, 

And to Suns parching heat difplay’d my cheeks, 
Gods Mother deigned to appear to me, 

And ina Vifion full of Majefty, ° 

Will’d me to leave my bafe Vocation, 

And free my Country from Calamity: 

Her aid fhe promis’d, and aflur’d fuccefs. 

In compleat Glory the reveal’d her felf : 

Aud. whereas 1 was black and fwart before : 
With thofe clear Rays, which fhe infus’d on me, 
That Beauty am I bleft with, which you fee. 
Ask me what queftion thou canft poflible, 

AndJ will anfwer unpremeditated : 

My Couragetry by Combat, if thou dart, 
And thou fhalt find that I exceed my Sex. 
Refolve on this, thou fhalt be fortunate, 

If thou receive me for thy Warlike Mate. 

Dolph. Thou haft aftonifht me with thy high terms: 
Onely this proof Ple of thy Valour make, 

In fingle Combat thou fhalt buckle with me; 
And if thou vanquifhelt, thy words are true, : 
Otherwife I renounce all confidence. 

Pux., 1am prepar?d ; here is my keen-edg’d Sword, 
Deck?t with fine Flower-de-Luces on each fide, : 
The which at ZouraizinS. Katharine’s Chutch-yard, 
Out of a great deal of old Iron, I chofe forth. 

Dolph. Then come a God?s name, | fear no Woman. 

Puzel. And while] live, Ple ne2re flieno mah. nto” 

[Here they fight, and Joan de Puzel overcomes. 

Dolph. Stay, ftay thy hands, thou art an Amazon, 
And fighteft with the Sword of Debora. 

Puzel. Chrifts Mother helps me, elfe 1 were too weak. 

Dolph, Who e’re helps thee, ’tis thou that muft help 
Impatiently I burn with thy defire, (me: 
My heart and hands thou haift at once fubdu’d, 

Excellent Puzel, if thy name be fo, 
Ler methy fervant, and not Soveraign be, 
Tis the French Dolphin fueth to thee thus. 

Puzel. 1 muft not yield to any rights of Love, 
For my Profeflion’s facred from above: 
| When I have chafed all thy Foes from hence, 
Then willl think upona Recompence. 

Dolph. Mean time look gracious on thy proftrate 

| Thrall. 

Reig. My Lord, me thinks is very long intalk. . 

Alan. Doubtlefs he fhrives this Woman to her fmock, 
Elf ne’re could he fo long protract his {peech. 

Reign, Shall we difturb him, fince he keeps no mean ? 

Ala. He may mean more thanwe poor men do know? 
Thefe Women are fhrewd tempters with their Tongues. 

Reig. My Lord, where are you? what devife you on, 

Shall we give@’re Orleance, orno? ~ over 
Puzel. Why no, I fay: diltrultful Recreants, 
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Fight till the laft gafp : for le be yonr guard. ae 
Dolph. What fhe fays, Ple confirm : we'll fight it out, 
Puxel, Affign’d1 am to bethe Engli(h Scourge. . 

This night the Siege afluredly Ple raife: 

Expect Saint Martin’s Summer, Halcyon days, 

Since I have entred thus into thefe Wars. 

Glory is like a Circle in the Water : 

Which never ceafeth to enlarge it felf, 

Till by broad f{preading, it difperfe to nought. - 

With Henry’s death, the Englifh Circle ends 

Difperfed are the glories it included: : 

Now am] like that proud infulting Ship 

Which Ce/far and his fortune bare at once. 
Dolph, Was Adahomet infpired with a Dove ? 

Thou with an Eagle art infpired then. ) 

Helen, the Mother of great Coxftantine, 

Nor yet S. Phelps Daughters were like thee. 

Bright Star of Venus, fala down on the Earth 

How may { reverently worfhip thee enough ? i a 
Alan, Leave off delays, and let us raife the Siege, 
Reig. Woman, do what thou canft to fave our Honors, 

Drive them from Orleance, and bg immortaliz’d. b? 
Dolph. Prefenth-we'll try : come, let’s away about it, 

No Prophet will! truft, if fhe prove falfe. [Eel 


Enter Gloucefter , with his ferving-men, 


_ Gloft. Jam to furvey the Tower this day ; 
Since Henry’s death, I fear theré%.a Conveyance: 
Where be thefe Warders, that they wait not here? 
Open the Gates, tis Gloffer that calls. ae 
1. Warder. Who’s there, that knocks fo imperioully? 
Gloft. 1. man, It isthe Noble Duke of Glofter. 
2. Warder. Whoe’re he be, you may not beletin. | 
1. Man, Villains, anfwer you fo the Lord Protettor ° 
1. Warder. The Lord protect him, fo we anfwer him, | 
ne wot oe otherwife than we are will’d. “a 
oft. Who willed you ? or whofe will ftan ine 
There’s none Protector of the Realm, but ce se ae 
Break up the Gates, Ple be your warrantize ; 
Shall | be flouted thus by dunghill Grooms ? 


Glofter’s men rufh at the Tower Gates, and Woodvile 
the Lieutenant {peaks within. ae 
‘os 
Wood. What noyfe is this ? what Traytors have wehere 
Gloft... Lieutenant, is it you whofe voice] hear?)| 
a ghee here’s Gloffer that would enter. 
ood, Have patience, Noble Duke,I ma DEM, 
The Cardinal er Winchefter forbids : ere” one 
From him I have exprefs commandment ; 
That thou nor none of thine fhall bé let in. we 
Gloft. Faint-hearted Woodvile, prizeft him >foreme? 
Arrogant Winchefter, that haughty Prelate, ; , i 
Whom Hevry our late Soveraign ne’re could brook? 
Thou art no Friend to God, or to the King : a 
Open the Gates, or le fhut thee out fhortly. 
Servingmen, Open the Gates'td the Lord Protector, — 
Or we’ll burft them open, if chat you come not quickly. 


; ale 


Enter to the Protettor at the Tower Gates, Winchefter ad 3 
lis men in Tawny Coats, Pei? 


” mm p Ar 4 i ; mt 
Winches, How now spilsticn Giese ue means this’ 
Gloft. Pied Prieft, do’ft thou command me to b 

fhut out? . oly A Se 
Winch. 1 do, thou moft ufurping Prodi is OF 
And not Protector.of the King orice Ss A 
Gloft. Stand back, thou manifeft Confpirator, |” oF 
Thou that conttivgd’ft to. murther our dead Lordy 
Thou that giv’ft Whores Indulgences to fin, es 
Ple canvas thee in thy Broad Cardinals Hat, 
If thou proceed in this, thy infolence. 1 ie 
. Winch, Nay, ftand thouback, 1 will not budge aie j 
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% This be Damajcus, be thoucurfed Cain, ’ | They may vex us with fhot or with Affault. 
ty To flay thy Brother Abel, if thou wilt. To intercept this inconvenience, 
: Gloj?. 1 will not flay thee, but I’le drive thee back : A piece of Ordnance ’gainft it 1 have plac’d, 
Thy Scatlet Robes, as a Childs bearing Cloth, And fully-even thefe three days have I watch’d; 
Ple ufe, to carry thee out of this place. If I could fee them. Now, Boy, do thou watch. 
Winch, Do what thou darft, I beard thee to thy face. | For I can ftay no longer. : 
Gloff, What ? am I dar’d, and bearded to my face? | If thou fpy*ft any, run and bring me word, 
Draw men, for all this priviledged place, And thou fhalt find me at the Governors. { Exit, 
t Blew Goats to Tawny Coats. Prieit, beware thy Beard, Boy. Father, I warrant you take you no care; 
I meah to tuggeit, and to cuff you foundly. Ple never trouble you, if I may {py them. 
Under my feet Ile ftamp.thy Cardina!s Hat : 
In fpight of Pope, or Dignities of Church, Enter Salisbury, and Talbot ox the Tutrets; mith others. 
Here by the Checks Ple drag thee up and down. 
Ee Winch, Glofter, thou7walt anfwer this before the Pope. Salis. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return’d ? 
\ Gloft. Winchefter Goofe, L cry, a Rope, a Rope. How wert thou handled, being Prifoner ? 
Now beat them hence, why do you let them fay 2: Or by what means gotft thou to be releas’d ? 
‘ Thee Vle chafe hence, thou Wolf in Sheep’s array. Difcourfe I prethee on this Turrets top. 
t Out Tawny-Coats, out Scarlet Hypocrite. 3 Fal. The Earl of Bedford had a Prifoner; 
? ‘| CalPd the brave Lord Pomton de Santraile, 
tee Here Glofter’s men beat out the Cardinals men, and enter For him was! exchang?d, and ranfom?d, 
me in the hurly-burly the Mayor of London, But with a bafer man of Arms by far : 
om and his Officers. Once in contempt they would have barter’d me - 
i Pe : Which I difdaining, fcorn’d, and craved death, 
i Mayor. Fie Lords, that you béing fupream Magiftrates, | Rather than I would-be fo pil’d efteem’d ; 3 ve 
Thus contumelioufly fhould break the Peace, In fine redeem’d I was as I defir’d. 
1p Glo. Peace Mayér, for thou know?tt little of my wrongs: |) But O, the treacherous Fal/taff wounds my heart, 
: Here’s Beauford, that regards not God nor King, Whom with my bare Fifts i would execute, 
ly; | Hath here diftrain’d the Tower to his ufe. If I now had him brought into my power: 
ee Winch, Here’s Glofter too, a Foe to Citizens, Saks. Yet tellit thou not, how thou wert entertain’d. 
we One that ftill motions War and never Peace, Tal, With {coffs and {corns, and contumelious taunts, 
O’re-charging your free Purfes with large Fines ; In open Market-place produc’d they me, 
in That feeks to overthrow Religion, To be a’publick {pectacle to all : 
i Becaufe he is Protector of the Realm ‘ Here, faid they, isthe Terror of the French, 
bok. And would have Armour here out of the Tower, The Scare-Crow that affrights our Children fo. 
ih To Crown himfelf King, and fupprefs the Prince. Then broke I. from the Officers that Jed me, 
ihe Glo, I will not anfwer thee with words, but blows, And with my nails digg’d ftones out of the Ground, 
To hurle at the beholders of my fhame. 
bis Here they skirmifh again, My grifly countenance made others flye, 


Mayor. Nought refts for me, in this tumultuous ftrife, 
But to make open Proclamation. 
_ | Come Officer, as lond as e’re thou canft, cry: 
| Al manner of men affembled here in Arms this day, 
| againft Gods Peace and the Kings, we charge and command 
Jou, 12 bis Highnefs Name, to repair to your feveral dwelling 
) places, and not to wear, bandles or ale any Sword, Weapon, 
or Dagger hence-forward,., upon pain of death, 
; Glo. Cardinal, Vle be no breaker of the Law ; 
| But we hall meet, and break our minds at large. 
| Winch, Gloster, well meet to thy dear coft be fure: 
| Thy heart-blood I will have for this days work. 
Mayor. Ve call for Clubs, if you will not away : 
This Cardinal is more haughty than the Devil. 
Glofter. Mayor,farewell: thou do?ft but what t 
Winch, Abominable Gioffer, guard thy head, 
For I intend to have. it ’re be long. [ Exeunt, 
Mayor. See the Coaft clear’d, and then we will depart. 
| Good God; thefe Nobles fhould fuch ftomacks beat 
I my felf fight not once in forty year. 


i 


hou may’ft. 


L Exeunt. 
Enter the Maffer-Gunner of Orleance, and his Boy. 
M. Gun. Sita, thou know’th how Orleance is 
| And how the Englifh have the Suburbs won. 

oy, Father; 1 know, and oft have fhot at them, 

How e’re unfortunate I mifed my aim, 

__,_ 4, Gun. But now thou fhalt not. Be thou rul’d by me: 
Chief Mafter Gunner am 1 of this Town, 
Something I muft do to procure me grace : 

The Princes efpyals have informed m i 

How th agh{h, in the Suburbs clofe entrencht, 
Wit, through a fecret Grate of Iron Bars, 

In yokder Tower, toover-peer the City, 
{And thence difcover, how with moft advantage ~ 


befiedg7d, 


| Ready they were to fhoot me to the heart. 


None durft come near, for fear of fudden death. 

In Iron Walls they deem’d me not fecure : 

So great fear of my Name ’mongft them were fpread, 
That they duppos’d I could rend Bars of Steel, 

And fpurn in pieces pofts of Adamant. 

Wherefore a guard of chofen Shot | had; 

That walkt about me every Minute while: 

And if I'did but ftir ont of my Bed, 


Enter thé Boy with a Linftock. 


Satis. I grieve to hear what torments you endur’d, 
But we wiil be reveng’d: fufficiently. 
Now it.is Supper time in Orleance : 
Here; through this Grate, I can count every one, 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie : 
Let us look in, the fight will much delight thee: 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir Wilkam Glandfdale, 
Let me have your exprefs Opinions, 
Where is belt place to make our Bat’’ry next ? 
Garg. 1 think at the North Gate, for there ftand Lords. 
Glandf, And I here, at the Bulwark of the Bridge. 
Talb. For ought I fee, this City muft be famifht, 
Or with light Skirmithes enfecbled. © 


Here they fhot ,. and Salisbury falls down, 


Salis: Q Lord have mercy on us, wretched finners. 
Garg. O Lord have mercy on me, woful man. 
Talb. What chance is this that faddenly hath croft us? 
Speak Salisbury ; at leaft, if thou canft, {peak : 
How far’ftthou, Mirror of all Martial men ? 
One of thy Eyes, and thy Cheeks fide {truck off ? 
Accurfed Tower, accurfed fatal Hand , 
That. hath contriv’d this woful- Tragedy, 
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In thirteen Battels, Salssbury o'recame : | So Bees with fmoak, and Doves with noifom ftench, | 
Henry the Fifth he firft train’d to the Wars. Are from their Hives and Houfes driven away. 
Whillt any Trump did found, or Drum ftruck up, They call’d us, for our fiercenefs, Englifh Dogs, 
His Sword did ne’re leave ftriking in the feild. Now like the Whelps, we crying Tun away, 

Yet liv7st thov, Salsbury? though thy fpeech doth fail, A fhort Alarum., 

One eye thou halt to look to Heaven for grace. Heark Countreymen, either renew the fight, 

The Sun with one Eye vieweth all the World. Or tear the Lyons out of England’s Coat : 

Heaven be thou gracious to-none alive, Renounce your Soil, give Sheep in Lyons ftead : 
If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands. Sheep run not half fo treacherous from the Wolf, 
Bear hence this Body, { will help to bury it. Or Horfe or Oxen from the Leopard, t 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, haft thou any life ? As you flie from your oft-fubdued Slaves. 

Speak unto Talbot, nay, look up to him. 

Salisbury chear thy Spirit with this comfort, Alarum, Here another Skirmifh, 

Thou fhalt not die whiles— 

We beckens with his hand, and fmiles on me: It will not be, retire into your Trenches: 

As who fhould fay, When Iam dead and gone, You all confented unto Salisburie’s death, 
Remember to avenge me on the French. For none would ftrike a ftroke in his revenge 
Plantagenet L will, and, Vero like, will Puzel is entred into Orleance, 

Play on the Lute, beholding the Towns burn : | In fpight of us, or ought that we could do. 
retched fha!l Fravce be onely inmy Name. O would I were to die with Salisbury, 

__ Here an Alarum,, and it Thunders and Lightens, The fhame hereof will make me hide my head. 9 | 
What ftir is this? what tumult’s in the Heavens ? (Exit Talbot.) 
Whence cometh this’ Alarum, and the noyfe ? . Alarum,, Retreat, F lourifh. Beer 

Enter a Meffenger. any 2 
Meff. My Lord, my Lord, the French have gather’d Enter on the Wall Puzel, Dolphin, Reigneir, rod ee 
The Dolphin, with one Foan de Puzel joyn’d, (head. Alanfon, and Souldiers. cree ae 
A holy Prophetefs, new rifen up, E coo eee 
Is come with a great Power, to raife the Siege. Puzel. Advance our waving Colours on the Wall, | 
Refcu’d is Orleance from the Exglifh Wolves : 
Here Salisbury /fteth himfelf up and groans. Thus Yoan de Puzel hath perform’d her word. 
Dolph, Divineft Creature, bright Aftrea’s Daughter,} 4 
Tal. ¥Y€ar, hear, how dying Salisbury doth groan, | How fhall I honour thee for this fuccefs, i 
It irks his heart he cannot be reveng’d, Thy promifes are like Adonis Garden, i. 
French-men, Vie be a Salisbury to you. That one day bloom’d, and fruitful were the next. | 
Puzel or Puffel, Dolphin or Dog-fth, France, triumph in thy glorious Prophetefs, 
Your hearts Ple ftamp out with my Horfes heels, Recover’d is the Town of Orleance, 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled brains. More blefled hap did ne’re befal our State. 
Convey me Salisbury into his Tent, |  Reigneir, Why ring not out the Bells aloud, 
And then we'll try, what thefe daftard Freuch-men dare. Throughout the Town ? 
Alarum. [Exit.| Dolphin command the Citizens make Bonfires, 
_ | And feaft and banquet in the open ftreets, 
Here an Alarum again. and Talbot purfueth the Dolphin; | To celebrate the jov that God hath given us. ind 
and driveth him + Then enter Joan de Puzel, driving Alanf. Ail France will be repleat with mirth and joy, | 
Englifh-men befor her. Then enter Talbot. When they fhall hear how we have play’d the men. 
; Dolph, *Tis Foun, not we, by whom the day is wom+} 
Tal.Where is my Strength, my Valour, and my Force? | For which, 1 will divide my Crown with her, ig 
Our Englifb Troops retire, I cannot ftay them. And all the Priefts and Fryers in my Realm, 
A Woman clad in Armour chafeth them. — Shall in proceffion fing her endlefs praife. 
Enter Puzel. A ftatelier Pyramis to her I’le rear, 
Here, here fhe comes. Ple have a bout with thee : Than Rhodope’s or Atemphis ever was. 
Devil, or Devils Dam, Ple conjure thee : | In memory of her when fhe is dead, 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch. Her ‘Afhes, inan Urn mote precious 
And ftraightway give thy Soul to him thou fervft. Than the rich-jewel’d Coffer of Durixs 
Puz, Come, come, ’tis onely I that mutt difgrace thee. | Tranfported fhall be at high Feftivals’ 
Here they fight. Before the Kings and Queens of France. 
Tal, Heavens, can you faffer Hell fo to prevail ? No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry 
My breatt Vile burft with ftraining of my Courage, Bat Youn de Puzel fhall be France’s Saint. 
And from my fhoulders crack my Arms afunder, Come in, and let us Banquet Royally, 
1 Buc will chaftife this high-minded Strumpet. After this Golden. day of Vidtaty. 
They fight again. ~” Flourifh. 
Puz, Talbot farewel, thy hour is not yet come, 
1 maft go Vidtual Orleance forthwith # 


A (oore Alarum + Then Enter the Town | Adlus Secundus. S6ena Pr yma. 


with Souldiers. 


mo 


Enter a Serjeant of a Band, with rwo Cenrinels. 
O’re-take me if thou canft, 1 feorn thy ftrength. st 
Go, go, chear up thy hungry-ftarved men, Ser. Sirs, take your places and: be vigilant: Te 
Pelp Salisbury to make his Teftament, ‘a _ | I€any noife or. Souldier you perceive Pe 
This Day is ours, as many more fhall be. °._-(LExit. | Near to the walls, by fome apparent fign 

Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a Potter’s Wheel. | Let us have knowledge at rhe Court of Guard. 
I know not where I am, nor whatI do: Cent. Serjeant you fall. Thus are poor Servite 
A Witch by fear, not force, like Hannibal, (When others fleep upon their quiet Beds) 
Drives back our Troops, and conquers as fhe lifts : Con ftrain’d to watch in darknefs, rain, and cold. 


—, 


he 
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Exter Talbot, Bedford, aed Burgundy, wih 
Ladders; Their Drums beating a 
: Dead March. 


{ealing 


Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 
By whofe approach, the. Regions of Artoys, 
Wallon, and Picardie, are Friends to us: 


li This happy night, the Frenchmen are fecure, And now there refts no other thifts but this, 
Having all day carous’d and banguetted, To gather: our Souldiers, fcatter’d and difpets’t, 
Embrace we then this opportunity, And lay new Plat-forms.to endamage them, L Exeunt, 
As fitting beft to quittance their deceit, ' 
Contriv’d by Art, and baleful Sorcery. Alarum, Enter a Souldier, crying, a Talbot, @ Talbot; 
Bed. Coward of France, how mnch he wrongs his Fame, they fue,. leaving ther Cloaths belind, 
Defpairing of his own Arms fortitude, Pa : 
_ °4 To joyn with Witches, and the help of Hell, Soul. Ple be fo bold to take what they have left : 
Hf  Bar. Traitors have never other company. The Cry of Tzlbot ferves mefor a Sword, 
But what’s that Pwzel, whom they term fo pure? For I have loaden me with many Spoils, , 
Tal, A Maid, they fay... Ufing no other Weapon but-his Name.- [ Exit. 
Bed. A Maid ? And. be fo martial?. 
rm Bur. Pray Ged, the prove not mafculine e’re long : Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundie. 
i If underneath the Standard of the French 
. She carry Armour, as fhe. hath begun. : bil Bedf. The day begins to break, and Night is fled, 
Tat, Well, let them, practife and converfe with Spirits. | Whofe pitchy Mantle over-vail’d the Earth. 
‘ God is our Fortrefs, in whofe conguering Name Here found Retreat, and ceafe our hot purfuit. [Retrear, 
» o Let us refotve to feale their flinty Bulwarks. Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salisbury, 
Bed. Afcend, brave Talbot, we will follow thee. And here advance it in. the Market-place, 
| _ -TFal, Notaltogether : Better far I guefs, The middle Centre of this curfed Town.: 
oh That we do make our entrance. feveral ways : Now have | pay’d my Vow. unto his Soul, 
: ‘That it if chance the one of us do ‘fail, For every drop of Blood was drawn from him, ’ 
it The other yet may rife again{t their force. There hath at leafh five Frenchmen dyed to night. 
nb Bed, Agreed ; Ple to, youd corner. And that hereafter Ages may behold 
Bur, And 1 to this. . What ruine happened in revenge of him, 
Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make his Grave. | Within their chicfeft Temple Ple ‘erect 
i Now Salisbury for thee: and for the right A Tomb, wherein his: Corps fhall be interr’d.; 
Of Englith Henry, fhall this night appear Upon the which, that every one may'read, 
How much in duty, 1 am bound to both. Shall be engrav’dsthe fack of Orleance, 
Cent. Arm, Arm, the Enemy doth make aflault, The treacherous manner of his mournful death, 
“ Cry, S.. George. . 4 Talbot. And what a terrour he had been to France, 
But, Lords, in all our bloody Maflacre, 
» | The French leap ore the Walls in their {rirts, Enter feveral | { mufe we met not with the Dolphins Grace, 
wayes, Buftardy Alanfon, Reignier, half ready, © His new-come Champion, virtuous Foar of Acre, | 
bi] and half unready, Nor any of his falfe Confederates, = 
h a ; Bedf.. ?Tis thought; Lord Taibét, when the fight began, 
ie Alan. Bow now my Lords ? whatall unready fo? | Rouz’d on the fadden from their drowfie Beds, 
faye Saft. Unteady ? 1 and glad we {cap’d fo well. They did amongft the Troops of armed men, 
t, Reg. >Twastime (1 trow ). to wake and leave our Beds, | Leap o’re the Walls for refugein the Field. 
| Hearing Alarms at our Ghamber doors,’ Burg. My felf, as far asI could well difcern, 
Alan. Of all Exploits. fince firft 1 follow’d Arms, For fmoak, and dusky Vapours of the night, 
| Ne’re heard | of a warlike enterprize Ain fure I fcar’d the Dolphin and his Trull, 
More venturous, or defperate than this, When Armin Arm they both came {wiftly tunning, 
Baff. | think this Talbor be a Fiend of Hell, Like to a pair of loving Turtle Doves, 
Reig. If not of Hell, the'Heayens fure favout him. That could not live afander day or night. 
Alanf. Here commeth Charles, | marvel how he fped.. | After thar things are fet in order here, 
Enter Charles avd Joan. We'll follow them with all the Power we have. 
Baft. Tut, holy Yo2a was his detenfive Guard. ., _ Bater a Meffenger. 
% Charl, Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful Dame ? | _ 44. Allhail, my Lords : which of this Princely train 
| Didft thou at firft, to fatter us withal, Call ye the Warlike Talbot, for his Adts 
Make us partakers of a little gain, So much applauded through the Realm of France? 
That poy site lof§ might be ten times fo much ? Talb. Here is the Talbor, who would {peak with him ? 
Joan, Wherefore is Chasles impatient with his Friend? deff. The virtuous Lady, Countefs of Avergne, 
At all times will you have my power alike? With modefty admiring thy Renown; 
~ {Sleeping or waking, mut | jtill prevail, 


Ly eand Jay the fault on me ? 

Improvident Souldiers,, had your watch been good, 

This fudden mifchief never could have faln. 

4° © Charl. Duke of _Allanfon, this was your default, 

That being Captain of the Watch to Nigh, 

Did look no better to that weighty Charge. 

| lan{. Had ail our Quarter been as fafely kept, 

As that, whereof I had the Government,  ~ 

Wehad not been thus fhamefully farpriz’d, — 
aft. Mine was fecure. sas 

Reign. And fo was mine, my Lord. 
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Part of all this Night 
Own Precinct, 

d fro, 
S. 
fhould they firtt break in ? 
rd) no further of the cafe, 
*tis fure they found fome place. 
where the breachiwasmade: 


Charl, And for my felf, moft 
Within her Quarter > and mine 
1 was employ’d in pafling to an 
About relieving of the Centinel 
Then how, or which way, 

Joan), Queftion ( my:Le 
How, or which way ; 
But weakly guarded, 


By me intreats ( great Lord ) thon would’ft vouchfafe 
To vifit her poor Caftle where ) 
That fhe may boaft fhe hath beheld the man, | 

Whofe glory fillsthe World with loud report. 

Burg. Is iteven fo? Nay, then I feeour Wars 
Will turn unto a peaceful. Gomick fport, 

When Ladies crave to be encountred with 3 
You may Ret (my Lord) defpife her gentle fuir. 

Talo, N@retruft methen : for when a World of men 
Could not prevail with all their Oratori 
Yet hatha Woman’s kindnefs over-rul’d : 

And therefore tell her, I return great thanks, 


the lyes, 


Aa 


Sy ee 

mm * : 
ah 
| 
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And in fabmiffion will attend on her. ; I tell you Madam, were the whole Frame here, 
Will not your Honowrs bear me company ? ‘ It is of fuch a fpatious lofty pitch, {oe 
reat. No, trulyggtis more than manners will: 2% | Your Roof were not fafficient to contalmt. Eg 
And I have heard it faid, Unbidden Guefts Count. This is a Riddling Merchant for the nonce, 2 
Are often welcomeft when they are gone. He will be here, and yet he is not here: : he 
Talb. Well then, alone (fince there’s no remedy) How can thefe contrarieties agree ? 1 Sie 
| mean to prove this Ladies couttelic. me Talb. ‘That will 1 fhew you prefently. (15 Roda gana 
ne hither, Captain, you’percerve my muuic, bis .,es 
ie ee ee ; [Whi fpers. Windshis Horn, Drums ftrike up, a Peal” eee 
Capt. 1. doy my Lord, and mean accordingly. Exeunt. of Ordinance : Enter Souldiers. { 
5d. o: Enter Counte/s. 7 cupid bee 
Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge, How fay you Madam? are you now perfwaded, °° 4) 9]. i 
1 And when youtkave done fo;bring the Keyesto me. That Talbot is but Shadow of himfelf ? ie © 
Port. Madam, ¥ will. _ (Exit. | Thefe are his Subftance, Sinews, Arms, and’Strength, | 
Count. The plot is jaid, if all things fall out right, With which he yoaketh your rebellious Necks,” Pe) it | 
\| 1 fhall as famons be by this exploit, Razeth your Cities, and fubverts your Towns, ~ | ff | 
| As Scythian Tophyris by Cyrits death, And in a moment makes them defolate. wh is 
‘| Great is the rumor of this dreadful Knight, Count. Victorious Talbot, pardon my abufe,’ | 


| Avid His Acchievements of no lefs account : I find thou art no Jefs than Fame hath bruited, ~~ | ! 
i} Fain would mine Eyes be witnefs with my Ears, And more than may be gathered by thy fhape, = J 
| To give their:ceafure of thefe rate reports. Let my prefumption not provoke thy wrath, 
For I am forry, that with Reverence y rahe WW 
Euter Meffinger and Talbot. I did not entertain thee as thou art. Ree. | ee | 
i Fen Talb. Be not difmay’d, fair Lady, nor mifconfter > |i 
oye, Madamyaccording as -yout Ladyfhip defir’d, The mind of Talbot, as you did miftake 12a | 
By meflagescrav’d, fo is Lord Lulbot come. The outward compofition of his Body. r 
1’ Count, And heis'welcome: what? is this the man? | What you have done, hath not offended me: = 
Mef. Madam,‘it 4s. Nor other fatisfaction do | crave, Ra ae | 
Count, Is this thé Scourge of France ? But only with our patience, that we may op ete 9 
Is this the Falbats fo much fear" abroad ¢ Tafte of your Winé, and fee what Cates you have, — 
That with bis Name the Mothers -{till their Babes? For Souldiers ftomacks always ferve them well. ge: 
[ fee report is fabulous and falfe. Cowit. With all my heart, and-think me honoured) | || 
[ thought I fhould. have feen fome Hercules, To feaft fo great a Warriour in my houfe. — [E-xent, 
A fecond Heétor, for his grim afpect, , i: 
-| A large propoftion of his ftrong knit Limbs. 
+} Alas, this is aChild, a filly Dwarf : ; 
It cannot be, this weak and writhled fhrimp . 5 
Should ftrixefuch terrour to his Enemies. York, Great Lords and Gentlemen, 20087 
Ful. Madamyt have been bold to trouble you: What means this filence ? q 
But fince your Ladyfhip is not at leifure, ; Dare no man anfwer in a Cafe of Truth ? 3 
1 Je fort fome.other time to vifit you. Suff. Within the Temple Hall we were too loud, ~ 
Count: What means he now ? The Garden here is more convenient. o. 
Go ask him, whither he goes? York. Then fay at.once, if] maintain’d the Truths” 
eff Stay, my Lord Talbor, for my Lady craves, — Or elfe was wrangling, Somerfet in th’error ? a 
To know.the ¢aufe of your abrupt departure. Suff, Faith Vhave been a Truant in the Law,. 
Talb. Marry, for that the’s ina wrong belief, | And never yet could frame my will to it, 
I go to certifie her, Talbor?s here. ‘And therefore frame the Law into my will. 
eee Som, Judge you; myLord of Warwick, then betwe 
» Enter Porter with keys. * |. War. Between two Hawks,which flies the higher 


Emer Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, Somerfet, | 
Pool, and others, (7 a 


vont 


if 


Eee ; Between two Dogs,which hath the deeper mouth, 
Count: Ifthou be he, then art thou Prifoner. Between two Blades, which bears the better temper, ~ 


Talb. Prifoner ? to whom ? Between two Horfes, which doth bear him beft, 
Count. To. me, blood-thirfty Lord: | Between two Girls, which hath the merricft Eye, 
And for that caufe I train’d thee to my Houfe. f have perhaps fome fhallow fpirit of judgment i 
Long time. thy shadow hath been thrall to me, But in thefe nice fharp Quillets of the Law, 
For in my Gallery thy picture hangs: Goodfaith, I am no wifer than a Daw. ’ 
| But now the Subitance fhall endure the like, York, Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance: f 
And I will chain thefe Legs and Arms of thine, ruth appears fonaked on my fide, eas 
That haft by tyranny thefe many years — That any pur-blind.Eye may find it out, rae 
Waited our Country, flain our Citizens, ~ Som. Andon my fide, it isfo well apparell’d;. 
And fent our-Sons and Husbands captivate. So lear, fo hhining, and fo evident, Ws 
Talb. Fia, ha, ha. That it will glimmer through a blind mans Eye. 
Cawit. Laaghelt thou Wretch ? York, Since youare Tongue-ty’d, and fo loth t 
Thy ‘mirth fhall turn to moan. In dumb fignificants proclaim your thoughts: ~ 
Talb. | laugh to fee your Ladyfhip fo fond, . Let him that is a true-born Gentleman, 17” 
To think, that you have ought but Talbot’s Shadow, And ftands upon the Hononr of his Birth, 
Wherein to practice your feverity. 3 If he fuppofe that I have pleaded truth, a 
Count, Why ? art thou not the man ¢ From off this Bryar pluck a white Rofe with me 
Talb. | am indeed. Som. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flat 
Count. ‘Then have I Subftance too. | But dare maintain the party of the Truth, =, | 
. 4 Talb, No,'no, bam bat Shadow of my felf: Pluck a red Rofe from off this Thorn with me. — | 
You are deceiv’d, my Subftance 1s not here 3, War. \ love no Colours: and without all ¢ 
| Gor what you fteis but the finalleft part, Of bafe infinvating Flattery, = 89 
: | And leaft proportion of Humanity: ses 


. 
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\ ya 
| [pluck this white Rofe with Plantagenet. WwW ill] for ever, and my Fattion wear, 
| Saf. I pluck this'red Rofe with young Somerfer, ) Wautil it wither with me to my Grave, 
| And fay withal, ‘ think he held the right. Or flourifh to the height of my Decree, 
ig | Peruon, Stay,Lords aid Gentlemen, and plnck nomore| Sif. Go forward, and be choak’d with thy ambition : 


4 °Till you conclude, that he upon whofe fide 

| The feweft Rofes are crop’t from the tree, 

} Shall yield the‘other in the right Opinion. 

| Som. Good Mafter Vernon, it is well objected ; 
d If I have feweft, I fubfcribe in filence. 

_ 4 York, And I. 


' Hl 
7 


| I pluck this pale and Maiden Bloffom here, 

| Giving my Verdi& on the white Rofe fide. 

Som, Prick not your finger as you pluck it off, 
y Left bleeding, you do paint the white Rofe red, 
. : And fallon my fide fo againft your will. 

Vernon, \€ 1, my Lord, for my Opinion bleed, 


& | Opinion thall be furgeon to my hurt, 
, . | And keep mie on the fide fill where Iam. 
3, | Som. Well, well, come on, who elf? 


Laryer, Unalefs my Study and my Books be falfe, 
The Argument you held, was wrong in you; 
In fign whereof, I pluck a whire Rofe too. 
» Tork, Now Somerfer, where is your Argument ? 
Som, Here in my Scabbard, meditating that, 
Shall dy your white Rofe in a bloudy red. 


York, Mean time your checks do counterfeit our Rofes, 


For pale they look with 
4 The truth on our fide. 
_ Som, No, Plantagener. 
Tis not for fear, Bir anger, that my cheeks 
Blufh for pure fhame, to counterfeit our Rofes, 
And yet thy tongue will not confefsthy Error. 
- York, Hath not thy Ro& a Canker, Somer fer ? 
2 Som. Hath not thy Rofé a Thorn, Plantagenet ? 
m= York. 1, fharp and piercing to maintain his truth, 
| Whiles thy confuming Canker eats his falfhood. 


fear, as witncfling 


one 
rel’ 
on 


| _ Som, Well, Pe find Friends,to wear my bleeding Rofes, 


~ | § That fhall maintain what I have faid is true, 
| Where fa'fe Plantazener dare not be ven. 

f_ York. Now by this Maiden Bloffm in my hand, 

oO FF fcorn thee and thy fahion, peevih Boy. fac/ 


Vernon. Then for the truth, and plginnefS of the Cafe, 


in a: 


And fo farewel, until J meet thee next. 


} ; Exit, 
Som. Have with thee, Fool : Farewel, fcibittons Ri- 
chard, Ett. 
York, How I am brav’d, and mutt perforce en- 
dure it? 


_Warw, This blot, that they objed againft yout Houfe 

Shall be wip’t out in the next Parliament, , 

| Cal?d for the Truce of Winchefter and Gloucefter: | 

| And if thoa be not then created York, ; 

{ will not live to be accounted Warwick, 

Mean time, in fignal of my love to thee, 

Againft proud Somerfer, and William Pool, 

Will I upon thy party wear this Row. 

And here J prophefie : this Praw] to day, 

Grown te this Faction in the Temple Gatden, 

Shall fend between the Red Rofeand the White, 

A thoufand Souls to Denth and deadly Night. : 

York, Good Ma'ter Fernon, 1 am bound to you. 

That you on my behalf would pluck aFlower, ° 
Ver. \n your behalf ftill will I wear the fame. 
Laryer. And fo will I. 
York, Thanks, gentle Sir. 

Come, let.us four to dinrer : 


I dare fay, 
This Quarrel will drink Blow 


d another day, [ Exenxt, 

Enter Mortimer, broncht in a Chair , and Faylors, 
Mort. Kind Keepers of my weak decaying Age; 

Let dying Afortimer here ret himfelf. : 

Even like a mani new haled from the Wrack,; 

So fare my Limbs with long Imprifonment : 

And thefe gray Locks, the Purfuivants of De ath, 

Weftor-like aged, in an Age of Care; 

Argue the end of Famund Asortitner, 

Thefe Eyes, like Lamps, whofe walting Oilis fpent, ° 

Wax dim, as drawing to their Exigent. 

Weak Shoulders, over-born with burthening Grief, 


And ptthlefS Arms, like to a wither ine 
JAE Frodo vaca Pes ak ded oy oes MS Hes Bets rahe gourd 
‘ * Suff. Pe turn my an theredf into thy throat, t tealiets dasa this Lump of Clay ) Soeeee 
Myf Som, Away, away, good Wiliam de ta Pvdl, Swift-winged with defire to get a Grave, 
We grace the Yeoman, by conv:rfing with him. As witting I no other comfort have. 


Warw. Now by Gods will thon wrong?t him,Somer fit ; 
@ | His Grandfather was Lyore! Duke of Clarenc?, 
i’ Third Son to the third Edward Duke of Encland : 
pring. Creftlefs Yeomen from fo deep a Root ? 
_ York. He bears him on the place’s Priviledg-, 
Or durft not for his craven heart fay thus. 
é Dh Som. By him that made me , Ile maintain my words 
gv J On any plot of Ground in Chriftendom. 
iias bot thy Father, Richard, Earl of Cambrid-e, 
eafon-executed in our late King’s days ? 
is Treafon, ftand’it not thou attainted, 
Soneapted and exempt from ancient Gentry ? 
“| His trefpafs yet lives guilty. in thy blood, 
And "till thoube reftor’d, thou art a Yeaman. 
York. My Pather was attached, not attainted ; 
‘| Condemn’d to dye for Treafon, but not Traytor 5. 
{And that I’le prove on better men than Somer fit, 
Were growing time once ripened to.my will.. 
Oryour partaker Pool, and you your. flf, 
Ple note you in my. Book of Memory, . 
| To feourge you for this apprehenfion : 
re Look toit well, and fay you are well warn’d. 


| io _. Som. Ah, thou fhalt find’ us ready for thee ffill: 
os And know us by thefe Colours, for thy Foes, « 
~ | Forthefe, my Friends in fpight of thee fhall wear. 
iy 


York, And by my Soul, this pale and angry Rofe, 
is Cognizance of my blood=drinking hate, 


— 


But tell me Keeper, will my Nephew come ? 
Keeper. Richard Plantagenet, my Lord, will come: 
We fat untothe Templegehis Chamber, 
And anfwer was return’d, that he will come, 
Mort. Enough : my foul then hall be fatisfied. 
Poor Gentleman, his wrong doth equal mine, 
Since Henry Monmouth firft began to Reign, 
Before whofe Glory I was great in Arms, 
This loathfom fequeftration have I had =; 
Ard evén fince then, hath Richard been obfcut’d, 
:-D-priv’d. of Honor and Inheritance. 
But now, the Arbitrator of Defpairs, 
Juft Death, kind Umpire of men’s Miferies, 
With feet Enlargement doth difnifS me hence : 
I would bis*troubles likewife’ were expit’d, 
That fo he might recover what’ was loft. 
Enter Richard, 
Keeper, My Lord, your loving Nephew _ now is comie, 
Mort. Richard Plantagenet, my Friend, is he come ? 
' Rich. 1, Noble Unde, thus ignobly us’d, 
Your Nephew, late defpited Richard, comes. 
 Afort. Diret mine Arms, I may embrace his Neck, 
And in his Bofom {pend my later gafp. 
Oh tellme'when my Lips do touch his Clieeks, 
That I. may kindly give one fainting Kifs: 
And now declare, {weet Stem from York’s great Stock; : 
‘Why. did°ft thou. fay of late thou wert defpis’d ? RS | 
Se : Rith. Firft | 
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And in that eafe Ple tell thee my Difeafe. 
This day in argument upon.a Cafe, 
come words.thete grew twixt Somerfet and me : 
A mongit which terms, he us’d his lavifh tongue, 
And did upbraid me with my. Father’s death 5 
W hich obloquie fet bars before my tongue, 
Eife with the like I had requited him. 
Therefore, good Uncle, for my Father’s fake, 
[n. honour of .a- true Plantagenet, 
And for Alliance fake, declare the Caufe, 
My Father, Earl of Cambridge, loftshis Head. 
"Mor es 
| And hath detain’d me all my flow’ring Youth, 
| Within a loathfom Dungeon, there to pine, 
i Was curfed Inftrament of his deccafe. 
Rich. Diftover more at large, what Caufe that was, 
For 1 am ignorant, and cannot guefs. 
Adort, 1 will, if that my fading breath permit, 
| And Death approach not, Cre my Tale be done. 
Henry the Fourth,. Grandfather to this King, 
Depas’d his Nephew Richard, Edwards Son, 
| The firft begotten, and the lawful Heir 
| Of Edward King, the third of that Defcent. 
During whofe Reign, the Piercies of the North, 
Finding his Ufarpation moft unjuft, 
Endeavour’d my advancement to the Throne. _ 
The Reafon mov’d thefe Warlike Lords to this, 
Was, for that ( young Richard thus remoy7d, 
Leaving no Heir begotten of his Body ) 
| 1 was the next by aoe sue Parentage : 
: my Mother I derived am : 
ae Tae Duke of Clarence, the third Son 
To King Edward the Third 5 whereas he, 
From Yohn of Gant doth bring his Pedigree, 
Being but the fourth of that Heroick Line. 
But mark: asin this haughty great attempt, 
They laboured to Plant the rightful Heir, 
| loft my Liberty, and they their Lives, 
Long after this, when Henry the Fifth 
( Succeeding, his Father Bulling brook, ) did reign ; 
Thy Father, Earl of Cambridge, then deriv’d 
From famous Edmuind Langley, Duke of York, 
Marrying my Sifter, that thy Mother was ; 
‘Again, in pity of my hard diftreis, 
Levied- an Army, weening to redeem, 
“And have inftall’d me in the Diadem: 
‘But as the reft, fo fell that Noble Earl, 
“And was bclieaded. Thus the Adortimers, 
‘nwhom the Title refted, were fuppreft. 
Rich. Of which, my Lord, your Honour is the laft. 
Mort. True andthou feeit, that I no Iflue have 
And that my fainting words do warrant death : 
Thou art my Heir; the reft, | wifh thee gather : 
But yet be wary in thy ftudious care. fe 
Rich. Thy grave admonifhments prevail with me : 
But yet, methinks, my Father’s execution 
Was nothing lefs, than bloody Tyranny. 
Mort. With filence, Nephew, be thou politick, 
Strong, fixed is the Houfe of Lancaffer, ‘ 
And like a Mountain, not to be Seid d. 

w thy Uncle is removing hence, = 
eee do their Courts, when they are cloy’d. 
With long continuance 1n a fetled place. 

Rich, O Uncle, would Pg ae 3 Pibee.: years 
Mioht but redeem the paflage of you : 
Saas do’ft ‘is wrong me, as that flaughterer 
Waaich giveth many Wounds, when one fe 
‘Mourn not, eae thou Salle my good, 

i ive order for my Fu ‘ 

ek eon) , and fair be all thy hopes 3 
‘And profperous be thy Lifein Peace and Wat. edi 
Rich. And Peace, no War, befall thy parting soul. 
in Prifon haft thou fpent a Pilgrimage, 
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“Rich. Firlts jean thine aged Back againft mine Arm, 
il 


—s 
2 tee 


+. Phat Caufe ( fair Nephew ) that imprifon’d me, 


(doth, 


[ Dyes. 


| And like a Hermite over-paft thy days. 


Well, I will tock his Counfel in my Breaft, 
And what I do imagine, let that reft. 
Keepers convey him hence, and I my felf 
Wiil fee his Burial better than his Life. 
Here dyes the duskie Torch of A4ortimer, 
Choak’t with Ambition of the meaner fort, 
And for thofe Wrongs, thofe bitter Injuries, 
W hich Somerfet hath offer’d to my Houfe, 

| doubt not, but with Honour to redrefs. 
And therefore hafte 1 to the Parliament, 
Either to be reftoréd to my Blood, 

Or make my will th’advantage of my good. 


Altus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


Flourifh, Enter King, Exeter, Glofter, Winchefter, War- 


wick, Somerfet, Suffolk, Richard Plantagenet. Glofter 
offirs to put up a Bill; Winchefter fnatches st, tearsit, 


Winch. ComPtt thou with deep premeditated Lines? 
With written Pamphlets, ftudioufly devis\d? 


Humfrey of Glofter, if thou canft accufe, RE ‘ i 


Or ought intend’ft to lay unto my charge, 

Do it without invention, fuddenly, 

AsI with fudden, andextemporal {peech, ae nae 

Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft object. (patience, | 
Gio, Prefumptuous Prieft , this place commands my 

Or thou fhould’{t find thou haft dishonour’d me. 

Think not, although in Writing I preferr’d 

The manner of thy vile outragious Crimes, 

That thereforeI have forg?d, or am not able 

Verbatim to rehearfethe Method of my Pen. 

No, Prelate, fuch is thy audacious wickednefs, 

Thy leud, peftiferous, and diflentious pranks, 

As very infants prattle of thy pride. 

Thou art a moft pernicious Ufurer, 

Froward by Nature, Enemy to Peace, 

Lafcivious, wanton, more than well befeems 

A man of thy Profeffion, and Degree. 

And for thy Treachery, what’s more manifeft ? 

In that thou laid’ft a Trap to take my Life, 

As wellat London Bridge, as at the Tower. 

Befide, I fear me, if thy thoughts were fifted, 

The King, thy Soveraign, is not quite exempt 

From envious malice of thy fwelling heart. 
Winch. Glofter, 1 do defie thee. Lords, vouchfafe 

To give my hearing what I fhall reply. 

If I were Covetous, Ambitious, or Perver fe, 

Ashe will have me: how am I fo poor ? 

Or how hap’s it, I feck not to advance 

Or raife my felf ? but keep my wonted Calling. 

And for Diffention, who preferreth Peace : 

More than I do? except 1 be provok’d. 

No, my good Lords, it isnot that offends, 

itis not that, that hath inceris’d the Duke : 

It is becaufe no one fhould fway but he, 

No one, but he, fhould be about the King ; 

And that engenders. Thunder in his breatt, 

And makes him roar thefe Accufations forth, 

But he fhall know, I am as good 
Glojt. As good? #8 

Thou Baftard of my Grandfather. * 
Winch. 1, Lordly Sir: for what are you, I ptay> 

But one imperious in another’s Throne ? ; 
Gloft. Am not 1 Protector, fawcie Prieft? = 
Winch, AndamnotlaPrelateoftheChurch? = 
Gloft. Yes, asan Out-law in a Caftle keeps, - 

And ufeth it, to patronage his Theft. 
Winch, Unreverend Glocefter. 
Glof. Thou art Reverend, 

Touching thy Spiritual Funétion, not 


thy Life 


_— 


Winch, Rome {hall remedy this. 
Warm. Roam thither then. 


| My Lords it were your duty to forbear. © 


Som. 1, fee the Bifhop be not over-born: 
Me thinks my Lord fhould-be Religious, 


And know the Office that belongs to:fuch. 


Warw. Me thinks his Lordfhip fhould be humbler, 
It fitteth nota Prelate fo to plead. 
Som. Yes, when his holy State. is touch’d fo near. 
Warw. State holy, or unhallow’d,'what of that ? 
Is not his Grace Protector to the King ? 
Rich. Plantagenet \ fee muft hold his tongue, 
Left itbe faid, Speak, Sirrah, when you fhould, 
Muft your bold Verdict enter talk :withobords? . » 
Elfe would I have a fling at Wnchefter., 
King. Uncles of Glofter and of Wizchefer, 
The fpecial Watch-men of our Englifh Weal, 
I would prevail, if Prayers might prevail, 
o join your hearts. in love and amity. 
Oh, what a Scandal is it to our Crown, 
That twofuch Noble Peers, as ye, fhould jar ? 


| Believe me, Lords, my tender years can tell, 


Civil diffention is a viperous Worm, 
That. gnaws the Bowels of the Common-wealth. 
A noife within. Down with the Tawny Coats, 

King. What Tumult is this ? 

Warw. An Uproar, I dare warrant, 
Begun through malice of the Bifhop’s men. 

« A noife again, Stones, Stones, 
Enter Mayor. 

Mayor, Ohmy good Lords, and virtuous Henry, 
Pity the City of London, pity us: 
The Bifhop and the Duke of G/offer’s men, 
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 
Have fill’d their Pockets full of peble ftones ; 
And banding themfelves in contrary parts, 


‘Do pelt fo faft at one anothers Pate, 
‘) That many have their giddy brains knock’t. out : 


Our Windows are broke down in every Street, 


_ {And we, for fear, compell’d to fhut our Shops. 


Enver in skirmifh with bloody Pates. 


King. We charge you on allegiance to our felves, 
To hold your flaughtering hands, and keep the Peace: 
Pray Uncle Glofter mitigate this ftrife. 

1. Serving. Nay, if we be forbidden ftones,we’ll fall to 


it with our teeth. 


2. Serving. Do what ye dare, we are as refolute. 
Skirmifh again. ; 
Gloft, Youof my houhold leave this peevith. broil, 


| And fet this unaccuftom’d fight afide. 


3. Serving. My Lord,we know your Grace to be a man 
Juft, and upright; and for your Royal Birth, 


loferiour to none, but to his Majefty: 


And ere that we will fuffer fuch a Prince, 
So kind a Father of the Common weal, 


| To be difgraced by an Ink-horn Mate, 


We and our Wives and Children all will fight, 
And have our Bodies flaughtred by thy Foes. 

1. Serv. I. and the very paring of our Nails 
Shall pitcha Field. when we are dead. 


Gloft. Stay, fay, 1 fay, 
And if you love me, as you fay you do, 
Let me perfuade you to forbear a while. 

King. Oh how this difcord doth afflict my Soul. 
Can you, my Lord of Winchefter, behold 
My Sighs and Tears, and will not once relent ? 
Who fhould be pitiful, if you be not 2 


Begin again, 


| Or who fhould itudy to prefer a Peace 


If holy Church-men take delight in Broils? 
Warm. Yield, my Lord Proteétor, yield Winchefter: 


__._The fir pare of King entry We Si 
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To flay your. Soveraign, and deitroy the Reakm. 
You fee what mifchief, and-what Murther too; 
Hath been enacted through your enmity - 
Then be at Peace,.except ye thrift for blood: 

Winch. He thall fabmit, or will never yield. 

Glo. Compaflion on the King commands ine ftodp 
Or I would fee his heart out, e’re the Pricit 1 
Should ever get that, priviledge of-me. 

Warw. Behold, iny Lord of Winchefter, the Duke 
Hath banifht moody. difcontented fury,.../> > 
As by his fmoothed,Brows it doth appears 
Why look you ftil fo:ftern, and. Tragical.? 

Gl, Here Wiachefter,,Poffer thee my, Hand. 

King. Fie, Uncle Beauford, l have heatdyou preah, 
That Malice wasa great and grievous fin: y-%.-' 
And will not you maintain the thing you teach ? 

But prove'a chief Offender inthe fame. sh: 

Warm. Sweet King: the Bifhop hath a kindly gird: 
For fhame my Lord of Winchéfter, talent, 

What, fhall a Child inftruét you what to do? 

Winch. Well, Duke of Glofer, 1. will.yield to thee, 
Love for thy Love, and Hand for Hand J give. 

Gloft, 1, but I fear me with a hollow Heart, 

So here my Friends, and loving Countrymen, * 
The token ferveth for a Flag of Truce, 
Betwixt our felves, and all our Followers: 

So help me God, as I diflemble not. 

Winch. So help me'God, as 1 intend it not. 

King. Oh, loving Uncle, kind Duke of Glofer, 
How joyful am I made by this Contraét ? 

Away my Matters, trouble us no more, 
But join in-Friendfhip, as your Lords haye-done. 

1, Serv, Content, Ple tothe Surgeon’s. 

2. Serv, And fo willl. 

3. Serv, And I will fee what phyfick the Tavern af- 
fords. [Exeunt. 

Warw. Accept this Scrowl, moft gracious, Soveraign, 
Which in the, Right of Richard Plantagenet 
We do exhibit to-your Majefty. 

Glo, Wellurg’d my-Lord of Warwick: for,fweet Prince, 
And if your Grace mark every cicumftance, * 

You have great reafon'to do:Richard: right,» 
Efpecially for thofe occafions 
At Eltham place 1 told your Majefty. 
King. And thofe occafions, Uncle, were of force : 
Therefore, my loving Lords, our pleafire is, 
That Richard be reftored to his Blood. 
Warw. Let Richard be reftored to his Blood, 
So thall:his Fathers wrongs.be recompens’d. 
Winch. As will the reit, fo willeth Winehefter. 
King. If Kichard will be true, not that.alone, 
But all the whole Inheritance I give 
That doth belong unto the Houfe of York, 
From whence you fpring; by lineal defcent. 

Rich, Thy humble Servant vows obedience, 
And humble fervice till the point of death. 

King. Stoop then, and fet } 


your Knee againit my Foot, | 
And in reguerdon of that duty done, 
I gird thee with the valiant Sword of: York. 
Rife Richard like a true Plantagenet. 
And rife created Princely Duke of York. « 

Rich. And {0 thtive Richard, as thy. Foes inay fall, 
And as my duty fprings, fo. perifh they, 


. That grudge one thought againft your. Majefty. 


All, Welcome high Prince, the mighty Duke of Tork. | 
Som. Perifh, bafe Prince, ignoble Duke of Tork. ‘ 
Gloft. Now wiil it beft avail your Majefty, + 


| To crofs the Seas, and to be Grown’d in Frances. ~ 


The prefence of a King engenders love, 


Amongft his Subjects and his loyal Friends, 


As it dis-animates his. Enemies. : 5 
King. When Glofter fays the word, King Henry goss, 
For friendly counfel cuts offgmany Foes. 


Except you mean with obftinate repulfe Gloft. Your fhips already are im readinefs. [Ex cune, 
aS =< —~~Mm Mant, 
a 
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Manet Exeter. 
Exe. 1, we may march in England or in France, 
| Not feeing what is likely to enfue 4 
This late diflention grown eee vw Peers, 

-ns under feigned afhes of forg’d love #3 
a will at ialt beeale out into : flame, ig ) Puz.Good morrow; Gallants,want ye Corn for Bread?) 
As feftred members rot but by degree, I think the Duke of Burgonie will falt, mys ee 
Till bones, and flefh, and finews fall away, i he’ll buy againe at fuch a rate, +. 

So will this bafe and envyous difcord breed: full of Darnel.: do you like the tafte’? ee 
And now I fear that fatal Prophecy wg. Scoff on, vile Fiend, and thamelefs Courtizan, | 
Which in the time of Alenry nam’d the Fifth, I truft ere long to choak thee with thine own, 
Was in the mouth of every fucking Babe, And Sey thee curfe the Harveft of that Corn, . 
That Henry born at Monmouth thould win all, oe arles. “Your Grace may ‘ftarve ¢ perhaps ) befor 
And Henry born at Windfor fhould lofe all : t eae te ot Se al 
Which is fo plain, that Exerer ee with, oat rk ~ “ge haan ee this "Treafon 

; ith e . it. . eard-2 cowie 
Eis, days. tay Wee vee ee: [ Break a Launce, and run a Tilt RS: er ‘ 


= | Wichin a Chair. Peres | ae 
of all difpioht. | 
S Cena Secunda. [ncompafs’d with thy luftful ite ; sPight, rm 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age, Ot fe 
Enter Purel disguifd, and four Souldiers with And twit with Cowardife a man half dead ? 
Sacks upon their backs. Damfel Ple have a bout with you again, 
Or elfe Talbot perifh with this fhame. . iva 
Puzel, Thefe are the City Gates, the Gates of Roan,}__ Puxel. Are ye fo hot, Sir: yet Puzel hold thy peace, | 
Through which our policy shat make a breach. If Talbot do but Thunder, Rain will follow. a 
Take heed, be wary how you place your words, ‘Ye They whifper together in counfel, = 
| Talk like the vulgar fort of Market men, God {peed the Parliament : who fhall be the Spea cer? 
That come to gather Money for their Corn. Talb. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the Field? | 
If we have entrance, as | hope we fhall, Puzel. Belike your Lordfhip takes us then for Fools, 
And that we find the floathful Watch but weak, To try if that our own be ours, or no. ene? 
Ple by a fign give notice to our Friends, Talb. \ fpeake not to that railing Hecate, ~ 
That Charles the Dolphin may encounter them. But unto thee lanfon, and the reft. 2 
Souldier. Our Sacks thalk be a mean to fack the City, | Will ye, like Souldiers, come and fight it out ? | 
And we be Lords and Rulers over Roar, Alanf. Seignior, no. . te 
Therefore we’ll knock. [Knock,| Talb. Seignior, hang: bafe Muleters of France, — | 
Watch. Che la ? Like Pefant foot-Boys do they keep the Walls, = 
Puzel. Peafauns la ponare gens de France. And dare not take up Arms, like Gentlemen. = 
Poor Market-folks that come to fell their Corn. Puxel. Away Captains, let’s get us from the We | 
Watch. Enter, go in, the Market Bell is rung. For Talbot means no goodnefs by his Looks. 4 
Puxel. Now Roan, Vle thake thy Bulwarks to the | God b’vy my Lord, we came Sir but to tell you, 
ground. [Exeunt.| That we are here. ie — i 
, : xeunt from the Wal 
Se ee Talb. And there we will be too, e’re itbe long. | 
Charles, Saint Dennis blefs this happy Stratagem, Or elfe Reproach be Talbot’s greateft Fame. 
And once again we'll fleep fecure in Roan, Vow Burgont, by Honour of thy Houfe, bs 
“ Baftard, Here entred Puzel, and her Practifants- Prick’t on by publick Wrongs fuftain’d in Franee, 
Now is fhe there, how will fhe fpecifie? Either to get the Town again or dye. 
Here is the beft and fafeft paflage in. Rat And I, as fure as Englifh Heary lives, 
Reign, By thrufting out a Torch from yonder Tower, | Andas his Father here was Conquerour ; 
Which once difcern’d fhews that her meaning is, As fure as in this late betrayed Town, 
No way to that (for weaknefs) which fhe entred. Great Cordelion’s heart was buryed ; 
. ae So fure 1 fwear, to get the Town or die.” 
Enter Puzel on the top, thrufting out a Torch burning. ay My Vows are equal partners with thy Vows: _ 
. Talb. But e’re we go, regard this dying Prince, ze 
Puzel, Behold, this is the happy Wedding Torch, | The valiant Duke of Bedford: Come, my Lord, 
That joineth Roan unto her Countrymen, We will beftow you in fome better place, . 
But burning fatal to the Talbonites, Fitter for ficknefs, and for crazie Age. 
Baftard. See, Noble Charles, the Beacon of our Friend, | Bedf. Lord Talbot, do not fo difhonour me : 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret ftands. Here | will fit, before the Walls of Roan, 
Charels. Now fhines it like a Comet of Revenge, And will be partner of your weal or wo. ‘e 
A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. Burg. Couragious Bedford, let us now perfuade you. 
Reign. Defer no time, delays have dangerous ends, Bedf. Not to be gone from hence, for once I’ Ready 
Enter, and cry, the Dolphin, prefently, That ftout Pendragon, in his Litter fick, 
And then do execution on the Watch. [ Alarum, age a castes and he a his Foes, 
: e thinks } fhould revive the Souldiers He 
An Alarum, Talbot in an Excurfwn, Becaufe I ever found them as my felf. . arts, 
Talb. France,thou fhalt rue this Treafon with thy tears, Talb. Undaunted Spirit ina dying Breaft, Set 
If Talbot but furvive thy Treachery. | Thenbe it fo: Heavens keep old Bedford fafe. 
Puzel chat Witch, that damned Sorcerefs, And now no more ado, brave Burgenie, ate 
Hath wrought this Hellifh mifchief unawares, _ | But gather we our Forces out of hand, 2 OAD 
That hardly we efcap’d the Pride of France. LExst.| And fet upon ovr boafting Enemy.  — [Ewa 
: An Alarum + Excurfions, Enter Sir John 
An Alarum: Excurfions, Betdbord brought in fickin a Chair. Falftaff, and a Captain. 2 


Enter Talbot and Burgonie, without : wishin Purel, a” 4 
Charles, Baffard, and Reignier on the Walls, | 


ie, 


= 


TAL 


Pri 


art 


es 


_| A braver Souldier never couched Launce, 


| For things that are not to be remedy’d. 
| Let frantick Za/bot triumph for a while, 
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~ Cap. Whither away, Sir Yon Falftaff, in fuch hatte ? 
Faiff. Whither away ? to fave my felf by flight, 

Weare like to have the overthrow again. 
Cap. What ? will you flye, and leave Lord Talbot ? 
Falj?. 1, all the Zalbor’s in the world, to fave my life. 

[Ex:t. 

Cap. Cowardly Knighi, ill Fortune follow thee. [ Exit. 
Retreat, Excurfions, Puzel, Alanfons and Charles fue. 
Bedf. Now, quiet Soul, depart when Heaven pleafe, 

For | have feen our Enemies overthrow. 

What is the truft or ftrength of foolifh man ? 

They that of late were daring with their fcoffs, 

Are glad and fain by flight to fave themfelves, 

Bedford dyes, and 1s carried by two it his Chair. 


Paz, Your Honours fhall perceive how I will work 
To bring this matter to the withed end: ¢ 
Drum founds a-far off. 

Heark, by the found of Drum you may perceive 

Their Powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 

Here found an Englifh march, 

There goes the Talbot witht his Colours {pread , 

And all the Troops of Exglifh after bim. 

French tmarch, 

Now in the Rereward comes jhe Duke and his : 

Fortune in favour makes him lag behind. 

Summon a Parley, we will talk w ith him. 

Trumpets found a Parley. 

Charles. A Parley with the Duke of Burgonie ? 

Burg. Who craves a Parley with the Burgonie ? 

Puyzel. The Princely Charles of France, thy Coun- 
tryman. 

Burg. What fayft thou, Charles? for Lam marching 
hence. ae 

Charles, Speak Puael, and enchant him with thy 
words. 

Pyzel. Brave Burgonie, undoubted hope of France, 
Stay, let thy humble Hand-maid fpeak to thee. 

Burg. Speak on, but be not over-tedious. 

Puz. Look on thy Country, look on fertile France, 
And fee the Cities and the Towns defac?r, 3 
By wafting Ruine of the cruel Foe, 

As looks the Mother on her lowly Babe, 

When Death doth clofe his tender-dying Eyes, 

Se fee the pining Malady of France : 

Behold the Wounds, the moft unnatural Wounds, 

Which thou thy felf haft given her woful Breaft, 

Oh turn the edged Sword another way, 

Strike thofe that hurt, and Kurt not thofe that help: 

One drop of Blood drawn from. thy Country’s Bofom, 

Should grieve thee more than ftreams of commion gore, 

Return thee therefore with a floud of Tears, ‘ 

And wafh away thy Country’s ftained Spots, 

Burg. Either fhe hath bewitch’t me with her words, 
Or Nature makes me fuddenly relent. 

Puxel. Befides, all French and France exclaims on thee, 
Doubting thy Birth and Lawful Progenie. a 

hom joyn’ft thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 

That will not truft thee but for profits fake ? 

When Talbot hath fet footing once in France, 

And fathion’d thee that Inftrument of Il, 

Who then, but Exglifh Henry, will be Lord; 

And thou be thruft out like a Fugitive? 

Call we to mind, and mark but this for proof; 

Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe? 

And was he not in Exgland Prifoner ? 

But when they heard he was thine Enemy, | 

They fet him free, without his Ranfom pay’d, 

In fpight of Burgonie and allhis Friends; —_ 

See then, thou fight{t againft thy Conntrymen, 

And joyn’{t with them willbe thy flaughter-men. 

Come, come, return, return thou wandring Lord, 

Charles and the reft will take thee in their arms, 

Burg. lam vanquilhed : 

Thefe haughty words of hers 

Have batter’d me like roaring Cannon-fhot, 

And made me almoft yield upon my knees. 

Forgive me Country and {weet Countrymen ? 

And Lords accept this hearty kind embrace, 

My Forces, and my Power of men, are yours: 

So farewel Talbot, Ple no longer truft truft thee. ae 
Pux. Done like a French man: turn, and turn again. 
Charles. Welcome, brave Duke, thy friendfhip makes 

us frefh. pens “9 =) 

Baftard. And doth beget new Courage in our 

Breatts. amy I 
Alanf. Puzel hath bravely play’d her part in this, 

And doth deferve a Coronet of Gold. | 


Charles, Now let us on, my Lords, Ee 
~ Mm 2 : And } 


An Alarum, Enter Talbot, Burgonie, and the reft, 


__Talb, Loft, and recovered in a day again, 
(his isa double Honour, Burgorie ; 
| Let Heayens have glory for this V ictory. 
Burg, Warlike and Martial Talbot, Bur gonie 
{nfhrines thee in his heart, and there ereéts 
Thy Noble Deeds, as Valour’s Monuments. 
Talb, Thanks, gentle Duke : but where is Pazel now # 
I think her old Familiar is afleep, Gtoehy 
Now where’s the Baftard’s braves, and Charles his glikes ? 
What, all amort ? Roan hangs her head for grief, 
That iuch a valiant company are fled. 
Now will we take fome order in the Town, 
Placing therein fome expert Officers, 
And then‘depart to Paris to the King, 
For there young Hezry with his Nobles lye. 
Burg, What will’s Lord Talbot pleafeth Burgonie: 
Talb. But yet before we go, let’s not forget 
The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas’d, 
But fee his Exequies fulfill’d in Roaz, 


A gentler heart did never fway in Court, 
But Kings and mightieft Potentates muft dic, 
For that’s the end of Hurtiane Miferie. [Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia, 


Enter Charles, Baflard, Alanfon, Puzel. 


__ Puzel. Difmay not (Princes) at this accident, 
‘Nor grieve that Roam is fo recovered, 
Care is no cure, but rather corrofive, 


And like a Peacock {weep along his tail, 

We'll pull his Plumes, and take away his Train, 
If Dolphin and the reft will be but ral’d. 

' Charles. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no diffidence, 

One fadden Foy! fhall never breed diftruft. 
Baftard. Search out thy wit for fecret policies, 
And we will make thee famous through the World. 

Alanf. WeM {et thy Statue in fome holy place, 
And have thee reverened like a blefled Saint. 
Employ thee then, {weet Virgin, for our good. 

Puxel. Then thus it muft be, this doth Foan devife; 
By fair perfwafions, mixt with fugred words, 

We will entice the Duke of Burconie 
To leave the Talbot, and to follow us. 

Charles. 1 marry, fweeting, if we could do that, 
France were no place for Henrys Warriours, 
Nor fhall that Nation boaft it fo with us, 
But be extirped from out Provinces. 

Alan. For ever fhould they be expuls’d from France, 
And not have Title of an Earldom here, 
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d joyn our Powers, , 
a feek how we may prejudice the Foe. 


ee nent terme tans 
Scena Quarta. 


Glocefter, Winchefter, York, Suffolk, 
Warwick, Exeter : Zo them, with 
his Souldiers, Talbot. 


[ Exit: 


Enter the King, 
Somerfet, 


Tal. My gracious Prince, and honourable Peers, 
Hearing of your arrival in this Realm, 
I have a while given Truce unto my Wars, 
To do my duty to my Soveraign. oe 
In fign whereof, this Arm, that hath reclaim’d 
To your obedience, fifty Fortrefles, 
Twelve Cities, and feven walled Towns of ftrength, 
Befide five hundred Prifoners of efteem, 
Lets fall his Sword before your Highnefs feet : 
And with fubmiflive loyalty of heart 
Aferibes the Glory of his Conqueft got, 
{Firft to my God, and next unto your Grace. 
King. 1s this the Lord Talbot, Uncle Glocefter, 
That hath fo long been Refident in France Soa 
Gloft. Yes, if it pleafe your Majefty, my Liege. 
King. Welcom, brave Captain, and victorious Lord. 
When I was young ( as yet 1 am not old ) 
Ido remember how my Father faid, 
A ftouter Champion never handled Sword. 
Long fince we have refolved of your truth, 
Your faithful fervice, and your toil in Wat : 
Yet never have you tafted our reward, 
Or been reguerdon’d with fo much as Thanks, 
Becaufe till now, we never faw your face, 
Therefore ftand up, and for thefe good deferts, 
We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury, 
And in our Coronation take your place. 
Manent Vernon and Balflet. ae 
Vern, Now, Sir, to you that were fo hot at Sea, 
‘| Difgracing of thefe Colours that 1 wear, 
In honour of my Noble Lord of York, ; 
-} Darft thou maintain.the former words thou fpak’ft ? 
Baff. Yes, Sit, as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your fawcie Tongue, 
Againft the Duke of Somerfet. : 
Vern, Sirrah, thy Lord I honour as he is. 
Baff. Why what is he ? as good a man as Tork. 
Vern, Heark ye : not fo: in witnefs take you that. — 
: sas [Strikes him. 


[Exennt, 


Baff. Villain, thou_knoweft 

The Law of Arnis is fuch, ” 
That who fo draws a Sword, tis prefent death, 
Or elfe this Blow fhould broach thy deareft Blood. 
But Pe unto his Majefty, and crave, 
I may have liberty to venge this Wrong, 
When thou fhall fee, ’le meet thee to thy coft. 

Vern, Well, mifcreant, Vle be there as foon as you, 
And after mect you, fooner than you would. [E-xeunt. 


Aétus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter King, Glocefter, Winchefter, York, Suffolk, Somer- 


fet, Warwick, Talbot, and Governor Exeter. 
Glo. Lord Bifhop, fet the Crown upon his head. 
Win. God fave King Henry of that name the fixth. 
Glo, Now Governour of Paris take your Oath, 
That you elect no other King but him; 
Efteem none Friends, but fych as are his Friends, 
And none your Foes, but fach as fhall pretend 
Malicious practices againft his State : 
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This fhall ye’ do, fo help you righteous God. . 
Enter Falftaff. sa 
Fal. My gracious Soveraign, as I rode from Calice 
To hafte unto your Coronation : 
A Letter was deliver’d to my hands, 
Writ to your Grace, from th’ Duke of Burgundy, 
Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee: 
I vow'd (bafe Knight) when I did meet thee next, 
To tear the Garter fromthy Craven’s leg, 
Which I have done, becaufe ( unworthily ) 
Thou waft inftalled in that High Degree. 
Pardon, my Princely Henry, and the reft, 
This Daftard, at the Battel of Potters, 
When (but in all) I was fix thoufand ft rong, 
And that the Fresch were almoft ten to one, — 
Before we met, or that a ftroke was given, 
Like to a trufty Squire, did run away. 
In which aflault we loft twelve hundred men. - 
My felf, and divers Gentlemen befide, 
Were there furpriz’d, and taken Prifoners. ae 
Then judge, (great Lords) if I havedoneamifs: 
Or whether that fuch Cowards ought to wear 
This Ornament of Knighthood, yea orno? . 
» Glo, To fay the truth, this fact was infamous . | 


| And ill befeeming any common man: 


Much more a Knight, aCaptain, and aLeader, 
Tal, When firft this Order was ordain’d, my Lords, 
Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth; i 
Valiant, and Virtuous, full of haughty Courage, 
‘Such as were grown to credit by the Wars: 
Not fearing Death, nor fhrinking for Diftrefs. 
But alwaies refolute, in moft extreams. 
He then, that is not furnifh’d in this fort, 
Doth but ufurp the Sacred name of Knight, 
Prophaning this mo{t Honourable Order, 
And fhould (if were worthy to be Judge) A 
Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-born Swain, i ke 
That doth prefume to boaftof Gentle Blood. = == J, 
K. Stain to thy Countrymen, thou hearft thy doom; 
Be packing therefore, thou that waft a Knight : “< 
Henceforth we banifh thee on pain of death. 
And now my Lord Protector view the Letter, 
Sent from our Uncle Duke of Burgundie. a 
- Glo. What means his Grace,that he hath chang’ | 
his ftyle ? : oe 
No more but plain and bluntly ? (Jo the King.) | 
Hath he forgot he is his Soveraign ? oe 
Or doth this churlifh Superfcription 
Pretend fome alteration in good will ? 
What’s here ? I have upon efpecial caufe, 
Mov'd with compaffion.of my countries wrack, - 
Together with the pitiful conrplaints | 
Of fuch as your Oppreffion feeds upon, 
Forfaken your pernicious Fattion, ' 
And joynd with Charles, the rightful King of Franc. 
O monttrous Treachery ! Can this be fo ? 
That in alliance, amity, and oaths, Aaa 
There fhould be found fach falfe diffembling guile? — 
King, What ? doth my Uncle Burgundy revolt 2 
Glo. He doth, my Lord, and isbecome my Foe 
King. 1s that the worft this Letter doth contain? 
Glo. It is the worft, and all (my Lord) he writes. 
King. Why then, Lord Talbot there fhall talk with — 
= on him sar pace for this abufe. Baas 
ow fay you,(my Lord) are you not content? =, 
Tal. Content, my Liege ? Yes: but that | am prevented 


ze 


I fhould have begg’d I might have been employ’d. 
King. Then gather ftrength, and march unto him 
ftreight : Ar 
Let him perceive how ill we brook his Treafon; 
And what offence it isto flout hisFriends. > 
Tal, 1g0, my Lord, in heart-defiring till — 
You may behold confufion of your Foes. 
LEnter Vernon and: Ballet. 


_ si 
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Ver. Grant me the Combat, gracious Soveraign. 
Baf. And me (my Lord) grant te the Combat too. 
York. This is my Servant, hear him Noble Prince. 
Som. And this is mine (fweet Henry} fayour him. 


King. Be patient, Lords,and give them leave to fpeak, 


Say, Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim 
And wherefore crave you Combat? or with whom ? 


Ver, With him,(my Lord ) for he hath done me wrong. 


Baf. And I with him, for he hath done me wrong. 


King. What is that wrong whereon you both complain ? 


Firft let me know, and then I’le anfwer you. 

Baf, Croffing the Sea, from Ezgland unto France, 
This Fellow here with carping tongue, 
Upbraided meabout the Rofe I wear, 
Saying, the fanguine Colour of the Leaves 
Did*prefent my Mafter’s blufhing Cheeks : 
When ftubbornly he did repugn the truth, 
About a certain queftion in the Law, 
Argn’d betwixt the Duke of Yorkand him : 
With other vile and ignominious terms. 
{n confutation of which rude Reproach, 
And in defence of my Lord’s worthincfs, 
I crave the benefit of Law of Arms. 

Ver, And that is my Petition (Noble Lord :) 


' 
| 
} 


| For though he feem with forged quaint conceit 


To fet a glofs upon his bold intent, 

Yet know (my Lord) I was provok’d by him, 
And he firft took exceptions at this Badge, 
Pronouncing that the palenefs of this Flower, 
Bewray’d the faintnefs of my Mafter’s heart. 

York, Will not this malice, Somerfet,be left ? 

Som. Your private grudge, my Lord of York, will out, 
Though ne’re fo cunningly you fmother it. 

King. Good Lord! What madnefS rales in brain-fick 
men. 

When for fo flight and frivolous a ¢aufe, 

Such factious emulations fhall arife ? 

Good Coufins both of York and Somer (et, 

Quiet your felves, and beat peace. 

{ York. Let thisdiflention firft be tryed by fight, 
And then your Highnefs fhal} command a Peace. 

Som, The quarrel toucheth none but us alone, 
Betwixt our felves let us decide it then. 

York, There is my pledge, accept it Somerfet. 

Fer. Nay let it reft, where it began at firft, 

Baf. Confirm it fo, mine honourable Lord. 

Glo, Confirm it fo? confounded be your ftrife, 
And perifh ye with your audacious prate ; 
Prefumptuous Vaflals, are you not afham’d 
With this immodeft clamorous outrage, 

To trouble, and difturb, the King, and Us ? 


{And you, my Lords, methinks you do not well, 


To bear with their perverfe Objections : 
Much lefs to take occafion from their mouths, 
To raife a mutiny betwixt your felves : 

Let me perfwade you take a better courfe. 

Exet. |t gricves his Highnels, 

Good my Lords, be Friends. 

_ King Come hither you that would be Combatants, 
‘Henceforth f charge you, as you love our favour, 
Quite to forget this Quarrel, and the Canfe. 
And you, my Lords, Remember where. you are, 
{n France among @ fickle wavering Nation : 
if they perceive diffention in our looks, 
And that within our felves we difagree ; 
How will their grudging ftomacks be provok’d 
To wilful Difobedience, and Rebel ? 

Befide, What infamy will there arife, 

When Forreign Princes fhall be certified, 
That fora toy, a thing of no regard, — 
King Henry's Peers, and chief Nobility, 
Deftroy’d themfelv’s, and loft the Realm of France ? 
O think upon the Conqueft of my Father, 
My tender years, and let us not forgo 
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That for a trifle, that was bought with blood. 

Let me be Umpier in this doubtful ftrife - 

I fee no Reafon, if I wear this Rofe, 

That any one fhould therefore be fulpicious 

I more encline to Somerfét than York : 

Both are my: Kinfinen, andI love them both. 

As well they may upbraid me with my Crown, 

Becaufe (forfooth) the King of Scots is Crown?d. 

But your diferetions better can perfwade, 

Than I am able to inftr uct or teach: 

And therefore as we hither came in peace, 

So let us ftill continue peace and love. 

Coufin of York, we inftitute your Grace 

To be our Regent in thefe “parts of France : 

And good my Lord of Somerfer, unite 

Your Troops of Horfemen, with his Bands of Foot, 

And like true Subjects Sons of your Progenitors, 

Go chearfully together, and digeft 

Your angry choler on your Enemies. 

Ourfelf, my Lord Protector, and the reft, 

After fome refpite will return to Calice ; 

From thence to England, where hope e’re long 

To be prefented by your Victories, 

With Charles, Alanfon, and that traiterous rout: 
Exeurt. Manet York, Warwick, Exeter, Vernon: ° 
War, My Lord of York, I promife you the King 

Prettily (me thought) did play the Orator. 

York, And fo he did, but yet [ like it not, 

In that he wears the Badge'of Somer fer, 

War. ‘Tuth, that was but his fancy, blame him not, 

I dare prefume (fweet Prince) he thought no harm. 
York. And if I‘wifh he did. But let it ret, 

Other affairs muft now be managed. (Exeune. 

Flourifh, Manet Exeter. 
Exet, Well didft thou Richard to fupprefS thy voice: 

For‘the paflions of thy heart burft out, 

3 fear we fhould have feen decypher’d there 

More rancorous fpight, more furious Raging Broyls, 

Than yet can be imagin’d or fuppos’d: 

But howfoe’re, no fimple man- that fees 

This jarring difcord of Nobility, ~ 

This fhouldering of each other in the Court, 

This factious bandying of their Favourites, 

By that it doth prefage fome ill event. 

*Tis much, when Scepters are ‘in Childrens hands : 

But more, when Envy breeds unkind Divifion: 

Then comes the Ruin, there begins Confufion. [Fxir. 


Emer Talbot with Trumpets and Drum 
before Burdeaux, 


Talb. Goto the Gates of Burdeanx, Trumpeter, 

Summon their General unto the Wall. [ Sounds. 
Enter General aloft. 

Englifh Fobm Talbot (Captains) calls you forth, . 

Servant in Arms to Harry King of England, 

And thus he would: Open your City Gates; 

Be humbled to us, call my Soveraign yours; 

And do him homage as obedient Subjects, 

And Ple withdraw me, and my bloody Power: 

But if you frown upon this proffer’d Peace, 

And tempt the fury of my three Attendants, 

Lean Famine, quart ering Steel, and climbing Fire, 

Who in a moment even with the Earth 

Shall lay your ftately, and air-braving lowers, . 

If you forfake the offer of their love. 

Cap. Thou ominous and fearful Owl of death, 
Our Nations terrour, and their bloody fcourge, 
The period of thy Tyranny approacheth, 

On.us thou canft not enter but by Death : 

For 1 proteft we are well fortified, 

And ftrong enough to iffue ont and fight. 

If thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed, 
Stands with the Snares of War to tangle thee. 


Mm 3 On 
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On either hand thee, there are Squadrons pitcht, And on his Son, young Fohx, who two hours fince, 
To wall thee from the liberty of Flights I met in travel towards his warlike Father ; 
Ten thoufand French have ta’ne the Sacrament, This feven years did not Talbot fee his Sons or 
And no way canft thou turn, thee for Redrefs, And now they meet , where both their lives are done, 
But death doth front thee with apparent fpoil, York, Alas! What joy fhall Noble Zalbor have, 
And pale deftruétion meets thee in the Face: To bid his young Son welcome to his Grave : 
To rive their dangerous Artillery Away, vexation almoft ftops my breath, 
Upon no Chriftian foul, but Englifh Talbot: That fundred Friends greet in the hour of death. 
Lo there thou ftand’ft a breathing valiant man Lucie farewel, no more my fortune can, 
Of an invincible unconquer?d-fpitit: But curfe the caufe, 1 cannot aid the man. 
This is the lateft Glory of thy praife, : Maine, Bloys, Poytiers, and Toures, ate won away, i 
That I thy Enemydew thee withall ; ‘| Long all of Somerfer, and his delay. : Cex | 
For ere the Glas, that now begins to run, Meff. Thus while the Vulture of Sedition, | 
Finih the procefs of his fandy hour, Feeds in the bofom of fuch great Commanders, 
Thefe Eyes that fee thee now well coloured, Sleeping neglection doth betray to lofs, 
Shall fee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. The Conquefts of our fearce cold Conqueror, 
[ Drum a-far of. | That ever-living man of Memory, 
Heark, heark, the Dolphin’s drum, a warning Bell. Henry the fifth. Whiles they each others crofs, 
Sings heavie Mufick to = siomaas foul, Ee Lives, Honours, Lands, and alJ, hurry to lofs. 
And mine fhall ring, thy dire departure out. xit. ied 
Talb. He Febiol sence nara the Enemy : Enter Somerfet with his Army. 
Ont fome light Horfemen, and perufe their Wings. Som. It is too late, I cannot fend them now: — 
O negligent and heedlefs Difcipline, This expedition was by York and Talbot 
How are we park’d and bounded ina pale? Too rafhly plotted. All our general force 
A little Heard of Exgland’s Timorous Deer, Might with a fally of the very Town 
*Ma7’d with a yelping kennel. of French Curs, Be buckled with: the over-daring Talbot 
If we be Eggh{h Dear, be then in blood, Hath fullied all his glofs of former Honor 
Not Rascal-like to fall down with a pinch, By this unheedful, defperate, wild Adventure: 
But rather moodie mad and defperate Stags, York fet him on to fight, and dye in fhame, wine 
Turn on the bloody Hounds, with, heads of Steel That Talbot dead, great York, might bear the name. 
And make the Cowards ftand aloof at bay : Capt.. Here is Sir William Lucte, who with me, 
Sell every man his lifeasdearasmine; Set from our o’re-matcht Forces forth for aid. i 
And they fhall find dear Deer of us, my Friends. Som. How now, Sir William, whither were thou fent? | 
God and $. George, Talbot and England’s right, Lu. Whither my Lord ? from bought and fold L, Talo, | 
Profper our Colours in this' dangerous fight. [Exeunt, | Who ring’d about with bold adverfity, ; fi 
Sat tee a: Cryesout for Noble York and Somerfer, 
- Enter a Meffenger that meets York: Enter York To beat aflailing death from his weak Regions ; 
with Trumpet, and many Souldsers, ‘And whiles the Honourable Captain there ts 
“vii Drops bloody fweat from his war-wearied Limbs, — 
Tork. Are not the fpeedy Scouts return’d again, And in advantage lingring looks for Refcue, 
That dogg’d the mighty Army of the Dolphin? | You, his falfe hopes, the truft of England’s Honour, — 
 Meff. They are return’d, my Lord, and give it out, Keep off aloof with worthlefs emulation : 
That he is march’d to Burdeaux with his Power Let not your private difcord keep away 
To fight with Falbot : as he march’d along, The levied Succours that fhall lend him aid, 
By your efpyals were difcovered While he renowned N oble Gentleman 
Two mightier Troops, than that the Dolphin led, Yields up his life unto a world of odds. 
Which join’d with him and made their march for Oricange the Baftard, Charles, and Burgundie,, 
York. A plague upon that Villain Somerfer, (Burdeanx.| Alanfon, Reignard, compafs him about, 
That thus delays my promifed fupply And Talbot perifheth by your default. a 
Of Horfemen that were levied for the Siege. - Som. York fet him on, York fhould have ‘fent him aid 
Renowned Talbot doth expect my. aid, Luc. And York, as faft upon your Grace exclaims, — 
And I am lowted by a Traitor Villain, Swearing that you with-hold his levied Hoft, 3 


And cannot help the Noble Chevalier: Collected for this Expedition. . : 
God comfort him in this neceflity : Som. York lyes: He might have fent,and had the Hot 


If he mifcarry, farewel Wars in France. I owe him little Duty, and lefs Love, 7 
Emer another Meffenger. And take foul {torn to fawn on him by fending. 
2. Meff. Thou Princely Leader of our Engli{h ftrength, Luc. The fraud of England, not the force of Franc, 
Never fo needful on the earth of France, Hath now entrap’t the Noble-minded Tulbot : 
Spur to the Refcue of the Noble Tadbor, Never to England fhall he bear his Life : . 
Who now is girdled with a wafte of Iron, But dies betray’d to Fortune by your Ryite ee ee 
And hem’d about with grim deftruction : Som. Come, go, I will difpatch the Horfemen ftraight:| 
To Burdeanx, warlick Duke, to Burdeaux, York. Within fix hours, they will ‘2 at his aid. : . “ 
Elfe farewel Talbot, France, and Englang’s Hononr. Luc. Too late comes Refene, if he is ta’ne, ot Haity| 
Tork, © God, that Somerfér who'in proud heart For flie he could not, if he would have fied: | a 
Doth ftop my Cornets, were in Talbor’s place, And flie would Talbot never, though he might. 8 eS 
So fhould we fave a valiant Gentleman, Som. If he bé-dead, brave Talbor then adie ha 
By forfeiting a Traitor and a Coward : Luc. His fame lives in the World, his fhame in yO) 
Mad ire, and wrathful fury makes me weep, 2 [Exewn,| 
That thus we dye, while remifs Traitors fleep. Enter Talbot and his Som, een: Ee: 
Meff. -O fend fome fuccour to the diftreft Lord. » Tal. O young Fol Talbot, 1 did fend for thee, 
York. He dyes, we lofe: I break my warlike word: To tutor thee inStratagems of War, : 
We mourn, France fmiles : We lofe, they dayly get: | That Talbor’s Name might be in thee reviv’d, 
All long of this vile Traitor Somerfet. When faplefs Age, and weak unable limbs, e 
Meff. Then God take mercy on brave Talbor’s Soul, | Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chair. — F is 


My age was never tainted with fuch fhame. 
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But O malignant and ill-boading Stars, 

‘Now art thou comeunto a Feaft of death, 

A terrible and unavoided danger : 

Therefore, dear Boy, mount on my fwifteft Horfe, 

And le direct thee how thou fhalt efcape 

By fudden flight. Come, dally not; be gone. 
Fobn, Is my name Talbot ? and am I your Son? 

And fhall I flye? O, if you love my Mother’s, 

Difhonour not her honourable Name, ~ 

To make a Baftard and a flave of me,. 

The World will fay, heis not Talbots blood, 

That bafely fled, when Noble Tz/bot ftood. 
Talb, Flye, to revenge my death, If I be flain. 
John, He that flyes fo, will ne’re return again. 
Talbot. If we both ftay, we both are fare to dye. 
John. Then let me ftay, and, Father, do you flye 5 

Your lofS is great, fo your regard fhould be; 

My worth unknown, no lofs is known in me. 

Upon my death, the French can little boaft , 

In yours they will, in youall hopes are loft. 

Flight cannot ftain the Honour you have won, 

But mine it will, that no exploit have done. 

You fled for Vantage, every one will fwear : 

But if I bow, they’! fay it was for Fear. 

There is no hope that ever I will: ftay, 

If the firft hour I fhrink and run away. 

Here on my knee! beg Mortality, 

Rather than Life, preferv’d with Infamy. 
Talb. Shall all thy Mothets hopes lye in one ‘Tomb ? 
Fobn. 1, rather then Ple fhame my Mother’s Womb. 
Talo, Upon my bleffing 1 command thee go. 
John, To fight I will, ‘but not flye the Foe. 
Talb, Part of thy Father maybe fav’d in thee, 
John, No partof him, but will be thame in me. ‘ 
Talb, Thou never hadit Renown, nor canft not lofe it. 
John.Yes, your renowned Name: fhall flight abufe it? 
Talb. Thy Father’s charge fhall clear thee from the ftain. 
John. You cannot witnefs for me, being-flain. 

If Death be fo apparent, then both fiye. 

Talo. And leave my Followers hereto fight and die? 


John, And fhall my Youth be guilty of fuch blame ? 
No more can I be fevered from your fide, 
Than can your felf your felfin twain divide: 
Stay, go, do what you will, the like dol ; 
For live { will not: if my Father dic. 
Talb. Then here | take my leave of thee, fair Son, 
Born to eclipfe thy life this afternoon : 
Come, fide by fide, together live and die, 
And Soul with Soul from France to heaven flye. 
{. Exeunnt. 
Alarum : Excurfions, wherein Talbot?s Son is bemm’d 
about, and Talbot vefcnes him. 


Tal. §. George, and Victory, fight Souldiers, fight: 
The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 
And left us to the rage of France his Sword. 
Where is Fol Talbot ? pawfe, and take thy breath, 
I gave thee Life, and refcu’d thee from Death. 

Fohn. O twice my Father, twice am I thy Son - 
The Life thougayft me firit, was loft and done, 
Till with thy Warlike Sword, defpight of Fate, 
To my determin’d time thou gav’it new date. 

Talb. When from the Dolphins Creft_thy Sword ftruck 
It warm’d thy Fathers heart with proud defire ( fire, 
Of bold-fac’t Victory. Then Leaden Age, 
Quicken’d with Youthful Spleen, and Warlike Rage, 
Beat down lan/or, Orleance, Burgundy, 
And from the pride of Gallia refeued thee. 
The ireful Baftard Orleance, that drew Blood 
From thee, my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 
Of thy firft fight, I foon encountered, 
And interchanging blows, I quickly fhed 
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Some of his Baftard blood, and in difgrace 
Befpoke him thus. : Contaminated, bafe 

And mis-begotten blood, I {pill of thine, : 

| Mean-and right poor, for that pure blood of thine, 

Which thou didit force from Talbot, my brave Boy. 
Here purpofing the Baftard to deftroy, 
thy Fathers care ? 
Art thounot weary; John ?. How do’ thou fare ? 
Wilt thou yet leave the Battel, Boy, and flye, 

Now thou art feal’d’ the Son of Chivalry ? 
Flye, to revenge my death when I am dead, 
The help of one ftands me in little ftead.. 

Oh, too much folly.is it, well I wot, 

To hazard all our lives in one {mall Boat. 

if Ito day dye not with Frezch-mens Rage, 

To morrow I fhall die with mickle age. 

By me they nothing gain, and if J ftay, 

"Tis but the fhortning of ny Life one day. 

In thee thy Mother dies, our Houfehold’s Name, 
My Death’s Revenge, thy Youth, and Englana’s Fame: 
All thefe, and more, we hazard by thy itay ; 

All thefe are fav’d, if thou wilt flye away. 

John. The Sword of Orleance hath not- made me fmart, 
Thefé words of yours draw. Life-blood from my heart, 
On that advantage, bought with fach a fhame, 

To favearpaltry Life, and flay bright Fame, 
Before young Talbot from old Talbot flye, 

The Coward Horfe that bears me, falland die: 
And like me to the pezant Boyes of Frauce, 

To be Shames fcorn, and fubject of Mifchance. 
Surely, by all the Glory you have won, 

And if I fye, 1am not Zialbors Son, 

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot, 

If Son to Talbot , die at Talbot?s foot. 

Tal. Then follow thou thy defp’rate Sire of Creet, 
Thou Jearus, thy life to me is {weet : 

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Father’s fide, 
And commendable: prov’d lets die in pride. —_[ Exit. 
Alarum,. Excurfions.. Enter old Talbot led, 


Talb. Where is my. other Life ? mine own is gone. . 
O, where’s young Talbot ? where is valiant Fohn ? 
Triumphant Death, fmear’d with Captivity, 
Young Zalbot’s Valour makes me finile at thee. 
When he perceiv’d me fhrink, and on my Knee, 

His bloody Sword he brandifh’t over me, 
And like a hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage, and ftern impatience: 
But when my angry Guardant ftood alone, 
Tendring my ruine, and aflail’d of none, 
Dizzy-cy’d Fury, and great rage of heart, 
Suddenly made him-from my fide to ftart 

Into the cluftring Battel of the French: 

And in that Sea of Blood; my Boy did drench 
His over-mounting Spirit; and rhere dy’d 
My Jcarus, my Bloflom in his pride. 


Enter with John Talbot, born. 


- Serv. O, my dear Lord, lowhere your Son is born. 
Ta. Taou antick Death, which laugh’it us here to fcorn, 

Anon from thy infulting Tyranny, 
Coupled in Bonds of perpetuity, 
Two Lalbot’s winged through the lither Skie, 
In thy defpight fhall feape Mortality. 
O thou, whofe wounds become hard favoured death, 
Speak to thy Father, e’re thou yield thy breath, 
Brave death by fpeaking, whether he will or no: 
Imagine him a Frezch.man, and thy Foe. 
Poor Boy, he fimiles, me thinks, as who fhould fay, 


| Had Death been French, then Death had died to day. 


Come, come, and lay him in his Fathers Arms, 
My {pirit can no longer bear thefe harms. ee: 
: Souldiers 
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Souldiers adieu : 1 have what I would have, 


Now my old arms areyoung, sobn Talboi?s Grave. [ Dies. 


Adtus Quintus, Scena Prima. 
Enter Charles, Alanfon, Burgundy, Baftard, and Puzel. 


Char. Had York,and Somerfee brought refcue in, 

We fhould have found a bloody day of this. 

Bajt. How the young whelp of Talbots raging wood, 

Did fichh his puny-fword in French-mens blood. 

Puz, Once 1 encountred him, and thus] faid : 

Thou Maiden youth, be vanquifht bya Maid. 

But with a proud Majeftical high {corn 

Heanfwer’d thus: young Zalbor was not born 

To be the pillage of aGiglot Wench, 

He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. i 
Bur. Doubtle{ he would have made a noble Knight : 

See where he lics inhcarfed in the arms 

Of the moft bloody Nurfer of his harms. ; 
Bast: Hew them to pieces; hack their bones afunder, 

Whofe life was Exgland?s glory, Gallas wonder. 

Char. Oh no, forbear: For that which we have fled 

During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 

Enter Lucy. 
Lu. Herald, coudut me to the Dolphins Tent, 

To know who hath obtained the glory of the day. 
Char. On what fubmiflive meflage art thou fent ? 
Lucy. Submiflion, Dolphin ? tis a_meer French word : 

We Englifh Warriors wot not what it means. 

I come to know what Prifoners thou haft ta’ne, 

‘Andto farvey the Bodies of the dead. 

Char. For Prifoners ask’ft thou ? Hell our Prifon.is. 

But tell me whom thou feek’ft? 

Luc, But where’s the great Alcides of the Field, 

Valiant Lord Lalbot, Earl of Shremsbury? 

Created for his rare fuccefsin Arms, 

Great Earl of Wafbford, Waterford, and Valence, 

Lord Zalbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield , 

Lord Strange of Blackyere, Lord Verdon of Alton, 

Lord Cromwel of Wingfield, Lord Furmval of Sheffeild, 

The thrice victorious Lord of Falconbridge, 

Knight of the Noble Order of S. George, 

Worthy S. Adichael, and the Golden Flece, 

Great Marfhal to our King Henry the fixth, 

Of all his Wars within the Realm of France. 

Puz, Here’sa filly ftately ftyle indeed: | 

The Turk that two and fifty Kingdoms hath, 

Writes not fo tedious a Style as this. 

Him that thou magnifi7ft with all thefe Titles, 

| Stinking and flye-blown lies here at our feet. 
Lucy, 1s Talbot flain, the French-mens only Scourge, 

Your Kingdoms terrour, and black Nemefis ? 

Oh were mine eye-bal!s into Bullets turn’d, 

That I inrage might fhoot them at your faces. 

Oh, that 1 could but call thefe dead to life, 

It were enough to fright the Realm of France, 

Were but his Picture left among you here, 

It would amaze the proudeft of you all. 

Give me their Bodies that! may bear them hence, 

And give them burial, as befeems their worth. 

Puz. 1 think this apftart is old Talbor’s Ghoft, 

He fpeaks with fuch a proud commanding Spirit : 

For Gods fake, let him have him: to keep them here, 

They would but {tink, and putrifie the air. 

Char, Gotake their Bodies hence. 
Lucy, Vie bear them hence: but from their afhes fhall 
be rear’d 

A Phoenix that fhall make all France affear’d. (wilt. 
Char. So we be rid of them, do with them what thou 

And now to Paris in this conquering vein, 

A}l will be ours, now bloody Talbor’s flain. 


Scena Secunda. 
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Enter King, Glocefter, and Exeter. 


King. Have you perus’d the Letters from the Pope, - 
The Emperour, and the Earl of Arminack ? ; 
Glo. Lhave, my Lord, and their intent is this, 

They humbly fue unto your Excellence, 

To have a godly Peace concluded of, 

Between the. Realms of Exgland and of France. 
King. How doth your Grace affect this motion ? 
Glo. Well.(my good Lord) andas the only means 

To ftop effufion of our Chriftian blood, Bits 

And ftablifh quietnefs on every fide. 

King. (marry, Uncle, for I always thought, 

It was both impious and unnatural, 

That fuch immanity and bloody ftrife 

Should reign among Profeffors of one Faith, 

Glo, Befide, my Lord, the fooner to effect, 

And furer bind his knot of Amity, 

The Earl of Arminack, near knit to Charles, 

A man of great Authority in France, 

Proffers his onely Daughter to your Grace, 

In marriage, witha large and fumptuous Dowry, — 

King. Marriage, Uncle? Alas my years are young 

And fitter is my Study, and my Books : 

Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 

Yet call th? Ambafladours, and as you pleafe, 

So Jet them have their Anfwers every one: 

I thal] be well content with any choice 


_ Tends to God’s glory, and my Country’s weal. 


Enter Winchefter, ad three Arbaffadours. 


Exet. What, is my Lord of Winchefter inftall'd, _ a | 


And call’d unto a Cardinals degree ? 

Then I perceive, that will be verified 

Henry the Fifth did fometime prophetic. 

If once he come to be a Cardinal, 

He’ll make his Cap coequal with the Crown. 

King. My Lords Ae daddies your feveral fuits 
Have been confider’d and debated on, 

Your purpofe is both good and reafonable = 
And therefore are we certainly refolv’d, 
To draw Conditions of a friendly Peace, 
Which by my Lord of Wincheffer we mean 
Shall be tran{ported prefently into France. 

Gio, And for the proffer of my Lord your Matter, 
[have inform’d his Highnefs fo at large, 

As liking of the Ladies virtuous gifts, 
Her Beauty, and the value of her Dower, 
He doth intend the fhall be Englands Queen. 

King. Jn argument and proof of which contract, — 
Bear her this Jewel, pledge of my Affection. | 
And fo, my Lord Protector, fee thém guarded, 
And fafely brought to Dover, where infhipppd 
Commit them to the fortune of the Sea. LE 

Win. Stay my Lord Legat, you fhall firft receive 
The fum of mony which I promifed . 
Should be delivered to his Holinefs _ 

For cloathing me in thefe grave Ornaments. 

Legat. 1 will attend upon Lordfhips leifure. 

Win. Now Wiachefter will not fubmit, 1 trow, — 
Or be inferiour to the proudeft Peer. 

Humphry of Glocefter, thou fhalt well perceive, 
That neither in birth, or for Authority, 

The Bifhop will be over-born by thee: _ 

Vle either make thee ftoop, and bend thy knee, 
Or fack this Country with a mutiny. 


fuits 


S_ 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Charles, Burgundy, Alanfon, Baftard, 
Reignier, azd Joan. 


ing fpirits : 

Tis faid, the flout Parifians do revolt, 

And return again unto the warlike French. 

Alan, Then tharch to Paris, Royal Charles of France. 


3 And keep not back your Power in dalliance. 


Puz, Peace be amongft them if they turn to us, 


4 Elfe ruine combat with their Palaces. 


Enter Scout. 
Scout. SuccefS unto our valiant General, — 
And happinefs to his Accomplices. 


Scout. The Englifh Army that divided was 
Into two Parties, is now conjoyn’d in one, 
And means to give you Battel prefently. rere 
Charl. Somewhat too fudden, Sirs, the warning is, 
But we will prefently provide for them. 
Bur. \ truft the Ghoft of Talbot is not there : 
Now he is gone, my Lord, you need not fear. 
Pux, Of all bafe paflions, Fear is moft accurft. 
Command the Conqueft, Charles, it fhall be thine - 
Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. 
Charl. Then on, my Lords, and France be fortunate. 
[Exeunt. Alavum, Excurfions, 
Enter Joan de Puzel. 
Puz, The Regent conquers, and the French-men flye. 
Now help ye charming Spells and -Periapts, 


4 And ye choife fpirits that admonifh me, 


And give me fignes of future accidents. [ Thunder. 
You {peedy helpers, that are Subfticutes 
Under the Lordly Monarch of the North, 
Appear, and aid me in this enterprize. 
: Enter Fiends, 
} This fpeedy and quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accuftom’d diligence to me. 
Now, ye familiar Spirits, that are cull’d 
Out of the powerful Regions under earth. 
Help me this once, that France may get the Field. 
[They walk and [peak not. 
Oh hold me not with filence over long : 
| Where I was wont to feed you with my Blood, 
Ple lop a member off, and give it you 


In earneft of a further benefit : 
| So you do condefcend to help me now. 


[They hang their heads. 
No hope to have redrefs ? My Body thall 
Pay recompence, if you will grant my fuit. C 
[They fhake their beads. 
Cannot my Body, nor blood-facrifice, ie 


| Intreat you to your wonted furtherance ? 4 
Then take my Soul; my Body, Soul, and all, f 


Before that Exgland give the French the foyl. DB 
Sy pee [They depagt. 
See, they forfake me. Now thetime is come, 
That France muft vail her lofty plumed Creft, 
4 And lect her head fall into England’s tap. 
@ My ancient Incantations are too weak, 

| And hell too ftrong for me to buckle with: 
Now france thy glory roopeth to the duft. Exit. 


Excurfions. Burgundy aid York fight hand to 
hand. French fye. 
York, Damfel of France, I think T haye you faft, 
‘Unchain your Spirits now with fpelling Charms, 
And try if they can gain your liberty. 
A goodly prize, fit for the Devils grace. 
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| As if with Circe, fhe: would change my fhape. 


Charl. This news (my Lords) may cheer our droop- 


Char. What tidings fend our Scout ? Iprethee fpeak. 


‘|. Saf. Fond man, remember that thou hafta Wife, 
4 Then how can AZergaret be thy Paramour ? 


See how the ugly Witch doth bend her brows, 


Pux, Chang’d toa worfer fhape thou can?t not be. 
York. Ob, Charles the Dolphin is a proper man, 
No fhape but his can pleafe your dainty eye. ‘ 
Puz. A Plaguing mifchief light on Charles and thee, 
And may ye both be fuddenly furpris’d 
By bloody hands, in fleeping on your Beds. 
York, Fell banning Hag, Inchantrefs, hold thy 
tongue. 
Puz. 1 prethee give me leave to curfe a while. 
York, Curfe Mifcreant; when thou com’ft to the ftake. 
LExeunt. 


Alarum. Enter Suffolic with Margaret: ix his gy”. 


Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my Prifoner. 
- ' [Gazes on her. 
Oh faireft Beauty, do not fear, nor flye : 
For I will touch thee but with reverend hands, 
I kifs thefe fingers for eternal peace, 
And lay them gently on thy tender fide. 
Who art thou, fay ? that I may honour thee. 
Mar. Margaret my name, and daughter to a King, 
The King of Waples, who fo @re thou art. 
Suf. An Earl ] am, and Suffolk am I calbd. 
Be not offended, Natures miracle, 
Thou art allotted to be ta’ne by me: 
So doth the Swan her downy Cignets fave, 
Keeping them Prifoners underneath her wings : 
Yet if this fervile ufage once offend, 
Go, and be free again, as Suffolk’s Friend, [She is Loing. 
Oh ftay : Ihave no pewer to let her pafs, 
My hand would free her, but my heart fayes no. 
As plays the Sun upon the glaffie ftreams, 
Twinkling another counterfeited beam, 
So feems this gorgeous Beauty to mine Eyes : 
Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not {peak’: 
Ple call for Pen and Ink, and write my mind: 
Fie De la Pole, difable not thy flf: 
Haft nota Tongue ? Is fhe not here thy Prifoner ? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans fight ? 
I, Beauties Princely Majefty is fuch, 
Confounds the Tongue, and makes the Senfes rough. 
Mar, Say, Earl Suffolk, if thy Name be fo, 
What Ranfom muft I pay before I pafs ? 
For I perceive am thy Prifoner. 
Suf. How canft thou tell, the, will deny thy frit, 
Before thou make a trial of her Love ? (pay? 
M. Why fpeak’ft thou not ? What Ranfom muft I 
Saf. She’s beautiful ; and therefore to be wooed : 
She isa Woman, therefore to be won. 
Mar. Wilt thou accept. of Ranfom, yea or no ? 


Mar. Y were belt to leave him, for he ‘will not hear. 
Suf. There all is mart’d : there lies 2 cooling card. 
Mar. He talks at random : fure the man is mad. 
Suf. And yet a difpenfation may be had. 
Mar. And yet I would that you would anfwer me: 
Suf. Vle win this Lady Afargaret. For whom ? 
Why, for‘my King: Tufh that’s a wooden thing, 
Mar. He talks ot wood - It is fome Carpenter. 
Suf. Yet fo my fancy may be fatisfied, 
And peace eftablifhed between thefe Realms; 
But there remains a fcruple in that too:  - 
For though her Father be the King of Maples, 
Duke of Anjou and Afain, yet he is poor, 
And our Nobility will {corn the Match. 
Mar, Hear ye Captain? are you not at leifure ? 
Suf. It fhall be fo, difdain they ne’re fo much : 
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. 
Madam, I have a fecret to reveale. > 
Mar, What though 1 be inthrall’d, he feems a eo me 
n 


et 


And will not any way difhonour me. 
Suf, Lady, vouchfafe to liften what I fay. 
Mar, Perhaps I fhall be refcu’d by the French, 
And then I need not crave his courtefie, 
Suf. Sweet Madam, give me hearing ina caufe. 
Mar. Tush, women have been captivate e’re now. 
Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you fo? 
Mar. \cry you mercy, tis but Quid for Quo. 
Suf. Say, gentle Princefs, would you not fuppofe 
Your Bondage happy to be madea Queen ? 
Mar. To bea Queen in Bondage, is more vile, 
Than is a Slave in bafe fervility : 
For Princes fhould be free. 
Suf. And fo fhall you, 
If happy Exgland’s Royal King be free. 
Mar, Why, what concern’s his freedom unto me ? 
Sf. Ple undertake to make thee Heury’s Queen, 
To puta Golden Scepter in thy hand, 
And fet a precious Crown upon thy head, 
Ifthou wilt condefcend to my 
Mar. What? 
Suf. His love, 
Mar. 1am unworthy to be Henry’s Wife. 
Suf. No, gentle Madam, I unworthy am 
To woo fo fair a Dame to be his Wife, . 
And have no Portion in the choice my felf- 
How fay you, Madam, are you fo content ¢ 
Mar. And if my Father pleafe, 1 am content. 
Suf. Then call our Captains and our Colours forth, 
| And, Madam, ‘at your Father’s Caftle Walls, . 
We'll crave a Parley to confer with him. 
/ . > Sound. Enter Reignier on the Walls. 
See Reignier fee, thy Daughter Prifoner, 
. Reig. Towhom? 
Siifc LOANS... 
Reig. Suffolk, wiiat remedy ? 
I am a Souldier and unapt to weep, 
Or to exclaim on Fortunes ficklenefs. 
Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my Lord, 
Confent, and for thy Honour give confent, 
Thy Daughter fhall be wedded to my King: 
| Whom I with pain have woo?d and won thereto: 
And this her éafie held Imprifonment 
| Hath. gain’d thy Daughter Princely liberty. 
Reig. Speaks Suffolk, as he thinks ? 
Suf. Fair Adargaret knows, : 
That Saffolkdoth not flatter, face, or fain. 
| Reig. Upon thy Princely Warrant, | defcend, 
To give thee anfwer of thy juft demand. 
_ Saf. And here I will expect thy coming. 


Trumpets found. Enter Reignier. 


Reig. Welcome, braveEarl, into our Territories, 
Command in -Anjox what your Honour pleafes. 

Suf. Thanks, Regnier, happy for fo fweet a Child, 
Fit to be made Companion with a King: 

What anfwer makes your Grace unto my fuit ? 

Reig. Since thou doft daign to woo her little worth, 

To bethe Princely Bride of fach a Lord : 
Upon condition I may quietly 
Enjoy mine own, the Country 4am and Anjou, 
Free from oppreflion, or the ftroke of War, 
My Daughter fhall be Henry's, if he pleafe. 

Suf. That isher Ranfom, | deliver her, 
And tho‘e two Counties, | will undertake, 
Your Grace hall well and quictly enjoy. 

Reig. And J again in Henry’s Royal name, 
As Deputy unto that gracious King, : 
Give thee her hand for fign of plighted Faith. 

Suf. Resgmer of France, \ give thee Kingly thanks, 
Becaufe it is in Traffick of a King. ; 
And yet methinks I could be well content 
To be mine own Attorney in this cafe. 


a 
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Ple over then to England with this News, 
And make this Marriage to be folemniz’d: 
So farewel Reigaier,. fet this Diamond fafe 
In Golden Palaces as it becomes. 

Reig. 1 dod embrace thee, as 1 would embrace 
The Chriftian Prince King Henry, were he here. i 

Mar. Farewel my Lord, good wilhes, praife,and prayers, | 
Shall Suffolk ever have of AZargaret. [She és going.| : 

Suf. Farewel, {weet Madam: but hark you? Margaret. ey 
No Princely Commendations, to my King ? 4 

Mar. Such Commendations as becomes a Maid, 

A Virgin and his Servant, fay to him. 

Suf. Words fweetly plac’d, and modeftly direfed, | 
But, Madam, I muft trouble you again, ae 
No loving Token to his Majefty ? rr 

Mar. Yes, my good Lord, a pure unfpotted heart, 
Never yet taint with love, I fend the King. ty 

Swf. And this withal. LKiffes ber, 

Wark, That for thy felf, I will not fo prefume, | 
To fend fuch peevifh Tokens to a King. ea 

Suf. Oh wer’t thou for my felf: but Suffolk ftay; i) 
Thou mayeft not wander in that Labyrinth, chal a 
There Minotaurs, and ugly Treafons lurk. rf 0 
Solicite Henry with her wondrous praife, , 
Bethink thee on her Virtues that furmount, 

Made natural Graces that extinguifh Art, 

Repeat their femblance often on the Seas, 

That when thou com’ft to kneel at Henry's fect, 
Thou mayeft bereave him of his wits with wonder. [Exit 


Enter York, Warwick, Shepherd, Puzel. 4 


Yor. Bring forth that Sorcerefs condemn’d to burn, _ 
Shep. Ah, oan, this kills thy Fathers heart out-right, | _ 
Have I fought every Country far and near, ie 
And now it ismy chance to find thee out, 
Mutt 1 behold thy timelefgs cruel death : 
Ah Foan, fweet Daughter, 1’le die with thee. 
Puz, Decrepit Mifer, bafe ignobleWretch, 
I am defcended of a gentler blood. 
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine. “d 
Shep. Out, out: My Lords, and pleafe you, ’tis noth 
I did beget her all the Parifh knows: 
Her Mother liveth yet, can teftifie 
She was the firft fruit of my Batch’lor-fhip. 4 
War. Gracelefs, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ? = 
Yor. This argues what her kind of life hath been, 
Wicked and vile, and fo her death concludes. Sa 
Shep. Fie Joan, that thou wilt be fo obftacle : 
God knows thou art a Collop of my Flefh, 
And for thy fake have I fhed many a tear; 
Deny me not, I pray thee, gentle Foan, 
Puz, Pezant avant; you have fuborn’d this man 
Of purpofe to obfcure my Noble Birth. 
Shep. ?Tis true, I gave a Noble to the Prieft, 
The morn that I was wedded to her Mother. 
Kneel down and take my blefling, Good my Girl. _ 
Wilt thou not ftoop? Now curfed be the time 
Of thy Nativity - I wouldthe Milk ; 


iB 


Had been a little Ratsbane for thy fake : 

Or elfe, when thou didft keep thy Lambs afield, 

I with fome ravenous Wolf had eaten thee. 

Doft thou deny thy Father, curfed Drab 2 

O burn her, burn her, hanging is too good. 
Yor, Takeher away, for fhe hath liv’d too long) 

To fillthe world with vitious qualities. ae 

Pux, Firft, let me tell you whom you havecondemm" d, 

Not me, begotten of a Shepherd Swain ee 

But iffued from the Progeny of Kings. y 

Virtuous and Holy, chofen from above, - 

By infpiration of Celeftial Grace, 

To work exceeding Miracles on earth. 

I never had to do with wicked Spirits, 


5 . 


~ 
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} Twas neither Charles, nor yet the Duke 


| With Letters 


o Mov’d with remorfe of thefe 
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| But you that are.polluted with your lufts, 


Se oeon | hPek pak oe cies 


Stain’d wich the guiltlefs blood of Innocents, 


| Corrupt and tainted with a thoufand Vices: 


Becaufe you want the grace that others have, 


| You judge it ftreight a thing impoflible... 


To compafs Wonders, but by the help. of Devils. 
No, mifconceived Joan of Aire hath been 
A Virgin from her tender infancy, 
Chafte,‘ and immaculate .in very thought, 
Whole Maiden-blood thus rigoroutly effus’d, 
Will cry for'vengeance at the Gates of Heaven. 
Yor. 1, 1: away with her to execution, 
War. And heark ye, Sirs: becaufe he is 3 Maid, 
Spare for no Faggots, let. there be enow : 
Place Barrels of pitch upon the fatal ftake, 
That fo her torture may be fhortned. 
Pax. Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts? 
Then Foan difcover thine infirmity, 
That warranteth by Law, to be thy priviledge. 
I am with Child, ye bloody Homicides : 
Murthernot thea the Fruit within my Womb, 
Although ye hale me to.a violent death, 


Yor. Now Heaven forfend, the holy Maid with Child ¢ 


War, The greatelt Miracle that ere ye wrought ; 
Isall your ftrict precifenefscome to this ? 
Yor. She and the-Dolphin have been juggling, 


‘I did imagine what, would be her refuge. 


War. Well, 80 to, we will have no Battards live, 
Efpecially fince Charles muft Father it. 

Puz, You are deceiv’d, my Child is none of his, 
It was Alanfon thatenjoy’d my love. , 

Yor. Alanfon, that notorious Matchevile ? 
it dies, andif it hada thoufand lives. 

Pux. O give me leave, I have deluded you, 
Inam’d, 
But Rejgnier King of Naples that prevail’d, 

War. A married man! that’s mofb intolerable. 

Yor. Why here’s a Girl : I think the knows not well 
(There were fo many) whom fhe may accufe. 

War: Isa fign the had been liberal and free. 

Yor. And yet forefeeth the is a Virgin pure. 


Strumpet, thy words condemn thy Brat, and thee, » 


Ufe no intreaty, for it is in vain. 
_ Puz. Then lead me hence: with whom I leave my curfe, 
May never glorious Sun reflex his Beams 


| Upon the Country where you make abode: 


But darknefs, and the gloomy fhade of death 
Inviron you, till Mifchiefand Defpair 


Euter Cardinal, 

Yor. Break thouin pieces, and confume to afhes, 
You foul accurfed minifter of Hell, 
__ Car, Lord Regent, I do greet your Excellence 
of Commiflion from the King. 
For know, my Lords, the States of Chriftendom, 
outrageous broyles, 
Have earneftly implor?d a general Peace, 
Betwixt our Nation, and th’ afpiring French; 
Andhere at hand, the Dol phin and his Train 
Approacheth, to confer about fome matters: 

Yor. Is allour travel turn’d to this Effect, 
After the flaughter of fo many Peers, 
So many Captains, Gentlemen, and Souldiers, 
That in this duatrel have been overthrown, 
And fold their Bodies for their Countries Benefit, 
Shall we at laft conclude effeminate Peace ? 
‘Have we not loft moft Part of all the Towns, 
Bytreafon, falfhood, and by treachery, 
Our great Progenitors had conquered ? 
Oh Warwick, Warwick, | forefee with grief 
The utter lof of all the Realmof France, 

ar. Be patient, York, if we conclude a Peace 

It thall be with fuch ftri€’ and fevere Covenants, ; 
As little fhall the French-men gain thereby. ! 


Drive you to break your necks, or hang your felves. [Exit. 
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Enter Charles, Alanfon, Baftard, Reignier, 


Char. Since, Lords of England, it is thus agreed 
That peaceful Truce fhal] be Proclaim’din France” 
We come to be informed by your felves, ; 
What the Conditions of that League mutt be. 

Yor. Speak, Wincheffer; for boyling choler chokes 
| The hollow paflage of my poifon’d voyce, 

By fight of thofe our baleful Enemies, 

Win, Charles, and the reft, it is enaded thus ; 
That in regard King Aenry.gives confent, 

Of meer compaffion, .and..of lenity, 

To eafe your-Country, of, diftrefsfiil War, 
And fuffer you to breath in fruitful peace; 
You fhall become true Liegemen to his-Crown, 
And Charles, wpon,¢ondition thou wilt fivear 
To pay him, Tribute,,andfubmit thy felf, 
Thou itale be plac’d as Viceroy under him, 
And ftill enjoy thy Regal. Dignity... >.) 

Alan. Mutt he be then a thadow of himfelf? 
Adorn his‘ Temples with aCoronet,) 04:5! 

And yet in Subftanceand Authority, 
Retain but priviledge of'a private man 2. 
This profer is abfurd, and-reafonlefs, 

Char. ?Tis known already, that I am pofleft. ; 

With more than half the Galan Territori¢s, 

And therein reverenced for their lawful King. 

Shall 1 for lucre of the reft un-vanquifhe, 
Detract fo much from that Prerogative, 

As to be call’d but Viceroy of the whole? 

No, Lord Ambafladour, Ple rather keep 

That which] have, than coveting for more, 

Be caft from poflibility of all, 

Yor. Infulting Charles, haft thon by fecret. means 
Us’d interceffion to obtain a League, 

And now the matter grows to compremize, © : 
Stand?ft thou aloof upon Comparifo bs 
Either accept the Title thou ufurp’tt, 

Of benefit proceeding from our King; i 2his 
And not of any challenge of Defert, 

Or we will plague thee with inceflant Wars, 

Reig. My Lord, you do not well, in obftinacy 
Tocavilin the courfe of this Contra@ : 

If once it be neglected, ten to one 
We fhall not find the like opportunity, 

Alan, Tq fay the truth, it is your policy, 
To fave your Subjects from fuch maffacre 
And ruthlef§ flaughters as are daily feen 
By our proceeding in Hoftility. 

And therefore take this contract of a Truce, 
Although you break it, when your pleafure ferves, 
War, How fayft thou Charles ? 
Shall our Condition ftand ? 
Char. It hall: 
Onely referv’d, you claim no intereft 
In any of our Towns of Garrifon. 

Yor. Then fwear Allegiance to his Majefty, 
As thovart Knight, never to difobey, 

Nor be Rebellious to the Crown of England, 
Thou nor thy Nobles; to the Crown of England. 
So, now difmifs your Army when you pleafe: 
Hang up your Enfigns, let your Drums be fill, 
For here we entertain afolemna peace. 


[Exeunt. 


Enter Suffolk in conference with the King, 
Glocefter, and Exeter, 


King. Your wondrous rare defcription (noble Earl ) 
Of beauteous Afargaret hath aftonifh’d me: 
Her Virtues grac’d with external gifts, 

Do breed Loves fettled Paffions in my Heart, 
And like as rigour with tempeftuous gufts 
Provokes the mightieft Hulk againft the tide, 


So am 1 driven by breath of her Renown, 
| Firher to {after Shipwrack}‘or arrive 
“here I may have fruition of her Love, 
suff. Tuth, amy! good Lordy ‘this fuperficial tale 
Is but a preface ‘to-her worthy praife: 
| The chief Perfections of that lovely Dame,’ 
(Had | fufiicieht skill: to utter then) 
W ould make a Volume of inticiig lines, 
Able to ravihh any dull-cofiesit. 
And which is more, fhe%s Rot fo ‘Divine, 
So full repledt with choyce! of ‘all deliglits,~ 
But with a humble lowlinefSof mind, 
Sheis content to be at your command : 
Command, I mean,, of virtous chafte intents, 
To love, and honour Heary'as her Lord. ! 
King. Andsotherwife, will-Eeary ne’re-prefume : 
Therefore, my: Lord Protector; give conferit, °: 
That Margaret may be! Engtind’s Royal Queen. 

Glo. So fhould:l give confent to flatter fin, 
You know (my Lord) your‘Highnefs is betroth’d 
Unto another Lady of efteem. © 
How fhall we then difpence with that contract, 
And not deface your honour with reproach ¢ 

Suf. As doth a Ruler with unlawful Oaths, 
Or one thatata Triumph, havingvowd _ 
To try hisdtrength, forfaketh yet the Lifts is 
By reafon of ,his Adverfaries odds. 
A poor EatPs:Daughter is unequal odds, 
And therefore may be broke without offence. 

Glo. Why, what (L pray) is A4agaret more thanthat? 
er Father is no‘becter than an Earl, 
Although in glorious Titles: he excel. | 

Suf. Yes, my good Lord, ‘her Father is'a King, 
The King of Naples and Ferufalem, Dey eo 
And of fuch great Authority in France, 
As his alliance will confirm our peace, ~% ' 
And keep the Brench-men in Allegiance. -® 

Glo. And fo the Earl of -Armnack, may do, 
Becaufe he is near Kinfman unto’ Charles. —} 


Exet, Befide, his wealth doth warrant liberal Dower, 


Where Reionier fooner will receive than give. 


Suf. A Dower, my Lords? difgrace not fo your King, 


That he fhouldibe fo abject, bafe, and poor, 
To chofe for wealth, and not for perfect Love. 
Henry isable to enrich his Queen, 
And not to feck a Queen to make him rich « 
So worthlefs Pezants bargain for their Wives, 
As Market-men for Oxen, Sheep, or Horfe. 
But Marriage is a matter of more worth, 
Than to be dealt in by Atturney-fhip : 
Not whom we will, but whom his Grace affects, 
| Maft be companion of his Nuptial Bed. 


| My NobleLord of Swffolk; Or for that 


And therefore, Lords, fince he affects her moft, 
Mott of all thefe Réafons bindeth us, re 
In our Opinons fhe fhould be preferr'd, 

For what is Wedlock forced, but a Hell, 

An age of difcord’and continual ftrife ? 
Whereas the contrary bringeth forth blifs, 
And isa pattern of Celeftial peace. + 


| Whom fhould we match with Henry, being a King, 
| But A4argaret, that is Daughter to a King? 


Her peerlefs Feature, joyned with her birth, 
Approves her fitfor none, but for a King. 
Her valiant Courage, and undaunted Spirit, 
(More than in Women commonly as feen) 


| Will anfwer our hope in iflue ofa King : 


For Henry, Son unto a Conquerour, 

Is likely to beget more Conquerors, 

If with a Lady of fo high refolve, 

(As is fair Margaret) he be link’d in Love. a 

‘Then yield my Lords, andhere conclude with me, 

That Margaret fhall be Queen, and none but fhe. | 
King. Whether it be through force of your report, : 

My tender youth was never yet attaint sie 

With any Paflion of inflaming Love, 

I cannot tell; but this I am affur’d, 

1 feel fuch fharp diffention in my Breaft, 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and Fear, 

As Lam fick with working of my thoughts. ‘i 

Take therefore fhipping ; poft, my Lord, to Fran, 

Agree to any Covenants, and procure 

That Lady Adargaret do vouchfafe to come 


_| To crofs the Seas to England, and be Crown’d 


King Henry’s faithful and anointed Queen. 
For-your Expences and fufficient Charge, 
Among the people gather upa tenth. 

Be gone, I fay, for till youdo return, 


I reft perplexed with a thoufand Cares. 
| And you (good Uncle ) banifh all offence: 


If you docenfure me, by what you were, ~ tai 
Not what youare, 1 know it will excufe 
This fadden executionof my Will. 
And fo conduct me, where from company, 
I may revolve and ruminate my’gricf. 

Glo, I, grief I fear me, both at firft and laft. 

. [Exit Gloce 

Suf. Thus Saffolk hath prevail’d, and thus he goes 
‘As did the youthful Pars once to Greece, ae 
With hope to find the like event in love, 
But profper better than the Trojan did : 
Margaret {hall now be Queen, and rule the King: d 
But I will rule both her, the King, and Realm. (Exit. | 


— Che Second Part of 


'| KING HENRY VI, 


iP With the Death of the 


Fiourifh of Trumpets : Then Hoboyes. 


Beauford o the one fide. 
The. Queen, Suffolk, York, Somerfet, and Bucking- 
ham oz the other. 


Suffolk. 
S by your: high Imperial Majefty, 
| had in charge at my depart from France, 
. As-procurator to your Excellence, 
Vo marry Princefs Afargaret for your Grace ; 

So in the famous ancient City, Zours, 

In pretence of the Kings of France, and Sieil, 

The Dukes of Orleance, Calabar, Britaigne, Alanfon, 

Seven Larls, twelve Barons, and twenty reverend Bifhops, 

| | have perform’d my Task, and was efpous’d, 

| And humbly now upon my bended Knee, 

in light of England, and eagerly Peers, 
Jeliver up my Tirle in the Queen 
O your moft gracious hand, that are the Subftance 

‘that great Shadow I did reprefent: 

The happieft gift that ever Marquefs gave, 

The faireft Queen that ever King receiv’d. 

| King. Suffolk arife. Welcome, Queen Margaret, 

Lean expreisne kinder fign of Love 

-Thanihis kind Kifs: O Lord, that lends me life, 

Lend me a heart repleat with thankfulnefs : 

} for thou hait given mein this beauteous Face 

A worl. of earthly Bleflings to my Soul, 

if i “pathy of Love unite our thoughts. 

 Ruce. Great King of England, and my gracious Lord, 

The mutual conference that my mind hath had, 

By day, by night; waking, and in my dreams, 

In Courtly company, or at my Beads, 

With you mine Alder /.rfe/? Sovereign, 

Makes me thebolder to falute my King, 

With ruder terms, fuch as my wit affords, 
And over-joy of heart doth minifter. 
King. Her fightdid ravith, but her grace in Speech, 

Her words yclad with Wifd om’s Majelty, 

Make me from wondring, fall to weeping Joys, 

Such is the fulnefS of my hearts content. 

Lords, with one cheerful voyce, welcome my Love. 
All kneel. Long live Q. Margaret, England’s happincis. 
Quee. We thank you all. = [ Flourifh. 
Suff. My Lord P:otector, fo it pleafe your Grace, 

Here are the Articles of contracted peace, 

Between our Soveraign, and the French King Charles, 

For eighteen Months concluded by confent. 


Enter King, Duke Humprey, Salisbury, Watwick,. avd 


| Toconquer France, his true Inheritance ? 


Glo, Reads. Imprimis, Jt is agreed between the French | Crown’d in Parts in uelPigut of foes, 
n 


Good Duke Humphrey. 


Adtus Primus. Scena Prima. 


King, Charles,and William de 1a Pole, Marque fe of Suffolk 
| Ambaffador for Henry King of England, That the faid Ben: 
| ry fhall efpoufe the Lady Margaret, Daughter 

King of Naples, Sicilia, and Jerufa lem,and aher Queen 
of England, e’re the thirtieth of May near enfuing, ~~ 
| * Item, That tbe Dureby of Anjou > 40d the County of 
Main, fhal be releafed and del, Vered to the King her Father: 


£ 
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King. Uncle, how now ? 
Glo, Pardon me, gracious Lord, 

Some fudden qualm hath ftruck me to the heart, 
And dim’d mine Eyes, that I canread no further, 
King. Uncle of Winchefler, I pray read on, 

Win. Item, Jt w further agreed between them. That thé 
. v 3 
Dutchef of Anjou and Main, fhall be releafed and delivered over 
to the King her Father, and fhe ene over of the King of Eng- 
lands own proper Coft and Charge, without having any Donry. 
King. They pleafe us well. Lord Marquefs,kneel down, 
We here create thee the firft Duke of Suffolk , : 
And girt thee with the Sword. Coufin of York, 
Wehere difcharge your Grace from being Regent 
I th’ parts of Frazce, till term of eighteen Months 
Be full expir’d. Thanks, Uncle Wizehe fer, 
Glocejter, York, Puckingham and Somer/er, 
Salisbury, and Warwick, 
We thank you all for this great favour done 
In Entertainment to my Princely Queen, 
Come, let us in, and with all {peed provide 
To fee her Coronation be perforny’d. 
[ Exeunt K ing, Queen, ata Suffolk. 
Manent the reff. 
Glo. Brave Peers of Exgland, Pillars of the State, 
To you Duke Humphrey muft unload his grief : 
Your grief, the common grief of all the Land. 
What? did my Brother Henry fpend his youth, 
His Valour, Coyn, and People in the Wars ? 
Did he fo often lodge in open Field, 
In Winters cold, and Summers parching heat, 


? 


And did my Brother Bedford toyl his wits, 

To keep by policy what Henry got: * 
Have you your felves, Somerfet, Buckingham, 
Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 
Receiv’d deep fears in France and Wormandy : 

Or hath mine Uncle Beauford, and my felf, 

With all the learned Council of the Realm, 
Studied fo long, fat inthe Council-houfe, 

Early and late, debating to and fro ; 

How Fraxce and French-men might be kept in awe, 
And bath his Highnefs in his infancy, 


And 


ee 
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And fhali chefe Labours, and thefe Honours die ? 
Shall Henry’s Conqueft, Bedfords vigilance, 
Your Deeds of War, and all our Counfel die : 
O Peers of England, thameful js this League, 
Fatal this Marriage, cancelliay-your Fame, 
Blotting your names from Books of memory, 
Rafing the Characters of your Renown, 
Defacing Monuments of Conquer’d France, 
Undoing all, as all had never been. 
Car. Nephew, what means this paflionate difcourfe ? 
This peroration with fach circumitance : 
For France, tis ours; and we will keep it ftill. 
Glo, 1, Vncle, we will keep it, if we can: 
But now it is impoflible we fhould. 
Suffolk, the new made Duke that rules the roff, 
Hath given the Dutchy of Anjou and Main, 
Unto the poor King Reiger, whofe large ftyle 
Agrees not with the leannefs of his purfe. 
Sal, Now by the death of him that di’d for all, 
| Thefe Counties were the Keys of Normandy : 
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant Son ? 
War. For grief that they are pait recovery. 
For were there hope to conquer them again, 
My Sword fhould fhed hot Blood, mine Eyes no Tears. 
Anjou and Main? My felf did win them both : 
Thofe Provinces thefe Arms of mine did conquer, _ 
And arethe Cities that are got with wounds 
Delivered up again with peaceful words te 
Mort Dieu. 
Yor. For Sufolk’s Duke, may he be fuffocate, 
That dims the Honour of this Warlike Ifle: 
France fhould have torn and rent my very Heart, 
Before I would have yielded to this League. 
I never read but Englana’s Kings have had 
Large fums of Gold, and Dowries with their Wives, 
And our King Henry gives away his own, 
To match with her that brings no vantages, 
Hum. A proper jeft, and never heard before, 
‘That Sxffolk fhould demand a whole Fifteenth, 
For Coft and Charges in tranfporting her : 
She fhould have itaid in France, and ftarv’d in France 
Before 
Car. My Lord of Glofter, now ye grow too hot, 
It was the pleafure of my Lord the King. 
Hum, My Lord of Wanchefter, 1 know your mind. 
’Tis not my Speeches that you do miflike : 
But tis my prefence that doth trouble ye, 
Rancour will out, proud Pre'ate, in thy Face 
I fee thy fury: 1f 1 longer flay, 
We fhall begin our ancient bickerings : 
Lordings farewel, and fay whcn I'am gone, 


I propheficd, France will be loft @re long. 1] Exit Humph.. 


Car. So, there goes our Protector ina rage: 
Tis known to you he is mine Enemy : 
Nay more, an Enemy unto you all, 
Andno great friend, I fear me, to the King; 
Confider Lords, he isthe next of Blood, 
And Heit apparent to the Exglifh Crown : 
Had Henry got an Empire by his Marriage, 
Andall the wealthy Kingdoms of the Weft, 
There’s reafon he fhould be difpleas’d at it: 
Look to it, Lords, It not his {moothing words 
Bewitch your Héarts, be wife and circumfpect, 
What though the common People favour him, 
Calling him Humplorey the good Duke of Gloster, 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voice, 
Jefu maintain your Royal Excellence, 
With God preferve the good Duke Humphrey. 
I fear me, Lords, for all this flattering glofs, 
| He will be founda dangerous Proteétor. 

Buck. Why fhould he then protect our Soveraign ? 
He being of age to govern of himfelf. 
Confin Somerfer, joyn you with me. 

| And altogether with the Duke of Suffolk, 


Weill quickly hoyfe Duke Humphrey from his feat, 
Car. This weighty bufine!s will not brook delay, 
Pie to theDuke of Suffalk prefently. [Exit Carding] 
Som. Coulin of Buckingham, though Humphrey's Pride q 
And greatnels of his place be grief to us, 
Yer let us all watch the haughty Cardinal], 
His infolence is more intolerable 
Than all the Princes in the Land befide ; 
If Glofter be difplac’d, he’ll be Protector, 
Buck, Or thou, or 1, Somerfet. will be Protector, 


Sal. Pride went before, Ambition follows him. 

Whiie thefe do labour for their own preferment, 

Behoves it us to labour for the Realm. 

[ never faw but Humphrey Duke of Glofer, 

Did bear him like a Noble Gentleman: 

Oft have I feen the haughty Cardinal, 

More like a Souldier than a Man o’th’ Church, 

As ftout and proud as he were Lord of all, 

Swear like a Ruffian, and demean himfelf 

Unlike the Ruler of a Common-weal. 

Warwick my Son, the comfort of my age, 

Tiy deeds, thy plainnefs, and thy Houf-keeping, 

Hath won the greateft favour of the Commons, 

Excepting rfone but Good Duke A’umphrey, 

And Brother York, thy acting in Ireland, 

In bringing them to Civil Difcipline : 

Thy late exploits done in the Heart of France — 

When thou wert Regent for our Soveraign, sae 

Have made thee fear’d and honour’d of the People, 

Joyn we together for thes publick good, 

In what we can, to bridle and fupprefs 

The pride of Sufolk, and the Cardinal, 

With Somerfet?’s and Buckinghams ambition, 

And as we may cherifh Duke Humprey’s deeds, 

While they do tend the profit of the Land. -— 
War. So Godhelp Warwick, as he loves the Land, — 

And common profit of his Country. " 

Yor, And fo fays York, 


[Exit Buckingham and Somerfet, f 
P 


| For he hath greatelt canfe. p 


Sal? Then lets make hafbaway, —- 4 
And look unto the main? a 
War. Unto the main? y 
Oh Father, Adam is loft, 
That Main, which by main force Warwick did wi 
And would have kept, fo long as breath did laft : — 
Main-chance Father you meant, but I meant Adam, 
WhichI will winfrom France, or elfe be flain. 

[Exit Warwick and Salisbury. A4anet 
York, Anjou and Main are given to the French, 
Parw is loft, the ftate of Normandy 
Stands ona tickle point, now they are gone: 
Suffolk. concluded on the Articles, 
Tue Peers agreed, and Henry was well plcas’d, 
To change two Dukedoms for a Dukes fair Daughter. 
[ cannot blame them all, what is’t to them ? . 
"Tis thine they give away, andnottheir own. 
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their pillage, 
And purchafe Friends, and givetoCurtezans, 
Still revelling like Lords till all be gone. 
While asthe filly owner of the Goods ies, 
Weeps over them, and wrings his haplefs hands 
And thakes his Head, and trembling itands aloof, Se 
While all is fhar’d, and allis born away, - | e 
Ready to itarve, and dare not touch his own. , 
So York mult fit, and fret, and bitc his Tongue, ¥ 
While his own Lands are bargain’d for, and fold: J 
Methinks the Realms of Exgland, France and Ireland, 
Bear that proportion to my Flefh and Blood, Bec 


| As did the fatal brand Althea burnt, 


Unto the Princes Heart of Calidon: 
Anjou and Main both given unto the French ? 
Cold news for me: For I had hope of France, — 


Defpight Duke Humphrey, or the Cardinal. - a 
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Evenas I have of fertile Ezg/azas foil. 

A day will come, when-Tork fhall claim his own, 

And therefore I will take the Negvils parts, 

And make a fhew of Love to proud Duke Humphrey, 

And when I fpy advantage, claim the Crown, 

For that’s the golden mark I {eek to hit: | 

Nor hall proud Laacafer ufurp my Right, 

Nor hold the Scepter in his Childifh Fift, 

Nor wear the Diadem upon-his Head, , ; 

Whofe Church-like Humours fits not for a Crown. 
| Then York be ftill a while, till time do ferve : 

Watchthou, and wake when others be afleep, 


_ | To pry into the fecrets of the State, 


} Till Henry furfeiting in joys of Love, 

| With his new Bride, and Englands dear bought Queen, 

| And Humphrey with the Peers be faln at Jarrs. 

‘| Then will I raife aloft the Milk-white Rofe, 

| With whofe fweet finell the Air fhall be perfum’d, 

|| And in my Standard bear the Arms of York, 

| To grapple with the houfe of Lancafter, ; 

‘| And force perforcel’le make him yield the Crown, 
Whofe Bookifh Rule hath pull’d fair Exeland down. 


‘Enter Duke Humphrey, and his Wife Elianor. 


Elia. Why droops my Lord, like over-tipen’d Corn, 

Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous Load ? 

Why doth the great Duke Humphrey knit his brows, 
As frowning at the favours of the World ? 

Why are thine Eyes fixt to the fullen Earth, 
Gazing on that which feems to dim thy Sight ? 
What feeft thou there ? King Hezry’s Diadem, 
IncHac’d with all the Honours of the World? 

If fo, gaze on, and grovel on thy Face, 

Until thy Head be.circled with the fame. ~ 

Put forth thy hand, reach at the Glorious Gold. 
What, » is’t. too fhort? Ple lengthen it with mine. 
} And having both together heav’d it up, 


+ | Well both together lift. our Heads.to Heaven, 


_ | And never more abafe our Sight fo low, 
"| As to vouchfafe one glance upon the ground. 


Hum, O Nell fweet Dell,if thou doft love thy Lord, 


~ | Banith the Canker of ambitious Thoughts : 
Ang may that thought, when I imagine ill 


gainft my King and Nephew, virtuous Henry, 


a Be my laft breathing inthis Mortal World. 
| My troublous Dreams this. Night dothmake me fad. . 


__ £li, What dream’d my Lord,tell me,and Ile requite it 


: ' With {weet Rehearfal of my mornings Dream ? 


Hum.Me thought this Staff, mine Office-badg in Court, 
asbroke in twain: by whom, I have forgot, 


But as I think, it was by th? Cardinal, 


| Andon the pieces of the broken Wand 


Were plac’d the Heads of Edmond Duke of Somer fer, 
And William de la Pole firft Duke of Suffolk, 
This was the Dream, what it doth bode, God knows. 
El, Tut, this was nothing but an Argument, 
That hethat breaks a Stick of Glofter’s Grove, 
shall lofe his Head for his Prefumption. 
But lift to me, my Humphrey, my iweet Duke : 
Me thought I fate in Seat of Majeity, 
In the Cathedral Church of 7 ‘eft mingter, 
And in that Chait where Kings and Queens were Crown’d, 
Where Henry and Margaret kneel’d to me, 
And on my Head did fet the Diadem. 
_ Hum. Nay, Elianer, then muft 1 chide out-ri ght: 
Prefumptuous Dame, ill-natur’d Elianor, 
Art thou not fecond Woman in ‘the Realm ? 
_| And the Protectors Wife belov’d of him 2 
Haft thou not worldly Pleafureat command, 
Above the reach or compafs of thy Thought ? 
And wilt thou ftill be hammering Treachery, 


_| To tumble down thy Husband, and thy felf, 


| From top of Honour, to Difgraces Feet ? 
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Away from me, and let me hear no more. : 
Eli, What, what, my Lord, are you fo Cholerick- ° 
, With Elsanor, for telling but her Dream ? tI 
Next time, Ple keep my Dreams unto my felf, 
And not be check’d. ° 
Hum, Nay, be not angry, Iam pleas’d again. 
Exter Meffenger. 
Meff. My Lord Protector, ’tis his Highnefs pleafure, 
You do prepate to ride unto St. Albans,: 
Whereas the King and Qneen do mea to Hawk. 


Hugo: Come Nell,thou wilt ride ‘with us ? [Ex.An. 


Eha, Yes, my good Lord, [il follow prefently: 
Follow I muft, I cannot go before, 
While Glofter bears this bafe and humble Mind. 
Were I aMan, a Duke, and next of blood, 
[ would remove thefe tedious ftumbling blocks, 
And fmooth my way upon their Headlefs Necks. 
And being a Woman, I will not be flack) 
To play my part in Fortunes Pageant. *~ ° Some 
Where are you there? Sir Fohn; nay feat not Man, = 


We arealone, here’s none but thee and I. ~’ EEwrer Hume. 


Hume. elas preferve your Royal Majefty.* 
Ett, What faift thou ? Majefty: I> ambut Grace. «~*~ 
Hume. But by the Grace of God, and Humes advice, 
Your Graces Title fhall be multiply’d. : 
Eli, What fay’ft thou Man ? Haft thou as yet conferr’d 
With Margery Jordan the cunning Witch, 
With Roger Bullingbrook the Conjurer, 
And will they undertake to do me good ? 
Hume.This they have promifed to thew your Highnefs 
A Spirit rais’d from depth of under Ground, 
That fhall make anfwer to fuch Queftions, 
As by your Grace fhall be propounded him. 
Elk, It is enough, Pile think upon the Queftions ; 
When from Saint A/bans we do make return ; 
Well fee thofe things effected to the full. 
Here Hume, take this reward, make merry Man 
With thy Confederates in this weighty Caufe. 
; [Ext Elianor. 
Hum, Flume muft make merry with the Dutchefs Gold : 
Marry and fhall :. but how now, Sir ohn Hume? : 
Seal up your Lips, and give no words but Mum, 
The bufinefs asketh filent fecrecy. : 
Dame Elianor gives Gold, to bring the Witch: 
Gold cannot come amifs, were fhe a Devil. 
Yet have I Gold flies from another Coaft : 
I dare not fay, from the Rich Cardinal, 
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolk; 
Yet I do find itfo: For tobe plain, 
They (knowing Dame E/:azors humour) 
Have hired me to under-mine the Dutchefs, 
And buz thefe Conjurations in her Brain. 
They fay, a crafty Knave does need no Broker, 
Yet am | Swfolk’s, and the Cardinal’s Broker. 
Flume, if you take not heed, you fhall go near 
To call them both a pair of crafty Knaves. 
Well, fo it ftands: and thus! fear at laft, 
Humes Knavery will be the Dutchefs Wrack, 
And her attaintnre will be Humphreys fall : 
Sort how it will, I fhallhave Gold for all. [Exit. 
Enter three or four Petitioners, the Armorers Man being 
: one. 


1 Pet, My Mafters, let’s ftand clofe, my Lord Pro- 
tector will come this way by and by, and then we may 
deliver our Supplications in the Quill. ‘ 

2 Pet. Marry the Lord protect him, for he’s a good 
Man, Jefu blefs him. : 


Enter Suffolk, and Queen. 


1 Pet. Here 4 comes methinks » and the Queen with 
him : Plebe the firft fare. 


Nn 2 2 Pet. 
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>, Pet; Come back, fool, this is the Duke of Suffolk. and 
not my Lord Protector. 

Suff. How now, fellow : would’ft any thing with me ? 

1, Pet. I pray, my Lord, pardon me, } took’ye for my 
Lord Protector. 

een. Tomy Lord Protector ? are your, Supplications 
to his Lordfhip? let me fee them: what is thine ? 

1, Pet. Mine is, and’t pleafe your Grace, againtt Fohn 
Goodman, my Lord Cardinals Man, for keeping my Houfe, 
and Lands, and Wife and all from me. 

Suff. Thy Wife too 2 that’s fome Wrong indeed. 
What’s yours? what’s here? againft the Duke of Su/- 

| folk, for encloling the Commons of Alford. How now, 

Sit Knave ? 

| 2, Pet. Alas, Sir, 

| whole Townthip. 

| Per. Againft my Matter, Thomas Horner, for faying, 

| That the Duke of Tork was rightful Heir to the Crown. 

| = Queen. What fay?ft thou ? Did the Duke of York. fay, 

| He was rightful Heir tothe Crown ? 

Pet. That my Miftrefs was ? No forfooth: my Mafter 

aid, that he was;_ and that the King was an Ufurper. 

| _ Suff. Who is there? 

Enter Servant. 

Fake this fellow in, and fend for his Mafter with a Pur- 

fevant prefently : we'll hear more of your matter before 

' the King. a3 (Exit. 

ween. And as for you that love to be protected 

Under the wings of our Protectors Grace, 

Begin your Suits anew, and fue to him. 
©" Tear the Supplication. 

Away, bafe Cullions: Suffolk, let them go. 
All. Come, let’s begone. (Exit. 
Queen, My Lord ‘of Suffolk, fay, is this the guife 

Is this the Fathion of the Court of England: 

Is this the Government of Britains Ile ? 

And this the Royalty of Albions King ? 

What, fhali King Henry be a Pupil still, 

Under the furly Glofters Governance ? 

‘And I a Queen in Title and in Style, 

And muft be made a Subjeét to a Duke ? 

[tell thee} Pool, when in the City Yours 

Thou ramft a tilt in honour of my Love, 

And ftoPft away the Ladies Hearts of France; 

I thought King Henry had refembled thee, 

In Courage, Courthhip, and Proportion: 

But all his mind is bent to holincis, - 

To nutnber Ave-maries on his Beads : 

His Champions are the Prophets and Apoftles, 

His Weapons, are Holy Saws of facred Writ, 

His Study is his Tilt-yard, and his Loves 

Are brazen Images of Canonized Saints. 

I would thé College of the Cardinals 

Would chufe him Pope, and carry him to Rome, - 

And fet the Triple Crown upon his Head , 

That were a State fit for his Holinefs. 

Suff. Madam, be patient: as | was caufe 

Your Highnefs came to England, fo willl 

In England work your Graces full content. 

Queen, Befide the haught Protector, have we Beauford, 

The imperious Charch-man 5 Somerfet, Buckingham, 

And grumbling York: and not the leaft of theie, 

But can do more in England, than the King. 

-Suff. And he of thefe that can do moft of all, 

Cannot do more in England, than the Nevils : 

Salisbury,and Warwick, are no fimple Peers. a 
Queen, Not all thefe Lords do vex me half fo much, 

As that proud Dame, the Lord Protector’s Wife : 

She fweeps it through the Court with troops of Ladies, 

More like an Emprefs, than Duke Humphrey's Wife : 

Strangers in Court do take her for the Queen : 

She bears a Dukes Revenues on her back, 

And in her Heart fhe {corns our Poverty - 

Shall I not live to beaveng’d ou her? 


I am but a poor Petitioner of our 


i), 
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Contemptuous bafe-born Callot as fhe isy 

She vaunted ?mongft her Minions t’other day, 
The very train. of her wonft wearing Gown 

Was better worth than all my Fathers Lands, : 

Till Suffolk, gave two Dukedoins for his Daughter. 

Swf. Madam, my felf have lim’d a buth. for her, 

And plac’d a Quire of fuch enticing Birds, 

That the will light to liftento the Lays, 

And never mountto trouble you again. 

So let her reft: and, Madam, lift tome, 

For 1 am bold to counfel you in this; 

Although we fancy not the Cardinal, 
Yet muit we joyn with him, and with the Lords, 
Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in difgrace. 
As forthe Duke of York, this late Complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit : 

So one by one we’ll weed them all at laft, 

And you your felf fhall iteer the happy Helm. 


Enter the King, Duke Humphrey, Cardinal, Bucking ham, 
York, Salisbury, Warwick, and the Durchep, 


King. For my part,’ Noble Lords, I care not whi 
Or Somerfet, or York, all’s one to me. ‘ a 
Yor. 1f York have ill demeaned himfelf in France, 
Then let him be deny’d the Regent-fhip. 
Som, If Somerfet be unworthy of the place,” he i 
Let York be Regent, I will yield to him. eat ce 
Wer, Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Difpuate not that, York, is the worthier. 
Card, Ambitious Warwick, let thy Betters {peak 
War. The Cardinal’s not my Better in the field. 
Buck. Allin this prefence are thy Betters, Warwick, | 
War. Warwick,may live to be the beft of all. | 
Salisb. Peace, Son, and fhew fome reafon, Buckingh m, | 
Why Somerfét {hould be preferr’d inthis? ee 
Queen, Becaufe the King forfooth will have it fo 
Hum, Madam, the King is old enough himfelf _ 
To give this Cenfure: Thefe are no Womans mattet 
Queen. If he be old enough, what needs your G 1 
To be Proteétor of his Excellence? f 
Hum. Madam, \ am Protector of the Realm, 
Andat his pleafure will refign my Place. ; 
- Suff. Relign it then, and leave thine infolence. _ 
Since thou wer’t King, as who is King, but thou? — 
The Common-wealth hath daily run to wrack, 
The Dolphin hath prevail’d beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peers and Nobles of the Realm 
Have been as Bond-men to thy Soveraignty. cs 
Car. The Commons haft thou rack’d, the Clergies 
Are lank and lean with thy Extortions. , i 
Som. Thy fumptuous Buildings, and thy Wives 4 tine 
Have cofta mafs of publick Treafure. “ 
Buck, Thy Cruelty in execution 
Upon Offenders hath exceeded Law, 
And left theeto the mercy of the Law. fae 
Queen. Thy fale of Offices and Towns in Framity 
[fthey were known, as the fufpect is great, sah 
W ould make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 
: [Exit Hump 
Give me my Fan: what, Minion, can ye not ? 
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She gives the Dutchefs a box onthe Ear. 


I cry you mercy, Madam: was it you? : gt 

_ Dutch, Was’t 1? yea, Lit was, proud French-momn 

Could I come near your Beauty with my Nails, ; 

I could fet my Ten Commandements in your Face. 

_ King. Sweet Aunt, be quiet, *twas againft her will 
Dutch. Againft her will, good King ¢ lookto’cin Um 

She?ll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a Baby : 

Though in this place moft Mafter wears no Breeches, 

She fhall not {trike Dame Elianor unreveng’d. 


; 


Buck, Lord Cardinal, I will follow Exanor, 
' And liften after Humphrey, how he proceeds : 
| She’s tickled now, her Fume can need no fpurs, 
| She’ll gallop far enough to her deftruction. 


Emer Humphrey. 


Humph. Now, Lords, my Choler being over-blown, 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, 
| l come totalk of Common-wealth Affairs. 
| Asfor your fpightful falfe Objections, 
| Prove them, and I lye open to the Law: 
_ | But God in mercy fo deat with my Soul, 
_ | AsI in Duty love my King and Country. 
| But to the matter that we have in hand : 
_ {I fay, my Soveraign, York is meeteft man 
_ }To be your Regent in the Realm of France. 
| Swf. Before we make Election, give me leave 
ly» | Lofhew fome reafon, of no little force, 
| That York, is moftunmeet of any Man. 
| York. Pletell thee, Suffolk, why 1am unmect. 
' | Firft, for I cannot flatter thee in Pride: 
... | Next, if I be appointed for the Place, 
, | My Lord of Somerfet will keep me here, 
4 Ret -\ithout Difcharge, Money, or Furniture, 
lit | France be won into the Dolphin’s hands. 
| git time I danc’t attendance omhis will, 
J Vil: Paris was befieg’d, famif’t, and loft. 
Warm, That canl witnefs, anda fouler Fact 
id never Traytor inthe Land commit. 
Suff, Peace, head-ftrong Warwick, 
var. 1 mage of Pride, why fhould I hold my Peace ? 


ish 
pth 


Enter Armorer and his Man, 


ave 2 Suf. Becauf here is a Man accus’d of Treafon, 
| Pray God the Duke of York excufe himfelf. 
| York. Doth any on¢ accule York, for a Traytor-? 


i. thefe? 
| _ Saf. Pleafeit your Majefty, this isthe Man 
~| That doth accuie his Mafter of High-Treafon:  . 
lett | Fliswords were thefe: That Richard, Dukeof York, 
ti | Was rightful Heir unto the Englifh Crown, 
i, | And thar your Majefty was.an Ufurper. 

| Kitz. Say man, -were thefe thy words ? 


tality accus’d by the Villain. 


} Sing my Lord of York’s Armour. 
>} York, Bafe Dunghil Villain, and Mechanical, 
| Yle have thy Head for this thy Traytors fpeech : 
“}! do befeech your Royal Majefty, . 
| Let hit have all the rigour of the Law. 
| Arm.Alas, my Lord,hang meif ever I fpake the words: 
+ ny accufer ismy Prentice, and when I.did correct him 
forvhis fault the other day, he did vow upon his Knees he 


Ai would be even with me: I have good witnefs of this, 
i’ | therefore I befeech your Majetty, donot. calt away’ an 


_ | honeft Man fora Villains Accufation. 

“ha King. Uncle, what fhall we fay to this in Law ? 

| | Hunph. This doom, my Lord, if;I may Judge: 
Let Sovier fer be Regent Ore the French, 


~ | Becaufe in York this breeds fafpition : 
js | And let thefe havea day appointed them 
ve For fingle Combat, in convenient placey 2. 
iv" | For he hath witncis of his Servants Malice =. See 
Ww | Thisis the Law, and this Duke Humphrepsddome i 
y, | Som. Y humbly thank your Royal Maieftyys 1). 1 


| Armorer. And | accept the Combat: willingly. waa 3 


3 Peter, Alas, my Lord, catinot fights: for Gods fake 
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CExit Buckingham. 


| The times when Screech-owls cry, and Ban-dogs how! ; 
“| King. What mean’ft thou, Swfolk? tellme, what are 


: ue 4rmo, And’t fhall pleafe your Majefty, 1 never faid 
 } Mor thought any fuch matter: God is my witnefs, | am 


Peter. Bye thefe ten bones, my Lords, he did fpeak: 
ca them to me in the Garret one Night, as we were fcow- 


| Enter the Duke of York, and the Ditké of Buckinghamy with 


} Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains 5 


Tnjurious Duke, that threatn’ft where’s no caufe. 
\ Buck, True, Madam, none at ali: what call you this? 
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pity my café: the fpight of my Matter prevaileth againft 
me. O Lord have mercy upon me, | fhall never be able to 
fight a blew: O Lord, my heart. 
Humf, Sicrah, or you mutt fight, or elfe be hang7d. 
King, Away with them to Prifon:. and the day of 


Combat, hall be the laft of the next Month. Comé So- 
merfet, we'll fee thee fent away. 
Flourifh. EExeunt. 


Enter the Witch, the two Prie/ts, and Bullingbroox. 


Hume, Come, my Mafters, the Dutchefs, [ tell you, 
expects performance of your promifes. 
Bulling. Mafter Hume; we are therefore provided: | 
Will her Ladithip behold’and hear our Exorcifmes ? 
Hume, 1, what elfe? Fear you not her Courage. 
Bulling. 1 have heard her reported to be a Woman of 
an invincible fpirit : but it fhall be convenient , Mafter 
Hume, that yoube by her aloft, while we be bufie be- 
low : and fo, I pray you, go in God’s Name,and leave us, _} 
-. (Ex, Hume. 
Mother Jordan, be you proftrate, and grovel on the |: 
Earth 5. Zohn Southwell, read you, and let us to our work. 


Enter Elianor aloft, 


Elian. Well faid, my Maftets; and welcome toall: Tc 
this geer, the fooner the better. 

Bull. Patience, good Lady, Wizarés know their times: 
Deep Night, dark Night, the filent of the Night, 
The time of Night when Troy was fet on Fire; 
And Spirits walk, and Ghofts break up their Graves ; 
That time fits-beft the work we have in hand: 
Madam, fit you, and fear not: whom we raife, 
We will make fait within a hallow’d Verge, 


Here dothe Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle, Bul- 
lingbrook, or Southwell reads, Conjuro te, @c. Jt 
Thunders and Lightens terribly ; then the Spirit rifeth, 


Spirit, Adfur. = 
Witch. Afmath, by the Eternal God, 

Whofe Name and Power thon trembleft at, 

Anfwer that I ask: For till thou fpeak, 

Thou fhalt not pafs from hence: 
Spirit. Ask what thou wilt ; that had faid, and done. 
Bulling, Firft of the King-: What fhall of him be- 

come ? ' 
Spirit, The Duke yet lives, that Henry shall depofe : 

But him out-live, and dyea violent Death. 

Bull, What Fates await the Duke of Suffolk? 
Spirit. By Water fhiall he dye, and take his end. 

Bull, What hall befall the Duke of Somerfer ? 
Spirit. Let him fhun Caftles. 

Safer fhall he be upon the fandy Plains, 

Than where-Caftles mounted ftand. 

Have done, for more! hardly can endare. . 

| Bull. Defcend to Darknefs, and the butning Lake’: 
Falfe Fiend avoid. 


Thunder and Lightning, [Ext Spirit, 


their Guard, and break, it, 


York, Lay hands upon thefe Traytors, and their trafh ; 
Beldami, I think we watch’t youat an inch, 
What, Madam,are you there? The King and Common-weal 


My Lord Protector will, | doubt it not, _ 
See you well guerdon’d for thefe good deferts.. 
Elian. Not half fo bad as thine to England’ King, 


Nin 9. sees! Away. 


os 
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Away with them, let them be clap’t up clofe, King. I prethee peace, good Queen, 
And kep’t alunder: you, Madam, fhall with us, And whet not on thefe too-too-furious Peers) 
Stafford take her to thee, ; For biciled are the Peace-makers on Earth, 
Weill fee your trinkets here all forth-coming. Card. Let me be biefled for the Peace I make 
All away. (Exit. | Againft this proud Protector with my Sword. i 
York, Lord Buckingham, methinks you watch’t her Gioft. Faith, Holy Uncle, would ’twere come tothat, | — 
A pretty Plot, well chofen to build upon. (well. Card. Marry, when thou dari. 4 
Now, pray my Lord, let’s fee the Devil’s Writ. Gloft. Make upno faétious numbers for the matter, 
What have we here? [ Reads, In thine own perfon anfwer thy abufe. 
The Duke yet lives, that Henry {hall depofe ry C. ard. I, where thou dar’ft not peep: 
But him out-hve, and dye a violent death, And if thou dar’{t, this evening, 
Why this is juft : 410 «acide Romanos vincere pofe. On the Eaft fide of the Grove. 
Well, to the reft: King. How now, my Lords? 
Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk? Card, Believe me, Coufin Glofter, 
By Water fhall he dye, and take bis end, Had not your man put up the Fowl fo fuddenly, 
What hhall betide the Duke of Somerfee ? We had had more {port. . 
Let him (hun Caftles, Come with thy two-hand Sword. 
Safer {hall he be upon the fandie Plains, Gloft. True, Uncle, are ye advis’d ? 
Than where Castles mounted ftand. The Eaft fide of the Grove : 
|Come, come, my Lords, Cardinal, I am with you. Mee 
Thefe Oracles are hardly attain’d, King. Why how now, Uncle Glofter ? « 
And hardly underftood. : Glot. Talking of Hawking, nothing elfe, my Lord, 
The King is now in progrefs towards Saint Albans, Now by Gods Mother, Prieft, 
With him, the Husband of this lovely Lady: Ple thave your Crown for this, 
Thither goes thefe News, Or all my fence fhalkfail. 
As faft as Horfe can carry them : Car, Medice teipfum, Protector fee too’t w 
A forry breakfaft for my Lord Protector. your felf. 
Buck, Your Grace fhall give me leave, my LordofYork,| © King. The Winds grow high, 
To be the Poit, in hope of his reward. So do your Stomacks, Lords : 
York. At your pleafure, my good Lord. How irkfome is this Mufick to my heart ? 
Who’s within there, hoe? When fuch Strings jarr, what hope of Harmony ? 
Enter a Serving-man, I pray, my Lords, let me compound this ftrife. 
Invite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick, 
To fup with me to morrow Night. Away. Enter one crying a Miracle. 
zs [Exeunt. 


| Gloft. What means this noife ? rai 
Enter the King, Queen, Proteétor, Cardinal, ana Fellow, what Miracle do’ft thou proclaim ? “i er 
Suffolk, wath Faulkners hollowing. One. A Miracle, a Miracle. So ll 
ee re Suffolk, Come to the King, and tell him, what Mirade. 
: Queen, Believe me Lords, for flying at the Brook; One. Forfooth, a blind man at St, Albans Shrine, 
I faw no better fport thefe feven years day ; Within this half hour hath receiv’d his fight 
Yet by your leave, the wind was very high, Aman that ne’re faw in his life before. ee 
And ten to one, old ¥oam had not gone out. ' King. Now God be prais’d, that to believing Souls — 
King, But what a point, my Lord, your Faulcon made, | Gives Light in Darknefs, Comfort in Defpair. m 
And what a pitch the flew above the reft: Sy 
0 fee how God in all his Creatures works, Enter the Mayor of Saint Albans, and his 
ea Man and Birds are fain of climbing high. Brethren, bearing the Man between 
| Suf. No marvel, and it like your Majefty, two in a Chair. 
My Lord Protector’s Hawks do towre fo well; 
They know their Mafter loves to be aloft, Card, Here comes the Towns-men on 
And bears his thoughts above his Falcons pitch. To prefent your Highnef$ with the man. ; 
_ Ghff. My Lord, tis but a bafe ignoble mind, King. Great is his comfort in this Earthly Vale, 
That mounts no higher than a Bird can foar. Although by his fight his fin be multiplied. ’ 
Card. 1 thought as much, he would be above the] Giff. Stand by, my Matters, bring him near the 
Clouds. : 3 His Highnefs pleafure isto talk with him. 
Gloft, 1, my Lord Cardinal, how think you by that ? King. Good-fellow, tell us here the circumftance, 
Were it not good, your Grace could flie to Heaven? That we for thee may glorifie the Lord. aid 
King. The Treafury of everlaiting Joy. What, haft thou been long blind, and now reftor 
| Card, Thy Heaven ison Earth,thine Eyes and Thoughts Simp. Born blind, and’t pleafe our Grace. _ 
Beat on a Crown, the Treafure of thy Heart, Wife. 1 indeed was he. y be 
Pernicious Protector, dangerous Peer, _ Suff- What Woman is this? 
That pier ee it fo ae King and Commonweal. Wife. His Wife, and?t pleafe your Worthip. 
Gloft. What, Cardinal? ._, | Ghft. Hadtt thou i yi 
Is your Prieft-hood grown peremptory ? ee cae wees Mother, thou could’t 
Tantene animis Coleftibus tre, Church-men fo hot ? _ King. Where wert thou born? 


Good Uncle, hide fuch Malice: Simp. At Barwick. in the North, and% tike yo 


3 


proceffion, 


With fuch Holinefs can you do it? Grace. 
- Suff. No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes King. Poor Soul ie 
So good a Quarrel, and fo bada Peer. God’s goodnefs hath been great to thee: 
Ghoft. As who, my Lotd? : _ | Let never Day nor Night unhallowed pa 
“Suff. Why, as.you, my Lord, . . But ftill remember what the Lord hath 
An’t like your Lordly Lord Protectorhhip. Queen, Tell me, Good-fellow, 


done, 
Glo, Why Suffolk, England knows thine infolence. Cam’it thou here by Chance, or of Deverlod. 2 


 Qucen, And thy Ambition, Gloster, To this Holy Shrine? 
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Simp. God knows of pure Devotion, 
Being call’d a hundred times, and oftner, 
In my fleep, by good Saint Albzz : 
Who faid , Simon, come, come offer at my Shrine, 
And I will help thee. 
Wife. Moft true, forfooth: 
And many atime and oft my felf have heard a Voice, 
To call him fo. 
Card, What, art thou lame ? 
Simp. 1, God Almighty help me. 
Suff. How cam’it thou fo ? 
Simp. A fall offa Tree. 
Wife. A Plum-tree, Mafter. 
Gloff, How long haft thou been blind # 
Simp. O born fo, Matter. 
Gloft, What, and would?ft climba Tree? ‘ 
Simp. But That inall my life, when I was a youth. 
Wife, Tootrue, and bought his climbin g very dear, 
Gloft, Mafs, 
venture fo, 
Simp. Alas, good Mafter, 
fons, and made meclimb, with danger of my Life. 
Gloff. A fabtil Knave, but yet it thall not ferve: 
‘Let me fee thine Eyes, wink now, now open them, 
In my opinion, yet thou feeft not well. 


an, 


Gloft, Say’ft thou me fo: what Colour is this Cloak of ? 


Simp. Red, Mafter, Red as Blood. 


rm 
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Gown of ? 
Simp. Black, forfooth, Coal-black; as Jet. 


Su. And yet, I think, Jet hé did never fee. 


Glof .But Cloaks and Gowns, before this day, a 
many. : : ia 
Wife. Never beforethis day, in all his life; 


« Tell me, Sirrah, what’s my name ? 
. Alas Matter, I know not. 
. What’s his Namie ? 
. 1 know not. 
» Nor his ? 
. No indeed, Matter. 
. What’s thine own Name? 
Simp, Saunder Simpeox, andif it pleafe you, Mafter. 
Glost. Then Saunder, {it there, 
The lying’ft Knave in Chriftendom. 
‘If thou had?ft been born blind, 
Thou might’ft as well have known all our Names, 
s thus to know the feveral Colours we do wear. 
ight may diftinguifh Colours : 
ut fuddenly to nominate them all, 
Itis impoflible. 
My Lords, Saint -4/baz here hath donea Miracle - 
_ | And would ye not think it, Cunning to be great, 
La | That could reftore this Cripple to his Legs again ? 
imp. OQ Matter, that'you could ? 
oft. My Mafters of Saint Albans, 
ve you not Beadles in-your Town, 
And things call’d Whips? 
. soe eee Lords, if it pleafe your Grace: 
Glojt. Then fend for one prefently, 
_ Mayor. Sitrah, go fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. 


t, eee: [ Exit, 
aha; Now fetch mea Stool hither by and by. 
to fave your {elf from Whip- 


ey it Sirrah, if you mean 
\? | pingyleap me over this Stool, and run away. 

|. Simp. Alas Mafter, T am not able to ftand alone: 
Youigogknit to torture mein vain, ue . 
1 | eee 


Enter a Beadle with Whips; = 
|| Gloft. Well Sir, we muft have you find your L, 5. 
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thou lov’dft Plums well, that would’ft 


my Wife defired fome Dam- 


Sémp. Yes, Mafter, clear as day, I thank God and Saint 


Gloft. Why that’s well faid: What Colour is my 


King. Why then; thou know’ft what Colour Jet is of ? 


| Or to the meaneft Groom. 


And poife the Caufe in Juftice equal Scales, Pes 
Whofe Beam ftands fare, whofe rightful caufe prevails, 


Our fimple Supper ended, give me leave, 
In this clofe to 
In craving your opinion of my Title, 

Which is infallible to Englands Crown. 


— VSirrah Beadle, whip him till he leap over that fame Stool. | The Nevils are thy Subjects to command, 
> pe dcee tte 3 = : —tuieian = ’ 
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Bead. I will, my Lord, 

Come on Sirrah, of with your Doublet, 


Simp. Alas, Mafter, what fhall I do? 
ftand. 


quickly. 
Tam not able to 


After the Beadle hath hit him once, he Ie, ps over 
the Stool, and runs away: and they follow, 
and cry, a Miracle, 
King. O God, feeit thou this, and beareft fo Jong ! 
Queen, It made me laugh, to fee the Villain run, 
Gloft. Follow the Knave, and take this Drab away. 
Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. 
Glost. Let him be whipt through every Market Town, 
Till theycome to Barwick, from whence they came, 


Exit, 
Card. Duke Humphrey has done a Miracle to day. 
Suff.. True,made the Lame to leap, and flie away. 
Glost. But you have done more Miracles than I: 


You made ina day, my Lord, whole Towns to flie. 


Enter Buckingham. 


King. What Tidings with our Coufin Buckingham ? 
Buck, Suchas my Heart doth tremble to unfold: 
A fort of naughty perfons, lewdly bent, 
Under the Coyntenance and Confederacy 
Of Lady Elianor, the Protectors Wife, 
The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout, 
Have practis’d dangeroully againft your State, 
Dealing with Witches and with Conjurers, 
Whom we have apprehended in the Fact, 
Railing up wicked Spirits from under ground, 
Demanding of King ffenry’s Life and Death, 
And other of your Highnefs Privy Councel, 
As more at large your Grace fhall underftand. 
Card. And fo, my Lord Protector, by this meang 
Your Lady is forth-coming, yet at London. 
This news I think hath turn’d your Weapon’s edge; 
Tis like, my Lord, you will not keep your hour. 
Gloft, Ambitious Church-man, leave to affi@ my Heart :. 
Sorrow and grief have vanquifht all my powers ; 
And vanquifht as lam, I yieldto thee, 


King. O God, what mifchiefs work the wicked ones ? 
Heaping confufion on their own Heads thereby. 
Queen, Glofter, fee here the Tainéture of thy Neft, 
And look thy felf be faultlefs, thou wert beft. 
Gloff. Madam, for my {elf, to Heaven | do appeal, 
How I have lov’d my King, and Common-weal : 
And for my Wife, I know not how it ftands, 
Sorry amI to hear, what I have heard: 
Noble the iss but if fhe have forgot 
Honour and Virtue, and conyers’ with fuch, 
As like to Pitch, defile Nobility ; 
I banifh her my Bed, and Company, 
And give her as.a Prey to Law and Shame, 
That hath difhonoured Glofer’s honeft name: § : 
King. Well, for this Night we will repofe us here: 
To morrow toward London, back again, 
To look into this Bufinefs thorowly, 
And call thelé foul Offendors to their anfwers 5 


[Exeunt. 
Enter York, Salisbury, avd Warwick: 
York, Now,.my good Lords of Salisbury and Warwick, 
alk to fatisty my felf, 
Salisb. My Lord, I long to hear it thusat full. 
War. Sweet York, begin: andif thy claim be good, 


York, 
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York, Then thus: at full. 
Edvard the third, my Lords, had feven Sons: Warw. My heart affures me, that the Earl of Warwick, 
The firft Edward the Black-Prince, Prince of Wales ; Shall one day make the Duke of York. a King. 
The fecond, Wilam of “Hatfield, and the third, _ York. And Nevil, this | do aflure my felf, 
Lionel Duke of Clarence: next to whom, Richard hall live to make the Earl of Warwick, 
Was Fohn of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancafter 5 The greateft man in England, but the King.  Exeung 
The fifth, was Edward Langley, Duke of York 4 
The fixth, Thomas of Woodjtock, Duke of Glofter, 5 
William of Windfor, was the feventh, and laft. Sound Trumpets. Enter the King, and State, with 
Fdward the Black-Prince dyed before his Father, - Guard, to banifh the Dutchefs. 
And left behind aie Nieee his only Son, 
Who after Edward the third’s death reign’d Kin a : 
>Till Henry Baling ee ue of Linear & é i sae forth, Dame Elianor Cobham, 
The eldeit Son and Heir of ohn of Gaunt, : 3 ‘ 
Crown’d by the name of Henry the fourth, eee ve as and rae bag ae is great, 
Seiz’d on the Realm, depos’d the rightful King, Btnac b * Got e ae pee one fin, 
Sent his poor Queen to France, from whence fhe came, | y fon ra O's ook art adjudg’d to death, 
And him to Pomfret, where, as all you know, a ue rom hence to Prifon, back again 
Harmlefs King Richard was murthered traiceroufly. The W ashy. Nee me place of Execution 5 
Warw. Father, the Duke hath told the truth ; Ki 4 itch in Smithfield fhall be burn’d to afhes, 
Thus got the Houfe of Lancafter the Crown. eas he a fhall be ftrangled on the Gallows. 
Tork, Which now they hold by force, and not by right: Del adam, for you are more Nobly born, 
For Richard the firft Son’s Heir, being dead, efpoyled of your Honour in your life, 
The iflue of the next Son fhould have reign’d. Shall after three days open Penance done, a Bair 
Salis. But William of Hatfield dyed without an Heir. Lh cis sake Seo ne le Basins Bua & 
anly, man. ye 


York.’ The third Son, Duke of Clarence, : } : ie 
From whofe Line I claim the Crown, D ee Welcome is Banifhment, welcome were my 
eath. 


Had iflue Philip, a Daughter, ; ; 
Who married Edmond Mortimer, Earl of March: Glogt, Elianor, the Law thou feeft hath judged thee, 
Edmond had flue, Roger Earl of March: I cannot juftifie, whom the Law condemns. 
Roger had iflue, Edmond, Anne, and Elvanor. Mine eyes are full of Tears, my Heart of Grief. 
Salis. This Edcnd, in the reign of Bullingbrook , Ah Hunfrey, this difhonour in thine Age, 
As I have read, laid claim unto the Crown, Will bring thy Head with forrow to the Ground. 
And, but for Omen Glendowr, had been King 5 I befeech your Majefty give me leave to go; 
Who kept bim in Captivity, till he dy’d. Sorrow would folace, and mine Age would cafe. 
But, to the relt. ! King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Glojter, 

York. His eldeft Sifter, ane, E’re thou go: give up thy Staff, war 
My Mother, being Heir unto the Crown, flenry will to himfelf Protector be, : et, oe 
Married Richard Barl of Cambridge, And God fhall be my Hope, my Stay, my Guide, 
Who was to Edmond Langley, And Lanthorn to my Feet. 
Edward the thirds fifth Son’s Sons And go in peace, Humfrey, no lefs belov’d, 
By her i claim the Kingdom : Than when thou wer’t Protector to thy King. 
Sve then was Heir to Koger, Earl of March, Queen, 1 fee no reafon, why a King of year 
Who was the Son of Edmond Mortimer, Should be to be protected like a Child : . 
Who married Loup, fole Daughter Ged and King Merry govern England’s Realm: ie 
Unto Lionel, Duke of Clarence, Give up your Staff, Sir, and the King his Realm, | 
So, if the illue of the eldeft Son Glojt, My Staff? Here, Noble Henry, is my Stall: 77am 
Succeed before the younger, 1 am King, - As willingly do I the fame religny 

iWaw. What plain proceeding is more plain than’ this ? As ere thy Father Henry made it mine ; 
Henry doth claim the Crown from Yokx of Gaunt And even_as- willingly at thy feet I leave it, 
The fourth Son, York.claims it from the third : As others would ambitioufly receive it. s 
OTill LyonePs illue fail, he thould not Reign. Farewel good King: when 1 am dead and gone, 
Ir fails noc yet, but flourifheth in thee, May honourable Peace attend thy Throne . : 
And in thy Sons, fair Slips of fuch a Stock, : [Exit Gloftet:) 
Then Father Salsbury, kneel we together, Queen.. Why now 1s Henry King, and-A4argaret Que] © 
And in this private Plot be we the firft, And Humfrey, Duke of Glofter, fcarce himfelf; Pree ea 
That fhall falute our rightful Soveraiga That bears io fhrewd a maim, two Pulls at once, 
With honour of his Birth-right to the Crown. His Lady banilh’d, and a Limb lopt. off, BE Le 

Both, Long live our Soveraign Richard, Englands King. This Staff of Honour raught, there let it ftand, | 

Tork. We thank you, Lords: Where beft it fits. to be, in Henry’s. hand. Sk 
But 1 am not your King, ’till 1 be Crown’d Suff. Thus droops this lofty Pine,and hangs his fprayes; 
Ard that my Sword be itain’d Thus Elianor’s Pride dyes in her younger days, ~~ 
Wish heart-blood of the Houfe of Lancafter : York, Lords, let him go. Pleafe it_ your Majeltys 
And that’s not fuddenly to be perform’d, This is the day appointed for the Combate, © =~ e 
But with advice and iilent fecrecy. And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, 

Do you, as | do, in thefe dangerous days The Armourer and his Man, to enter; the Lifts;...2© 
Wink at the Duke of Sufolk’s Infolences So pleafe your Highnefs to behold the Fight. = 
At Beauford’s Pride, at Somerfers Ambition, Queen. 1, good my Lord: for. purpofely therefore | 
At Buckingham, and all the Crew of them, Left I the Court, to fee this Quarrel tryid.s fA: cay 
"Till they have fnar’d the Shepherd of the Flock, King. A God?s Name fee the Lifts and alb aX ngs ft, 
That virtuous Prince, the good Duke Hamfrey Here let them end it, and God defend the right. 

’ fis that they feck , and they, in seeking that, York, 1 never faw a fellow worfe beftead, 
Shall find their deaths, if York,can prophetic. 


Or more afraid to fight, than is the Appellant, 


wey. AV AS 


Sulf. My Lord, break we off, we know your mind | The Servant of this Armourer, my Lords. 
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Enter atone Door the Armorer and his Neighbours, drink- Enter the Dutchefs in a white Shee 


. be L t, and a Taper bur- 
ing to him fo much, that he is drunk, and he enters ming in her hand, with the Sheriff and Officers. 

with a Drum before him, and Ins Staff with a Sand. , 

bag faftned to it: and at the other Door his Man,| Serv. So pleafe your Grace, we'll take her from the 
with a Drum anda Sand-bag, and Prentices drink: | Sheriff. 


ing to him. Glofter. No, ftir not for your lives, let her pafs by. 
Elian. Come you, my Lord, to fee my open fhame ? 
1, Neighbour. Here, Neighbour Horner, 1 drink to} Now thou dot Penance too. Look how they gaze, 
youin a Cup of Sack; and fear not,Neighbour, you fhall | See how the giddy multitude do point, 

do well enough. : 


And nod their heads, and throw their Eyes on thee, 
2. Neighbour, And here, Neighbour, here’s a Cup of | Ah Glofter, hide thee from their hateful looks, 
Charneco. : And in thy Clofet pent-up, rue my fhame, 
3. Neighbour. And here’s a Pot of gocd double-Beer, | And ban their Enemies, both mine and thine. 
Neighbour: drink, and fear not your Man. Gloft. Be patient, gentle Nel, forget this G rief 
Armorer, Let it come yfaith, and I’le pledge you all,| Elian. Ah Glofter, teach me to forget my felf: 
and a fig for Perer. For whil’ft I think I am thy married Wife, 
1. Pren. Here Peter I drink. to thee, and be not a-| And thou a Prince, Protector of this Land: 
fraid. Methinks I fhould not thus be led alo 25 
2. Prem, Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy Mafter ;| Mail’d up in fhame, with Papers on A Back, 
Fight for the credit of the Prentices. And follow’d with a Rabble, that’ rejoice 
Peter, 1 thank you all: drink, and pray for me, I pray | To fee my Tears, and hear my deep-fet Groans. 
you, for I think [ have taken my lait Draught in this} The ruthlefs Flint doth cut my tender Feet ) 
orld. Here Robir, if 1 dye, | give thee my Apton;| And when I ftart the envious People laugh, 
and‘ Wil, thou fhalt fave my Hammer : and here, Tom, 
take all the Moncy that I have. O Lord blefs me, I pray 


And bid me be advifed, how I tread. 

Ah Hunfrey, can! bear this fhameful yoak ? 
God, ‘for I am never able to. deal with my Mafter, he 
hath learnt fo much to fence already. 


Troweft thou, that e’re Ve look upon the World, 
Or count them happy, that enjoyes the Sun ? 
Salis. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows. No: Dark fhall bemy Light, and N ight my Day. 
Sirrah, what’s thy Name? To think upon my Pomp, thall be my Hell. 
Peter. Peter, forfooth. Sometime Ple fay Iam Duke Humfrey?s Wife, 
Salis. Peter? what more ? 
Peter, Thump. 


And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land: 
Yet fo he Rul’d, and fuch a Prince he was, 
Salis. Thump? Then fee thou thump thy Mafter well. As he ftood by, whileft I his forlorn Dutchef, 
Armorer. Mafters, | am come hither as it were upon] Was madea Wonder, and 4 pointing Stock 
my Man’s inftigation, to prove him a Knave, and my felf | To every idle Rafcal Follower. 
an honeft man: and touching the Duke of York, | will | But be thou mild, and blufh not at my fhame, 
take my death, I never meant him any ill, nor the King 
nor the Queen, and therefore Peter have at thee with a 


Nor ftir at nothing, till the Axe of Death 
Hang over thee, as fure it fhortly will. 
For Suffolk, he that can do all ih all 

With her, that hateth thee, and hates us all, 


And York, and impious eter that falfe Prieft, 
h 


down right blow. ee 
York, Difpatch,'this Knaves tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combatants. ° 
They fight, and Peter ftrikes him down, 
Armorer. Hold Petershold,t confefs, I confefs Treafon. 
York, Take away his Weapon: Fellow, thank God, 
and the good Wine in thy Mafters way, =p 
Peter. O God, have I overcome’ mine Enemy-in this 
prfence? O Peter thou halt prevail’d in right. 
King. Go, take hence that Traytor from our fight, 
For by his death we do perceive his guilt. 
And God in Juftice hath reveal’d to us 
The Truth and Innocence of this poor Fellow, 
Which he had thought to have murther’d wrongfully. 
Come Fellow, follow us for thy Reward. [Exeunt, 


Fave all lim’d Bufhes to betray thy Wings, 
And flie thou how thou canft, t y'll tangle thee, 
But fear thou not until thy Foot be fnar’d, 
Nor ever feek prevention of thy Foes, 

Gloft.. Ah, Nell, forbear: thou aimeft al] awry. 
I muft offend, before I be attaint d: 
_| And had I twenty times fo many Foes, 

And each of them had twenty times their power, 
All thefe could not procure me any f{cathe, 
Solong asI am loyal, true, and crimelefs, 
Would’it have me refcue thee from this Reproach ? 
Why yet thy Scandal were not wip’t away, 

But I in danger for the breach of Law... 
Thy greateft help is quiet, gentle Welt : 

I pray thee fort thy Heart to Patience, _ 
Thefe few dayes wonder will be quickly worn. 


Enter Duke Humnfrey and his Men in Mourning Cloaks. 


Gloft- Thus fometimes hath the brighteft day a Cloud ; 
And after Summer, evermore fuccceds 
Barren Winter, with his wrathful nipping Cold; 
So Cates and Joyes abound, as Seafons flect. 
Sirs, what’s a Clock ? 
Serv. Ten, my Lord, © 
Gloft. Ten is the hour that was appointed me, 
To watch the coming of my punifh’d Dutchefs : 
Ne.endure the Flinty Streets, 


~ | Witesncr tender-feeling Feet. 
Sweet Well, ill can t ble mind a-brook 


‘{ The abject People gaz ng On thy Face, 
_| With envious Looks ftill 1 hing at thy fhame, 
That erft did follow thy proud ~hariot-W heels, 
When thou didft ride in Triumph through the ftreets 
| But foft, I think the comes, and Vle prepare © 
My Tear-ftain’d Fyes, to fee her Miferies, 


Enter a Herald, 
Fer. 1 fummon your Grace to his Maje¢fties Parliament 
Holden at Bury, the firft of this next Mozith, 
Gloft. And my confent ne?re ask*d Kerein before ? 
This is clofe dealing. Well, I will-be there, 
My Vell, I take my leave; and“Mafter Sheriff, 
Let not her Penance exceed the Kings Commiffion. 
Sher. And’t pleafe your Grace,here my Commiffion {tays: 
And Sir John Stanly is appointed now, 
To take her with him to the Ifle of Man. 
Gloft. Mult you, Sir Fobx, protect my Lady here ? 
Stanly. So am I given in charge,may’t pleafe your Grace 
Gloft. Entreat her not the worfe, in that I pray 
-| You ufé her well: the World may laugh again, if 
And I may live to do you kindnefs, if you do it her. | 
And fo, Sir ¥obn, Farewel. | 


Elian, 
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lias. What, gone my Lord, and bid me not farewel. 
Gloft. Witnefs my Teats, I cannot flay to fpeak. 

[Exit Glofter. 
Elian. Art thou gone too? all comfort go with thee, 
For none abides with me: my Joy is: Death ; 
Death, at whofe Name I oft have been afear’d, 
Becaufel with’d this World’s Eternity. 
Stanly 1 prethee go, and take me hence, 
I care not whither, for t beg no Favour ; 
Onely convey mé where thou art commanded. 
Stan- Why Madam, that is to the Ife of man, 
There to be us’d according to your State. 
Elian, That’s bad enough, for 1am but Reproach : 
And {hall I then be us’d reproachfully 
Stan. Like to a Dutchels, and Duke Humfréy’s Lady, 
According to that State you fhall be us’d. 
Elian. Soeriff farewel, and better, than 1, fare, 
Although thou haft been Conduct of my fhame. 
She. It is my Office, and Madam pardon me. 
Elian, 1, 1, farewel, thy Office is difcharg?d : 
Come Stanly, fhall we go? 
Stan,’Madam, your Penance done, 
Throw off this Sheet, 
And go we to attire you for our Journey. 
Elian. My fhame will not be fhifted with my 
No, it will hang upon my richeft. Robes, 
Andsfhew it felf, attire me how I can. ” 
| Go, lead the way, 1 long to fee nly Prifon, 


Sheet :, 


Cardinal, Suffolk, York, Buck- : 


Enter King, Queen, 5 
and Warwick, tothe Parliament. , 


ingham, Salisbury, 

King. 1 mufe my Lord of Glofer is not come: . 
Tis not his wont to be the hindmoft man, 
What ere occafion kecpshim fromus now... 
— Queen. Can yougaot fee? or will ye not obferve 
The ttrangnefs alter’d Countenance ? 
With what a Majedmehe bears himielf, 
How infolent of late Be is become, 
How proud, how peremptory, and unlike himfelfe 
We know the time fince he was mild and ‘affable, 
And ifewe did but glance a far-off Look, 
Immediatly he was upon his Knec, 
That all the Court admir’d him for fubmiffion. 
| But meet hinrnow, and be it in the Morn, 

‘| When every one will give the time of day, 


AS 


He knitshis Brow, and fhews an angry Eye, 
And pafletheby with ftiffunbowed Knee, 
| Difdaining duty. that to us belongs. 

Small Gurs are not regarded when they grin, 

But Great men tremble when the Lyon roars, 
And Aumfrey is no little man in England. 

Firft note, that he is near you in defcent, 

And fhould you fall, he is the next will mount. 

Me feemeth then, it is no Policy, 

Refpecting what a Rancorous mind he bears, 

And his Advantage following your Deceafe, 

That he fhould-come about your Royal Perfon, 
Or be admitted to your HighnefS Councel. 

By Flattery hath he won the Commons Hearts : 
And when he pleafe to make Commotion, 

ITis to be fear’d they all will follow him. 

Now tis the Spring, and Weeds are fhallow Rooted, 
Suffer taem now, and theyll o’re-grow the Garden, 
And ‘choak the Herbs for want of Husbandry, 
The Reverent care I bear unto my Lord, 

Made me collect thefe Dangers in the Duke. 

If it be fond, call it a Womians Fear: 

Which Fear, if better Reafons can fupplant, 

T will fub{cribe, and fay I wrong’d the Duke. 

My Lord of Suffolk, Buckingham, and York, 
Reprove my Allegation, if you can, 

Or elfe conclude my words effectual. 

Suff, Well hath your Highnefs feen into this Duke : 


The fecond Part of Kung Henry the 


[Excunt. 


| That you took Bribes of Frazce, 


my 


Sixth. 


And had | firft been put, to fpeak my mind, 
I think I fhould have told your Graces Tale. 
The Dutchefs, by his Subornation, ; 
Upon my Life began her Devilith Practices: 
Or if he were not privie to thofe Faults, 
Yet by reputing of his high Defcent, 
As next the King, he was fucceflive Heir, ° 
And fach high Vaunts of his Nobility, 1. «= 
Did inftigate the Bedlam brain-fick Dutchefs, 
Ry wicked means to:frame our Soveraign’s Fall. 
Smooth runs the Water where the Brook is deep 
And in his fimple fhew he harbours Treafon."— "> 59am 
‘The Fox barks not, when he would fteal the Lamb, "~~ 
No, no, my Soveraign, Glofter is a Man f 
Unfounded yet, and full of deep Deceit. 
Card. Did he not, contrary to form of Law, 
Devife ftrange Deaths, for fall Offences done? ©~ 
York, And didhe not, in his Protectorfhip, ro 
Levy great fumms of Money through the Realm, ~~” 
For Souldiers pay in France, and never fent it? 3 
By means whereof the Towns each day revolted. 
Buck. Tut, thefe are petty faults to faults unknow 
Which time will bring to light in fmooth Duke Humphrey, 
King. My Lords at once: the care you have of us, 
To mow down Thorns that would annoy our Foot, 
Is worthy praife: but fhall I {peak my confcience, 
Our Kinfman Gloffer isas innocent, i 3 
From meaning Treafon to our Royal Perfon, = |. 
As is the facking Lamb, or harmlefs Dove: _ pict 
The Duke is Virtuous, Mild, and too well given: — 
To dream on evil, or to work my downfal. ake 
Qu.Ah! what’s more dangerous,than this fond affiance?| 


| seems hea Dove ? his Feathers are but borrow’d, 


For he is difpofed as the hateful Raven. 
Is he a Lamb? his Skin was furely lent him, 
For he’s enclin’d as is the Ravenous Wolves. 
Who cannot fteal a Shape that means Deceit 2 
Take heed, my Lord, the. welfare of us all, 
Hangs on the cutting fhort that Fraudful man. 
Enter Somerfet. 
_ Som, All Health unto my Gracious Soveraign. 
King. Welcome Lord Somerfet : What news 
France? 
Som. That all our intereft in thofe Territories, 
Is utterly bereft you : all is loft. ge 
; King. Cold News, Lord Somerfet : but Gods will be} 
one. : 
York, Cold News for me: for I had hope of France,| 
As firmly as I hope for Fertile England. ee 
Thus are my Bloffoms blafted in the Bud, : 
And Caterpillars eat my Leaves away. 
But I will remedy this geare e’re long, 


‘| Or fell my Title for a glorious Grave. 


Enter Glocefter. 2 
Glof. All happinefS unto my Lord the King : By 
Pardon, my Liege, that I have ftay’d fo long. hee 
Suff. Nay, Gloffer, know. that thou art come too foon, 
Unlefs thou wer’t more Loyal than thou art : a 
I do arreft thee of High Treafon here. i a 
Glo. Well Suffolk, yet thou fhalt not fee me blufh, 
Nor change my Countenance for this Arreft : ae 
A heart unfpotted is not eafily-daunted. 
The pureft Spring is not fo free from mud, 
As lam clear from Treafon to my Soveraign, 
Who can accufe me? wherein am I guilty? 
York.’ Tis thought, my Lord, 


ie Eh de 


3h 


And being Protector ftay’d the Souldiers pay,’ 
By means whereof his Highnefs hath loft France. 
Gloff. Is it but thought fo ? 

What are they that think it? 

I never rob’d the Souldiers of their pay> 

Nor never had one penny Bribe from France. ee: 

So help me God, as 1 have watcht the Night, ; Oe © 
ni, 


Sh ee bee hee EES Ne 


I, Night by Night, in ftudying good for England, 

That Doit that e’re I wrefted from the King, 

Or any Groat I hoarded to my ufe, 

Be brought againft me at my Tryal day. 

No: Many a Pound of mine own Proper ftore, 

Becaufe | would not tax the needy Commons, 

Have I disburfed to the Garrifons, 

And never ask’d for reftitution. 
| Card. It ferves youwell, my Lord, to fay fo much. 
i Gloft, | faynomore than truth, fo help me God. 

York, In your Protectorfhip, you did devife 
Strange Tortures for Offenders, never heard of, 
la, That £ngland was defam’d by Tyranny. 
|. Ghft. Why’ tis well known, that whiles] was Protector 
Pitie was all the fault that was in me: 


a |For I thould mele at an Offendor’s tears, 
WV And lowly words were Ranfom for their fault : 
},  |Unlefs it were a bloody Murtherer, 


Re Or foul felonious Thief, that fleec’d poor paflenger's, 
a I never gave them condign punithment. 

cl Murther indeed, that bloody fin, I tortur’d 

Above the Felon, or what Trefpafs elle. 


But mightier Crimes are lay’d unto your charge, 
Whereof you cannot eafily purge your felf. 
Ido arreft you in his Highneis Name, 
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of Tryal. 
M King. My Lord of Gloceffer, ’tis my {pecial hope, 
_ That you will clear your felf from all fulpence, 
_ My Confcience tells me you are innocent. 
Gloft, Ah gracious Lord, thefe days are dangerous : 
irtue is choak’t with foul Ambition, 
And Charity chas’d hence by Rancour’s hand 5 
Foul Subornation is predominant, 
Aud Equitie exil’d your Highnefg Land. 
I know, their Complot isto have my Life: 
Andif my death might make this Ifland happy, 
And prove the period of their Tyranny, 
I would expend it with all willingnefs. 
But mine is madethe Prologue to their Play ? 
For thoufands more, that yet fafpect no peril, 
Will not conclude their plotted Tragedy. 
Beauford?s red {parkling Eyes blab his heart’s malice, 
And Suffold’s cloudy Brow his ftormy hate ; 
Sharp Buckingham unburthens with his tongue 
The envious Load that lyes upon his heart : 
And dogged York, that reaches at the Moon, 
Whofe over-weening Arm { have pluckt back, 
| By falfe accufe doth level at my Life. 
| And you, my Soveraign Lady, with the reft, 
Caufelefs have lay’d difgraces on my head, 
And with your beft endeavour have ftirr’d up. 
My liefeft Liege to be mine Enemy ;. 
I, all of yon have lay’d your heads together, 
My felf had noticé of your Conventicles, 
Andall to make away my guiltlefs life. 
{I fhall not want falfe Witnefs, to condemn me, 
Nor ftore of Treafons, to augment my guilt : 
Theancient Proverb will be weil effected, 
A Staff isquickly found to beat a Dog. 
Card. My Liege, his railing is intolerable. 
If thofe that care to keep your Royal Perfon 
From Treafon’s feeret Knife, and Traytor’s Rage, 
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 
And the Offender granted {cope of fpeech, 

Twill make them cool in zeal unto your Graces _ 
Swf, Hath he not twit our Soveraign Lady here 
With ignominious words, though Clarkly coucht ? 

Asif thehad fuborned fome to fwear 
Falfe allegations, to o’rethrow his ftate. : 
Queen, But I can can give the lofer leave to chide. 
Gloft. Far truer fpoke than meant: 1 lofe indeed, 
3efhrew the winners, for they play’d me falfe, 


Ss 
S 
= 
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Suff. My Lord, thefe faults are eafie, quickly anfwer'd : 
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And well fich Lofers may have leave to {peak. 

Buck. He'll wreft the fenfe, and hold us here all day. 
Lord Cardinal, he is your Prifoner. 

Card. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him fure. 

Gloft. Ah; thus King Henry throws away his Crutch, 
Before his.Legs be firm to bear his Body, 
Thus is the Shepherd beaten from thy fide, 

And Wolves are gnarling, who’ fhall gnaw thee firft. 

Ah that my fear were falfe, ah that if’ were 

For good King Fienry, thy decay I fear. [Exir Glocefter. 
King. My Lords, what to your Wifdomes feemeth beft, 

Do, or undo, as if our felf were here. 

Queen. What will your Highnefs 
ment ? 

King. | Margaret: my Heart is drown?d with Grief, 
Whote Floud begins to flow within my Eyes; : 
My Body round engirt with Mifery : 
For what’s more miferable than Difcontent ? 

Ah Uncle Humphrey, in thy fad Face I fee 

The Map ef Honour, Truth, and Loyalty : 

And yet good Humpbrey, isthe hour to come, 

That e’re I prov’d thee falfe, or fear’d thy Faith. 

What lowring Star now envyes thy eftate ? 

That thefe great Lords, and Margaret our 

Do feek fubverfion of thy harmlefs Life. 

Thou never didft them wrong, norno man wrong : 

And as the Butcher takes away the Calf, 

And binds the Wretch, and beatsit When it 

Bearing it to the bloody Slanghter-houfe ; 

Even fo remorflef§ have they born him hence : 

And as the Dame runs lowing up and down, 

Looking the way her harmelef; young one went, 

And can do nought but’ wail her Darlings lofs 5 

Even fo my felf bewails good Glofter’s cafe, 

With fad unhelpful Tears and with dimn’d Eyes; 

Look after him, and cannot do him good : 

So mighty are his vowed Enemies: 

His Fortunes I will weep, and twixt each groan, 

Say, whofe a Traitor’? Glofter he is none. “UE Beer, 
Queen, Free Lords: 

Cold Snow melts with the Sun’s hot Beams : 

Henry, my Lord, is cold in great Affairs, 

Too full of foolith pity: and Glofers thew 

Beguiles him, as the mournfal Crocodile 

With forrow {nares relenting Paflengers ; 

Or as the Snake; rol’d in a flowring Bank, 

With. fhining checker’d Slough doth {ting a Child, 

That for the beauty thinks it excellent, 

Believe me Lords, were none more wife than I, 

Acd yet herein I judge my own Wit good, 

This Glofter fhould be quickly rid the World, 

To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

Card. That he fhould dy, is worthy policy, 

But yet we want a Coleur for his death : 

’Tis meet he be condemn’d by courfe of Law. 

Swf. But in my mind, that were no policie.: 

The King will labour ftill to fave his Life, 

The Commons haply rife to fave his Life 5 

And yet we have but trivial Argument, 

More than miftruft, that fhews him worthy death. 

Tork. So that by this, you would not have him dye, 

Siff. Ah York, no man alive, fo fain as I. 

Tork, Tis York that hath more reafon for his death. 
But my Lord Cardinal, and you my Lord of Suffolk, 
Say as you think, and {peak it from your Souls - 

Wert not all one, an empty Eagle were fet 

To guard the Chick from a hungry Kite, » 

As place Duke Humphrey for the Kings Protector ? . 
Queen. So the poor Chicken fhould be fure of death. 
Suff. Madam, ’tis true, and wer’t not madnefs then, 

To make the Fox Surveyor of the Fold ? 

Who being accus’d a crafty Murtherer, 

His Guilt fhould be but idly pofted over, 

Becaufe his purpofe is not executed. 


leave the Parlia- 


Queen, 


ftrayes, 


No: 


| Sleeping, 


} 


| 


et him dye, in that:he is a Fox, 
Nature prov’d.an Enemy to the Flock, 
is Chaps be ftain’d with Crimfon Blood, 
s Humpbrey prov’d by Reafons to my Liege. 
And do not ftand on Quillets how to flay him: 
Be it by Ginns, by Snares, by Subtilty, 
or Waking, tisno maprer how, 
So hebe dead 3 for that is good deceit 
Which mates him firit, that firft intends deceit. 

Owen. Thrice noble Safolk., tis refolutely fpoke. 

Sif. Not refoluie, except fo much were done, 
Fer things are often fpoke, and feldom meant, 
But that my Heart accordeth with my Tongue, 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 

And to preferye my Soveraign from his Foe, 
Say but thé word, and I will be his Prieft, os 

Card. But 1 would have him dead, my Lord of Suffolk, 
F’re you can take. due Orders for a Pricit : 

Say youconfent, and cenfure well the deed, 
And I’le provide his Executioner, 
I tender fo the fafcty of my Liege. 

Suff. Bere ismy hand, thedeed is worthy doing. 

Queen. And 40 fay 1. * 

York, And 1:. and now we three havei {poke it, 
Itskils not greatly whoimpugnes.our doom. 

5 _ Enter.a Roft.. t 

Poft. Great Lords, from Jreland am I come amain, 
To fignifie, that Rebels there are up, 

And put the Englifhmen un Sword ; ‘ 
Send Succours.(Lords) and ftop the Rage betime, 
Before the Wound dogrow incurable 

For being green, there is great hope of help. 

Card. A Breach that craves a quick expedient itop. 
What Counfel give you inthis weighty Caufe? 

York, That Somerfet be fent a Regent thither : 

Tis meet the lucky Ruler be imploy’d, 
Witnefs the Fortune he hath had in Franee, 
Som. If York,, with all his far-fet Policy, 
Had been the Regent there, inftead of me, 
He néver would have ftay’d in Frazce fo long. 

York. No,. not to lofe ital}; as thou haft done. 
[ rather would have loft my Life betimes, 

Than bring a burthen of Difhoncur home, 

By ftaying there fo long, till all were loft. 

Shew me one Skar charaéter?d on thy Skin. | - 

Men’s Flefh preferw’d fo whole, do feldomwin. 

Quecn. Nay then, this {park will prove a raging Fire, 

If Wind and Fuel be brought, to feed it with : 

No more, good York; {weet Somerfet be ftill. 

Thy Fortune, York, hadft thoubeen Regent there, 
Might haply have prov’d far worfe than his. 

York, What, worfethan naught ? nay, then a fhame 
take all. 

Somer. And in the number, thee, that wifheft. fhame. 

Card. My Lard of York, tty what your Fortune is, 

Thr uncivil Kerns of Jreland are in Arms, ; 
And temper Clay. with Blood of Enclifh-men, 
To Ireland will you lead a Band of men, 
Collected choicely, from each Country fome, 
And try your hap againf: thetrifh-ven 2 

York, I will, my Lord, fo pleafe his Majefty. 

Suff. Why, our Authority is his Confent, 

And what we do. Eftablifh he Confirms ; 
Then, Noble York, take thou this task in hand. 

York. Iam content : Provide me Souldiers, Lords, 
‘Whiles I take Order for mine own Affairs. 
Swf. A charge, Lord York, that | will fee perform’d. 
But now return we to the falfe Duke Humphrey. 

Card. No more of him: for I willdeal with him, 
That henceforth he fhall trouble us no more : 

And fobreak off, the day is almoft fpent, 
Lord Suffolk, you and I muft talk of that event. 

York, My Lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days. 
At Briftow I expect my Souldiers, 
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For there V’le fhip themall for /reland. BEV 
Suff. Ple fee it truly done, my Lord of York,  [Exeum'] 
Manet York! 

York. Now York, or never, iteel thy fearful thoughts! a 

And change mif-doubt to Refolution 5 WORE i 
Be that thou hop’ft to be, or what thou art 
Refignto death, itis not worth th’ enjoying: | 
Let pale-fac’d Fear keep with the nican-born man, 7) 
And find no harbour in a Royal Heart. Po || 
Fafter thanSpring-time fhowers,comes thought on thonght Pie 
And not athought, but'thinks on Dignity. an | 
My Brain, more bufiethan the labouring Spider, 
‘Weavestedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. 

Well Nobles, well: ’tis politickly done, 

To iend me packing with an Hoft of Men : 

i fear me, you but warm the ftarved Snake, oS ae 
W ho cherifh’d in your Brcafts, will {ting your Hearts, # 
Twas Men| lack’d, and you will givethem me; | 
i take it kindly : yet be well affur’d, Lot 
You put fharp Weapons in a Mad-man’s hands. | is, | 
Whileft I in Jreland nourifha mighty Band, ~~ 7 9) 

i will ftir up in Exgland fome black Storm; 

Shall blow ten thoufand Souls to Heaven or Hell: 

And this fell Tempeft fhall not ceafe to rage, 

Until the Golden Circuit on my Head : 

Like to the glorious Sun’s tranfparent Beams, ~~~ 

Do calm the Fury of this mad-bred Flaw. : 

And for a Minifter of my intent, 

i have feduc’d a head-ftrong Kentsf-man, 
ohn Cade of Afhford 
To make Commotion, as full well he can, 

Under the Title of ohn Adortimer. 
in Ireland have I {een this ftubborn Cade « 

‘Oppofe himfelf againft a Troop of Kerns, this 

And fought fo long, till that his Thighs with Darts 
Were almoft like a fharp-quil’d Porpentine : a 
And inthe end being refcued, 1 have feen 
Him caper upright, like a wild Morifco, ~ 
Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells. 
Full often, like a fhag-hair’d crafty Kern, 
Hath he converfed with the Enemy, 
And undifcover’d come to me again, 
And give me notice of their Villanics, 
This Devil here fhall be my fubftitute, 
For that Fobn Mortimer, which is now dead, 
In Face, in Gate, in Speech’he doth refemble. 
By this, I fhall perceive the Commons mind, 
How they affect the Houfe and Claim of York, 
Say he be taken, rack’d and tortured ; 

i know, no pain they can infliét upon him, 

Will make him fay, I mov’d him to thofe Arms. 
Say that he thrive, as tis great like he will, 

Why then from /reland comel with my ftrength, a 
And reap the Harveft whichthat Rafcal fow?d - 

For Alumpbrey being dead, as he fhall be. : 

And Henry put a-part : the next for me. 
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Enter two or three running over the Stage, from the Murther 9 
Duke Humphrey. — pes 


1. Run to my Lord of Suffolk: let him know 

We have difpatch’d the’ Duke, as he commanded. 

2. Oh, thatit weretodo; what have we done? 
Did’{t ever hear a Man fo penitent ? [Enter Suffo 

1. Here comes my Lord. | pee 

Sxjf. Now, Sirs, have you difpatcht this thing? 
1. I, my good Lord, he’sdead. wi 

Sujf, Why that’s well faid. Go, get you to my Honk 
I will reward you for this venturousdeed: ° 
The King and all the Peers are here at hand. ‘aval ea 
Have you laid fair the Bed? and areallthingswell, 
According as I gave directions ? a 

1. Tis, my good Lord. 

Suff. Away, be gone. 


ry 


ts 
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Enter the King, the Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk, 
Somerfet with Aptendants, 

King. Go call our Uncle to our prefence ftraight: 
Say we intend to try his Grace to day, 
If he be guilty, as 7tis publifhed. 

Suff. Vie call him prefently, my Noble Lord. 

King. Lords take your places, and I pray you all 
Proceed no ftraiter *gainft our Uncle Gl fer, 
Than from true evidence of good eficem, 
He be approv’d in practice culpable. 

ween. God forbid any malice thould prevail, 

That faultlefs may condemn a Noble man: 
Pray God he may acquit him of firfpicion. 


much. 
Enter Suffolk. 


Where is our Uncle ? what’s the matter, Sufo/k? 
Swf. Dead inhis bed, my Lord, Glofter is dead. 
Queen. Marry God forfend. 


The Duke was dumb, and could not fpeake a word. 
King Swoons, 


dead. ‘ 
Som. Rear up his Body, wring him by the Nofe. 


Suff. He doth revive again, Madam be patient. 
_ King. Oh Heavenly God! 
Queen. How fares my gracious Lord ? 


King. What, doth my Lord of Sifolk comfort me ? 
Came he right now to fing a Raven’s Note, 
Whofe difmal tune bereft my Vital powers: 
And thinks he, that the chirping of a Wren, 
By crying Comfort from a hollow Breatt, 
Can chafe away the firft conceived found ? 
Hide not thy poyfon with fuch fugred words, 
Lay not thy Hands on me: forbear I. fay, 
Their touch affrights me as a Serpent’s fting. 
Thou baleful Meflenger, out of my Sight :: 
Upon thy Eye-balls murderous Tyranny 
Sits in grim Majefty, to fright the World. 
Look not upon me, for thine Eyes are wounding ; 
Yet do not go away; come Balilisk, ; 
And kill the innocent Gazer with thy fight: 
For in the fhade of death, I fhall find joy ; 
In life, but double death, now Glofter?s dead. 
Queen. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk thus? 
Although the Duke was Enemy to him, 
Yet he moft Chriftian-like laments his death ; 
And for my felf, Foe as he was to me, 
Might liquid Tears, or heart-offending Groans, 
Or blood-confuming Sighs recal his life; 
I would be blind with we: ping, fick with Groans, 


| Look pale as Prim-rofe, with blood-drinking Sighs, 


And all to have the Noble Duke alive. 

What know I how the world may deem of me ? 

For it isknown we were but hollow Friends: 

It way be jndg’d I made the Duke away, 

So fhall my name with Slander’s tongue be wounded, 

And Princes Courts be fill’d with reproach : 

This get I by his death: Aye me unhapppy, 

To be a Queen, and Crown?d with infamy. 
King. Ah woe is me for Glofter wretched man. 
Queen. Be woe for me, more wretched than he is. 

What, Dot thou turn away and hide thy face ? 

1am no loathfome Leper, look on me. 

What ? art thou like the Adder waxen deaf? 

Be poyfonous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen. 

Is _all thy comfort fhut in Glofer’s Tombe ? 

Why then Dame Eljanor was ne’re thy joy. 

Erect his Statue, and worthip it, eo 

And make my image but an Ale-houfe fign. 
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[Exir. 


King. 1 thank thee Well, thefe words content me 


How now? why look’ft thou pale? why trembleft thou ? 


Card. Gods fecret Judgment : I did dream to night, 
Queen, How fares my Lord ? Help Lords, the King is 


ween. Run, go, help,help : Oh Henry ope thine Eyes. 


Swf. Comfort my Soveraign,, gracious Henry comfort. 
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Was | for this nigh wrackt upon the Sea, 
And twice by aukward wind from Englands bank 
Drove back again unto my Native Clime. 

What boaded this ? but well fore-warning wind 
Did feem to fay, feek not a Scorpion’s Nett, 

Nor fet no footing on this unkind fhoar, 

What did I then? but curft the gentle guits, 

And he that loos’d them from their Brazen Caves, 
And bid them blow towards Englands blefled fhoar, 
Or turn our Stern upon a dreadful Rock : 

Yet -4olus would not be a Murtherer, 

But left that hateful Office unto thee. 

The pretty vaulting Sea refus’d to drown me, 
Knowing that thou would’ft have me drown'd on fhoar 
With tears as falt as fea, through thy unkindnefs. 
The fplitting Rocks cowr’d in the finking fands, 
And would not dafh me with their ragged fides, 
Becaufe thy flinty heart more hard than they, 

Might in thy Palace perifh Elanor : 

As far as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffs, 

When from thy fhoar, the Tempeft beat us back, 
I ftood upon the Hatches in the ftorm, ! 

And when the dusky sky began to rob 

My earneft-gaping-fight of the Land?s view, 

I took a coftly Jewel from my neck, 

A Heart it was bound in with Diamonds, 

And threw it towards thy Land : the Sea receiy’d it, 
And fo I with’d thy body might my Heart: 

And even with this I loft fair England’s view, 

And: bid mine eyes be packing with my heart, 

And call’d them blind and dusky Spectacles, 

For lofing ken of Albion’s-wifhed Coaft. 

How often haveI tempted Suffolk’s tongue 

(The agent of thy foul inconftancy) 

To fit and watch me, as Afcanius did 

When he to madding Dido wonld unfold 

His Father’s Acts, commenc’d in. burning Troy, 

Am I not witcht like her? or thou not falfe like him ? 
Aye me, Ican no more: Dye Elianor , 

For Henry weeps, that thou doft live fo long, 


Neife within, Emer Warwick, and many Commons, 


Warw. It is reported, mighty Soveraign, 
That good Duke Aumphrey Traiteroufly is murthered 
By Suffolk, and the Cardinal Beauford’s means: 
The Commons like an angry hive of Bees 
That want their Leader, {catter up and down, 
And care not who they fting in his revenge. 
My felf have calm’d their fpleenful mutiny, 
Untill they hear the order of his death. , 
' King. That he is dead, good Warwick, *tis too true, 
Bnet how he dyed, God knows, not Fleury : 
Enter his Chamber, view his breathlefs Corps, 
And comment then upon his fudden death, 
Warw. That fhall 1 do, my Liege: Stay Salisbury 
With the rade multitude, till 1 return. 
King. O thou that judgeft all things,ftay my thoughts; 
My thoughts, that labour to perfuace my foul, 
Some violent hands were laid on Humphreys life: 


If my fufpect be falfe, forgive me God, 


For judgment only doth belong to thee : 

Fain would I goe to chafe his paly lips: 

With twenty thoufand kiffes, and to drain 

Upon his face an Ocean of falt Tears, 

To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trink, 

And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling : 

But all in vain are thefe mean Obfequies. 

Bed put forth, 

And to furvey his dead and earthly Image : 

What were it but to make my forrow greater ? 
Warw. Come hither gracious Soveraign,view this body. 
King. That is to fee how deep my pgrave-is made, 


For with his foul fled all my wordly folace 


| a) For 
Er 
A . 


The 


im, £ feemay Life is Death. 
War. A ly as my Soul intends to live 
Wich that dread King that’ took our ftate upon him, 
To free us from his Fathers wrathful curfe, 
ltdob ; were laid 
ed Dake. 


lo believe that violent 
i the life of this.thrice- 
iff. A dreadful Oath, fv 
| Whatinftance gives Lord Warwick,for his Vow? 
~~ See how the Blead is fettled in his Face. 
é ly-parted Ghoft, 
-mblance, meager, pale, and bloodlefs, 
-all defcended #6 the labouring Heart, 
Who in the Confliét that it holds with death, 
| Attracts the fame for aidance *gainft the Enemy, 
Which with the Heart there cools, and ne’re returneth 
tify the Cheek again. 
i <; and full of Blood : 
than when he lived, 
gaftly, likea ftrangled Man: 
rd, his Noltrils tretcht with ftrogling : 
idifplay’d, as one that grafpt 
Life, and was by ftrength fubdued. 
| Look on the Sheets, his Hair (you fee) is flicking, 
| His well-proportion’d Beard, made ruffand ruge’d, 
| Like to the Summet’s Corn by Tempeft lodged : 
| it cannot be but he was murdered here, 
| The: leat of all thefe figns were probable. 


Suff, Why Warwick, who thould do the Duke to death ? 


uford had him in protection, 
Sir, are no Murtherers. 


IAne 


> eel ate A 


War. Burboth of youhave vow'd Duke Humphrey's death. 


| And you (forfeoth) had thegood Duke to keep: 
| Tis like you would not feaft him like a Friend, 
| And’tis well feen, he foundan Enemy. 

Queen, Then you belike fufpect thefe Noble-men, - 
As vuilty of Duke Humpbrey’s timelefs death. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| And fees faft-by, a Butcher with an Ax, 

\ But will fufpeét, "twas he that made the flaughter? 

(| Who finds the Partridge in the Puttocks Nett, 

| But may imagine, how the Bird was dead, 

Although the Kite foar with unbloadied Beak ? 
Even fo fafpitiousis this Tragedy. 


Ou, Are you the Butcher, Suffolk ? where’s your Knife ? 


| Is Beauford term’d a Kite? where are his Tallons ? 
Suff. L-wear no Knife, to flaughter fleeping men, 
But here’s a vengful Sword, rufted with eafe, 
‘That fhall be fcoured in his-rancorous Heart, » 
| That flanders me with Murther’s Crimfon Badge. 
Say, if thou dar’ft, proud Lord of Warwickshire, 
That J am faulty in Duke Humphrey's death. 


War. What dares not Warmick., if falfe Suffolk dare him ? | of Salisbury. 


Queer, He dare not calm his contumclious Spirit, 
Nor ceafe to be an arrogant Controller, 

Tho Sufolk dare him twenty thoufand times. 

War. Madam be till: with reverence may I fay, 
For every word you fpeak in his behalf, 
is flaunder to your Royal Dignity. 

Suff. Blunt-witted Lord, ignoble in demeanor, 
1 ever Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much, 

Thy Mother-took into her blameful Bed, 

Some ftern untutor’d Churl, and Noble Stock — 
Was graft with Crab-tree flip, whofe Fruit thou art, 
And never of the Wevils Noble Race. . 

War. But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 
And I fhould réb the Deaths-man of his Fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand fhames, 

And that my Soveraigns prefence makes me mild, 

i would, falfe murd’vous Coward, on thy Knee 

Make thee beg pardomfor thy pafled fpeech, 

And fay, Sit wasthy Mother that thou meant’ft. S 
That thou thy felf waft born in Baftardy, 

And afterall this fearful Homage done; 

Give thee thy ‘hire, :ahd fend thy Soul to Hell, 


a 


t 


nwith a folemn Tongue: 


War. Who finds the Heifer dead, and bleeding frefh, 
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Pernicious Blood-facker of’ fleeping Men. 
Siff. Thoufhalt be waking, j 
If from this prefence thou dar’it go with me. 
War, Away even now, , 
| Unworthy though thou art, le cope with thee, 


And do fome fervice to Duke Humphrey’s Ghoft. Exeunt, 


King. What ftronger Breaft-plate thana Heatt untainted 
Thrice is he arm’d, that-hath his Quarrel jul oct 
And he but naked, though lockt up in Steel, 

Whofe Confcience with injuftice is corrupted. 
A noife within. 
Queen, What noife is this ? 


while I fhed thy Blood, 


or | will drag thee hence, + 


. 


Enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their weapons drawn, 


King. Why how now Lords? 
Your wrathful Weapons drawn, 
Here in our prefence ? Dare you be fo bold ? 
Why, what tumultuous clamor have we here? 
Suff. The tray?rous Warwick with the Men of Bury, 
Set ail upon me, mighty Soveraign. 7 
Enter Salisbury. . a 
Salis, Sirs, ftand apart, the King fhall know your 
Dread Lord, the Commons fend you word by me, ~ 
Unlefs Lord Suffolk ftraight be done to death, 
Or banifhed fair Englana’s ‘T erritories, i 
They will by violence tear him from your Palace,” 
And torture him with grievous lingring death. © 
They fay, by himthe good Duke Humphrey dy’d: 
They fay, in him they fear your Highnefs death; 
And mere inftinét of Love and Loyalty, 
Free from a ftubborn oppofite intent, 
As being thought to contradict your liking, 
Makes them thus forward in his Banifhment. 
They fay, in care of your moft Royal Perfon, 
That if your Highnefs fhould intend to fleep, 


And charge that no Man fhould difturb your reft, _ a 


In pain of your diflike, or pain of death, 

Yet notwithftanding fuch a ftrange Edict, 

Where there is a Serpent feen with forked Tongue, 
That flyly glided towards your Majefty, 

It were but neceflary you were wak’t: 

Left being foffer’d in that harmlefs flumber, 
The mortal Worm might make the fleep Eternal, 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, - _ 
That they will guard you whe’re you will, or no, 
From fuch fell Serpents-as falfe Sufolkis 5 

With whofe invenomed and fatal fting, 


Your loving Uncle, twenty times his worth, roa 


They fay is fhamefully bereft of life. hy 
Commons within, An Anfwer from the King, my Lon 


Suff. *Tis like the Commons, rudewnpolifht hinds, 
Could: fend fuch Meflage to their Soveraign: 
But you, my Lord, were glad to be‘employ’d, 

To fhew how queint an‘Orator you are. © 

But all the honour Salisbury hath won, 

Is, that he wasthe Lord Embaflador 

Sent from a fort of Tinkers tothe King. Pie 

Within, An Anfwer from the King, or we Wi 
break in. me ae 

King. Go Salisbury, and tellthem all fromme, 
I thank them for their tender loving care ; te 
And had I not been cited fo by them, 

Yet did I purpofe as they do intreat : 

For fure my thoughts do hourly prophefie: 

Mifchanceunto my State by Swfolk’s means. 
| And therefore by his Majeity 1 {wear, 

Whofe far-unworthy Deputy I am, 


He fhail not breed infection in this-Air, 
But three days longer, onthe pain of death.” Be 
Queen, Oh Henry, let me plead for gentle Sfolk, 


_ King. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Sujfoik, 
No more, liay: 8fthoudo’lt pleadforhim, = — 


a 
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| Now by the ground that J am banifh’d from, 


i 4 
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Thou wilt but addincreafe unto my: Wrath. 
/Had J but faid, I would have kept my word ; 
But when J {wear it is irrevocable : 
(f after three days fpace thou here be’{t found, 
On any ground thatl am Ruler of, 
The World hall not be Ranfome for thy Life. 
‘Come Warwick, come good Warmick, , go with me, 
‘I have great matters to impart to thee. 
Queen, Mifchance and Sorrow go along with you, 
Hearts Difcontent, and fower Affliction, 
Be Play-fellows to keep you company : 
There’s two of you, the Devil made a third, 
And three-fold Vengeance tend upon your fteps, 
Suff. Ceafe, gentle Queen, thefe Exécrations, 
And let thy Swfolk take his heavy leave. 
Queen, Fie Coward woman, and foft-hear'ted wretch, 
Haft thou not Spirit to Curfe thine Enemy ? 
Swf. A Plague upon them: wherefore fhould 1 Curfe 
them ? 
Would Curfes kill, as doth the Mandrakes groan, 
I would invent as bitter fearching terms, 
Ascurft, as harfh, and horrible to hear, 
Deliver’d ftrongly through my fixed Teeth, 
With full as many fignes of deadly Hate, 
As lean-fac’d Envy inher loathfome Cave. 
My Tongue fhould ftumble in mine earneft words, 
Mine Eyes fhould sparkle like the beaten Flint, 
Mine Hair be fixt an end, asone diftrad: 
I, every Joynt fhould feem to Curfe and Ban, 
nd even now my burthen’d heart would break, 
Should I not Curfe them. Poifon be their Drink, 
Gall, worfe than Gall, the daintieft that they taite : 
Their fweeteft fhade, a Grove of Cyprefs Trees : 
Their chiefeft Profpect, murd’ring Bafilisks : 
Their fofteft Touch, as fmart as Lizards ftings: 
Their Mufick, frightful as the Serpents hifs, 
And boading Screech-Owls, make the Confort full. 
All the foul Terrors in dark-feated Hell 
Queen. Enough {weet Suffolk, thou torment thy felf, 
And thefe dread Curfes like the Sun gainft Glafs, 


} Or like an overcharg’d Gun, recoil, 


And turns the force of them upon thy felf. 
Swf. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave ? 


Well could I Curfe away a Winters Night, 
Though ftanding naked on a Mountain'top, 
Where hiting Cold would never let Grafs grow, 
And think it but a minute fpent in fport. 
Queen. Oh, let me intreat thee ceafe,give me thy hand, 
That | may.dew it with my mournful Tears ; 
Nor let the Rain of Heaven wet this pace, 
To wafh away my woful Monuments. 
Oh, could this kifs be printed in thy Hand, 
That thou might’ft think upon thefe by the Seal, 
Through whoma thoufand fighs are breath’d for thee, 
So getthee gone, that may know my grief, 
?Tis but farmiz’d whil’ft thou art ftanding by, 
Asone thatSurfeits, thinking on a want : 
lL willrepeal thee, or be well affur’d, 
Adventure to be banifhed my felf : 
And banifhed 1 am, ifbut from thee. 
‘Go, fpeak not to Me; even now be gone, 
(Oh go not yet. Even thus, two Friends Condemn’d 
‘Embrace, and kifs, and take ten thoufand leaves, 
‘Loather a hundred times to part than dye ; 
Yet now farewel, and farewel Life with thee. 
Suff. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banifhed, 
‘Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee. 
°Tis not the Land I care for, wer’t thon hence, 
A Wildernef is populous enough, 
So Suffolk, had thy heavenly Company, of 
For where thou art, there isthe World it felf, 
Wich every feveral Pleafure in the World : 
And where thou art not, Defolation. 
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[ Exit. 
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I can no more: Live thou to joy thy Life ; 
My felf no Joy in ought, but that thou liy>ft. 


Enter Vaux. 
Queen. Whither goes Vanx fo faft > what News, J, 
prithee ? sie 

Vaux. To fignifie unto his Majefty, 

That Cardinal Beauford is at the point of death: 
For fuddenly a grievous ficknefs took him, 

That makes him gafp, and ftare, and catch the Air 
Blafpheming God, and Curfing Menon Earth.” 
Sometimes he talks, as if Duke Humphrey's Ghott 
Were by his fide : fometimes he calls the King, 

And whifpers to his Pillow, as to him, 

The fecrets of his over-chatged Soul, 

And I am fent to tell his Majefty, 

That even now he cries aloud for him. 

Queen. Go tell this heavy Meflage to the King. [Exit. 
Ay me! What is this World? What newsare thefe ? 
But wherefore grieve I at an hours poor lofs,. 
Omitting Suffolk’s Exile, my Soul’s Treafure > 
Why only Siffock, mourn I not for thee? . eA 
And with the Southern clouds, contend in tears? °° 
Theirs for the Earths increafe ; mine for my Sorrows... 
Now get thee hence, the King thou know’tt is coming, 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead, ~ 

Suff. If] depart from thee, Icannot live, 

And:in thy fight todye, what were it elfe, 

But like a pleafant flumber in thy lap ? 

Here could breathe my foul into the Air, 

As mild and gentle, as the Cradle-babe, 

Dying with Mother’s Dug between its lips. 

Where from thy fight, 1 fhould be raging mad: 

And cry ont for thee.to clofe up Mine Eyes : 

To have thee with thy Lips to itop my Mouth: 

So fhould’ft either turn my flying Soul, 

OrI fhould breathe it fo into thy Body, 

And then it lives in fweet Ehyfium, 

To dye by thee, were but to dye in jeft, / 
From thee to dye, were torture more than death + 
Oh let me ftay, befal what may befal. : 

Queen, Away: though parting hea fretful Corrofive 
It isapplyed toa deathful wound, * 
To France {weet Suffolk: Let me hear from thee : 

For wherefoever thou art in this V Vorld?s Globe, 
le have an Jris that fhall find thee out. 

Suff. I go. 

Queen. And take my heart with thee. 

Suff. A Jewel lock’d into the woful’ft Cask, 
That ever did contain athing of worth, 

Even asa fplitted Bark, fo funder we: 
This way fall 1 to death. 
Queen. This way for me. 


LE-eunt, 


Enter the King, Salisbury, avd VVarwick, to the Cardinal 
in Bed, 


King. How fares my Lord? Speak Beauford to thy 
Soveraign. 

Car If thou beeft Death, I’le give thee Englands Treafure, 
Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifland 


2 


‘So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 


King. Ah, whata fign it is of Evil Life, 
V Vhere Death’s approach is feen fo terrible. 
~War, Beauford, itis thy Soveraign fpeaks to thee. 
Beau. Bring me unto my Tryal when you will. 
Dy’d he not in his Bed ?’Where fhould he dye? 
CanI make Men livewhere they willno 2, : 
Oh torture meno more, I will confef. st 
Alive again ? Then fhew me where he is: 
le give a thoufand pound to look upon him, - 
He hath no Eyes, the Duft hath blinded them: : 
Combe down his hair ; look, look, it ftand’ upright, | 
Like Lime-twigs fet to catch my winged Soul : 
Give me fome drink, and bid the Apothecary 
Oo 2 


Bring 
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Bring the {trong poyfon that | boughtof him. 
| King. O thou eternal Mover of the Heavens, 
Look with a gentle Eye upon this Wretch, 
Oh beat away the bufie medling Fiend, 
That lays ftrong Siege unto this Wretch’s Soul, 
And from his Bofom purge this black defpair. 
War. See how the pangs of death do make him grin. 
Sal. Difturb him not, let him pafs peaceably. 
Kinz. Peace to his Soul, if Gods good pleafure be. 
LordCard’nal, if thou think’{t on Heavens blits, 
‘| Hold up thy Hand, make fignal of thy hope. 

He dies, and makes no Sign : Oh God forgive him. 
War. Sobada Death argues amonfirous Life. 
King. Forbear to judge, for we are finners all. 

Clofe up his Eyes, and draw the Curtain clofe, 

And let us all to Meditation, 


Alacum, Fight at Sea. Ordnanee goes off, 


Eater Lieutenant, Suffolk, and others, 


Liew. The gaudy blabbing and remorfeful day, 

Iscrept into the bofom of the Sea : 

And now loud howling Wolvesaroufe the Jades 

That drag the Tragick melancholy night : 

Who with theit drowfie, flow, and flagging wings 

Cleap dead mens Graves; and from their mifty Jaws, 

Breath foul contagious darknefs in the Air: 

Therefore bring forth Souldiers of our prize, 

For whil’ft our Pinnace Anchors in the Downs, 

| Here fhall they make their Ranfom on the Sand, 

Or with their Blood ftain this difcoloured fhore. 

Mafter, this Prifoner freely give I thee. 

And thou that art his Mate, make Boot of this : 

The other Walter Whitmore is thy fhare. 
1. Gent. What is my Ranfom, Mafter, let me know. 
Ma. A thoufand Crowns, or elfe lay down your Head. 
Mate. And fo much hhall you give, or off goes yours, 
Lieu, What think you much to pay 20co Crowns, 

And bear the name and port of Gentlemen? — 

|Cut both the Villains Throats, for dye you fhall : 

The lives of thofe which we have loft in fight, 

‘Be counter-pois’d with facha petty Sum. 
1, Gent. Vle give it, Sir, and therefore fpare my life. 
2.Gent. And fo will I, and write home for it ftraight, 

| Whitm. \ loft mine Eye in laying the prize aboard, 

/And therefore to revenge it, fhalt thou die, 

And fo fhould thefe, if 1 might have my Will. 

_ Lien, Benot fo rafh, take Ranfom, let himlive. 
Suff. Look on my George, Tama Gentleman, 

(Rate me at what thou wilt, thou fhalt be paid. 

| Whit, And foam: my name is Walter Whitmore, 


|How now ? why ftart’ft thou? what doth death affright : 
Suff. Thy name affrightsme, in whofe foundis Death : 


‘A Cunning-man did calculate my Birth, 
| And told me, that by Water I fhould die : 
Be: let not this make thee be Bloody-minded, 
Thy name is Gualrier, being rightly founded. 
| Whit, Gualtier or Walter, which it is I care not, » 
Never yet did bafe difhonour blor our name, 
Bac with our Sword we wip’d away the blot. 
Therefore, when Merchant-like | fell revenge, 
Broke be my Sword, my Arms torn and defac’d, 
And I proclaim’d a Coward through the World. 
| Suffe Stay Whitvore, for thy Prifoner is a Prince, 
‘The Duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole. 
Whit. The Duke of Swfolk, mufficd up in Rags? 
‘Suff. 1, but thefe rags are no part of the Duke. 
Liew, But Yove was never flainas thou fhalt be, 
Obfcure and lowfie Swain, King Henry’s Blood. 
Suff. The Honourable Blood of Lancafter 
'Muft not be fhed by fuch a jaded Groom : 
Haft thou not kift thy Hand, and held my Stirrop ? 
Bare-headed plodded by my Foot-clothMule, 
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LExcunt. 


And thought thee happy when | fhook my Head, | 
How often haft thou waited at my Cup, ibd Ti 
Fed from my Trencher, kneel’d down at the.Board, 
When I have feafted-with Queen A¢argarer? - | 
Remember it, and let it make thee. Creft-faln, 
I, and allay this thy abortive Pride: , 
How in our voiding Lobby haft thou ftood 

And duly waited for my coming forth ? ; 

This Hand of thine bath writ in thy behalf, 
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: And therefore fhall it charm thy riotous Tongue, 


Whit. Speak Captain, fhall 1 {tab the forlor bid 
Liew, Firitletmy words ftab him, ashe tach pa 
Suff, Baie Slave, thy words are blunt, and fo art thoy 
Liu. Convey him hence, and on our Long-boats fid 

Strike off his Head. Suf. Thou dart not forth ay 
Lieu, Pole, Sir Poole? Lord ? at y 

I kennel, puddle, fink, whofe filth and dirt : 

Troubles the Silver Spring, where England drinks: 

Now will I dam up this thy yawning Mouth Mg 

For {wallowing up the Treafure of the Realm. 

Thy Lips that kilt the Queen, fhall {weep the Grompd: 

And thon that fmild’ft at good AZumphrey’s Death, 3h 

Againft the fenfelefs Winds fhalt grin in vain ibe 

Who in contempt fhall hifs at theeagain. 

And wedded be thou to the Hags of Hell 

For daring to affye a mighty Lord : 

Unto the Daughter of a worthlefs King, 

Having neither Subject, Wealth, nor Diadem: 

By devilifh policy art thou grown grear, - 

And like ambitious Sy/la over-gor’d, : 

With gobbets of thy Mother-blecding Heart. 

By thee Anjou and Adain were fold to France, - 

The falfe revolting Normans through thee, 

me tocall us Lord, and Picardre i 

Hath flain their Governors, furpriz’d o 

And fent the ragged Souldiers soielitaree 

The Princely Warwick, andthe Nevils all, : 

Whole dreadful Swords were never drawn in vain, — cay 

As hating thee, and rifing upin Arms. A 

And now the Houfe of York thruft from the 

By fhameful murther of a guiltlef§ King 

And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, ° 

Burns with revenging Fire, whofe hopeful colours 

Advance our half-fac’d Sun, ftriving to thine: 

Under the which is writ, Invitis nub.bus, d 

The Commons here in Kent are upin Arms, 

And to conclude, Reproach and Beggery 

Is crept into the Palace of our King, : 

And all by thee: away, convey him hence. “4 
Suff. O that | were aGod, to fhoot forth Thunder — 

Upon thefe paltry, fervile, abject drudges: “iA 

Small things make bafe Men proud. This Villain here, 

Being Captain of a Pinnace, threatens more - 

Than Bareullus the ftrong Jlyrian Pirate. Magnets 

Drones fuck not Eagles Blood, but rob Bee-hives, : 

[t is impoffible that I fhould die 

By fuch a lowly Vaflal as thy felf. ; 

Thy words move Rage, and not Remorfe in me: © 

I go of Meflage from the Queen to Frawuce : 

I charge thee waft me fafely crof§ the Channel. oe 
Lieu. Water: W. Come Suffolk, 1 mutt waft thee to} — 


Crown, 
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_| True Nobility is exempt from fear : 
| More can I bear , than you dare execute. 


Liew. Hale him away, and let him talk no mote: 


| ComeSouldiers, thew what’ Cruelty ye can. 


Suff. That this my Death may never be forgot. 


| Great Men oft dye by vile Bezonians, 


A Roman Sworder, and Bandetto Shave 
Murder’d fweet Tilly. Brutus Baftard hand 
Stab’d Fulius Cefar. ‘Savage Iflanders 
Pompey the Great, and Suffolk dies by Pyrats. . 
[Exit Walter with Suffolk. 
Liew. And as for thefe whoferanfome we have fer, 
It isour pleafure one of them depart : 
Therefore come you withus, and let him go. 
: [ Exit Lieutenant and the reff. 
Manet the firft Gent. Enter Walter with the Body. 
Wal. ‘There let hisHead, and livelefs Body lie. 
Until the Queen his Miftrefs bury it. (Exit Walter. 
1 Gent. O barbarous and bloody fpectacle ! 
His Body willl bear untothe King : 
Ifhe revenge it not, yet will his Friends, 
So will the Queen, that living held him dear. [ Exit. 


Enter Bevis, azd John Holland. 


Bevis. Come and get thee a Sword, though made ofa 
Lath, they have been up thefe two days. 

Holl, They have the more need to fleep now theft. 

Bevis, ¥ tell thee, ack,Cade the Clothier means to 
drefs the Common-wealth, and turn it, and fet a new 
Nap upon it. 

ffoll, Sohe-had need, ’tis thred-bare. Well, I fay, 
it was it never a merry World in Exgland, fincé Gentle- 
men came up. 

Bevis. O miferable Age: Vertue is not regarded in 
Handy-crafis men. 
Holl. The Nobility think feorn to go in Leather Aprons. 
Bevis. Nay more, the Kings Councel are no good 


| Workmen. 


fioll. True: and yet it is faid, Labour in thy Vocati- 
ou ? which is as much as to fay, let the Magiftrates be la- 
bouring men, and therefore fhould we be Magiftrates. 
Bevis. Thou halt hic it: for there’s no better fign of 
a brave Mind, than a hard Hand. 
Holl, I fee them, [fee them: There’s Befs Son, the 
Tanner of Wingham. 
Bevrs. He fhall have the Skins of our Enemies, to 
make Dogs Leather of. 
Holl. And Dick.the Butcher. 
Bevis, Thenis Sin ftruck down like an Ox, and Ini- 


| quities Throat cut like a Calf. 


Holl, And Smith the Weaver. 
Bevis. Argo, their thred of Life is {pun. 
Hil, Come, come, lets fall in with them. 


Drum,. Enter Cade, Dick Butcher, Smith the Weaver, and 
a Sayer, web infinite numbers, 


Cade. We Fohn Cade,fo term’d of our fuppofed Father. 
But. Orrather of ftealing a Cade of Herrings. ° 

Cade. For our Enemies fhall fall before us, infpired 
with the Spirit of puiting down Kings and Princes. Com- 
mand Silence. ©* === 

But, Silence. 

Cade. My Father was a Mortimer. 

But. He was an honeft Man, anda good Bricklayer. 
Cade. My Mothera Plantagenet. . 

‘But, I knew her well, the was a Midwife. 

Cade. My Wife defcended of the Lacies, 

But. She was indeed a Pedlers Daughter, and fold ma- 


‘| ny Laces, 


Weaver, But now of late, not able to travel with her 
furr’d Pack, fhe wathes Bucks here at home. bs 
Cade, Therefore am I of an Honourable houfe. — 
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But. 1 by my Faith the Field is Honourable, and there 
was he born, under a Hedg: for his Fa:her had hever. a 
Houfe but a Cage. 

Cade. Valiant I am. 

Weaver. A muft needs, for Beggery is valiant, 

Cade. 1am able to endure much. 

But. No queltion of that : for I have fcen him whipt 
three Market days togethér. 

Cade, | fear neither Sword nor Fire. 5 

Weav. He need not fear the Sword, for his Coat is of 
proof. ; 

But. But methinks he fhould ftand in fear of F ire, be- 
ing burnt th the hand for ftealing of Sheep. 

Cade. Be brave then, for your Captain is brave, and 
vows Reformation. There fhall be in England feven 
half penny Loaves fold for a penny: the three hoop’d pot 
fhall have ten hoops, and will make it Felony to:drink 
fall Beer. All the Realm fhall be in Common, and in 
Cheap-fide fhall my Palfrey goto Grafs: and when I am 
King, as King I will be 

“ill, God fave your Majefly. ai 

Cade. | thank you good People. There fhall be no 
Money, all thall eat and drink upon my Score, and I will 
apparel them all in one Livery, that they may agrce like 
Brothers, and worthip me their Lord, == 

But. Vhe firft thing we do, lets kill all the Lawyers. 

Cade. Nay, that‘l’ mean to do. Is not this a lamen- 
table thing, that the’Skin of an innocent Lamb fhould| 
be made Parchment; that Parchment being {cribled o’re, 
fhould undo a Man. Some fay the Bee ftings, but T fay, 
tis Bees wax: for I did but Seal once to a thing,and I was 
never my Own man fince. How now ? Who’s there ? 

Enter a Clerk, 

Weav, The Clerk of Chattam ; he can Write and Read, 
and caft Accompt. 

Cade. O monftron$! 

Weav, We took him fetting Boys Copies. 

Cade, Here’s a Villain. Sa Sa 

Weav, Ha?s a Book in his Pocket with red Letters in’t. 

Cade. Nay then he is a Conjurer. 

. But. Nay, he can make Obligations, and write Court- 
and. 

Cade. 1am forry for’t : The Man is a proper Man of 
mine Honour : uolef$I find him Guilty, he fhall not die. 
Come hither, Sirrah, I muft examine thee : What is’ thy 
Name ? 

Clerk, Emanuel, 

Sut. They ufe to write it on the top of Letters : Twill 
go hard with you. 

Cade. Let me alone : Do’ft thou ufe to write thy Name? 
Or haft thota mark: to thy felf, like am honeft plain 
dealing man ? 

Clerk, Sir, | thank God, 1 have been fo well brought Up } 
that I can write my Name. 

All. He hath confeft, away withhiny: he is a Villain |. 
and a Traytor. 

Cade. Away with him,1 fay: Hang him with his Pen 
and Ink-horn about his Neck. 


[ Exit one with the Clerk, 


Enter Michael. 


Mich, Where is our General ? 
Cade. Here 1 am, thou particular Fellow. Spe ge 
Mich, Fly,fly,fly, Sic Hxmphrey Stafford and his Brother 


fare hard by, with the Kings Forces. 


Cadg. Stand Villain, ftand or Vie fell thee down: he} 
thall be encountred witha Manas good as himfclf. - He 
is buta Kwight, isa? ~~ 

Mich.No. ~ aS : : 

Cade, Toequal him I will make my felf 2 Knight pre- 
fently ; Rife up, Sir Yobn Mortimer, Now have at him. 
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Enter Sir Humphrey Stafford and his Brother, with Drum 
and Souldiers. 


Staf. Rebellous Hinds, the filth and {cum of Kent, 
Mark’d for the Gallows; lay your Weapons down, 
Home to your Cottages: forfake this Groom. 

The King ismerciful if yourevolt. 

Bro, But angry, wrathful, and inclin’d to Blood, 
If you go forward ; therefore yield or die. 

Cade. As for thefe Silken-coated Slaves J pafs not, 
It is toyou good People, thatIfpeak, 

Over whom (in time to come) I hope to reign: 
ForI amrightful Heir unto the Crown. 

Staf. Villain, thy Father was a Plaifferer, 
And thou thy felfa Shearman, art thou not ¢ 

Cade. And Adam was a Gardiner. 

Bro. And what of that ? 

Cade. Marry, this Edmond Mortimer Earl of March, 
married the Duke of Clarence’s Daughter, did he not ? 

Stafford, I Sir. : 

Cade. By her he had two Children at one birth, 

Bro, That’s falfe. 

Cade. 1, there?’s the Queftion, but I fay, ’tis true: 

The elder of them being put to Nurfe, 

Was by a Beggar-woman {toln away, 

And ignorant of his Birthand Parentage, — 
Became a Bricklayer, when he came toage. 

His Son am], deny it if you can. : 

But. Nay, tis too true, therefore he fhall be King. 

Weav. Sir, he made a Chimny in my Fathers Houle, 
and the Bricks are alive at this day to teftify it: therefore 
deny it not. 2 

Staf. And will you credit this bafe Drudges words, 
{peaks he knows not what ? 

All, | marry will we, therefore get yougone. 

Bro. Fack Cade, the D. of York, hath taught you this. | 

Cade. He lies, for I invented it my felf. Go too, Sir- 
rah, tell the King from me: That for his Fathers fake Hen- 
ry the Fifth, (in whofe time Boys went toSpan-counter 
for French Crowns) J am content he fhall Reign, but P’le 
be Protector over him. 

But. And further more we'll have the Lord Says Head, 
for felling the Dukedom of Main.- ; 

_ Cade, And good reafon: for thereby is England maim’d, 
and fain to go with a Staff, but that my puiflance holds 
it up;.Fellow-Kings, I tell you, that Lord Say hath 
| gelded the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch: and 
more than that, hecan {peak French, and therefore he is 
a Traitor. 

Staff. O grofs and miferable ignorance. 

Cade. Nay, anfwer if you can: the Frenchmen are 
our Enemies: go toothen: 1 ask but this, Can he that 
{peaks with the Tongue of an Enemy,bea good Councellor, 
or no? 

All, No, no, and therefore we'll have his Head. 

Bro. Well, feeing gentle words will not prevail, 
Affayl them with the Army of the King. 

Staf. Herauld away, and throughout every Town, 
Proclaim them Traitors that are up with Cade, 

That thofe which flye before the Battel ends, 

May even intheir Wives and Childrens fight, 

Be hang’d up for Example at their Doors: : 
And you that be the Kings Friends follow me. PExit, 

Cade. And you that love the Commons follow me: 
Now fhew your felves Men, ’tis for Liberty. 

We'll not Ieave one Lord, one Gentleman : 

Spare none, but fuchas go in clouted Shoons 
For they are thrifty honeft Men, and fuch 
As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 

But. They are allin order, and march towards us. 

Cade. But thenare we in order, when we are moft out 
oforder. Come march forward. 


that 


—_ 


ey. 


~The S econd part of King Henry the Sixth. 


Alarum to the fight, wherein both the Staffords are. “in | 
Enter Cade and the reff. : 


Cade. Where’s Dick, the Butcher of Afhford ? 
Bur, Here Sir. ‘ Mi 

Cade, They fell before thee like Sheep and Oxen, and ie 
thou behaved’ft thy felf, as if thou hadft been in thine} 
own Slaughter-houfe: Therefore thus I will reward thee | 
the Lent fhall be as long again as it is, and thou fhalt haye| _ 
a Licenfe to kill for a hundred lacking one. es 

But. \ defire no more. ; 

Cade, And to {peak truth, thou deferv’ft nolef, 
This Monument of the Victory will I bear, and the Bo-| ” 
dies fhall be drag’d at my Horfes heels, till Ido cometo| — 
London, where we will have the Mayor’s Sword born be 
fore us. 

But.-lf we mean to thrive, and do 
the Goals, and let out the Prifoners. i 

Cade. Fear not that, | warrant thee. Come lets march 
towards London, [Excune, 


good, break open 


Enter the King with a Supplication, and the a with Suf- 

folks Head, the Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord Say, 
Meet Phe 

Queen. Oft have I heard that Grief foftens theMind, | 

And makes it fearful and degenerate, . 

Think therefore on revenge, and ceafe to weep, 

But who can ceafe to weep, and look on this, 

Here may his Head lye throbbing on my Breft: 

But where’s the Body that I fhould imbrace ? yh 
Buck, What anfwer makes your Grace to the Rebels| 

Supplication ? ae 
King. Vle fend fome Holy Bifhop to intreat : 

For God forbid, fo many fimple Souls 

Should perifh by the Sword. And I my felf, 

Rather than bloody War fhall cut them fhort, 

Will parly with Yack Cade their General. 

But ftay, Ple read it over once again. Es 
Queen, Ah barbarous Villains: Hath this lovely Face, 

Rul’d like a wandring Planet over me, Bes 

“And could it not inforce them to relent, 

That were unworthy to behold the fame ? a 
King. Lord Say, Fack. Cade hath fworn to have thy Hea 
Say. 1, but-1 hope your Highnefs fhall have his. Sy : 
King. How now Madam? 

Still lamenting and mourning for Sufolk?s death ? 

I fear me (Love) if that | had been dead, ae 

Thou would’ft not half have mourn’d fo much for me, 
Qu, No, my Love, I fhould not mourn,but dye for thee. 


Enter a Meffenger. a. 
King. How now? What news? Why com’ft thouil 
fuch haft ? <page 
Nef. The Rebels are in Southwark: Fliemy Lord: | 
Fack Cade proclaims himfelf Lord Adortsmer, a a 
Defcended from the Duke of Clarence?s Houfe, 
And calls your Grace Ufurper openly, 
And vowsto Crown himfelf in Weffminjter, 
His Army isa ragged multitude 
Of Hinds and Peafants, rude and mercilefs : 
Sir Humphrey Stafford, and his Brothers death, - 
Hath given them heart and courage to proceed : 
All Scholars, Lawyers, Courtiers, Gentlemen, 
They call falfe Caterpillars, and intend their death. 
King. O gracelefs Men: they know not what they do. 
Buck, My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth,  —_|_ 
Until a power be rais’d to put them down. te: 
Queen, Ah! werethe Duke of Sufokknowalive) © | 
Thefe Kentifh Rebels fhould be foon appeas'\d. 
King. Lord Say, the Traitorshatethee, = «© © 
Therefore away with us to Killingworth, § 
Say. Somight your Graces perfon be in- danger: Th 
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Foh,. Then we are like to have biting Statutes 
Unlefs his Teeth be pull’d out. : 

Cade. And hence-forward all things thall be in Com- 
mon. 


| The fight of me is odious in their Eyes : 
And therefore in this City will I ftay, 
And live alone as fecret as I may. 


Enter a Meffenger, 

Mef. My Lord, a prize, a prize, here’s the Lord Say, 
which fold the Towns in France, He that made us pay 
one and twenty fifteens and one Shilling to the poynd 
the laft Subfidie. ‘ ase 


Enter another Meffenger. 


Mef. Fack Cade hath gotten London-bridge, 

The Citizens fly him and forfake their Houfes: 

The Rafcal People thirfting after prey 

Joyn with the Traitor, and they joyntly {wear 

To fpoyle the City and your Royal Court. 
Buck. Then linger not, my Lord, away, take Herfe. 
King. Come, Margaret, God our hope will fuccour us. 
Queen. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceas’d. 
King. Farewel, my Lord, truft not to Kentifh Rebels. 
Buck. Truft no body for fear you be betray7d. 
Say. The truft I have is in mine innocence, 

And therefore am I bold and refolute. [ Exeunt. 


Enter George with the Lord Say. 


Cade. Well, he fhall be beheaded for it ten times. 
Ah thou Say, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord, now 
art thou within point-blanck of our Jurifdiction Regal. 
What canft thouanfwer to my Majefty for giving up of 
Normandy unto Monfieur Bafimecu, the Dolphin of 
France? Be it known unto thee by thefe prefents, even 
the prefence of Lord Mortimer, that | am the Befom 
that muft fweep the Court clean of fuch filth as thou 
art: ‘Thou haft moft traiteroutly corrupted the youth of 
the Realm in erecting a Grammar School: and where 
as before, our Fore-fathers had no other Books but the 
Score and the Tally, thou hait caufed Printing to be us?d, 
and contrary to the King, his Crown, and Dignity, thou 
haft built a Paper-Mill. It will be proved to thy Face 
that: thou haft Men about thee, that ufually talk of a 
Noun and a Verb, and fuch abominable words, as no 
Chriftian ear can endure to hear. Thou haft appointed 
Juftices of Peace, to call poor Men before them, about 
matters they were not able to anfwer. Moreover thou 
haft put them in Prifon, and becaufe they could not read, 
thou haft hang’d them, when (indéed) only for that caufe 
they have been moft worthy to live. Thou do’ft ride on 
a foot-cloth, do’ft thou not? 

Say. What of that ? 

Cade, Marry, thou ought’ft not to let thy Horfe wear a 
Cloak, when honefter Men than thou go in their Hofe and 
Doublets. 

Dick, And work in their fhirt too, as my felf for ex- 
ample, that am a Butcher. ae 

Say. You Men of Kent, 

Dick, What fay you of Kent? 

» Say. Nothing but this: *Tis bona terra, mala gens, 
Cade, Away with him, away with him, he fpaks Latin. 
Say. Hear me but fpeak, and bear me where you will : 

Kent in the Commentaries Cefar writ, 

Is term’d the civil’f{t place of all this Ifle : 

Sweet isthe Country, becaufe full of Riches, 

The People Liberal, Valiant, Active, Wealthy, 
Which makes me hope thou art not void of pity. 

I fold not Main, 1 loft not Normandy, 

Yet to recover them would lofe my life: 

Juftice with favour have I always done, 

Prayers and Tears have mov’d me, Gifts could never $ 
When have I ought exacted at your Hands ? 
Kent to maintain, the King, the Realm and you, 
Large gifts have | beftow’d on learn’d Clearks, 
Becaufe my Book preferr’d me tothe King. 

And feeing Ignorance is the curfe of God, 
Knowledge the Wing wherewith we flye to Heaven, 
Unlefs you be pofleft with devilifh Spirits, 

Ye cannot but forbear to mucther me: 

This Tongue hath parlied unto Forraign Kings 

For your behoof. 

Cade. Tut, when ftruck’ft thou one blow in the Field? 

Say. Great Men have reaching hands: oft have I ftruck 
Thofe that I never faw, and ftruck them dead. 

Geo. O monftrous Coward! What, to come behind 
Folks ? 

Say. Thefe Cheeks are pale with watching for your good. 

Cade. Give him a box o’thear, and that will make em 
red‘again. 3 
_ Say. Long fitting to determine poor Mens Caufes ron 

at 


Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower walking. Then enter two 
or three Citizens below. 


Scales. How now? Is Fack Cade flain ? 
1, Cit. No my Lord, nor like tobe flain: 
For they have won the Bridge, 
Killing all thofe that with{tand them: 
The L. Mayor craves aid of your Honour from the Tower 
To defend the City from the Rebels. 
Scales. Such aid as I can fpare you fhall command, 
But I am troubled here with them my felf. 
The Rebels havéaflay’d to win the Tower. 
But get you into Smithfield, and gather Head, 
| And thither will I fend you Adatthew Goff. 
Fight for your King, your Countrey, and your Lives, 
And fo farewel, for 1 muft hence again. [Exennt, 


Eater Jack Cade and the ref, and ftrikes bis Staff on 
London Stone. 


Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City, 
And here fitting upon London-ftone : 
I charge and command, that of the Cities coft 
} The pifling Conduit run nothing but Claret Wine 
The firft year of our Reign. 
And now henceforward it fhall be Treafon for any, 
That calls me other than Lord Adortimer. 
Enter a Souldier runmung. 
Soul. Fack Cade, FackCade. 
Cade. Knock him down there. [They kill him. 
But, if this fellow be wife, he’lhnever call ye FackCade 
more, I think he hatha very. fair warning. ; 
Dick. My Lord, there’s an Army gathered together in 
Smithfield. 
Cade. Comme, then let’s go fight with them: 
But firft, go and fet Lozdon-bridge on Fire, 
Andif you can, burn down the Jower too, 
Come, let’s away. _Exeunt omnes, 


Alarims, Matthew Goff is flain, and all the ref. 
Then enter Jack Cade, with bis Company. 


Cade. So Sits: now go fome and pull down the Savoy : 
Others to the Inns of Court, down with them all. 

But. | have a Suit unto your Lordfhip. 

Cade. Be ita Lordthip, thou fhalt have it for that word. 

But. Onely that the Laws of England may come out of 
your Mouth. 

Fobn. Mafs, *twill be fore Law then, for he was thruft 
in the Mouth with a Spear, and ’tis not whole yet. 

Smith, Nay Fohn, it will be ftinking Law, for his 
breath ftinks with tofted Cheefe. 

Cade, I have thought upon it, it fhall be fo. Away, 
burn all the Records of the Realm, my Mouth fhall be the 
Parliament of England. Sees 


| Dare any be fo bold 


b made me full of Sicknefs and Difeafes. 


> de. Ye fhall have a hempen Caudle then , and the 


help of a Hatchet 
Die. 
Say. 
Cade. Nay, 
even with you. 


| 
| 
| 


Why do’it thou quiver, man ? 

The Palfie, and not Fear provokes me. 

he nodds at us, as who fhould fay, Vle be 
Ple fee if his Head will ftand fteadier on a 

Pole, oro: Take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tell me: wherein have I offended moft ? 

Have L affected Wealth or Honour? Speak. 

Are my Chefts fill’d up with extorted Gold ? 

is my. Apparel Samptuous to behold ? 

Whom have Linjur’d, that ye feek my Death? 

Thefe hands are free from guiltlefs blood-fhedding. 

This Breaft from harbouring foul deceitful thoughts. 

| © let me live. 

|” Cade. 1 feel remérfe in my felf with his words: but 
Ple bridle it : he fhalldye, and be it but for pleading fo 

| well for his Life. Away with him, he ha’s a Familiar 

under his Tongue, he {peaks nota Gods Name. Go, take 
him away I fay, aad ftrike off his Head prefently, and 
then break into his Son in Laws Houle, Sir Fames Cromer, 
and itrike off his Head, and bring,them both upon two 
Poles hither. 

All. Xt fhall be done. 

Say. Ah Country-men 5 if when you ma 
God thould be fo obdurate as your felves : 
How would it fare with your departed Souls ? 

And therefore yet relent, and fave my Life. 

Cade,. Away with him, and do asI command ye: the 
proudeft Peer of the Realm fhall not wear a Head on 
his-Shoulders, unlefs he pay me ttibute: there fhall not 
a Maid:be married, but fhe fhall pay me her Maiden- 
head ere they have it: Men fhall hold of me in Capite. 
And we Charge and Command, that their Wives be as 
free as Heart can wilh, or Tongue can tell. 

_ Dick, My Lord, 
Whien fhall we goto Cheapfide, 
upon our Bills ? 

Cade, Marty prefently. 

All, O brave. 

Enter one *with the Heads, 

Cades-But is not this brave? . 

Let them kifs one another: For they lov’d well 
When they werealive. . Now part them again,e 
Left they confult about the giving up 
Of fome more Towns in France, Souldiers, 
Defer the fpoil of the City until Night ; 
For with thefe borne before us, inftead of Maces, 

| We will ride throngh the Streets, at every Corner 
HavethemkifS. Away. 


| 


ke your Pray’rs, 


and take up Commodities 


Exit. 
Alarum,and Retreat. Enter again Cade,and all his Rabblement. 


Cade. Up Fifh-ftreet, down Saint Adagnes Corner, kill 
and knock down, throw them into Thames. 
; Sound a Parley. 
noife is this I hear ? 
to found Retreat or Parley, 
Whenl command them kill ? 


What 


Enter Buckingham, and gid Clifford. 


Buck, Uhere they be that dare and will difturb thee: 
Know; Cade, we come Ambafladors from the King 
Unto the Commons, whom thou haft mifled, 

And here pronounce free Pardon to them all, 

| That will forfake thee, and go home in peace. 

| Clif. What fay ye, Countrymen, will ye relent 

| And yield toMercy; whiPlt’tis offered you, 
Or let a Rabble lead you to your Deaths. 
Who loves the King, and will imbrace his Pardon, 
Fling ap hisCap, and fay, God fare his Mdayefly ; 
Who hateth him, and honours not his Father, 


’ ! 
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Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he his Weapon at us, and pals by. 
All. God fave the King, God [ave the King. 
Cade. What Buckingham and Clifford, are ye fo br 
And you bafe Pezants, do ye : ; 
be hang’d with your Pardons about your Necks? Hath} 
my Sword therefore broke through Lendon’ gates, that) 
youfhould leave me at the White-hart in Souskmark, 1) 
thought ye would never have given out thefe Armstill] 
you had recovered your ancient Freccecm: but you ere 
all Recreants and Daftards, and delight to live in flavery | 
to the Nobility. Let them break your backs with bur- 
thens, take your Houfes over your Heads, ravifh your} 
Wives and Daughters before your Faces, For me, I will]’ 
make fhift for one, and fo Gods Curfe light upon you all.| 
All, Well follow Cade. “te Bea 
Weill follow Cade. 
Clif. 1s Cade the Son of Henry the Fifth, 
That thug you do exclaim you'll go with him. 
Will he Condudt you through the heart of France, 
And make the meaneft of you Earlsand Dukes ? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to: 
Nor knows he how to live, but by the Spoyl. 
Unlefs by robbing of your Friends, and us. 
Wer’t not afhame, that whilft youlive at jar, 
The fearful French, whom you late vanquifhed 
Should make a ftart o’re Seas, and vanquifh you? | 
Methinks already in this civil broy], 
[fee them Lording it in London ftreets, 
Crying Villiago unto all they meet. 
Better ten thoufand bafe-born Cades mifcarry, 
Than you fhould ftoop unto a French-mans Mercy. 
To France, to France, and get what you have loft; 
Spare England, for it is your Native Coatt : nae! 
Henry hath Mony, you are ftrong and manly : 
God on our fide, doubt not of Victory. 
All, A Clifford, a Clifford, Se 
We'll follow the King and Clifford. : 
Cade. Wasever Feather fo lightly blown to and fro,} 
asthis multitude ? The name of Henry the Fifth, hales them) 
to an hundred mifchiefs, and makes them leave me de- 
folate. Ifee themlay their Heads together to furprize| 
me. My Sword make way for me, for here is no ftaying 
in defpight of the Devils and Hel), have through the ver 
mid{t of you, and Heavens and honour be witnefs, tha 
no want of Refolution in me, but only my Followe 
bafe and ignominious Treafons make me betake me to my | 
Heels. . | LEwt | 
Buck. What, is he fled ? Go fome and follow him. 
And he that brings his Head unto the King, 
Shall have a thoufand Crowns for his reward. 
[Exeunt [ome 
Follow me Souldiers, well devife a mean, 
To reconcile you all unto the King. 


ave £ 3 ah 


of 
[Excunt 0 


Sound Trumpets. Enter King, Queen, and Somerfet on tht) 
Tarras, Petre | 


King: Was ever King that joy’d an Earthly Throne, | 
And could command no more Content thanl? - “ 
No fooner was I crept out of my Cradle, : 

But I was made a King at nine months old: 
Was never fubject long to be a King, 
AsI do long and wihh to be a Subject. 


Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 
Buck; Health and glad tydings to your Majefty.” 4} 
King. Why Buck:ngham,is the Traytor C ade farpria’d Lig 
Or is he but retir’d to make him ftrong. Ree 


i 24) ¢ 


Enter Multitudes with Halters about their Necks. ve | 
; Clif. Heis fled my Lord, and all his powers do yield Les 


belicve him, will you needs} 


And humbly thus with halters on their necks, 
Expect your Highnefs doom of Life or Death. 
King. Then Heaven fet ope thy everlalting gates, 
To entertain my Vows of Thanks and. Praife. 
Souldiers,this day have you redeem’d your lives, 
And fhew’d how well you love your Prince and Country : 
Continue ftill in this fo good a mind. 
And Henry though he be unfortunate, 
Affure your felves will never be unkind: 
And fo with thanks and pardon to you all, 
I do difmifs you to your ieveral Countries, 

All, God fave the King, God fave the King. 


Enter a Mefecnger, 


Mef. Pleafe it your Grace to be advertifed, 
The Duke of York is newly come from Jreland, 
And witha puiflant and mighty Power 
Of Gallow-glaffes and ftout Kerves, 

Is marching hitherward in proud array 

And ftill proclaimeth as he comes aleng, 

His Armies are only to remove from thee 

The Duke of Somer/et, whom he termes a Traitor. 

King. Thus ftands my State, ?twixt Cade and York 

iftreft 

Like to a Ship, that having fcap’d a Tempett, 

Is ftraightway calm’d and, boarded with a Pyrate. 

But now is Cade driven back, his men difpers’d, 

And now.is Tk in Arms to fecond him, 

I pray thee Buckingham go and mect him, 

And ask him what’s the Reafon of thefe Arms: 

Tell him, le fend Duke Eaywnd to the Tower, 

And Somerfet, we will commit thee thither, 

Untill his Army be difmilt from him. 

Somer, My Lord, re 
[le yield my felf to prifon willingly, 

Or unto Death, to do. my Country good. 

King. In any cafe, be not too rough in termes, 

For he is fierce and cannot brook hard Language. 

Buck. 1 will, my Lord, and doubt not fo to deal, 

As all things fhall redound unto your good. 
King. Come Wife, let’s in, and learn to govern better, 
For yet may England curfe my wretchedreign. [Excuat. 


Enter Jack Cade. 


Cade. Fie on Ambition: fie on my felfe, that haue a 
Sword, and yet am ready to famifh Thefe five dayes have 
hid me in thefe Woods, and durft not peep out, for all 


"| the Country is laid for me: But now am [ hungry, that 


if I might have a leafe of my life for a thoufand years, | 
could itay no longer. Wherefore on a Brick wall have 
Iclimb’d into this Garden, to fee if 1 can eat Grafs, or 
pick a Sallet another while, which is not amifs to cool 
amans ftomack this hot weather : and | think this word 
Sallet, was born to do me good ; for many a time but for 
a Sallet, my Brain-pan had been cleft with a brown Bill; 
and many atime when { have been dry, and bravely mar- 
ching, it hath ferv’d me in ftead of a quart pot to drink 
in: and now the word Sadr, mult ferve me to feed on. 


Enter Iden. 


Iden. Lord, who would live turmoyled in the Court, 
And may enjoy fuch quiet walks as thefe, 
This {mall inheritance my Father left me, 
Contenteth me, and worth a Monarchy. 
I feek not to wax great by others warning, 
Or gather wealth I care not with what envy : 
Sufficeth, that 1 have maintains my State, 
And fends the Poor well pleafed from my Gate. 

Cade. Here’s the Lord of the Soil come to feize me 
for a ftray, for entring his Fee-fimple without leave. Ah 
Villain, thou wilt betray me, and get a 1000 Crowns 
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of the King, by carrying my head to him, but Ple make 
thee eat Iron like an Oftridge , and {wallow my Sword 
like a great pin, ere thou and I part. 

Jden. Why rude Companion, whatfoe’re thou be, 

I know thee not, why then fhould | betray thee? 
It not enough to break into my Garden, 

And like a Thief, to come to rob my Grounds: 
Climbing my Walls in fpight of me the Owner, 
But thou wilt brave me with thefe fawcie termes ? 

Cade. Brave thee ? I, by. the beft blood that ever was 
broach’d, and beard thee too. Look on’ me well I have 
cat no meat thefe five dayes, yet come thou and thy five 
men, and if L do not leave you all as dead: as a door nail, 
1 pray God | may never eat grafs more, 

/den, Nay, it {hall ne’re be faid, while England ftands, 
That Alexander Iden an Efguire of Keur, 

Took odds to combate a poor famifh’d man. 
Oppofe thy ftedfaft gazing eyes to mine, 

See if thou canft out-tace me with thy. looks : 
Set Limb to Limb, and thou art far the lefler : 
Thy haadiis but a finger to my fit, 

Thy Lega ftick compared with this Truncheon, 
My Foot hall fight with all the {trength thou haft, 
And if mine Arm be heaved in the Air, 

Thy Grave is digg’d already in the Earth : 

As for. words, whofe greatnefs anfwers words, 
Let this my Sword report what. fpeech forbears. 

Cade. By my valour: the moft compleat Champion 
that ever | heard. Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or cut 
not out the burly bon’d Clown in chines of Beef, e’re 
thou fleep in thy Sheath, I befeech ove on my knees 
thou mayft be turned to. Hobnails, 

Here they Fight. 


OI am flain, Famine and no other hath flain me, let ten 
thoufand Devils come againft me, and give me but the 
ten meals I have loft, and I’de defye themall. Wither 
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do | 
dwell in this houfe, becaufé the unconguered foul of 
Cade is fled. | 

Jden.Is’t Cade that I have flain,that monftruous Traitor ?.| 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed. 
And hang thee o’remy Tomb when Iam Dead. 

Ne’re fhall this Blood be wiped from thy Point, 
But thou fhalt wear it as a Heralds Coat, 
To emblaze the Honour thy Mafter got. 

Cade, Iden farewell, and be proud of thy victory: Tell 
Kent from me, fhe hath loft her beft man, and exhort all 
the World tobe Cowards: for I that never feared any 
am vanquifhed by Famine, not by Valour. [ Dies, 

Jd. How much thou wrong’ft me, Heaven be my Judge ; 
Die damned Wretch, the curfe of her that bare thee : 
And as I thruft thy Body in with my Sword, 
So wilh {, 1 might thruft thy Soul to Hell. 
Hence will | drag thee headlong by the heels 
Unto a Dunghill, which hall be thy Grave, 
And there cut of thy moft ungracions Head, 
Which I will bear in Triumph to the King, 
Leaving thy Trunk for Crows to feed upon, [Exit. 
Enter York , and lis Army of iif, with 

Drum and Colours. 


York. From Ireland thus comes York to claim his Right, 
And pluck the Crown from feeble Henry’s head. 
Ring Bells aloud, burn Bonfires clear and bright, 
To entertain great Englands lawfull King. 


Let them obey that knows not how to Rule. 
This hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 
I cannot give due action to my words, 
Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 

A Scepter fhall it have, have I a Soul, 

On a 5 Ple tofs the Floure-de-Luce of France. ) 
Enter: 


) 
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King. Iden kneel down, rife up @ Knight: 
We ae thee for reward a thoufand Merks, 
And will, that/thou henceforth Hee si us. 

i iftur Iden. May Iden live to merit jucn @ bounty, 
Whom have we here? Buckingham to difturb me ? . May Aegan: 
The King hath fent him facet I mnft diffemble. And never live but true unto his Liege 

Buck, York, if thou meaneft well, I greet the well. Enter Queen and Somerfet. | 
arcthou a Mefenger, or comeof picafire? © | King. See Buckinghem, Same Comes with tH°Quat 

Buck. A Meflenger from Henry, our dread Liege, Go bid her hide him “ae eae ' € pone 

' fon of thefe Aries in peace. Queen. For thoufand Yorks he {hall not hide his Head, 
ao om r i re ie.abib As asd ani P But boldly ftand and front e to his hee 

i Reap ites ie id ee ; York. How now ? Is Somerfer at liberty 7 
Brand ee eer eaauthiettae ? Then York unloofe thy long imprifoned thoughts, 

a fe rs bets thy Force fo near the Court ? tt res si Sonte be be on nat thy Heart. | 
; Shall I endure the tig 77 : . 
es a ae Jing OY ee ees Falfe King, why hait thou broken faith with me, 
ee 4 te 6 is Knowing how hardly I can brook abufe ? 
ee eee eee King did I call thee? no, thou artno King: 
ae eee ndrelges: d mv fury Not fitto Govern, and rule multitudes, : + 
Ce tice ge eet cone Kings ss Which durit not, no nor canft not rule a Traitor. ~~ | 
ar bette : : t | 
iMére like a King, more Kingly in my Thoughts. That Head of thine doth not become a Crown : 


: : Thy hand is made to grafp a Palmers Staff. 
But I muft make fair Weather yet a while, | And not to grace an awful Princely Scepter. 


That Gold muft round engirt the Brows of mine, ~ 

Whofe finile and frown, like Achilles Spear F 

Is able with the change, to kill and cure. 

Here is a Hand to hold a Scepter up, 

And with the fame to aét controlling Laws : 

Give place: by Heaven thou fhalt Rule no more 

O’re him, whom Heaven created. for thy Ruler. 
Som. O f{Monftrous Traitor ! I arreft thee York 

Of Capital Treafon ’gainft the King and Crown : 

Obey audacious Traitor, kneel for Grace. ae 
York. Would?ft have me kneel ? Firft let me ask of thee} 


Enter Buckingham. 


If they can brook ; I bow aknee.to man! 
Sirrah, call in my Sons to be my Bail: a 
I know e’re they will let me go to Ward, ~~ He : 
They?ll pawn their Swords for my enfranchifement. — | 
Queen. Call hither Chford, bid him come amain, | 
he ee oa ean ny ee goes am 
Command my eldeft, nay all my Sons, Yor : oF bt . i bef | Ree: ather. | 
As pledges of my Fealty and Love, ork. oud be pag eapolitan, 
Ple pace a all as willing as 1 live: ae nt of aa eer s bloody Scourge : 
Laid, Goode Hore Arma ay thing ave | 35 fons of Wk, thy Heer hi Bit 
his to ufe, fo Somerfer may dye. That fos 5 S "ll refa fe © Co thole 
2 Buck, Tork, I commend this kind fubmiffion, hat for my Bee a Sage rp hat 
a ¢ : eae are Ente rd and Richard. ae 
yids oe eR eta. arin ba Sce where they come, I’le warrant they'll make it good.| 
Enter King and Attendants, Enter Clifford. : Ave 
S Queen. And here comes Clifford to deny their Bail. 
‘ . Pak deed no harin’to us Cj. Health and all happinefs to the Lord the King. | 
irthcte ecerea aS Arm in Arm? ? York, I thank thee Clif ord. Say, what news with thee? 
York, In:all fubmiffion and humility, Nay, do not fright me with an angry look: ” a 
York. doth prefent himfelf unto your Highnefs. is € ie Raa Clifford, kneel again ; iy 
King. Then what intend thefe Forces thou doft bring ? we | muitaking fo, We pardon thee, Slt 
York. To have the Traitor Somerfet from hence, ‘ if. This is my King, York, I do not miftake, 
And fight againft that monftrous Rebel Cade, ut — miftak’ft_ me ‘much to think I do, 
Whom fince { heard to be difcomfited. To Bedlam with him, is the man grown mad ? Bee 
; King, | Clifford, a Bedlam and ambitious humour J. 
Enter Iden with Cades Head. Makes him oppofe himfelf againft his King. ets | 
Iden. 1€ one fo rude, and of fo mean condition _ Cliff. Heisa Traitor, let him to the Tower, 
May pafs into the prefence of a King: And crop away that factious Pate of his, 
Lo, | prefent your Grace a Traitors Head, Queen, He is arrefted, but will rot obey : : 
The head of Cade, whom I in Combat flew. 2 __| His Son (he fayes ) fhall give their words for him. 
King. The head of Cade? great God! how juftartthou?| York. Will you not, Sons? 
O let me view his Vilage being dead, Edm. 1, Noble Father, if our words will ferve. | 
That living wrought me fuch exceeding trouble. Rich. And if words will not, then our Weapons fhall. } 
Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that flew him ? Clif. Why, what a brood of Traitors have we here? 
Iden, 1 was, an’t like your Majefty. York. Look ina Glafs, and call thy lage fo. 
Kine. How art thou call’d ? And what is thy degree ? | 1am the King, and thou-a falfe-heart Traitor: 
rik Alexander Iden, that’s my name, Call hither to the Stake my two brave Bears, 
A poor Efquire of Kent, thatlove the King. That with the very fhaking of their Chains, 
Merk. So pleafe you my Lord, "twere not amifs They may aftonith thefe fell-lurking Curs: 
He were created Knight for his good fervice. Bid Salisbury and Warwick, come to me. - 
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i. And if thou doft not hide thee from the Bear, 
| Enter the Earls of Warwick and Salisbury. Now when the angry Trumpet founds Alarum, 
And dead Mens cries do fill the empty Air, 

Clif.Are thefethy Bears ? We'll baitthy Bears to death, | Chfford, I fay, come forth and fight with me, 

And manaclethe Bearard in their Chains, Proud Northern Lord, Cliford.of Cumberland 
If thou darft bring them to. the baiting place. Warwick is hoarfe with calling thee to Arms. 

Rich, Oft have feen a hot .o’re-weening Cur Enter York. 
hat 4 Run back and bite, becaufe he. was with-held, War. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot? 
at | Who being fufter’d with the Bears fell paw, Tork, The deadly handed Chiford flew my Steed : 
i | Hath clapt his tail betwixt his legs and cry?d, But match to match I have encountred him, 
Rh | And fach apiece of fervice. will you do, And made a prey for Carrion, Kytes and.Crows; 
oe) | If you fuppofe your felves to match Lord ‘armich. Even ofthe bonny Beaft he lov’d fo well, 

| Clif. Hence heap of Wrath; foul indigefted Lump, Enter Clifford. 

y | As crooked in thy Manners, as thy Shape. | War. Ofonecr both of usthe timeiscome. ; . 
a Tg York. Nay, we fhall heat you thoroughly anon. eee ork. Hold Warwick: feck thee out fome other Chafe, 
Clif. Take heed left by your heat you burn your felves, | For I my felfmufthuntthis Deer todeath, — 
ity \ King. Why Warwick bath thy Knee forgot to bow ? War. Then nobly York, tis for a Crown thou fight - 
| ‘| Old Salisbury, fhame to thy filver Hair, As lintend, ¢ Lifford, to thrive to day, 

If. ‘| Thou mad mifleader of thy Brain-fick Son, It grieves my Soul to leave thee unaflai’d, [Exit, War. 
| What wilt thou-on-thy Death-bed play the Ruffian ? Cluf. What feeft thou in me, York ? 
Im || And feek for. Sorrow with thy Spectacles ? Why doft thon panfe ? ‘ 
m __ || Oh where is Faith ? Oh where is Loyalty ? York, With thy brave bearing fhould I be in love, 
; | [fit be banifi’d from the Frofty head, But that thou art fo faft mine Enemy. 
ter. | Where fhall it find a harbour in the Earth? Chf. Nor fhould thy Prowef$ want praife and efteem. 
9 Of Wilt thou go dig a Grave to find out War, But that tis fhewn ignobly, andin Treafon. 
at And fhame thine Honourable Age with Blood ? York, So letit help me againft thy Sword, 
é Why art thon old, and want?lt experience ? As in Juftice, and true Right expref it. 
| Or wherefore do*ft abufe it, if thou haft it 2 Clif. My Soul and Body on the Action both. 
: | For thame in duty bend thy Knee to me York, A dreadful day, addrefs thee inftantly. 
0 me That bowsanto the Grave with Milky Age. Clif. La fin Corronne les ocvres. [ Dies, 
ber Sal. My Lord,-I have confidered with my felf York, Thus War hath given thee Peace , for thou art 
ee The Title of this moft renowned Duke, till, Peace with hisSoul, Heaven if it be thy will. 
“ro And in my Confcience, do repute:his Grace, Enter young Cliftord. 
The Rightful Heir to Englands Royal Seat. Clif. Shameand Confufion all is on the rout, 
ditt King. Hatt thou not {worn Allegiance unto me ? Fear frames diforder, and diforder wounds 
Sal) tjhave. . Where it fhould guard. O War.thou Son of Hell, 
Kia.Cantt thou difpenfe with Heaven for fach an Oath? | Whom augty Heavens do make their Minifter, 
Sal, It is a great finto {wear unto afin: Throw inthe frozen bofoms of our Part, 
et But greater fin to keep a fin ful Oath : Hot Coals of V engeance. Let no Souldiers flye, 
ny Who can be bound by any folemn Vow He that is truly dedicateto War si 
: To doa murd’rous deed, to Rob aman, Hath no Self-love: nor he that loves himfelf, 
+ | Lo force a fpotlefs Virgins Chatfticy, Hath not eflentially, butby circumftance 
| Toreave the Orphan of his Patrimony, Thenameof Valour. O let the vile World end, 
| fo wring the Widow from her cuftom?d. right, And the premifed Flames of the laft day, 
. And.have no other reafon for his wrong, Knit Earth and Heaven together. 
) ©) | But that ‘he was bound bya folemn Oath? Now let the general Trumpet blow his blaft, 
Qu, A fabtie Traytor needs no Sophitter. Particularities, and petty founds 
King. Call Buckingham, and bid himarm himfelf. Yo ceafe. Was’t thou ordained (O dear Father ) 

’ , York. Call Buckingham, and all the Friends thou haft, | Tolofethy Youth in Peace, and to atchieve : 
al [am refolv’d for Death and Dignity. TheSilver Livery of advifed Age, 

Old Clif. The firft warrant thee,if Dreams prove true. | And in thy Reverence, and thy Chair-days, thus 
the War, You were belt to goto Bed, and dream again, | Yo die in Ruffian Battel ? Even at this fight, 
rd To keep thee from the Tempett of the Field. My heart is turn’d to ftone: and while’tis mine, 

9 Old Clif. 1am refolv’d to bear a greater ftorm, It fhallbe ftony. York, not our old men {pares ; 
(| § Than any thou can{t Conjure up to day: No more willl theit Babes, Tears Virginal, 
: jAnd that le write upon thy Burgonet, Shall be tome, even as the Dew to Fire; 
‘Might I but know thee by thy Houfes Badge. And Beauty, that the Tyrant oft reclaims, 
ns Ware Now by my Fathers Badg, old Nevils Creft, Shall to my flaming Wrath, be Oyland Flax: 
| (The Fampant Bear chain’d to the ragged Staff, Henceforth, If will not have to do with pity, 
ri (This day Ple wear alofi my Burgonet, Meet I an Infant of the Houfe of Tork, 
sf ‘As ona Mountain top, the Cedar fhews, Into. as many gobbits will I cutit, 
| ‘That keeps his Leaves in {pight of any ftorm, As wild 4zde2, young Abjirtis did. 
rf Even fo allt ight thee with the view thereof. Incruelty, will I feek out my Fame. 
. Old Clif. And from thy Burgonet, Ile rend thy Bear, | Come thou new ruin of old Cliffords hou: 
And tread It under foot with all contempt, As did e£neas old Anchifes bear; 
b efpight the Bearard, that protects the Bear. Se bear I thee upon my manly fhoulders : 
_ 16 Clif. And foto Arms vidtorious noble F ather, But then, «4xeasbarea living load ; : 
it To quell the Rcbels, and their Complices. Nothing fo heavy as thefe woes of mine. 
r Rich, Fie, Charity for fhame,” {peak not in fpight, . 
sl For you hall fup with Jefu Chrift to hight. Enter Richard , and Somerfet to fight. 
‘ To, Clif. Foul Stigmatick,thats more than thou canft tell. : 
4 Rich. Vf not in Heaven, you’l furely fup in Hell. [Exeunt, Rich. Solie thou there: 


Enter Warwick. 
| War, Cliford of Cumberland, "tis Warwickcalls: 


For underneath an Ale-houfe paltry figne, 
The Caftle in St. Albans, Somerfet 


@ 
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Hath made the Wizard famous in his Death : That Winter Lyon, who in Rage forgets 
Sword, hold thy temper , Heart, be wrathful ftill : Aged Contufions, and all bruh off time : 
Priefts pray for Enemies, but Princes kill. And like a Gallant in the brow of Youth, 
Fight. Excurfions. Repairs him with occafion. This happy day 
y e : pe sos have we wonone Foot, * 
+ ; If Salisbury be loft. 
Enter King, Queen, and others, Rich. My Noble Father 
Qn. Away my Lord, you are flow, for fhame away. Three times to day I hope him to his Horfe, 
King. Can we out-run the Heavens ? Good Margaret | Three times beftri'd him: Thrice | led him off, 
ay. Perfwaded him from any further Act ‘ 
Qu. What are you made of ? You’! not fight nor flye :| But ftill where danger was, {till there I met him, 
Nowis it Manhood, Wifdom, and Defence, And like rich Hangings in an homely Houfe, 
To give the Enemy way, and to fecure us So was his VVill in his Old feeble Body. 
But what we can, which can no more but flye. But Noble as he is, look where he comes. 
[ Alarum afar, off. 
If you be tane, we then fhould fee the bottom Enter Salisbury. 
Of all our Fortunes: but if we haply {cape, 7 jae 
(As wellwe may, if not through your neglect ) Sal. Now, by my Sword, well haft thou foughttoday:} 


ft 


We fhall to London get, where you are lov’d, | By th’ Mafs fo did we all. 1 thank you Richard, 
And where this breach now in our Fortunes made God knows how long 1t1s I have to live : 
May readily be ftopt. And it hath pleas’d him that three times to day 
You have defended me from Eminent Death. 
_Enter- Clifford. VVell Lords, we have not got that which we have, 
Tis not enough our Foes are this time fled, 
Clif, But that my Hearts on future mi{chief fet, Being oppofites of fuch repairing Nature. 
I would fpeak Blafphemy e’re bid you flye: ; York, 1 know our fafety is tofollow them, 
But flye you mutt : Uncureable difcomfite For (asI hear) the King is fled to London, 
Reigns in the hearts of all our prefent parts. To call a prefent Court of Parliament. 
Away for your relief, and we will live Let us purfue him e’re the V Vrits go forth. 
To fee their Day, and then our Fortune give. What fays Lord Warwick, fhall we after them ? 
Away my Lord, away. ° : Léxeunt.| War. After them! nay, beforethem, ifwe cin: 
; Now by my hand (Lords) ?twasa glorious day. 
Alarum. Retreat. Enter York, Richard; Warwick, and \ Saint Albans battel won by famous Tork, 
Soulders, with Drum and Colours. Shall we be eterniz’d in all Age to come. = 
Sound Drum and Trumpets, and to London all, ie 
York. OF Salisbury, who can report of him, And more fuch days as thefe to us befall. [Excunt.| 


Che third Wart of 
‘KING HENRY VI, _ 
| ‘With the Death of the | | 


DUKE of YORK. 


In 
al Fars 
n Aitus Primus. Scena Prima. . 
b u 
ney 
Alarum, Enter Plantagenet, Edward, Norfolk, Moun-| War. Neither the King, nor he that loves him beft, 
i tague, Warwick, and Souldiers. The proudeit he that holds up Lancafter, 
ind : , Dares itir a Wing, if Warwick thake his Bells. 
j Warwick. Vle plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares : 
Wonder how the King efcap’d our Hands ? Refolve thee Richard, claim the Englifh Crown, 
eft) | Pl. While we purfu’d the Horfemen.of the North, 4 
wed He flily ftole away, and left his Men: Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland, W eftmer- | 
" Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, land, Exeter, and the reff. 
| Whofe Warlike Ears could never brook retreat, 
| Chear?d up the drooping Army, and himfelf. Fen.’ My Lords, look where the fturdy Rebel fits, ~ 
, Lord Clfordand Lord Stafford all a-brealt Even in the Chair of State : belike he means, re 
a } Charg’d our main Battels Front: and breaking in, Back’d by the Power of Warwick, that falfé Peer, 
} Were by the Swords of Common Souldiers flain. To afpire unto the Crown, and Reign as King. 
Edw. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buckingham, Earl of Northumberland, ‘he flew thy Father, ; 
} Is either flain or wounded dangerous. And thine,Lord Cliford,and you have both vow’d revenge 
I cleft his Beaver with adown-right blow : On him, his Sons, his Favourites, and hisFriends, 
} That this istrue (Father) behold his Blood. North. If 1 be not, Heavens be reveng’d on me. 
Mount. And Brother,here’s the Earl of Walsfhires Blood, | . Clifford. The hope thereof makes Clifferd mourn in 
Whom I encountred as the Battels joyn’d. Stiert. 5 jae aa 
Rich. Sp2ak thou for me, and tel! them what I did. Weft. What, hall we faffer this ? Let’s pluck him down, 
Plan, Richard hath beft defery'd of all my Sons : My Heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it, 
But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerfer ? Flenry. Be patient, gentle Earl of We/tnerland. 
— | WNor-Such hope have all the Line of Gohn of Gaunt. Clifford, ' Patience is for Poltroons, and fuch is he : 


Rich. Thus do I hope to thake King Henry’s Head. 
War. And fo do 15. victorious Prince of York. 
| Before J fee thee feated in the Throne, 
| Which now the Houfe of Lancafter ufurps, 
I vow by Heaven, thefe Eyes fhall never clof. 
Thisisthe Palace of the fearful King, 
And this the Regal Seat : poflefs it Yuk, 

For this is thine, and not King Hezry’s Heirs. 
| Plan, Affiit me then, fweet Warwick, and I will, 
For hither we have broken in by force. 

orf. We'll all affift you : he that flies fhall dye. 


He durit not fit there had your Father liv’d, 
My Gracious Lord, here in the Parliament 
Let us allay! the Family of York, 
North. Well haft thou fpoken, Coufin be it {o. 
Finry. Ah, know you not the City favours them, 
And they have Troops of Souldiers at their beck ? 
Weffm. But when the Duke is flain, theyll quickly flye. | 
fenry, Far be the thought of this from Flenry’s Heart. 


To make a Shambles of the Parliament Houfe. 
Coutin of Exeger, Frowns, Words, and Threats, 
Shall be the War that Hexry means to nfe < 


‘il Plant. Vhanks gentle Norfolk, ftay by me my Lords, | Thou Factious Duke of York, defcend my Throne, 
And Souldiers flay and Jodge by me this Night. And kneel for Grace and Mercy at my Feet, 
[They goup. | | am thy Soveraign, 
War. And when the King comes, offir him no violence, York, Tain thine. ; 
Unlefs he feck tothruft you out perforce. Exct. For fhame come down, he made thee. Duke’ of 
Plaat. The Queen this day here holds her Parliament, | York, : “ 
But little thinks we fhafl be of her Counfel, York, It was my Inheritance, as the Earldom was, .- 
By Words or Blows here let us win our right. Exct. Thy Father was a Traytor to the Crown. 
Rich, Arm’d as we are, lets ftay within this Houfe. Warw, Exerer thouart a Traytor to the Crown, 
/ War, The bloody Pattiamerit fhatl this be called, In following this ufurping Heary, 


; UnlefS Phantag ener, Duke of York, be King, Clif Whom fhould he follow, but. his natural King ? 

+} And bathful Hevry dcpos’d, whofe Cowardize War, Trae,Clifford, and that’s Richard Duke of Tork, 
Hath made us by- words to our Enemies. Henry. And thall { ftand, and thou fit inmy Throne ? 

4 Plant. Then leave me not, my Lords be refolute, York, It muft and fhall be fo, content thy felf, x 

|} Mean to take poflzilion of my Right. War. Be Dake of Lancafter, let him be King. { 
Pp Weft, 


————-h 
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| Wejtm. He isboth King and Duke of Lancafter, 


And that the Lord of Weftmerland fhall maintain. 


That we are thofe which 


$ 


| 


War. And Warwick fhall difprove it. You forget, 
chas’d you from the Field, 
And flew your Fathers, and with Colours fpread 
March’d through the City tothe Palace Gates. 

North. Yes, Warwick. | remember it to my grief. 
And by his Soul, thou and thy Houfe fhall rue it. 

Weft. Plantaganet, of thee and thefethy Sons; 
Thy Kinfmen, and thy Friends, ’le have more lives 
Than drops of blood were in my Fathers Veins. 

Chff. Urgeit no more, lealt that inftead of words 

I fend thee, Warmick, fuch a Meflenger, 

As fhall revenge hisdeath, before] ftir. 

War. Poor Clifford, how 1 
Plant. Will you, we fhew our ‘Title to the Crown? 

If not, our Swords fhall plead it in the Field. 
Hen, What Title hait thou, Traitor, to the 

My Father was, as thou art, Duke of York. 

Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer, Earl of March, 

Lam the Son of Henry the Fifth, 

VVho made the Dolphin and the Freach to -{toop, 

And feiz’d upon -their- Towns and Provinces. 

War. Talk not of France, fith thou haft loft it all. 

Henry. The Lord Protector loft it, and not I ; 

V Vien I was Crown’d I was but nine months old. 
Rich. You are old enough now, 

And yet methinks you lofe : 

Father, tear the Crown from the Ufurpers Head. 
Edw. Sweet Father do fo, fet it on your Head. 
Mount. Good Brother, 

As thou lov’ft and honoreft Arms, 

Let’s fight it. out, and not ftand cavelling thus. 


Crown ? 


flye. ‘ 
Plant. Sons, peace... 
Hen. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to fpeak. 
War. Plantagenet hall {peak firlt : Hear him Lords, 
And be you filent and attentive too, 
For he that interrupts him, fhall not live. 
Hen, Think thou that 
VVherein my Grandfire and my Father fat ? 
No: firft fhall VVar unpeople this my Realm, 
I, and their Colours often born in France, 
And now in England, to our hearts great forrow, 
Shall be my V Vinding-fheet, why faint you Lords ? 
My Title’s good, and better far than his. 
War, But prove it, Henry, and thou fhalt be King. 
Hen, Henry the Fourth by Conquelt got the Crown, 
Plant. Twas by Rebellion againft his King. 
Hen, know not what to fay, my Title’s weak : 
Tell me, may not a King adopt an Heir ? 
Plant. V Vhatthen ? 
_ Hen, \f he may, then am I lawful King : 
For Richard, in the view of many Lords, 
Refign’d the Crown to Henry the Fourth, 
V Vhole Heir my Father was, and I am his. 
Plant: He rofe againit him, being his Sovéraign, 
And made him to refign his Crown perforce. 
War. Suppofe, my Lords, he did ic unconftrain’d, 
Think you ’twere prejudicial to his Crown ? 
Exet. No: for he could not fo refign his Crown, 
But that the next Heir fhould fucceed and reign. 
Hew, Arcthou againft us, Dukeof Exerer? 
Exit. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
Plant. VVhy whifper you, my Lords, and anfwer not ? 
Exet, My Confcience tells me, he is lawful King. 
Hen, All will revolt from me, and turn to him. 
North, . Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay’ft, 


Think ‘not, that Hevy fhall be depos’d. 


War. Depos’d he fhall be in defpight of all. 
‘Northumb. ‘Thou art deceiv’d : 


|’ Tis not thy Southern power 


Of Effex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, 


{corn his worthlefs Threats: 


Rich. Sound Drums and T rumpets, and the King will Or live in peace abandon’d and defpis’d. 


will leave my Kingly Throne, 


The third Part of King Henry the Sixth. | 


Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud, 
Can fet the Duke up in defpight of me. 
Clif. King Henry, be thy Title right or wreng, 
Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence: 
May that ground gape, aud {wallow mealive , 
Where I fhall kneel to him that flew my Father. 
Hen, Oh Cliford, how thy words revive my Heart. 
Plant. . Henry of Lancafter, refign thy Crown; 
What mutter you, or what confpire you, Lords ? 
War. Do right unto this Princely Duke of York 
Or I will fill the Howfe with armed men, ; 
And o’re the Chair of State where now he fits, 
Write up his Title with ufarping Blood. 
He -ftamps with his foot, and the Souldiers 
foe themfelues. % 
Hen. My Lord of Warwick, hear me but one word, — 
Let me for this time reign as King. a 
Plant. Confirm the Crown to me, and to mine Heirs, 
And thou fhalt Reign in quiet while thou liv’ft, ; 
Hen, \ am content : Richard Plantagenet 
Enjoy the Kingdom after my deceafe. ; 
Chiff, What wrong is this unto the Prince, your Son? 
War. What good is this to England, and himfelf? 
Weft. Bafe, fearful, and defpairing Hewry, 
Cliff. How haft thou injur’d both thy felt and us? zi 
Wejt. 1 cannot ftay to hear thefe Articles. “tral 
Northumb. Norl. ie 
Chiff, Come Coufin, let us tell the Queen thefeNews, 
Weft, Farewel faint-hearted and degenerate King, 
In whofe cold blood no fpark of honour bides. 
North, Be thou a prey unto the Houfe of Tork, ~ 
And die in Bands, for this unmanly deed. 
Chiff. In dreadful War, mayft thou be 


overcome, | 


War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not. 
Exeter. They feek revenge, and rhererore will not yield} 
Hen, ‘Ah Exeter. “ 
War. Why fhould you figh, my Lord ? ‘+ 
Hen. Not for my felf, Lord Warwick, but my Son, 

Whom I unnaturally fhall difinherit, i, 

But be it as it may : I here entayl ie 

The Crown to thee, andto thine Heirs for ever,” 

Conditionally, that here you take an Oath, ae | 

To ceafe this Civil-war: and whil’ft I live, 

To honour me as thy King and Soveraign : 

Neither by Treafon nor Hoftility, 

To feck to put me down, and Reign thy felf. 
Plant. This Oath! willingly take, and will p 
War. Long live King Henry: Plantagenet embrace 
Hen, And long live thou, and thefe thy forward 
Plant. Now York, and Lancafter are reconcil’d. 

Exet. Accurft be he that feeks to make them foes, 

Sonet. Here they come down, bx 
Plant. Farewel, my gracious Lord, le to my Cal 
War. And Ple keep London with my Souldiers. — 
Norf.. And Ito Norfolk, with my followers. oe 
Mount. And I unto the Sea from whence came. ‘ 
Hen, And| with grief and forrow to the Court. ‘ee 
Enter the Queen. gets 
Exet, Here comes the Queen, 
V Vhofe looks bewray, her anger 
le fteal away. 
Henry, Exeter, fo will 1. 
Queen, Nay, gonot fromme, I will follow thee 
Hen. Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will ftay. 
Queen, VVho can be patient in fuch extreams ? 

A wretched Man, would I had dy’da Maid, 

And never feen thee, never born thee Son, 

Seeing thou haft prov’d fo unnatural a Father. — 
Hath he deferv’d to lofe his Birth-right thus ? 
Hadift thou but lov’d him half fo much as I, + 


| Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 


Or nourifht him, as I did with my blood 5 pet © 
Thou would’ft have left thy deareft Heart-blood seh et 
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Rather than made that favage Duke thine Heir, 

And dif-inherited thineonly Son. 

| Prin, Father, you cannot dif-inherit me : 

If you be King, why should not I fucceed ? . 

| Hen, Pardon me, Margaret, pardon me, fweet Son, 
The Earl of Warwick and the Duke enforc’d me. 


Queen. Enforc’d'thee ? art thou King, and wilt be fore?d? 


I fhame to heat thee fpeak : ah timorous Wretch, 

‘Thou haft undone thy felf, thy Son, and me, 

Avd'givernunto the Houfe of York fach head, 

'As thou fhalt Reign but by their fufferance. 

To entail him and his Heirs unto the Crown, 

What is it, but to. make thy Sepulchre, 

And creep into it far beforethy time ?0« 

Warwick,is Chancellor, -and the Lord of Calice, 

Stern Falgonbridge commands the Narrow Seas, 

The Duke is made Protector of the Realm, 

And yet fhalt thou be fafe ? fuch fafety finds 

The trembling Lamb, invironed with Wolves. 

Had Ibeen there, which ama filly Woman, 
: The Souldiers fhould have'tofs’dme on their Pikes, 
Before I would Have granted to. that Act. 
But thou preferr7it thy life before thine honour. 
And feeing thou do’it, I here divorce my felf, 

Both from thy Fable, Hemry, and thy Bed; 
‘Until that Act of Parliament be repealed, 
_Whereby my Son is dif-inherived. 
| The Northern Lords, that have forfworn thy Colours, 
| Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpread : 
'And fpread they fhall be, to thy foul difgrace, 

And utter ruine of the Houfe of York, 
'Thus dol leave thee : Come Son, let’s away, 
;Our Army is ready, come, we'll after them. 
| Henry, Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me fpeak. 

ucen. Thou haft fpoke too much already: get thee 
Son, Gentle Son Edward, thou wilt ftay with me? 
Queen, 1, to be murther’d by his Enemies. 
- Prin, When | return with victory from the Field, 


‘}iPle feeyour Grace: till then Ple follow her. 


Queen, Come, Son, away, we may not linger thus. 


i 
: Hen, Poor Queen, 


Howlove'to me, and to her Son, 


» Hath made her break out into terms of Rage. 


ee comemney fhe be on that hateful Duke, 


| Whofe haughty Spirit, winged with defire, 


Will coft my Crown, and like an empty Eagle, 
‘Tyre on the Flefh of me, and of my Son. 
'The lofs of thofe three Lords torments my Heart : 
Ple write unto them, and entreat them fair ; 
‘Come, Coufin, you fhall be the Meflenger. 

_ Exet. And! hope fhall reconcile them all. 


ers 


[Exit 
Enter Richard, Edward, amd Mountague. . 


_ Rich. Brother, though I be youngeft, give me leave. 
| Edm, No, | can better play the Orator. 
Moun. But | have reafons {trong and forcible. 


Enter the Duke of York. 


Yor. Why, how now Sons and Brothers, at a {trife? 
hat is your Quarrel ? how began it firft é 
Edw. No Quarrel, but a flight Contention. 
Yor. About what ? 
__ Rich. About that which concerns your Grace and us, 
The Crown of Evgland, Father, which is yours. 
Yor. Mine, Boy? notuntil King Henry be dead. 
Rich. Your Right depends not on his life, or Death, 
Edw, Now you are Heir, therefore enjoy it now : 
By giving the Houfe of Lantafter leave to breathe, 
It will out-run you, Father, in the end. 
Yor. Itook an Oath, that he fhould quietly Reign. 
Edw, But for a Kingdom any Oath may be broken: 
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I would break a thoufand Oaths to Reign one year. 


{worn. 
Yor. I thall be, if 1 claim by open War. 

Richard. Ple. prove the contrary, if yowl. hear me 
fpeak. | 

Yor. Thou canftnot, Son, ’tis impoffible. 

Rich, An Oath is of no moment, being not took 
Before a true and lawful Magiftrate, 

That hath authority over him that {wears. : 
Henry had none, but did ufurp the place. 

Then feeing ’twas:he that made you to depofe, 
Your Oath, my Lord, is vain and frivolous, - 
Therefore to Arms: and, Father, do but think, 
How fweet a thing itis to weara Crown;, 
Within whofe Circuit is Elyfimun, 

And all that Poets feign of Blifs and. Joy. 

Why do we linger thus ?. [cannot reft, 

Until the White Rofe that 1 wear, bedy’d » - 
Even in the luke-warm blood of Henry’s Heart. 

Yor, Richard, enough: (I willbe King, or die. 
Brother, thou fhalt to London prefently, 
And whet on Warwick to this Enterprize. | 
Thou, Richard, thalBd4Duke of Norfolk, 
And tell him privily of our intent. 

You, Edward, hall unto. my Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Keatifh-men will. willingly rife. 
Inthem | truft ; for they are Souldiers, 

Witty, courteous, liberal, fullof Spirit. 

While you are thus employ’d, what refteth more, 
But that I feek occafion how to rife ? 

And yet the King not privy to my drift, 

Nor any of the Houfe of Lancafter. 
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Enter Gabriel. 


But flay, what News? why com*t thou in fuch poft ? 
Gabriel, The Queen, 
With all the Northern Earls and Lords, 
Intend here to befiege youin your Caftle. - 
She is hard by, with twenty thoufand Men: 
And therefore fortifie your hold, my Lord. 
Yor. I, with my Sword. ; 
What? think’{t thou, that we fear them ? 
Edward and Richard, you hall ftay with me, 
My Brother Adontague fhall poft to London, 
Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the reft, 
Whom we have left Protectors of the King, 
With powerful Policy ftrengthen themfelves, 
And truft not fimple Henry, nor his Oaths. 
Moun. Brother, | go: Vle win them, fear it not. 
And thus moft humbly Ido take my leave. 


[ Exit Mountague. 


Cf 


Enter Mortimer, -and_ his Brother. 


Yor. Sir Fohn, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine Uncles, 
You are come to Sandal in a happy hour. 
The Army of the Queen means to befiege us. 
Fobn. She fhall not need, we?ll meet her in the Field. 
Yor, What, with-five thoufand Men ? 
Rich, 1, with five hundred, Father, for a need. 
A Woman’s General ; what fhould we fear ? ; 
y [A march afar off. 
Edw, I hear their Drums: t: 
Let’s fet our Men in order, 
And iflue forth, and bid them Battel ftreight. 
Yor. Five Men to twenty though the odds be great, 
| doubt not, Uncle, of our Victory. 
Many a Rattel have! won in France, 
When as the Enemy hath been ten to one: 
Why fhould I not now have the like fuccefs ? 
Alarum, 


Pp2- 


Richard, No: God forbid, your Grace fhould be for-| | 


a) 


The third part of Kong Henry tle Sixth. 


Enter Rutland and his Tutor. 


Rut. Ah, whither fhall! flye, to cape their hands? 
Ah, Tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes. 
Enter Clifford. ‘ 
Clif. Chaplain, away, thy Priefthood faves thy life, 
As for the Brat of this accurfed Duke, 
Whofe Father flew my Father, he fhall die. 
| Tutor. And I, my Lord, will bear him company. 
Chf. Souldiers, away with him. : 
Tutor, Ah.Cliford, nurther not this innocent Child, 
Left thou be hated both of God and Man. 
' Clif. How-now ? is he dead already ? 
Or isit fear that makes him ¢lofe his Eyes ? 
I’le open them. 
"Rut. So looksthe pent-up Lyon o’re the wretch, 
That trembles under his devouring Paws : 
And fo he walks, infulting o’re- his Prey, 
And fo he comes to rend his Limbs afunder. 
Ah, gentle Cliford, kill me with thy Sword, 
And not with fuch a.cruel threatning look. 
Sweet Clifford, hear me fpeak, before! die : 
‘| am too mean a fubject for thy wrath, 
Be thou reveng’d on Men, and Jet me live: 
| Clif. In vain thow fpeak?ft, poor Boy: 
My Fathersblocd hath ftop’t the paflage 
‘Where thy words fhould enter. seat 
. Rus. Then let my Fathers blood open it again, 
Heisa Man, and; Clifford, cope with him. 
Clif. Had I thy Brethren here, their lives and thine 
‘Were not revenge fufficient for me : 
No, if I dige’d up thy Fore-fathers Graves, 
‘And hung their rotten Coffins up in Chains, 
It could not flake mine ire, nor eafemy heart. 
The fight of any of the Houfe of York, 
Is as a fury'to torment my-Soub : 
And till I root out their accurfed Line, 
And leave not onealive, Plivein Hell. 
Therefore 
Rut. Oh let me pray, before I take my death : 
To thee, I pray, {weet Ciiford, pity me. 
Clif. Such pity as my Rapier’s peint affords. 


Rut. \ never did thee hari’: why: wilt thou flay me? 


cChf. Thy Father hath, 

Rut, But twas e’rel was born. 
Thou haft one Son, for his fake pity me, 
Leaft in revenge ‘thereof; fith God is juit, 
He be as miferably flain as 
Ah, let me live in Prifon all'my-days, 
And whe I give-occafion of offence, 
Then let me die, -for now thow haft no caufe. 


Clif, No'caife? thy Father flew my Father: there- 


fore die. 
Rut. Dii facianelaudis fumma fir ifta tua, 
Clif. Plantagenct, Tcome, Plantagenet. 
Andthis-thy Sons blood cleaving to my Blade, 
Shall ruft upon my Weapon, till thy blood — 
Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe off both. 


Alwum, Enter Richard Duke of York. 


Yor. The Army of the Queen hath got the Field: 
My Uncles both are flain in refcuing me, 
‘And all my followers to the eager Foe 
Turn back, and flye, like Ships before the wind, 
‘Or Lambs purfu’d by hunger-ftarved Wolves. 
My Sons, God knows what hath bechanced them: 
Butthis1 know, they have demean’d themfelves 
‘Like Men born to Renown, by Lifeor Death. 
‘Three times did Richard make-a Lane to me, 
‘And thrice cry’d, Courage, Father, fight it out ‘ 
‘And full as oft came Edwardto my-tide, 
With Purple Faulchion, painted to the Hilt 


L Exit. 


In blood of thofe that had encountred him: sisi 
And when the hardieft Warriers did retire, ib bane 
Richard cry’d, Charge, and give no footof ground, jj 
And cry’d, a Crown, or elfe a glorious Tomby) 4, 
A Scepter or an Earthly Sepulcher. 87 wwikk 

With this we charg’d again: but out alas, . Lig adh 


We bodg’d again; as 1 have feen a Swan,” 2 aid 
| With bootlefs labour fwim againft the Tide,» 5...) 
And fpend her ftrength with overmatching Waves, );. 


| [A fhove Alarum within,» — 
Ahhark, the fatal followers do purfue, 9 padded 

And I am faint, and cannot flye their fury. | fm. 
And were | irons I would not fhun their fury... ~ 
The Sandsare numbred, thar make up my Life, .- 4 


Here muft I flay, and here my Life muit end. ., at 


Enter the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, she. 


Prince and Souldsers, 


Chf. 1, to fach mercy, ashis ruthlefs Arm =) | 
Withdown-right payment, thew’d untomy Father, 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his Carre, morning 
And made an Evening at the Noon-tide Prick, = 

Yur. My Afhes, asthe Phoenix, may bring forth’ 

A Bird, that will revenge upon you all: vides 
And in that hope, | throw mine Eyes to Heaven, 
Scorning what e’re you can inflict. me with. Siqubyt 
Why come you not ? what ? multitudes, and fear? 

Clif. So Cowards fight, when they can flye no furt 
So Doves do peck the Falcons piercing Talons, 

So defperate Thieves, all hopelefs of their lives, 
Bréath out invectives gainft the Officers. 

Yor. OhCliford, but bethink thee once again, 
And in thy thought o’re-run my former-timez>" 5 
And if thou canft, for blufhing, view this Face, .—, 
And bite thy Tongue, that flanders him with Cowardie 
Whofe frown hath made thee faint and flye ¢’rethis, 
Clif. 1 will notbandy with thee word for word,” 
But buckler with thee blows twice two for one. ae 

Queen, Hold, valiant Clifford, for a thoufand:canfes ~ 
I would prolong awhile the Traytors Life : ee: 
Wrath makes himdeaf; fpeak thou, Northumberlamds 

North. Hold Clifford, donot honour him fomuch, 


To prick thy Finger, though to wound his Heart. _ oe 
,What valour were it, whena Curr doth grin, en 
For one to thruft his Hand between his Teeth, oF 
When he might fpurn him with his foot away ? 
It is Wars prize to take all vantages, 
And-ten to one, is no impeach of: Valour. a 
Cif. 1,1, fo ftrivesthe Woodcock with the Gynn. 
North, Sodoth the Cony ftruggle in the Net. 
Yor. So triumph Thieves, upon their conquer’d B 
‘So true Men yield, with Robbers foo’re-matcht. 
North. What would your Grace have done unto himnow 
Queen, Brave Warriors, Clifford and Northwnberlanity 
‘Come make him ftand upon this Mole-hill here, 
That caught at Mountains with out-{tretched Aarms, 
‘Yet parted but the fhadow with his hand. Ss 
‘What, was it you that would be Exglard’s King?’ ey 
‘Was’t you that revell’din our Parliament, akdere 
‘And madea Preachment of your high Defcent? © | 
‘Where are your meisof Sons to back younow?) 9 
The,.wanton Edward, and the luity George ? 
And wherc’s that valiant Crook-back Prodigy, 
Dicky, your Boy, that with his grumbling voyce 
‘Was wont to cheer his Dad in Mutinies 2 ie 


| Or withthe reft, whereis your Darling Rutland? 


Look York, I ftain’d this Napkin with theblood: 
That valiant Ciford, withhis Rapiers point, 
Made ifluefrom thebofomofthe Boy, 
And if thine Eyes can'water for his Death, 


I give thee this to dry thy Cheeks withal. 

Alas poor York, but that I hate thee deadly, 

I fhould lament thy miferable ftate. 

I prithee grieve, to make me merry, York. 

What hath thy fiery Heart fo parcht thine entrails, 
That nota Tear can fall to Rutland’s Death, 


| And{, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus, 

Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may fing and dance. 

Thou would’ft be fee’d, | fee, to make me fport : 

York, cannot {peak, unlefs he wear a Crown. ; 

A Crown for York; and, Lords, bow low to him: 

Hold you his Hands, whilft I do fet it on. 

I marry, Sir, now looks he likea King: 

I, this is he that took King Heary?s Chair, 

And this is he was his adopted Heir. 

} But how isit, that great Plantagenet 

Is Crown?d fo foon, and broke your folemn Oath ? 

As Lbethink me, you fhouldnot be King, 

Till our King Henry had fhook hands with Death. 

And will you pale your head in Henry’s Glory, 

And rob his Temples of the Diadem, 

Now in this Life againft the holy Oath? 

Oh tis a fault too too unpardonable. : 

Off with the Crown, and with the Crown, his Head, 

And whil’ft we breath take time to do him dead. 
Clif. Thatis my Office, for my Fathers fake. 


_ York, She-Wolf of France, 
But worfe than Wolves of France, 


How ill-befeeming is it in thy Sex, 

To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, 

Upon their Woes, ' whom Fortune Captivates ? 
But that thy Face is Vizard-like, unchanging, 
Made impudent with ufe of evil deeds, 


}Lwould allay, proud Queen, to make thee bluhh. 


To teilthee whence thou cam’{t, of whom deriv’d, 
Were fhame enough to fhame thee 


| Wer’t thou not fhamelefs, 


Thy Father bears the type of King of Naples, 

Of both the S:cils, and ferufulem, 

Yet not fo wealthy as an Exglifh Yeoman. 

Hath that poor Monarch taught thee to infult ? 
Itneeds not, nor it boots thee not, proud Queen, 
Unlefs the Adage muft be verify’d, 

That Beggars mounted, run their Horfe to death. 
*Tis Beauty that doth oft make Women proud, 
But God he knows, thy fhare thereof is fmall. 


Tis Vertue that doth make them moft admir’d, 


The contrary doth make thee wondred.at. 


*Tis Government that makes them feem Divine, 


The want thereof makes thee abominable: 
Thou art as oppofite to every good, 

As the Antipodes are unto us, 

Or as the South to the Scptentrion, 

Oh Tigres Heart, wrapt ina Womans Hide, 


‘| How could*ft thou drain the Life-blood of the Child, 


To bid the Father wipe his Eyes withal, 

And yet be feen to bear a Womans Face ? 

Women are foft, mild, pitiful, and flexible 5 

Thou ftern, obdurate, flimty, rough, remorielefs, 
Bidit thou me rage? why now thou haft thy wih. 
Would’tt have me weep ?¢ why now thou haft thy will. 
For raging Wind blows Up inceflant fhowr’s, 

And when the rageallays, the Rain begins. 


-Thefe Tears are my fweet Ruthand’s Obfequies, 


And every drop crics vengeance to his death. 
*Gainit thee, fell Cl: 


That hardly can I check mine Eyes from Pears. * 
York, That Face of his, eee 
The hungry Cannibals would-not have tonebtertse 
Would not have ftain’d the Rofts juft with bloods _ 


: a 


The third Part of King ‘Henry the Sixth. 


Whyart thou patient, Man? thou fhould’{t be mad: 


Quen, Nay ftay, let’s here the Orizons he makes. 


Whofe Tongue more poyfon’s than the Adders Tooth: 


[ford, and thee, faife French-worian. 
Northumb. Befhrcw me, but his Paffions move me fo, 
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But you are more inhumane, more inexorable, 
Oh ten times more than Tigers of Ayreania. 
Sze, rothlefs Queen, a haplefs Fathers Tears < 
This Cloth thou dip’dit in blood of my fweet Boy, 
And I withtears do wath the blood away. 
Keep thou the Napkin, and go boaft of this, 
And if thou tell’ft the heavy ftory right, 
Upon my Soul, the hearers will fhed Tears : 
Yea, even my Foes will fhed faft-falling Tears, 
And fay, alas, it was a piteous deed. ~ 
There take the Crown, and with the Crown, my Curfe, 
And in thy need, fuch comfort come to thee, 
As now I reapat thy too cruel hand, 
Hard-hearted Clifford; take me from the World, 
My Soul to Heaven, my Blood upon your Heads. 
North. Had he been flaughter-man to all my Kin, 
I fhould not for my life but weep with bim, 
To fee how inly forrow gripes his Soul. 
Queen. What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland? 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 
And that will quickly dry thy melting Tears. 
Cliford. Here’s for my Oath, here’s for my Fathers 
Death. 
Queen. And here’s to right our gentle-hearted King. 
Yor. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God. 
My Soul flies through thefe: wounds, to feek out thee. 
Queen. Off with his Head, and fet it on York Gates, 
So York. may over-look the Town of York.’ [Eweunp. 


4A March, Enter Edward, Richard, and their power. 


Edw. I wonder how our Princely Father feap’t : 
Or whether he be fcap’d away, or no, 
From Clifford’s and from Northumberland?s purfuit ? 
Had he been ta’ne, we would have heard the news : 
Had he been {lain, we fhould have heard the news: 
Or had he fcap’t, methinks we fhould have heard 
| The happy tydings of his good efcape. 
How fares my Brother ? why is he fo fad? 
Rich, {cannot joy untill be refoly’d 
Where our right valiant Father is become. 
I faw him in the Battel range about, 
And watcht him how hefingled Ciford forth, 
Me thought he bore him in the thickeft troop, 
As doth a Lyon in a Heard of Neat, 
Oras aBear encompafs’d round with Dogs : 
Who having pinchta few, and made them cry; 
The reft ftand all aloof, and bark at him. 
So far’d our Father with his Enemies, 
So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father : 
Methinks "tis prize enough to be his Son. 
See how the Morning opes her Golden Gates, 
And takes her farewel of the glorious Sun. 
How well refembles it the prime of Youth, 
Trimm’dlike a Yonker, prancing to his Love ? 
Ed. Dazle mine Eyes, or do | fee three Suns ? 
Rich, Three glorious Suns, each one a perfect Sun, 
Not feparated with the racking Clouds, 
But fever’d in a pale clear-fhining Skie, 
See, fee they joyn, embrace, and feem tokifs, 
Asif they vow'd fome League inviolable. 
Now are they but one Lamp, one Light, one Sun: 
In this, the Heaven figures fome event. 
9 Edw. ’Tis wondrous ftrange, 
The like yet never heard of. 
I think it cites us (Brother) to the FieJd, 
That we, the Sons of brave Plantagenet, 
Each one already blazing by our meeds, ; 
Should notwithithftanding joyn our Lights together, 
And over-fhine the Earth, asthis the World. 
What e’re it bodes, hence-forward will I bear 
Upon my Target three fair fhining Suns. 
Rich, Nay, = three Daughters + 
r leave e . 
By your leave, P ak it, a3 = You 
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Enter one blowing. 


But what art thou, whofe heavyLooks foretel 
Some dreadful: Story hanging on thy Tongue ? 
Me]. Ah, one that was:a woful looker on, 
When as the Noble Duke of Yorb was flain, 
Your Princely Father, and my loving Lord. 


Edw. Oh {peak no more, for I have heard too much. 


Rich, Say. how he dy’d, for I will hear it all. 
Meff. Environed he was with many Foes, 
And ftoodagainft them, as the hope of Troy 
Againf the Greeks, that would have entred Z7oy. 
But Hercules himfelf muft yield to odds: 
And many ftroaks, though with a little Axe, 
Hewes down and fells the hardeft-timber?d Oak. 
By many hands your Father was fubdu’d, 
But only flanghter’d by the ireful Arm 
Of unrelenting Clifford, and the Queen : 
Who Crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpight, 
Laugh’d in his face: and when with grief he wept, 
The ruthlefs Queen gave him, to dry his Cheek, 
A-Napkin, fteep’d in the harmlefs blood 
Of {weet young Rutland, by rough Clifford flain : 
And afcer many fcorns, many foul taunts, : 
They took/his Head, and on the Gatesof York, 
They fet the fame, and there it doth remain, 
The faddeft fpectacle that ¢’re I view’d. 

, Edw. Sweet Duke of York. our prop to lean upon, 
Now thou art gone, we have no Staff, no Stay. 
Oh Clifford, boyft’rous Clifford, thou haft. flain 
The flower of Europe, for his Chevalry, 

And treacheroufly haft thou vanquifh’d him, 

For hand to hand he would have vanquifh’d thee. 

Now my Souls Palace is become a Prifon : 

Ah, would fhe break from hence, that this my body 

Might in the Ground be clofed upin reft : 

For never henceforth fhall | joy again : 

Never, oh never fhall 1 fee more joy. 
Rich. 1 cannot weep, for all my Bodies moifture 

Scarce ferves toquench my Furnace-burning Heart : 


Nor can my Tongue unload my Hearts great burthen, 


For felf-fame Wind that I fhould fpeak withall, 
Is kindling Coals that fires up all my Breaft, 


And burns me up with Flames, that Tears would quench. 


To weep, isto make lefs the depth of Grief : 
Tears then for Babes; Blows; and revenge for me. 
Richard, \ bear thy Name, Vle venge thy Death, 
Or die renowned by attempting it. 


Edw. His Name that valiant Duke hath left with thee : 


His Dukedom, and his Chair, with meis left. _ 
Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagles Bird, 

Shew thy defcent, by gazing *gainft the Sun : 

For Chair and Dukedom, Throne and Kingdom fay, 

Either that is thine, ‘or elfe thou wert not his. 


March, Enter Warwick, Marquefs Mountacute, and 
aie ey * their Army, 


War. How now, fair Lords? whatfare? what news 


abroad. 


Rich, Great Lord of Warwick, if we fhould recount 


Our balefulnews, and at each words deliverance 
Stab Poinards in our Flefh, till all were told, 


The words would add more anguifh than the wounds. @ 


O, valiant Lord, the Duke of York is flain. 

Edw. O, Warwick, Warwick, that Plantagenet, 
Which held thee dearly as his Souls Redemption, 
Is by the ftern Lord C/4iford done to Death. 
| War. Ten daysagoldrown’d thefe news in tears, 
And now to add:more meafure to your woes, 

[ come totell you things fith then befaln. 
After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 


Where your brave Father breath’d his lateft Gafp, : 


= 


q 
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Were brought me of your lofs, and his depart. 
Ithen in London, Keeper of the King, 


Mufter’d my Souldiers, gathered Flocks of Friends, aL 
March’d toward St. dlbans, to intercept the Queen, | 


Bearing the King in my behalf along : 

For by my Scouts, I wasadvertifed 

That fhe was coming with a fullintent 

To dath our late Decree in Parliament, 
Touching King Hezry’s Oath, and your Succeffion 
Short Tale to make, we at St. Albans met, 

Our Battels joyn’d and both fides fiercely fought : 
But whether ’twas the coldnefs of the King, 
Who look’d full gently on his War-like Queen, 
That robb’d my Souldiers of their heated Spleen. 
Or whether ’twas report of her Succefs, 

Or more than common fear of Cliffords Rigour 
Who thunders to his Captives, Bloodand Death, 
I cannot judge: but to conclude with truth, 

Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went + 
Our Souldiers like the Night-Owls lazyflight, 
Or like a lazy Threfher witha Flayle, 

Fell gently down, asif they ftruck their Friends, 
I cheer’d them up with Juftice of our Caufe. 
With promife of high Pay, and great Reward 

But all in vain, they had nohearttofight, = = 
And we (in them) no hope towin the Day, | 
Sothat we fled: the King untothe Queen, ve 


In hafte, poft-hafte, are come to joyn with you: 
For in the Marches here we heard you were, 
Making another Head, to fight again. 
Ed. Where is the Duke of 
And when came George from Burgundy to England? 
War. Some {ix miles off the Duke is with the Souldic 
And for your Brother he was lately fent e 
From your kind Aunt, Dutchefs of Burgundy, 
With aid of Souldiers to this needful War. J 
Rich, > Twas odds belike, when valiant Warwick fle 
Oft have I heard his praifes-in purfuit, a 
But ne’re till now, his fcandal of Retire. i 
War. Nor now my fcandal, Richard, doft thou heat 
For thou fhalt know this ftrong right hand of mine, 
Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henry’s Head, 
And wring the awful Scepter from his Fift oe 
Were he as famous, andas bold in War, 
As he is fam’d for Mildnefs, Peace, and Prayer. 
Rich. 1 know it well, Lord Warnick, blame me Hot, 
Tis love I bear thy Glories makes me fpeak. 
But in this troublous time, what?s to be-done ? 
Shall-we go throw away our Coats of Steel, 
And wrap onr Bodies in black mourning Gowns, — 
Numb’ripg our Ave-Maries with our-Beads! 
‘Or fhall we on the Helmets of our Foes, 
Tell our Devotion with revengeful Arms ? 
If for the laft, fay I, andto it Lords. a 
War. Why therefore VVarmick.came to feek y 
And therefore comes my Brother Adountague : 
Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queen, 
With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, — 
And of their Feather many moe proud Birds, 


? 


Have wrought the cafie-melting King, like Wax, - a 


He {wore confent to your Succeffion, 
His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 
And now to London all the Crew are one, 

To fruftrate both his Oath, and what befide 

May make againft the Houfeof Lancafer, 
Their power (I think ) is thirty thoufand ftrong + 
Now, if the help of Norfolk, and my felf, ys 


\ 
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Norfolk, gentle Warwick, | 


| With all the Friends that thoubrave Earl of Aéareh | 
_ | Amongft the loving Welch-men canft procure, a 
| Will bit amount to five and twenty thoufand, a 
| Why Via, to London will we march, . me 
| And once again beftride our foaming Steeds, 


of mir 


The third Part 
And once again cry, Charge upon our Foes, 
But never once again turn back and flye. 
Rich, 1,"now methinks f hear great Warwick fpeak ; 
Ne’re may helive to’ {ee a Sun-fhine dey, 
That cries Retire, if Warwick bid him ftay. 
Rich. LordWarwick, on thy Shouldier will I lean, 
And when thou fail’ft (as God forbid, the hour ) 
Mult Edmard fall, Puieeeperil Heaven forfend. Which 
War, No longer’ Earl of Afarch, but Duke of Yo-k : 
The next Degree, is Englands Royal Throne : 
For King of England fhalt thou be proclaim’d 
In every Burrough as we pafsalong, ‘ 
And he that throws not up his Cap for joy, 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his Head. 
King Edward, valiant Richard Mountague :, 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renown, 
But found the Trumpets,. and about our T’ask. 
Rich. Then Clifford, were thy Heart as hard as Steel, 
As thou haft hewn it Flinty by thy Deeds, 
I cometo pierceit, or to give thee mine. 


‘ Enter a Meffenger. 

War. How now ? what news ? 

Mef, The Duke of Norfolk fends you word by me, 
The Queen iscoming with a puiflant Hofte, — 
And craves your company, for fpeedy Cou nfel. 

War. Why then it forts, brave Warrior's lets away. 


and young Pringe, with Drum and Triampets.. 


Qu. Welcome,my Lord to this brave Town of York, 
Yonder’s the Head-of that Arch-enemy, 
That fought to be encompaft-with your Crown. 
Doth not the Object cheer your Heart, my Lord ? 

K. 1, as the’Rocks cheer them that fear their Wrack, 


Tofee this fight it irks my-very Sonl: 


| With-hold Revenge (dear God) tis not my fault, 


| Nor wittingly have I infring’d my Vow. 


; 
4 
| 


Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much Lenity 
And harmful pity muft be laid afide: 
| Towhom do Lyons cafttheir gentle looks? 


|| Not tothe Beaft that would nfurp their Den. 


~ | Whofe Hand is that the Forreft Bear doth lick ? 


| Not his that fpoylsher young before her Face. 
___ | Who feapes the lurking Serpents mortal fting ? 
| Not he that fets his foot upon her back. / 


| The finalleft Worm will turn, being troden on, 


| And Doves will peck in fafeguard of their Brood. 


| Ambitious Yorkdid level at thy Crown, 


| Thoufmiling, while he knit hisangry Brows. 
He but aDuke, would have his Sona King, 
And raife his iffue like a loving Sire, 
| Thou being a King, bleft witha goodly Son, 
Didft yield confent to disinherit him: 
| Which argued théea oft unloving Father. 
Unreafonable Creatures feed their Young, 
| And though mans Face be fearful totheir Eyes, 
‘| Yet in proteétion of their tender ones, 
‘Who hath not feen them evenwith thof wings, 
Which fometimes they have us’d with fearful flight, 
| Make War with him that climb’d unto their Nett. 
Offering their own lives in their Youngs Defence ? 
For fhame, my Liege, make them your Prefident : 
| Were it not pity that this goodly Boy 
| Should lofe his Birth-right by his Fathers Fault, 
And long hereafterfay unto his Child, 
V Vhat my great Grandfather, and my Grandfire got, 
My carelefs Father fondly gave away. © 
Ah, what afhame were this? look on the Boy, 
Andethis Manly face, which promifeth 
Succefsful Fortune fteal thy melting Heart, 
j fo hold thine own, and leave thine own with him. 


of King Henry the Sixth, 


Edw. Then ftrike up Drums, God and St. George'for us. 


\[ Exceunt omnes. 


Enter the King, the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, 
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~ King. Full wellhath Clifford plaid thé Orator 
Inferring Arguments of mighty Force - 2 
But, Cuifford, tell me, didft thou never hear. “ : 
That things ili got, had ever bad Succefs, ” 
And happy always was it for that Son, 
VVhote Father for his hoording went to Hel! : 
lle leave my Son my vertuous deeds behind, / 
And would my Father had left meno more - 
For all the rett is held at fucha Rate, 
As brings a thoufand fold more care to Keep, 
Than in poffeffion any jot of pleafure, 
Ah Coutin York, would thy belt Friends did know, 
How it doth grieve me that that thy Head ig here. 

Qu. My Lord, cheer up your Spirits, our Foes are nigh, 
And this foft Courage makes your Followers faint: 
You promis’d Knighthood to our forward Son, 
Untheath your Sword, ‘and dub him prefently. 
Edward,‘ kneel down. 

King. Edward Plantagenet, arife a Knight, 

And learn this Leffon, ‘draw thy Sword in right. 

Pain. My gracious Father, by your Kingly leave, 
Ple draw it as apparent to the Crown, . 

And inthat Quarrel ufe it to the death. 3 | 

Clif. Why that is fpoken like a towatd Prince. 

Enter a Me enger, 

‘At. Royal Commanders, be in readinefs, 
For with a Band of thirty thoufand men, 
Comes Warmick backing of the Duke of York, 
And in the Towns as they do march along, 
Proclaims him King, and many flye to him, ) 
Darraign your Battel, they are at hand. 
Clif. Lwould your Highnefs would depart the Field, 
The Queen hath beft fuccefs when you are abfent. 

Qu. 1, good my Lord, and leave usto our F ortune, 

King. Why that’s my Fortunetoo, therefore I’l¢ Bray. 

North, Be it with refolution then to fight. 

Prin, My Royal Father, cheer thefe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thofe that fight in your defence : 
Unfheath your Sword, good Father : cry St. George, 


March, Enter Edward, Warwick, 


Richard, Clarence, 
Norfolk, Mountague, 


and Souldiers. 


Ed. Now perjut’d Henry, wilt thou kneel for Grace 2} 
And fet thy Diadem upon my Head ? ; 
Or bide the Mortal fortune of the Field. 
Qu Go ratethy Minions, proud infulting Boy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms, 
Before thy Soveraign, and thy lawful King ? 
Ed. lam his King, and he fhould bow his knee ; 
I was adopted Heir by his Sonfent. 
Since when, his Oath isbroke: for asl hear, 
You that are King, though he do wear the Crown, 
Have caus’d him by new A‘t of Parliament, 
To blot out me, and put his own Son in. 
Cif. And reafon too: 
Who fhould fucceed the Father, but the Son? 
Rich, Are youthere. Butcher ? O, I cannot fpeak. 
Chf. 1, Crook-back, here I {tand to anfwer thee, 
Orany he, the preudeft of thy fort. 
Rich, Twas you that kild young Rutland,was it not ? 
Cif. 1, and old York, and yet not fatisfied. 
Rich, For Gods fake, Lords, give fignal to the Fight. 
War, What fay?ft thon, Htnry, 
Wilt thow yield the Crown ? ; 
Q.Why how now, long-ton gwdWarwick, dare you {peak? 
When you and Imet at St. Albans Dalton. 
Your Legs did better fervice than yoar hands. ree 
War. Then twas my turn to flye, and now °tis thine. 
Clif. You faid fo much before, arid yet you fled. 
War. Twas not your valour, Cijfford,drove me thence. 
_ Wor, No; nor your Manhood tiaat durft make you fay. 
Rich. Northumberland, 1 holed thee reverently, 
Break off the Parley, for fcarce I can refrain 
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The execution of my big-fwoln Heart 

Upon that Clifford, that cruel Child-killer. 

’ Clif. Uflew thy Father, call’{t thou hima Child ? 
Rich. 1, like a Daftard, and a treacherous Coward, 

Asthou didft kill our tender Brother Rutland, 

But ere Sun fet, 1’le make thee curfe the deed. 


King. Have you done with words (my Lords) and hear 


me fpeak.” 
Queen, Defie them then, or elfe hold clofe thy Lips. 
King. \ prithee give no limits tomy Tongue, 

1 ama King, and priviledg’d to fpeak. 


Clif, My Liege, the wound that bred this meeting here, 


Cannot be cur’d by words, therefore be ftill. 

Rich, Then Execution erunfheath thy Sword: 

By him that made us all, | am refolv’d, 

That Clifford’s Manhood lies upon his Tongue. 

Ed. Say, Henry, hall have my right, or.no: 

A thoufand. Men have broke their Faits to day, 

That ne’re fhall dine, unlefs thou yield the Crown. 

(| War. \f thou deny, their Blood upon thy Head, 

_| For York in juftice puts his Armour on. 
Pr. Ed. \f that be right, which Warwick fays is right, 

There is no wrong, but every thing is right. 

| \Rithlazer? Who evet got thee, there thy Mother ftands, 

| For well I wot,. thou haft thy Mothers Tongue. 

Queen, But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 
But like a foul mifhapen Stigmatick, 
Mark?d by the Dettinies to be avoided, 
As venom Toads, or Lizards dreadful flings, 

Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Enghjb gilt, 
Whofe Father bears the Title ofa King, 

_| (Asif a Channel fh ould be call’d the Sea ) 

Sham’ft thou not, knowing whence thon art extraught, 
To let thy Tongue detect thy bafe-born heart. 

'| «Eat A wifp of Straw were worth a thoufand Crowns, 
To make this fhamelefs Callet know her felf. 

Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, bee 
Although thy Husband may be Azenelaus, 
And tie’re was 4ramemnoms Brother wrong’d 

By that falfe Wonzan, as this King by thee. 

His Father revell’d in the Heart of France, 

And tam’dthe King, and made the Dolphin ftoop : 
And had ffe match’d according to his State, 

He might have kept that glory to this day. 

| But when he teok a Beggar to his Bed, 

And grac’d thy poor Sire with his Bridal day, | 
Even then that’Sun-fhine brew’d a fhowr for him, 

| That wafht his Fathers Fortunes forth of France, 
-And heap’d Sedition on his Crownat home: 

. |For what hath breach?d this tumult but thy pride ?. 
‘Hadft thou been meek, our Title ftill had lept, : 
And we in pity of the Gentle King, 

Had flipt our Claim until another Age. 
Cla. But when we faw our Sunfhine made thy Spring, 
| And that thy Summer bred us no encreafe, 
We fet the Ax to thy ufurping Root: 
And though the edge hath fomething hit our felves, 
Yet know thou, fince we have begun to ftrike, 
Wellnever leave, till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bath’d thee growing with our heated bloods.. 
Ed. Awd in this refolution I defie thee, 
Not willing any longer Conference, 
| Since thou deni‘dft the gentle King to fpcak. 
Sound Trumpets, let our bloody Colours wave, 
And either Victory, or elfe a Grave. 
Qycen. Stay, Edward. ; 
Ed. No, wrangling Woman, we'll no longer ftay. 
Thefe words will coft ten thoufand lives this day. 


‘ 


[Exeunt omnes, 


War. Fore-fpent with toyl, as Runners with a Race, e 


= 


[lay medownia little while to breath: 


The third Part of King Henry the Sixth. 


For ftrokes received, and matty blows-repaid, 


‘| Have robb’d my ftrong knit Sinews of their ftrength, 3 


And fpight of fpight, needs muft I reft a while. 
Enter Edward ruaning. 
Ed. Smile, gentle Heaven, oF ftrike, ungentle death, 
For this world frowns, and Edward’s Sun is clouded, 
¢ War-How now, tay Lord,what hap? what hope of good? 
Enter Clarence. eae 
Cla. Our hapis lofs, our hope but fad depait, 
Our ranks are broke, and ruine follows us. rade 
What Counfel give you? whether fhall we flye 2 | 
Ed, Bootlefsis flight, they follow us with Wings, 
And weak we are, and cannot fhun purfuit. > a 
Enter Richard. Ms 
Rich. Ah Warwick, why haft thou withdrawn thy felf? | 
Thy Brothers blood the thirfty Earth hathdrunk, 
Broach’d with the fteely point of Clifford's Launce :_ 
And in the very pangs of death he cry’d, , 
Like toa diftnal Clangor heard from far, as 
Warwick, revenge; Brother, revengemydeath. 
So underneath the belly of their Steeds, 
That itain’d their Fetlocks in his fmoaking blood 
The Noble Gentleman gave up the Ghoft. 
War. Then let the Earth be drunken with our blood 
Pie kill my Horfe becaufe I will not flye: 
Why ftand we like foft-hearted Women here, 
Wailing our lofles, whiles the Foe doth rage, 
And look upon, as if the Tragedy 
Were plaid in jeft by counterfeiting Actors. 
Here on my Knee, I vow to God above, 
le never pawfe again, never ftand ftill, “1 
Till either death hath clos’d thefeEyesof min¢y | 
Or Fortune given me meafure of revenge. eh 
Ed. O Warwick, I do bend my Knee with thine, 
And in this Vow do Chain my Soul to thine. ‘Cae 
And e’re my Knee rife from the Earths cold Face, | 
I throw my Hands, mine Eyes, my Hearttothee, 
Thou fetter up, and plucker down of Kings, 
Befeeching thee, (if with thy Will it ftands ) 
That to my Foes this body muft be prey, 
Yet that thy Brazen Gates of Heaven may ope, 
And give {weet paflage to my finful Soul. 
Now Lords, take leave until we meet again, 
Where e’re it be, in Heaven, or in the Earth. 
Rich, Brother, 
Give me thy Hand, and gentle Warwick, 
Let me embrace thee in my weary arms: 
I that did never weep, now melt with woe, 
That Winter fhould cut off our Spring-time fo. 
War. Away, away: 
Once more, {weet Lords, farewel. 
Cla, Yet let us altogether to our Troops: 
And give them leave to flye that will not ftay : 
And call them Pillars that will ftand to us: 
And if we thrive, promife them fuch rewards 
As Victors wear at the Olympian Games. YW 
This may plant Courage in their quailing breafts, 
For yet is hope of Life and Victory - hh 
Fore-flow nolonger, make we hence amain. 


Excurfions. Enter Richard and Clifford. i ri é 


Rich. Now Clifford, have fingled thee alone, — 
Suppofe this arm is forthe Duke of York, Be 
And this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 
Wer’t thou environ’d withaBrazen Wall, 
Clif. Now, Richard, 1am with thee here alone, _ 
This is the Hand that ftabb’d thy Father York, 
And this the Hand that flew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here’s the Heart, that triumphs in their death, 


— Alarum. Excurfions, Enter Warwick .__ | Anmdcheers thefe Hands that flew thy Sireand Brothel, 


To execute the like upon thy felf, 
And fo have at thee. sod Ok 
‘They fight, Warwick comes, Clifford fies. ey 


‘Rich. ‘Nay Wacniths fingle out fome other Chace, 
For I my felf will hunt this Wolf to Death. 


Alarun. Enver King Henry alone. 


__ Hen, This Battel fares like to the mornings War, 
When dying Clouds contend with. growing Light, 
What time the Shepherd blowing of his Nails, 
Can neither call it perfect Day, nor Night. 
Now f{waysitthis way, like a mighty Sea, 
Forc’d by the Tide to.combat with the Wind : 
Now {ways it that way, like the telf-fame Sea, 
Fore’d to fetire by fury of the Wind. 
Sometime, the Flood prevails; and then the Wind: 
Now, one thebetter, then another beft ; 
Both.tugging to be Victors, breaft to brealt: 
Yet neither Conquerour, nor conquered, 
So is the equal poize of this fell War. 
Here.on this Mole-hil will I fit me down, 
To whom God will, there be the Victory : 
For Margaret my'Queen, and Clifford too 
Have chid meifrom the Battel; {wearing both, 
They profper beft of all when Lam thence. 
Wouldd were dead, if Gods good will were fo : 
For what is inthis World, but grief and woe ? 
‘Oh God! methinks it were a happy Lift, 


| To beno better than a homely Swain, 


‘To fit upon a Hill, asI do now, - 
‘Tocarve our Dials queintly, point by point, 
‘Thereby to fee the Minutes how they run : 
How many makes the Hour full compleat, 
How many Hours bring about the Day, 

How many dayswiill finifh upthe year, 
How many years a Mortal Man may live. 


When this is known, then to divide the Times: 


many hours muft I-tend my Flock ; 
So many hours mult I take my reft , 
So many hours muft 1 contemplate: 
‘So many hours muft I fport my felf; 
‘So many days my Ewes have been with young : 
So many days ¢’re the poor Fools will Ean : 
Somany years c’re I fhalifheer the Fleece : 
So Minutes, Hours, Days, Months, and Years, 
Paft over to the end they were Created, 


| Would bring white Hairs untoa quiet Grave. 


Ah! what a Life werethis? How fweet , how lovely? 
Gives not the Haw-thorn bufh a fweeter thade 
To Shepherds, looking on their filly Sheep, 
Than dotha rich embroider’d Canepy 
To Kings, that fear their Subjects treachery ? 
Oh yes, it doth, 2 thoufand fold it doth. 
And toconclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 
His cold thin drink out of his Leather Bottle, 
| His wonted fleep, under a freth Trees fhade, 
| All which fecure, and fweetly he enjoys, 


Is far beyond a Princes Delicates : 


‘His Viands fparkling in a Golden Cup, 
s body couched ina curious Bed, 


- When Care, Miftruft, and Treafons waits on him. 


| Alarum. Enter a Son that had kill’d his Father at one door, 


anda Father that had kilPd bes Son at another door. 


Son. Ill blows the wind that jprofits no body, 


| This Man whom handtohand | flew in fight, 


| May be poflefled with fome ftore of Crowns, 

| And I that (haply) take them fromrhim now, 

| May yet (e’re Night) yield both my Life and them 

| To fome Man elfe, as this dead Man doth me. 
Who’s this ? Oh God! it ismy Fathers Face, 
Whom in this Conflict, I (unawares) have kij]’d : 
Oh heavy times! begetting fuch events. 
From London, by the King was I prelt forth, 
My Father being the Earl of Warmick’s Man 


“The third part of King Henry the Sixth, 


[Exeunt. 


| Shed Seas of Tears, 


-| And bloody Steel grafptin their ireful hands, 


Came on the part of York , preft by his Mafter : 

And f, who at his hands receiv’d iny life, 

Have by my hands of life bereaved him, 

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did - 

And pardon, Father, for I knew not thee. 

My Years thall wipe away thefe bloody marks - 

And no more words, till they have flow’d their fil]. 
King. O piteous ipectacle! O bloody Times ! 

Whiles Lyons War, and Battel for their Dens, 

Poor harmelef§ Lambs abide their Enmity. 

Weep, wretched Man, Ple aid thee Tear for Tear, 

And let onr Hearts and Eyes, like Civil War, 

Be blind with Tears,and break o’re-charg’d with Grief. 


Enter Father, bearing of his Son, 


Fa. Thou that fo ftoutly haft refifted me, 
Give me thy Gold, if thou haft any Gold : 
For I have bought it with an hundred blows. 
But let me fee: is this our Foe-man?s Face ? 
Ab, no, no, no, it is my only Son. 
Ah Boy, ifany Life be left in thee, 
Throw up thine Eye; fee, fee, what fhowers arife, 
Blown with the windy Tempett of my Heart. 
Upon thy wounds, that kills mine Eye, and Heart. 


‘O pity God, this miferable Age! 


What Itraiagems? how fell ? how butcherly ? 
Erroneous, Mutinous, and unnatural, 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget ? 
O Boy! thy Father gave thee Life too foon, 
And hath bereft thee of thy Life too late. 

Ki. Woe above woe: grief, more than common grief 
O that my Death would ftay thefe rueful deeds : 
O pity, pity, gentle Heaven, pity. 
The Red Rofe and the White are on his Face, 
The fatal Colours of our {triving Houfes. 
The one%s purple Blood right well refembles, 
The other his pale Cheeks (methinks ) prefenteth: 
Wither one Rofé, and let the other flourih 2 
Ifyou contend, a thoufand Lives muft wither. 

Son, How will my Mother, for a Father?s Death, 
Take on with me, and ne’re be fatisfi?d ? 

Fa. How will my Wife, for flaughter of my Son, 


King. How willthe Country, for the woful chances, 
Mis-think the King, and not be fatisfied ? 

Son. Wasever Son fo rewd a Fathers Death ? 

Fath. Was ever Father fo bemoan’d his Son ? 

Hin, Was ever King fogriev'd for Subjects woe ? 
Much is your Sorrow; mine, ten times fo much. 

Son. Ple bear thee hence, where | may weep my fill. 

Fath. Thefe Arms of mine fhall be thy winding-fheet, 
My heart (fweet Boy) fhall be thy Sepulcher, 
For from my Heart thine Image ne’re fhall go. 
My fighing Breaft fhall be thy Funeral Bell 3 
And fo pbfequious will thy Father be, 
Man, for the Iofs of thee, having no more, hy furrer 
As Priam was for all his valiant Sons, 
Pie bear thee hence, and let them fight that will, 
For | have murthered where I fhould not kill. 

fin, Sad-hearted men, much overgone with Care ; 
Here fitsa King, more woful than you are. 


- Exeter. 


3 


2 7 
and ne’re be fatisfi?d 2 


' af) pwiess 
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[Exit. | 


Alarums, Exgur ions, Enter the Queen, the Prince , | 


Prin, Fly Father, flye : for all your Friendsare fled: 
And Warwick rages like a chafed Bull “a 
Away, for Death doth hold us in purfuit. 


4, Mount you my Lord, towards Barwick, poft aimain : 


Edward and Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, 
Having the fearful flying Aarein fight, 
With fiery Eyes, fparkling for very wrath, 


‘ 
: 


v4 


el 


166 


ne) 


The third part of ‘King Henry the Sixth. 


Are atour backs, and therefore hence amain. 

Exer. Away : for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, ftay not to expoftulate, make {peed, 
Or elfe come after, le away before. 

Hen, Nay, take me with thee, good fweet Exeter : 
Not that I fear to ftay, but love to go 
Whither the Queen intends. Forward, away. [E-xeurt. 


Aloud Alarum. Enter Clifford wounded, 


Clif. Here burns my Candle out ; I, here it dies, 
VVhich whiles it lated, gave King ary light. 
O Lancafter ! \ fear thy overthrow, 

More than my Bodies parting wich my Soul : 

My Loveand Fear glew’d many Fri nds to thee, 
And now I fall. Thy tough Commixtures melt, 
impairing Henry, {trengthning mis-proud Yorks 
And whither flythe Gnats, but to the Sun ? 

And who fhinesnow, but Herry’s Enemies? 

O Phebus! hadit thou never gave confent, 

That Phaeron fhould check thy fiery Steeds, 

Thy burning Carr never had fcorch’d the Earth. 
And Henry, hadft thou fway’d as Kings fhould do, 
Oras thy Father, and his Father did, 

Giving no ground unto the Houfe of York, 

They never then had fprung like Summer Flyes : 

1, and ten thoufand in this lucklefs Realm, 

Had lefc no mourning, Widows for our death, 

And thou thisday, hadft kept thy Chair in peace. 
For what doth.cherifh Weeds, but gentle Air ? 
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ¢ 
Bootlefsare Plaints, and Curelefs are my Wounds? 
No way toflye, nor ftrength to hold out flight : 
The Foe is mercilefS, and will not pity : 

For at their hands I have deferv’d nopity. 

The Air hath got into my deadly Wounds, 

And much effufe of blood doth make me faint : 
Come York, and Richard, Warwick, and the reft, 
[ ftabb’d your Fathers bofoms: Splitmy Breatt. 


Alarum and Retreat. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, 
and Souldiers, Mountague, avd Clarence. 


* Ed. Now breathe we Lords,good Fortune bids us pawfe, 
And fmooth the frownsof War with peaceful looks : 
Some Troops purfue the bloody-minded Queen, — 
That led calm Fienry, though he were a King, 
As doth a Sail fila with a fretting Guft, 
Commandan Argofie to ftemm the Waves: 
But think you: Lords) that Clifford fed with them ? 
War. No, tis impoflible he fhould efcape : 
(For though before hisface I {peak the word) 
Your Brother Rchard mark’d him for the Grave. 
And wherefoe’re he is, he’s furely dead. [Clifford groans. 
Rich. Whofe Soul is that,which takesher heavy leave ? 
A deadly groan, like Life and Deaths departing. 
See who it is. 
Ed. And now the Battel’s ended, 
If Friend or Foe, let him be gently ufed. 
Rich. Revoke that doom of Mercy, fortis Clifford, 
Who not contented that he lopp’d the Branch 
In hewing Rutland, when his leaves put forth, 
But fet hismurth’ring Knife unto the Root, 
Fromiwhence that tender fpray did {weetly fpring, 
[ mean our Princely Father, Duke of York. 
War. From off thé Gates of York fetch down the head, 
Your Fathers Head, which Ciifford placed there : 
Inftead whereof, let his fupply the room, 
Meafure for meafure mult be anfwered. : 
“Ed. Bring forth that fatal Screech-owl to our houfe, 
That nothing fung but Death tous and ours : 
Now death fhall top his difmal threatning found, 
And hisill-boading Tongue, no more fhall fpeak. 
War. 1 think his underftanding is bereft : 


a 
Speak Clifford, doft thou know who fpeaks to thee? | 


Dark cloudy Death o’re-fhades his beams of Life, 
Andhenor fees, nor hears us, what we fay. 
Rich, O would he did, and fo (perhaps) he doth, 

Tis but his policy to counterfeit, ; 

Becaufe he would avoid fuch bitter taunts 

Which in the time of death he gave our Father. 
Cla. Vf fo thou think?ft, 


Vex him with eager words. fon as 


Rich. Clifford, ask Mercy, and obtain no Grace. | "of 
‘04 


Ed. Clifford, repent in bootlefS penitence. 
War. Clifford, devife excufes for thy faults. bs 
Cla. While we devife fell Tortures for thy faults. >’ 
Rich. Thou did’ft love York, and I amSon to York,’ 
Ed. Thou pitied’{t Rutland, I will pity thee. © © 
Cla. Where?s Captain A4argaret, to fence you now? 
War. They mock thee, Clifford, hte 

Swear, as thou waft wont. 
Rich. What, notan Oath? Nay,the World 

When Clifford cannot fpare his Friends an Oath so © 

{ know by that he’s dead, and by my Soul, 4 

if this right hand would buy but two hours life, 

That I (in all defpight) might rail at him, { ya 

This hand fhould chop it off: and with the iffuing blood’ 

Stifle the Villain, whofe unftanched thirft 2860 OTE 

York,, and young Rutland, could not fatisfie. iOF 
War. 1, but he’s dead, Off with the Traytors head, © 

And rear it in the place your Father’s ftands, . 10 

And now to London with triumphant march, . 

There to be Crowned Englana’s Royal King = 

From whence fhall Warmickcut the Sea to France, | 0. 

And ask the Lady Bova for thy Queen: f 

So fhalt thou finew both thefe Lands together, HO 

And having France thy Friend, thou fhalt not dread > 

The featter’d Foe, that hopes to rife again : iN 

For though they cannot greatly fting to hurt, 1 

Yet look to have them buz to offend thine Ears. .» 107 

Firft will I fee the Coronation, Se aeemst 

And then to Britany Vle crofs the Sea, 

To effect this Marriage, fo it pleafe my Lord. : 
Edm. Evenas thou wilt, fweet Warwick, let it bez: of 

For onthy Shoulder do I build my Seat ; 

And never will I undertake the thing 

Wherein thy Counfel and confent is wanting : 

Richard, \ will create thee Duke of Gloceffer, 

And George of Clarence , Warwick as our Self dé 

Shall do, and undo, as himfelf pleafeth beft. wid 
Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of Glofery? 

For Glofter?s Dukedom is too ominous. dT 
War. Tut, that’s a foolifh obfervation : 

Richard, be Duke of Glofter: Now to London, 

To fee thefe honours in poffeffion. 
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Enter Sinklo, and Humphrey, with Crofs-bows in 
hands. 


Ay 
Sin.Under this thick grown brake we'll fhrowd ourfelves:| 
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For through this Laund anon the Deer will come, 
And inthis Covert will we make our Stand, 
Culling the principal ofall the Deer. 
Hum, Vle ftay above the Hill, fo 
Sink, That cannotbe, the noife of thy Crofs-bow, 
Will {care the Herd, and fo my fhoot is loft - Je 
Here ftand we both, and aim we at the beft: 
And for the time fhall not feem tedious, 
le tell thee what befell me on a day, ; 
In this felf-place, where now we mean to ftand. 
Sink, Here comes aman, let’s {tay till he be paft. 
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‘Enter the King with a Prayer-book. 


Hen, From Scotland am] ftoln even of pure love, (-f04 
To greet mine own Land with my wifhful fight: — ‘ 
No Harry, Harry, ?cisno Land of thine, 


: avi % 2 
goes hard, | 
30 | 


fof 


both may fhoot. | ioe 


> 
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} Thy place is fill’d, thy Scepter wrung from thee: 
Thy Balm. waht off wherewith thou walt anointed: 
| No bending Knee will call thee Cz/ar now, 
|No humble Sutors prefs to {peak for right: 
No, not aman comes for redrefs to thee : 
For how can I help them, and not my felf ? 
Sink, 1, here’sa Deer, whofeSkin’s a Keepers Fee: 
This isthe quondam King ; let’s feize upon him. 
Hen, Let me embrace the fower Adverfaries, 
For Wife men fay, it-is the wifeft courfe. 
Hum, Why linger we? Jet us lay hands upon him. 
Sink, Forbeara while, we’llhear a little more. 
Hen, My Queen and Son are gone to France for aid : 


| And (as Lhear) the great Commanding Warwick, 


Isthither gone, tocrave the French King’s Sifter 
gone, g 


| To Wife for Edward. If this news be true, 


Poor Queen, and Son, your labour is but loft: — 
For Warwick is a fubtle Orator : 


| And Lewis, a Prince foon won with nioving words: 
| By this account then Adirgaret may Win him, 


For fhe’s a Womanto be pitied much: 

Her fighs will make a batt’ry inhis Breaft, + 
Her Tears will pierce intoa Marble Heart: | 
The Tyger will be mild, whiles fhe doth mourn’; 
And Nero will be tainted wich remorfe, 

To hear-and fee her plaints, her Brinifh Tears, 
1, but he’s come tobeg, Warwick to give: 


| She on his left fide, craving aid for Henry ? 


He on his right, asking a Wife for Edward. 

She wecps, and fays her Aery is depos’d : 

He files and fays,, his Edward is inftall’d , 

That fhe poor wretch for grief can fpeak no more: 
Whiles Warwick tells his Titl., fincoths the wrong, 
Inferreth Arguments of mighty {trength, 

. And in conclufion wins the King from her, 

With promife of his Sifter, and whatelfe, 


_ § Toftrengthen and fupport King Edwards place. 


O Margaret, thus twill be, and thou (poor foul) 

Art then forfaken, as thou went{t forlorn. ~“ 
Hum, Says what art thou talk ft of Kings. and Queens ? 
King. More than I feem, and lefs than I was born to: 


| Aman at leaft, for lefs [ fhould not be: 


And Men may talk of Kings, and why not 1 ? 
Hum, 1, but thou talk’itasifthou wert a King. — 
King. Why fo lam (in mind) and that’s enough. 
Hum. But ifthou be aKing, where is thy Crown ? 
King. My Crown is in my Heart, and not my Head : 

Not deck’d with Diamonds, and Jvdsa Stones: 

Not to be feen: My Crown is call'd Content, 

A Crown it is that feldom Kings enjoy.: 
Hum. Well, if you bea King Crown?d with Content, 

Your Crown Content, and you, muft be contented 

To goalong withus. For (as we think) 

Youarethe King, King Edward hath depos’d : 

And we his Subjects, {worn in all Allegiance, 

Will apprehend you as his Enemy. 
King. But did you never fwear, and break an Oath. 
Hum, No, never fuch an Oath, nor will not now. 

. K.Wheredid you dwell, when I was King of England? 
Hum, Here in thisCountry, where wenow remain. 

| King, Lwas anointed King at nine Months old, 

My Father, and my Grandtather were Kings : 

| And you were Sworn true Subjects unto me : 


And tell me then, have you not‘broke your Oaths ? 


| Si, No, for we were Subjects,bui while you were a King, 
King. Why ? aml dead? doi not breathe a Man? 

Ah fimple Men, you know not what you \wear : 

‘Look, as blow this Feather from my Face, 

Andas the Air blows it to me again, 

Obeying with my Wind when | do blow, 

And yielding to another when it blows. 

Commanded always by the greater guft : 

Suchis the lightnefs of you common Men, 

Bat donot break your Oath, for of that fin, 
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My wild intreaty fhall not make you guilty. 
Go where you will, the King fhall be commanded 
And be you Kings, command, and I‘le obey. : 

Sink, We are true Subjects to the King, 
King Edward, 

Krng. So would you be again to Henry, 
If he were feated a; King Edward is. 

Sink, We charge you in Gods name and the Kings, 
To go with us unto the Officers. 

King. 1n.Gods name lead, your Kingsname be obey’d, 
And what God will, that let your King perform, 
And what he will, I humbly yield unto. [Exeunt, 


Enter King Edward, Glofter, Clarence, Lady Gray. 


King. Brother of Gloffer, at St. Albans Field 
This Ladies Husband, Sir Richard Grey, wasflain, 
His Land then feiz’d on by the Conqueror, 
Her fuit is now, to repoflefs thofe Lands, 
VVhich we in Juftice cannot well deny, 
Becaufe in quarrel of the Houle of Yor 
The worthy Gentleman did Jofe his Life. 
Rich. Your Highnefs fhal] do well to grant her Suit : 
it were difhonour to deny it her. 
King, \t were nolefs, but yet Ple make a pawfe. 
Rich. Yea, isit fo: 
I fee the Lady hath a thing togrant, 
Before the King will grant her humble Suit. 
Cla. He knows the Game, how true he keeps the wind ? 
Rich, Silence. 2 : 
King. VVidow, we will confider of your futt, 
And come fome other time to know our mind. 
Wid, Right gracious Lord, I cannot brook delay, 
May it pleafe your Highnefs to refolve me now, 
And what your pleafure is, fhall fatisfie me. 
Rich.1 Widow: then Vle warrant you all your Lands, 
And if what pleafes him, fhall pleafe you : 
Fight clofer, or good faith you’ll catch a blow. 
Cla. | fear her not, unlefs the chance to fall. 
Rich. God forbid, for hell take vantages. 
King. How many Children haft thou, Widow ? tell me: 
Cla, [think he means to beg a Child of her. 
Rich, Nay then whip me: he'll rather give her two. 
IVid. Three, my moft gracious Lord. 
Rich. You fhall have four, if you?ll be rul’d by him. 
K:ng. ?Ywere pity they fhould lofe their Fathers Lands, 
- Wid. Be pitiful, dread Lord, and grant it then. 
King. Lords, give us leave, le try this Widows wit. 
Rich. J, good leave have you, for you will have leave, 
Till Youth take leave, and leave you to the Crutch. 
Kwig, Now tell me,Madam, do you love your Children. 
Wid. 1, full as dearly asI Jove my felf. 
King, And would younot do much to do them good. 
Wid. To do them good, I would fuftain fome harm. 
King. Then get your Husbands Lands, to do them good. 
Wid. Therefore | came unto your Majefty. 
King. Vle tell you how thefe Lands are to be got. 
Wid. So thall you bind me to your Highnefs Service. 
King. What Service wilt thou do me, ifI give them? 
Wid. What youcommand, that refts in me to do. 
King. But you will take exceptions to my Boon. 
VV¥id. No, gracious Lord, except Pcannot do it, 
King. 1, but thou can’ft do what I mean to ask. 
Wid. V Vhy then I will do what your Grace commands. 
Rich.He plies her hardjand muchR ain wears the Marble. 
Clar, As red as fire ? nay,then her V Vax will melt. 
Wid. VVhy ftops my Lord ? fhall Inot hear my Task ? 
King. Aneafie Task, “tis but tolovea King. == 
Wid. That’s foon perform’d, becaufe 1 ama Subject. 
King.V Vhy then, thy Husbands Lands I freely give thee. 
Wid. {take my leave with many thoufand thanks. 
Rich, The Match is made, fhe feals it with a Curtfie. 
King. But ftay thee, ’tis the fruits of love 1 mean. 
Wid. The fruitsof Love, | mean, my loving sae 
se ia : ing. 
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King. 1, but fear me in another fence. 
What Love, think’ft thou, I fue fo much to get ? 
Wid.My Love till Death,my humbleThanks,my Prayers, 
That Love which Vertue begs, and Vertue grants. 
Kine. No, by mytroth, 1 did not,mean fuch Love, 
Wid. Why then you mean notasI thought you did. 
King. But now you partly may perceive my mind. 
Wid. My mind willnever grant whatI perceive 
Your Highnefsat, iflaimaright. 
Kine. To tell thee plain, 1 aim to lie with thee. 
Wid. To tell you plain, 1 had rather lye in Prifon. 
King. Why then thou fhalt not have thy Husbands 
Lands. 
Wid. Why then mine Honefty fhall be my Dower, 
For by that lofs.1 willnot purchafe them. se 
Ring. Therein thou wrong’it thy Children mightily. 
Wid. Herein your Highnefs wrongs both them and me : 
But Mighty Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the fadnefs of my Suit: 
Pleafe you difmifs me, either with1, or No. 
King. 1, ifthou wilt fay | to my requeit : 
No, if thou do’ft fay No tomy demand. 
Wid. Then No, my Lord: my Suitis atan end. 
Rich. The Widow likes him not, fhe knits her Brows. 
Clar. He is the blunteft Wooer in Chriftendont. 
Kine. Her looks do argue her repleat with Modefty, 
Her words do fhew her wit incomparable, 
Allher perfections challenge Soveraignty, 
One way or other, fhe is for a King, 
And fhe fhall be my Love, or elfe my Queen. 
Say, that King Edward take thee for his Queen ? 
Wid, ’Tis better faid than done, my gracious Lord: 
I am aSubject fit to jeft withal, 
But far unfittobe aSoveraign. =» Py 
King. Sweet Widow, by my State I {wear to thee, 
I fpeak no more than what my Soul intends, 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my Love. 
Wid. And that is more than I will yield unto: 
I know, 1am too mean to be your Queen, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine. 
King. Youcavil, Widow, I did mean my Queen. 
Wid. ?Twill grieve your Grace, my Sons fhall-call you 
Father. 
King. Nomore, than when my Daughters 
Call thee Mother. : 
Thou art a Widow, and thou haft fome Children, 
And by Gods Mothtr, I being but a Batchelor, — 
Have other ee Why, - CS a happy thing, 
; the Father unto many Sons: 
ae no more, for thoufhaltbemy Queen, 
Rich. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrift. 
Cla. When he was madea Shriver, it was for alhift. 
King. Brothers, you mufe what Chat we two have had. 
Rich. The Widow likes it not, for fhe looks fad. 
King. Yow|d think it ftrange, if I fhould marry her. 
Cla. Towhom, my Lord? 
King. Why Clarence, to my felf. 
Rich. That would be ten days wonder at the lealt. 
Cla. That?s a day longer than a W onder latts. 
Rich. By fo much is the wonder in extreams. 
King. Well, jefton Brothers, I can tell you both, 
Her fuitis granted for her Husbands Lands. 


Enter a Noble man, 


Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Prifoner to your Palace Gate. 
1 Kine. See that he be convey’d unto the Tower : 
1S. 


And go we, Brothers, to the Man that took him, 


| To queftion of his apprehenfion. 
Widow, go you along: Lords ufe her aoe eae 
Manet Richard. 
Rich, 1, Edward will ufe Women honourably. 


sas), 
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Would he were walted, Marrow, Bones, and all, 
That from his Loyns no hopeful Branch may fpring, 
To crofs me from the Golden time I look for ; 
And yet, between my Souls defire, and me, 
The luftful Edmara’s Title buried, 

Is Clarence, Henry, and his Son young Edward 
And all the unlook’d-for Iflue of their Bodies. 

To take their Rooms, e’re I can place my felf: 
Acold premeditation for my purpofe. 

Why then | do bur dream on Soveraignty, 

Like one that ftands upon a Promontory, 

And {pies a far-off fhore, where he would tread, 
Wifhing bis Foot were equal with his Eye, 

And chides theSea, that funders him from thence, 
Saying he'll lade it dry to have his way 

So do | with the Crown, being fo far off, 

And fo | chide the means that keeps from it, 

And fo (I fay ) Ple cut the Canfes off, 

Flattering me with impofiibilities 


* 


My Eye?stoo.quick, my Heart o’re-weens toomuch, |” 


{| Unlefsmy Hand aiid Strength could equal them. 


Well, fay there is no Kingdomthen tor Richard; © 
V Vhat other pleafare can the WVorld afford?) 9) 
Ple make ny Heaven in a Ladies Lap, hs 
And deck my Body in’ gay Ornaments, - oh bred 
And ?witch fweet Ladies with my words and looks!" | 
Oh miferable thought ! and more unlikely, — 7 9 7] 
Than to accomplifh twenty Golden Crowns. 9)” 
V Vhy, Love forfwore me in my Mothers V Vomb: 93 
And for I fhould not deal in her foft Laws, i 
She did corrupt frail Nature with fome Bribe, 

To fhrink mine Arm like a wither’d fhrub, 

To make an envious mountain on my back, 

V Vhere fits Deformity to mock my Body; 

To fhape my Legs of an unequal fize, 

To difproportion me in every part: 

Like toa Chaos, or unlick’d Bear-whelp, 

That carries no impreffion like*the Damm. 

And am I thena Man to belov’d ? 


| Oh monttrous fault, to harbour fucha thought. 


Then fince this Earth affords no Joy to me, 

But tocommand, tocheck, too’re-bear fuch 

As are of better Perfon than my felf - ae | 
P’le make my Heaven, to dream upon the Crown, “= | 
And whiles I live, t’accountthis V Vorid but Hell, © | 
Untill this mis-fhap’d Trunk that bears this Heady ~~ 
Be round impaled with a glorious Crown. 

And yet I know not how to get the Crown, 

For many Lives ftand between me and home: 

And I, like one loft ina thorny V Vood, in 
That rents the Thorns, and is rent with the Thorns, 
Seeking a way, and ftraying from the way, 3 
Not knowing how to find the open air, 

But toyling defperately to find it out, 

Torment my felftocatch the Englifh Crown : 

And from that torment I will free my felf, 

Or hew my way out with a Bloody Axe. 

VVhy | can fmile, and murther whiles I fimile, 


| Andcry, Content, tothat which grieves my Heart, | 4 


And wet my Cheeks with artificial Tears, 
And frame my Face to all occafions. 

le drown more Sailors than the Mermaid fhall, 
Ple flay more gazers than the Bafilisk, 

Ile play the Orator as well as Veftor, 
Deceive more flyly than Uhjffes could, 

And like a Sinon, take another Troy. 

{ can add Colours to the Camelion, 

Change fhapes with Proteus for advantages, 
And fet the murtherous AZatchevil to School. 
CanIdo this, and cannot get a Crown? 
Tut, were it farther off, ?le pluck it down. 


ret, andthe Earl 
again, 


_, Lewis. Fair Queen of England, worthy Margaret, 
Sit down with us: icill befits thy State, 


Mar, No, mighty King of France: now Margaret 
Muft itrike her Sail, and learn awhile to ferve, 
Where Kings command. I was (1 mutt confefs) 
Great Albion’s Queen, in Golden days: 

But now mifchance hath trod my Title down, 

And with difhonour laid me on the Ground, 

Where I muft take like feat unto my Fortune, 

And tomy humble feat conform my felf. 

_Zems. Why fay, 
deep defpair ? 


ie 
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Lewis. ate’re it be, be thon ftill-li 
And fit thee by our fide. 
Yield not thy Neck:to Fortunes yoak, 
But let thy, dauntlefs mind-ftill ride in triumph 
Over all mifchance:’ 
Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief, 
It fhall be eas’d, if France can yield relief. 
Mar. Thofe gracious words 
Revive my drooping thoughts, 
And give my tongue-ty’d forrows leave to fpeak. 
Now therefore be it known to Noble Lewis, 
That Henry, fole pofleflor of my Love, 
Is, ofa King, become a banifh’d Man, 
And forc’d to live in Scotland a Forlorn; 
While ptoud ambitious Edward, Duke of York, 
Ufurps the Regal Title, and the Seat 
£ Englands trueanointed lawful King. 
his is the caufe that I, poor A¢argarer, 
With this my Son Prince Edmard, Henry’s Heir, 
Am come to crave thy juftand lawful aid: 
And if thou fail us, all our hope is done. 
Scotland hath Will to help, but cannot help: 
Our People, and our Peers, are both mis-led, 
Our Treafure feiz’d, our Souldiers put to flight, 
And (as thot feeft ) our felves in heavy plight. 
__ Lew. Renowned Queen, 
With patience calm the Storm, 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 
Mar. The more we ftay, the ftronger grows our Foe. 
Lem, The more! ftay, the more I’le fuccour thee. 
Mar. O, but impatience waiteth on true forrow. 
And fee where comes the breeder of my forrow. 
. Enter Warwick. 
_ Lewis. What’s he approacheth boldly to our prefence ? 
Mar, Our Earl of Warwick, Edwards greateft F riend. 


ke thy felf, 
[Seats her by him 


France? 


[He defcends, 
Mar. 1, now begins a fecond Storm torife, 
For this is he that moves both Wind and Tyde. 
War. From Worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My Lord and Soveraign, and thy vowed Friend, 
Tcome (in Kindnefs, “and unfeigned Love) 
Firft, to do &reetings to thy Royal Perfon, 
And then to cravea League of Amity : 
And laftly, to confirm that Amity 
WithNuptial Knot, if thou vouchfafeto grant 
hat vertudus Lady Bona, thy fair Sifter, 
To Englands King in lawful Marriage. 
Marg. f that go forward, Henry's hope is done. 
ar. And gracious Madam, [Speaking to Bona. 
In our Kings behalf, 


She arifeth, 
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. Flourifh, Enter Lewisthe King, his Sifter Bona , his Aa- 
miral, calPd Bourbon, Prince Edward , Queen Marga- 
of Oxford. Lewis fits, and rifeth up | Hat 


| And Birth, that thou fhould’ft ftand,while Lewis doth fit. 


fair Queen, whence fprings this 


mine Eyes with Tears, 
And ftops oy. Tongue, while Heart is drown’d in Cares, 
h 


. 


Lewis, Welcome brave Warwick, what brings thee to 


Tam commanded, with your leave and favour, 

Humbly to kifs your Hand, and with my Tongue 

To tell the paffion of my Soveraigns Heart ; 

ee Fame, late entring at his heedfal Ears, 

1 plac’d thy Beauties Image, and thy Vertue. 
Mar. King Lemis, and Lady Bona, hear me fpeak, 
Before you anfwer Warwick, His demand 
Springs not from Edmards well-meant honeft Love, 
But from Deceit, bred by N eceflity : 
For how can Tyrants fafely govern home, 

Unlefs abroad they purchate great allyance ? 

To prove him Tyrant, this reafon may fuffice, 

That Avary liveth fill: but were he dead, 

Yet here Prince Edward ftands, King Henrtes Son. 

Look therefore Lenis, that by this Leagne and Marriage 

Thou draw not on thy Danger, and Difhonour : 

For though Ufurpers {way the Rule a while, 

Yet Heavens are juft, and Time fuppreffeth Wrongs. 
War. \njurious Margaret. : 
Edw. And why not, Queen ? 
War, Becaufe thy Father Henry did ufarp, 

And thou no more art Prince, than fhe is Queen. 

Oxf, Then Warmick difanuls great Fohn of Gaunt, 
Which did fubdue the greateft partof Spas; 

And after Fohn of Gaunt, fenry the Fourth, 
Whofe Wifdom was a Mirror to the wifeft : 

And after that wife Prince, Henry the Fifth, 

Who by his Prowefs conquered all France : 

From thefe our Henry lineally defcends, 

War.-Oxford, how haps it in this fmooth Difcourfe, 
You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath loft 
All that, which Henry the Fifth had gotten ; 

Methinks thefe Peers of France fhould {mile at that. 

But for the reft : you tell a Pedigree 

Of threefcore and two years, a filly time 

Tomake prefcription for a Kingdoms worth. 

Oxf. Why Warwick, can thou {peak againft my Liege 
Whom thou obeyd’ft thirty and fix years, 

And not bewray thy Treafon with a bluth ? 

War, Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 

Now buckler falfehood with a Pedigree? 

For fhame leave Henry, and call Edward King. 

Oxf. Callhim my King, by whofe injurious doom 
My elder Brother, the Lord Anbrey Vere 
Was done to death ? and more than fo, my Father, 

Even in the down-fall of his mellow’d years, 

When Nature brought him tothe door of Death ; 

No Warwick, no: while Life upholds this Arm, 

This Arm upholds the Houfe of Lancafter. 

War, And I the Houfe of York, 

Lew. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, 
Vouchfafe at our requeft, to ftand afide, 
While I ufe farther Conference with Warwick, 

They ftand aloof, 

Mar. Heavens grant, that Warwicks words bewitch 
him not. 

Lew. Now Warwick, tell me even upon thy Confcience, 
ls Edward your true King ? for I were loath 
To link with him, that were not lawful chofen. 

War. hereon I pawn my Credit, and mine Honour 

Lew. But is he gracious in the Peoples Eyes ? 

War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate. 

Lew, Then farther : all diflembling fet afide, 
Tell me for truth, the meafure of his love 
Unto our Sifter Bona, 

War. Such it feems, 

As may befeem aMonarch like himfelf, 

My (elf have often heard him fay, and {wear, 

That this his Love was an exterrial Plant, 

W hereof the Root was fix’d in Vertues ground, 

The Leaves and Fruit maintain’d with Beauties Sun, 

Exempt from Envy, but not from difdain, 

Unlefs the Lady Bona quit his pain: 

Lew. Now Sifter, let us hear your firm refolve. 
Qq 


and Oxford 


Bona, }- 
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Bona. Your grant, or your den fall be mine, 
Vet Iconfefs, that often e’re thisday, — [Speaks to War. 
When | have heard your Kings defert recounted, 
Mine Ear hath tempted judgment to defire. 

Lew. Then Warwick, this: 

Our Sifter fhall be Edwards. 

And now forthwith fhall Articles be drawn : 

Touching the Joynture that your King muft make, 

Which with her Dowry fhall be counterpoys’d : 

Draw near, Queen A4argaret, and bea witnefs, 

That Bona {hall be Wife to the Exglifh King. : 
Prin, Edy. To Edward, but not to the Englifh King. 
Mare. Deceitful Warwick, it was thy device, 

By this alliance tomake void my Suit, 

Before thy coming, Lewis was Henries Friend. 

Lew, And ftillis Friend to him, and AZsrgarer, 

But if your Title to the Crown be weak, 

As may appear by Edwards good fuccels : 

Then "tis but reafon, that I be releas’d 

From giving aid, which late] promufed. 

Yet fhall you have all kindnefs at my hand, 

That your Eftate requires, and minecan yield. 
War. Henry now lives in Scotland, at his eafe ; 

Where having nothings nothing can he lofe. 

And as for you your felf (our quondam Queen) 

You have a Father able to maintain you, 

And better ’cwere, youtroubled him, than France. 

Mar. Peace impudent and fhamelefs Warwick, peace, 
Proud fetter up, and'puller down of Kings, 

I will not hence, till-with my Talk and Tears 

(Both full of Truth) 1 make King Lewis behold 

Thy fly conveyance, and thy Lords falfe love. wig 

apices [Pot blowing a horn within. 

For both of you are Birds of felf-fame Feather. 

Lew. Warwick, thisis fome Poft to us, or thee. 

144 Enter a Poft. 

Poft.. My Lord Ambaflador, ‘ 
Thefe Letters are for you. [Speaks to Warwick. 
Sent from your Brother Marquefs Aéountague. 
Thefe from our-King, unto your Majefty, 
And Madam, thefe for you, = 
From whom, ~b know not. 

ae They all read their Letrers, : ‘ 

Oxf. I like it well, that our fair Queen and Miftrefs, 

Smiles at her news, while Warwick, frowns at his. 

Prin. Edw. Nay mark how Lewis ftamps as he were 
netled. 1 hop2, -all’s for the bett. 

Lew. Warwick, what are thy News ? 

And yours, fair Qneen ? : - 
Mer. Mine fach, as fills my heart with unhop’d joys. 
War. Mine full of forrow, and hearts difcontent. 

Lew. What? has your King Married the Lady Gray? 
And now to footh your Forgery, and his, : 
Sends me a Paper to perfwade me Patience ? 

In th? Alliancethat he feeks with France , ; 

Dare he prefume to fcorn us in this manner : 

Mar. \ told your Majefty as much before : 

This proveth Edwards Love, and Warwicks Honefty. 

War. King Lems, | here protelt in fight of Heaven, 
And-by the hope I have of Heavenly blifs, 
ThatI am clear from this mifdeed of Edmards , 

No more my King, for he difhonours me, 

But moft himfelf, if he could fee his thame. 

Did I forget, that by the houfe of Fark. 

| My Father came untimely to his Death ¢ : 

Did I let pafs th’ abufe done to my Niece f 

| Did | impale him with the Regal said 

Did I put Henry from his Native Right ! - 

~ | And am I guerdon’d at the laft, with Shame ‘ 

Shame on himfelf, for my Defert is Honour. 

And torepair my Honour loft for him, — 

| [here renounce him, and return to Airy. 

_| My Noble Queen, let former grudges pafs, , 

And henceforthd ani thy true Servitour : 


[To Lewis. 
[To Margaret. 


I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 
And replant Heery in his former ftate. 
Mar, Warwick, 
Thefe words have turn’d my Hate to Love, 
And I forgive, and quite forget old faults, 
And joy that thou becom’ft King Henries Friend? 
War, Somuch his Friend, I, his unfeigned Frien 
That if King Lewis vouchfafe to furnifh us 
With fome few Bands of chofen Souldiers, 
le undertake to Land them on our Coaft, 
And force the Tyrant from his Seat by War. 
’Tis not his new-made Bride fhall fuccour him, 
And as for Clarence, as my Letters tell me, 
He’s very likely now to fall from him, , ee 
For matching more for wanton Luft, than Honour; = | 
Or than for itrength and fafety of our Country, J 
Bona. Dear Brother, how hall Bona be reveng’d, 
But by thy help to this diftrefled Queen ? ve 
Mar, Renowned Prince, how fhall. poor Henry 
Unlefs thou refcue him from foul defpair ? , 
Bona, My quarrel, atid this Englifh Queensareone. — 
War. And mine, fair Lady Bona, joyns with yours: 
Lew, And mine, with hers, and thine, and’ 
Therefore at laft, I firmly am refolv’d . 
You fhall have aid. 
Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all, at once 
Lew. Then Englands Meflenger, return in Po 
And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King, 
That Lemis of France, is fending over Maskers’ 

To revel it withhim, and his new Bride. x 
Thou feelt what’s paft, go fear thy King withall, 
Bona. Tell him, in hopes he?ll prove a Widower fhe 
] wear the Willow Garland for his fake. Gi 

Mar. Tell him, my mourning weeds are laid alide, 
AndIam ready to put Armoron, = a 
War. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore I’le un-Crown him, er’t belong. =} 
There’sthy reward, be gone. LE xit Py 
Lew. But Warwick, ; = 
Thou and Oxford, with five thoufand men he 
Shall crofs the Seas, and bid falfe Edward Battel: 
And as occafion ferves, this Noble Qucen a 
And Prince, fhall follow with a frefh fupply, 
Yete’re thou go, but anfwer me one doubt : 
What Pledge have we of thy firm Loyalty ? 
War, This thall affure my conftant Loyalty, 
That if our Queen, and this young Prince agree} 
Ple joyn my eldeft Daughter, and my Joy, 
Tohim forthwith, in holy Wedlock bands. © 
Mar. Yes, \ agree, and thank you for your Moti 
Son Edward, fhe is Fair and Vertuous, 
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick, 
And with thy Hand, thy Faith irrevocable, 
That only Warmick’s Daughter fhall be thine. 
Prin, Ed. Yes, \ accept her, for fhe well defery 
And here to pledg my Vow, I give my hand. 
. [He gives his handto Wart 
Lem, Why ftay we now ? thefe Souldiers fhall be levied 
And thou Lord Bourbon, our High Admiral ae 
Shalt waft them over with our Royal Fleet. 
I long till Edward fall by Wars mifchance, 
For mocking Marriage witha Dame of France. 
[Exeunt. Maner Warwi 
War. \ came from Edward as Ambaflador, 
But I Sey his fworn and mortal Foe : as! 
Matters of Marriage was thecharge he gaveme, 
But dreadful War fhall anfwer ad a as 
Had he noneelfe to make a ftale but me ? 
Then none but I, fhall turn his Jeft to Sorrows 
I was the Chief that rais’d him to the Crown, 
And P’le be chiefto bring him down again: 
Not that I pity Henries mifery, 
But feek Revengeon Edwards mockery. 
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| Enter Richard, Clarence, Somerfet, azd Mountague. 


Rich, Now tell me Brother Clarence, what think you 
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Gray ° 
Hath not our Brother made a worthy choice ? 

Clar. Alas, you know, ’tis far from hence to France, 
How could he ftay till Warwick made return ? 

Som.My Lords, forbear this talk ; here comes the King. 


| Flourifh. Enter King Edward , Lady Gray, Pembrook, 


Stafford, Haftings: four frand on one fide, and four on 
the other. 


Rich. And his well-chofen Bride. : 
Clar. mind to tell him plainly what I think.. 
King. Now Brother of Clarence, 


That you ftand penfive, as half malecontent ? 
Clar. As well as Lewis of France, 
Or the Earl of Warwick , 
Which are fo weak of Courage, and in Judgment, 
That they’! take no offence at our abufe. 
King, Suppofe they take offence without a caufe : 
They are but Lewis and Warwick, 1 am Edward, 


—VYour King and Warwicks, and muft have my will. 


Rich, And fhall have your will, becaufe our King ¢ 
Yet hafty Marriage feldom proveth well. 
King. Yes,Brother Richard, are you offended too ? 
Rich, NotI: no: 
God forbid, that I fhould wifh them fever’d, 
Whom God hath joyn’d together. 
I, and twere pity, to funder thems 
| That yoak fo well together. ‘fs 
|. King. Setting your fcorns, and your miflike afide, 


- } Tellme fome Reafon, why the Lady Gray 

} Should not become my Wife, and Englands Queen? 
“}.And you too, Somerfer and Adountague, 

- }Speak freely what you think. 


Clar. Then this is my opinion : 
That King Lewis becomes your Enemy, 


|For mocking him about the Marriage 
| Of the Lady Bona, 


_ Rich, And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge, 
| Is now difhonoured by this new Marriage. 

King. What, if both Lewis and W arwick be appeas’d, 
By fuch invention as I can devife ? 

Mount . Yet tohave joyn’d with France, in fuch alliance, 


-} Would more have ftrength’ned this our Common-wealth, 


’Gainft forreign ftorms, than any home-bred Marriage. 
| Haft.Why, knows not Adountague, that of it {lf , 


| England is fafe, if true within it felf? 


Moun. Yes,but the fafer, when ’tis back’d with France, 
| Aaf. ?Tisbetter ufing France, than trufting France. 
Let us be back’d with God, and with the Seas, 


. | Which he hath giv’n for fence impregnable, 
,_ | And with their helps only defend our felves : 


In them, and in our felves, our fafety lies. 


— F Cla, Foe this one {peech, Lord Haflings well. deferves 


To have the Heir of the Lord Hungerford. 

King. 1, what of that ? it was my will, and grant, 
And forthisonce, my Wiil fhall ftand for Law. 

Rich. And yet methinks, your Grace hath not done well 
To give the Heir and Daughter of Lord Scales 


= | Unto the Brother of your loving Bride - 


_| She better would have fitted me or Clarence : 

But in your Bride you bury Brotherhood. 

| Cla. Or elfe you would not have beftow’d the Heir 
Of the Lord Bovvill on your new Wives Son, 

And leave your Brothers to go fpeed elfewhere. 
King. Alas, poor Clarence: isit for a Wife 


_ | That thou art malecontent ? I will proyide thee. 
Cla, In chufing for your felf, Zs 
You fhew’d your judgment : o 
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Which being fhallow, you fhall give me leave 
Yo play the Brother in mine own behalf , 
And tothatend, I fhortly mind to leave you. 
King. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be Kin 25 
And not be ty’d unto his Brothers will. : 
Lady Gray. My Lords, before it pleas’d his Majefty 
To raife my Stateto Title of a Queen, 
Do me bat right, and you muft all confefs, 
That I was not ignoble of Defcent, 
And meaner than my felf have had like fortune. 
But as this Title honours me and mine, 
So your diflikes, to whom I would be pleafing, 
Doth cloud my Joys with danger, and with forrow. 
King. My Love, forbear to fawn upon their frowns :. 
What danger, or what forrow can befall thee, 
So long as Edward is thy conftant Friend, 
And their true Soveraign, whom they muft obey ? 
Nay, whom they fhall obey, and lovethee too, 
Unle(s they feek for hatred at my hands : 
Whichif they do, yet willl keep thee fafe, 
And they fhall feel che Vengeance of wrath. 
Rich. | hear, yet fay not much, but think the more. 
Exter a Poft. 
King. Now Meflenger, what Letters, or what News 
from France ? 
Poff. My Soveraign Liege, no Letters, and few words 
But fuch as | (without your {pecial pardon) 
Dare not relate. 
King. Go too, we pardon thee : 
Therefore, in brief, tell their words, 
‘As near, as thou canft guefs them, 
What anfwer makes King Lewis unto our Letters ? 
Poft. At my depart, thefe were his very words: 
Go tell falfe Edward, the fuppofed King, - 
That Lewis of France is fending over Maskers, 
To revel it with him, and his new Bride. 
King. Is Lewis fo brave ? belike he thinks me Henry, 
But what faid Lady Bova to my Marriage ? 
Poft. Thefe were her words,utter’d with mild difdain: } 
Tell him, in hope he’}] prove a Widower fhortly, 
I’ Jewear the Willow Garland for his fake. 
King. 1 blame not her, fhe could fay little lefs : 
She had the wrong. But what faid Henries Queen ? 
For fo I heard, that fhe was there in place. 
Poft. Tell him (quoth fhe) 
My mourning Weeds are done, 
And Jam ready to put Armor on. 
King. Belike fhe means to play the Amazon. 
But what faid Warwick to thefe injuries ? 
Poft. He, more incens’d againft your Majefty 
Than allthe reft, difcharg’d me with thefe words : 
Tell him from me, that he hathdone me wrong, 
And therefore Ple uncrown him et’t be long. 
Kin.Ha? durft the Traitor breathe out fo proud words? 
Well, 1 will arm me, being thus fore-warn’d : 
They fhall have Wars, and pay for their prefumption. 
But fay, is Warwick Friends with AZargaret ? 
Poft. 1, gracious Soveraign, 
They are fo link’din Friendthip, 
That young Prince Edward Marries Warwicks Daughter. 
Cla. Belike, the elder ; 
Clarence will have the younger. 
Now Brother King farewel, and fit you faft, 
For I wil hence to Warwick’s other Daughter, 
That though] want a Kingdom, yet in Marriage 
el may not prove inferior to your felf. . 
You that love me, .and Warwick, follow me. 
[Exit Clarence, andSomerfet follows. | 


Rib; Noth ta & 
My thoughts aim ata further matter; . 
I ftay not for the love of Edward, but the Crown. 
King. Clarence and Somerfer both gone to Warwick? 
Yet I am arm’d againft the worft can happen ‘ 
And hafteis needful in this defp’ratecaic. ; 
Qq 2 =e 3 Pembrook 
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babidkind Stafford, you in our behalf While he himfelf keeps in the cold Field ? 


Go levy Men, and make prepare for War , 2.Wa? Tis the more honour,becaufe the more dangerous.) 


They are already, or quickly will be landed : 3. Watch. 1, but give me worfhip and quietnefs, 

My felf in Perfon will ftreight follow you. I like it better than a dangerous Honour. , 
[Exit Pembrook and Stafford: | If Warwick knew in what eftate he ftands, 

But Cre] go, Hajtings and Aountagne Tis to be doubted he would waken him. 

Refolve my doubt, you twain of all the reft 1. Wat. Untefs our Halberds did fhut up his paflage. 


Are near to Warwick, by blood and by allyance : 2. Wat. 1: wherefore elfe guard we this Royal Tent, | : 


Tell me, if you love Warwick , more than me; But to defend his Perfon from Night-foes ? 
If it be fo, then both depart to him: : 


I rather wifh you Foes, than hollow Friends. Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerfet, audFrench} 


But if you mind to hold your true obedience, Souldicrs, filent all. : 
Give meaflurance with fome Friendly Vow, 
That I may never haue you in fufpect. 
Mount, So God help Adountague, as he proves true. Courage my Maiters: Honour now of never 
Haft. And Haflings, ashe favours Edwards Caufe. But follow me, and Edward fhall be ours. 
King, Now, Brother Richard, will you ftand by us? 1 Wat. Who goes there ? se 
Rich. 1, in defpight of all that fhall withftand you. 2 Watch, Stay or thou dyeft. sig 
King. Why {0: then am fare of Victory. Warwick aid the reft cry all, Warwick, Watwick, and} 
Now therefore letus hence, aud lofeno hour, 


Till we meet Warwick, with his forreign Power. _ wick and the reft following them. 4 


[Exeunt. 


9 The Drum playing, and Trumpet founding. 
Eviter Warwick; and Oxford in England, with French | Exter Warwick, Somerfet, and thereft, bringing the 
Souldzers. out m a Gown, fitting inaChar: Richard nad F 
: Sly over the Stage. is 
War. Truft me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers fwarm: tous. 
Enter Clarence avd Somer fet. 
But fee where Somer fet and Clarence comes, Duke. 
Speak fuddenly, my Lords, are weall © riends? King Edw. The Duke ? 
Clar; Fear not that, my Lord. Why Warwick, when we parted, 
War. Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick, | Thou call’dft me King. 
And welcome Sovierfet : 1 hold it Cowardize, War. 1, butthe cafe is alter’d. — 
Toreft miftruftfal, wherea Noble Heart When you difgrac’d me in my Embaflade, 
Hath pawn’d an open Hand, in fign of Love : Then I degraded you from being King, 
Elfe might think, that Clarence, Edwards Brother, And come now to create you Duke of York, 
Were but a fained Friend to our proceedings : Alas how fhould yougovern any Kingdom, 
But welcome fweet Clarence,my Daughter fhall be thine. That know not how to ufe Embafladors, 
And now, what refts? bat in Nights Coverture, Nor how tobe contented with one Wife, 
Thy Brother being earelefly encamp’d, Nor how to ufe your Brothers brotherly, 
His Souldiers lurking inthe Town about, Nor how to ftudy for the Peoples welfare, 
And but'attendéd by a {imple Guard, Nor how to fhrowd your felf from Enemies ? 
We nay furprize ard teke him at our pleafure, King Edw. Yea, Brother of Clarence, 
Our Scouts have found the adventure very eafie : Art thou here too 2 
| That as Upffes, and ftout Dromede Nay then I fee, that Edward needs muft down. 
With fleight end manhodd ftole to Loe/eus Fents, Yet Warwick , in defpight of all mifchance, > 
} And brought from thence thie 7 bracran fatal Steeds ; Of thee thy felf, and all thy Complices, . 
| So we, well coveréd with the Nights black Mantle, Edward will always bear himfelf as King : 
At unawares may beat down Edwards Guard, Though Fortunes malice overthrow my State, «— 
And feize himfelf : i fay not, flaughter him, My mind exceeds the compafs of her Wheel. 
} For I intend bit only to furprize him. War. Then for his mind, be Edward Englands King. 
You Be ole follow me to this attempt, Takes off bis Crown. f ng 
| Applahd'the Name’ of Henry, with your Leader. But Henry now fhall wear the Englifh Crown, 
se . [They allery Henry. | And be true King indeed - thou but a fhadow. 
| Why'then, Jets onour way in filent fort, My Lord of Somerfer, at my requeft, 
For Warwick and his Friends, God‘and Saint George. See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey’d _ 
LExennt. Unto my Brother Arch-Bifhop of York: ; 
When I have fought with Pembrook., and his Fello 


Som, What are they that fly there ? 


‘Enter the Watchmen to guard the Kings Tent. Ple follow you, -and tell what anfwer 93 
5 Lewes and the Lady Bora fendtohim. fe 
1.Watch. Gome on my Mafters, each man take his ftand, | Now for a while farewel good Duke of York, 


The King by this, is fet him down to fleep. They lead him out forcibly, er 
2. Watch. What, will he not to Bed ? K, Ed. What Fatesimpofe,that men muft needs abi 
1 Watch. Why, no: for he hath madeafolemn Vow, _ | It boots not torefiftboth Wind-and Tide. * ‘{E 
Never to lie and take his natural Rett, *| Oxf. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do, 
Till Warwick, or himfelf, be quite fuppreft. But march to London with our Souldiers:? ae 
2. Watch: To morrow then belike fhall be the day, ' War, 1, that’s the firft thing that wehave todo. a 
‘If Warwick be fo near as men report. To free King Henry ftom imprifonment, a 
3. Watch. But fay, | pray, what Nobleman is that, And fee him feated in the Regal Throne. 

‘That ih og King He in, in his Tent? va ; 56 
1. Wat.?Tis the Lord Haftings the Kings chiefeft Friend. | Emer Ri andthe Lady Gr 
|g. Watch. OWE To P tit: Why Soiiiande ened seen 0 
That his chief followers lodg in Towns about him, — 


Riv, Madam, what makes yoularthis fudden cheng 
eae Soe 


War. This is his Tent, and fee where ftands his Guards} 


Fee 


fet upon the Guard, who fly, crying, Arins, Arms, War-| 


War. Richard and Haftings, let them go, ‘here is the q E 
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_ Gray. Why Brother Revers, are you yet to learn 
What late misfortune is befaln King Edward ? 
Riv. What ? lofs of fome pitcht battel 
Againtt Warwick,? j 
Gra. No, but the lofs of his own Royal perfon. 
Riv. Then is my Soveraign flain? 
Gray. \, almoft flain, for he is taken Prifoner, 
Either betray’d by falfhood of his Guard, 
| Or by his Foe furpriz’d at unawares : 
‘And as I further have to underftand, 
Is new committed to the Bifhop of York, 
Fell. Warwick’s Brother, and by that our Foe. 
Riv. Thefe News | muit confefs are full of grief; 
Yet gracious Madam, bear it as you may, 
Warwick, may lofe, that now hath won the day. 
| Gray. Till then, fait hope muft hinder lives decay. 
_ | And I the rather wain me from defpair 
|} For love of Edward’s Off-fpring inmy womb : 
4 This is that makes me bridle my paflion, 
| And bear with mildnefs my misfortune crofs: 
— ‘4J,1, for this1 draw in many a tear, 
And ftop the rifing of blood-facking fighs, 
Left with my fighs or tears, I blaft or drown 
Kind Edard’s Fruit, true heir to th? Englfh Crown. 
| Riv. ButMadam, ..* 
Where is Warwick then become ? 
| Gray. 1am inform?d that he comes towards London, 
To fet the Crown once more on Henry’s head: 
‘Gue& thou the reft, King Edward’s Friends muft down. 
But to. prevent the Tyrants violence, 
(For truft not him that hath once broken faith) 
le hence forthwith unto the Sanctuary, 
To fave (at Icaft) the heir of Edward’s right : 
There fhall I reft fecure from force and fraud: 
‘Comé therefore letus flye, . f 
If Warwick,take us, weare fure to dye. 


5 i Enter Richard, Lord Haftings, and Sir William 
Stanley. 


' Rich, Now my Lord “affings, and Sir Will. Stanley 
| Leave off to wonder why I-drew you hither, 

Tinto this chiefeft Thicket of the Park. 

- 4 Thus ftands the cafe: you know your King, my Brother, 

_ }IsPrifoner to the Bifhop here, at whofe hands 

‘| He hath good ufage, and great liberty, 

} And often but attended with weak guard, 

| Comes hunting this way to difport himfelf. 

|i have advertis’d him by fecret means, 

| That if about this hour he make this way, 

{Underthe colour of his ufual game, 

e fhall here find his Friends with Horfe and Men, 

_| To fet: him free from his Captivity. 


fi : 
ay } Enter King Edward, and a Huntfinan with him, 
; : 


| Haunt. Thijs way, my Lord, 
| For this way lics the Game. 
| KingEdw, Nay this way, man, 
See where the Huntfinen ftand. 
Now Brother of Glofer, Lord Ha/tings and the reft, 
Stand you thus dlofe to ftcal the Bifhops Deer ? 
_ Rich. Brother the time and cafe requireth haft, 
| Your Horfe ftands ready at the Park-corner. 
| King Edw. Butwhither fhall we then ? 
_ Haft. To Lyn, my Lord, 


And thip from thence to Flanders. 
: Rich, VVell gueft believe me, for that was my meaning. 
he King Edw. Staaley, V will requite thy forwardnefs. 


Rich, But wherefore ftay we ? *tis no tir ; 
King Edw, Huntfman, what fay’ft Sg sor 
VVilt thou go along ? eRe 
Aunt, Better do fo, than tarry and be hang’, 

ch, Come then away, lets ha no more ado. 
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King Edw. Bifhop-farewel, 
Shield thee from Warwiek’s frown, 
And pray that 1 may repoffefs the Crown. [Exennt 
Enter King Henry the Sixth, Clarence, VVatwick, So- 
merfet, young Henry, Oxford, Mountague and Lientenaae | 


King Hen, M. Lieutenant, now that God an 
Have fhaken Edward from the Regal Sear, 
And turn’d my captive ftate to liberty, 
My fear to hope, my forrows unto jOyss 
At our enlargement whatare thy. due Fees ? 
_ Liew, Subjects may challenge nothing of thei Sowraigns. | 
Sut, ifan humble prayer may prevail; . 4 
‘ then crave pardon of your Majefty. 
Avag. For what, Lieutenant? For wellufing me ? 
Nay, be thou jure, Ple well requite thy kindnefs: 
For that it made my imprifonment, a pleafere: 
I, fucha pleafure, as incag?d Birds 
Conceive, whenafter many moody thoughts, 
At lalt, by Notes of Houfhold harmony, 
They quite forget their lofs of liberty. 
But Warwick, after God, thou fetett me free; 
And chiefly therefore, I thank God, and thee. 
He wasthe Author, thou the Inftrument. 
Therefore that 1 may conquer Fortunes fpiglit, 
By living low, where Fortuue cannot hurt me, 
And thatthe people of this blefled Land 
May not be punifh’d with my thwarting ftars, - 
Warwick, although my head {till wear the Grown, 
I here refign my Government to thee, 
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 
War. Your Grace hath itill been fam’d for vertuous 
And now may feem as wife as vertuous, : 
By {pying.and avoiding Fortunes malice, 


Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 

For chufing me, when C/zrence is in place. 

Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the fway, 

To whom the Heavens in thy Nativity, 

Adjudg’d an Olive Branch, and Lawrel Crown; 

As lixely to be bleftin Peace and War: 

And therefore | yield thee my free confent. 

War. And I choofe Clarence only for Protector. 

King. Warwick, and Clarence, give me both your hands. 
Now joyn your hands, and with your hands your hearts, 
That no difiention hinder Government: 

['make you both Protectors of this Land; 

While I my felf will lead a private Life, 

And in devotion fpend my latter days, 

To fins rebuke, and my Creators praife. 

War, What anfwers Clarence to his Soveraigns Will? | 

Clar. That heconfents, if Warwick yield confent, 
For on thy fortune I repofe my felf. 

War. Why then, though loth, yet muft I be content: 
We'll yoak together, lika double fhadow 
To Henry’s Body, and fupply his place ; 

{ mean, in bearing weight of Governmnt, 

While he enjoys the honour, and his eafe. 

And Clarence now, now then it is more than needful 

Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a Traytor, 

And all his Lands and Goods confifcated. 

Clar. Whatelfe? and that Succeflion be determined: 

War. 1, therein Clarence hall not want his part. 

King. But with the firft, of all our chief affaits, 

Let me intreat, (for command no more) : 

That Adrgaret y@br Queen, and my Son Edward, 

Be fentfor, toreturn from France with {peed : 

For tilll He them here, by ase fear, 

My ‘joy of liberty is half eclips’da - s 
i It fhall be done, my Soveraign withall fpeed. 
King. My Lord of Somerfet, what youth is that, 

Of whom you feem to have fo tender care? 

Somer. My Liege, it is young Hemry, Earl of Réchztond. 

Qq 3 Sere King. 
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ing, Comehither, Englands Hope: Open the Gates, we are King /enries Friends, 
sina Lays his Hand on his eek: Fer. 1, fay you fo ? the Gates fhall then be opened, 
If fecret Powers fuggeft but truth He defends. : 
To my divining Thoughts, Rich. A wife ftout Captain, and foon perfwaded, _ 
This pretty Lad will prove our Countries blifs. Haft. The good old man would fain that all were welj 
His looks are full of peaceful Majefty, So *twere not long of him: but being entred, Bhi 
His Head by Nature fram’d to wear a Crown, I doubt not I, but we fhali foon perfwade 
His hand to weild a Scepter, and himfelf Both him, and all his Brothers, unto Reafon, 
Likely in time to blefsa Regal Throne: 
Make much of him, my Lords; for this is he Enter the Mayor, andtwo Aldermen, . 
re, than you are hurt by me. 
pee ee pe Poft. é Edw, So, Mafter Mayor: thefe Gates muft not be that, 
War. What news, my Friend ? But in the Night, or in the time of War. j 
Poft. That Edward is efcaped from your Brother, What, fear not man, but yicld meup the Keys, 
And fled (as lie hears fince) to Burgundy. net Takes his Keys. 

War. Unfavory news: but how made he efcape ? For Edward will defend the Town, and thee, 

Post, He was convey’d by Richard, Duke of Glofter, And all thofe Friends, that deign to follow me, 

And the Lord Haftings, who attended him : 
Infecret ambufh, onthe Forett fide, March, Enter Mountgomery, with Drum and Souldjers. 
And from the Bifhops Huntfmen refcw’d him : ieee ) ay 
For Hunting was a daily Exercife. - Rich, Brother, this is Sir Sohn Mountgomery, 

War. My Brother was too carelefs of his charge. Our trufty Friend, unlefs I be deceiv’d. a 
But let us hence, my Soveraign, to provide Edw. Welcome Sir Fohn: but why come you in Arms 
A Salve for any Sore, that may betide. [Exeunt.\  Afount. Tohelp King Edward in histime of ftorm, 

Manét Somerfet, Richmond, and Oxford. As every Loyal Subject ought to do. be 

Som. My Lord, I like not of this flight of Edwards: Edw. Thanks, good Mountgomery : z 
For doubtlefs Burgundy will yield him help, But we now forget the Title to the Crown, 
And we fhall have more Wars before’t be long. And only claim our Dukedome, 

As Henries late prefaging Prophecy Till God pleafe to fend the reft. : 
Did glad my Heart, with hope of this young Richmond : Mount. Then fare you well, for I will hence again, 

Sodoth my Heart, mif-give me, in thefe Conflicts I came to ferve a King, and not a Duke: ; 

What may befall him, tohis harm and ours. Drummer ftrike up, and let us March away. ; 
Therefore, Lord Oxford to prevent the worft, The Drum begins to March, Ee 
Forthwith we7ll fend him hence to Britany, Edw. Nay flay, Sir Fohn, a while, and well debate | 
Till ftorms be paft of Civil Enmity. __ | Bywhat fafe means the Crown may be recover’d. vii 

Oxf. 1: for if Edward re-poflefs the Crown, Mount. What talk you of debating ? in fey words, | 
?Tis like that Richmond with the reft fhall down. If you’! not here proclaim your felf our King, . 

Som. Is fhall be fo: he fhall to Britany, Dle leave you to your Fortune, and be gone, . 

Come therefore, let’s about it {pcedily. [Exeunt. | To keep them back, that come to fuccour you. 
Why fhall we fight, if you pretend no Title ? 
Enter Edwatd, Richard, Haftings, and Souldiers. Rich.Why Brother,wherefore ftand you on nice points 
: Edw, When we grow ftronger, 
| Ed. Now Brother Richard, Lord Haftings, and the reft, | Then well make our Claim: 
Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends, Till then, ’tis Wifdome to conceal our meaning, 
Andfays, that once more I fhall enterchange Haft. Away with {crupulous Wit, now Arms muftr 
My wained State, for Henry’s Regal Crown. Rich, And fearlefs minds climb fooneft unto Crowns, 
Well have we pafs’d, and now repafs’d the Seas, Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand, 
And brought defired help from Burgundy. The bruit thereof will bring you many Friends, 
What then remains, we being thus arriv’d Edw, Then be itas you will: for ’tis my right, — 
From Raven/purgh Haven, before the Gates of York, And Henry but ufurps the Diadem. 
But that we enter, as into our Dukedom ? Mount. 1, now my Soveraign fpeaketh like himfelf 
Rich. The Gates made faft ? And now willl be Edwards Champion. : 
Brother, {like not this. Haft. Sound Trumpet,Edward thall be here proclaim 
For many men that ftumble at the Threfhold, Come, Fellow Souldier, make thou Proclamation. _ 
\Arewellfore-told, that danger lurks within. Flourifh. Sound, 
Ed. Tuth man,aboadments mutt not now afftight us : Soul, Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of Gody. 
By fair or foul means we multenterin, _ | England and France, awd Lord of Ireland, ow. 
For hither will our Friends repair to us. Monnt. And whofee’re gain-fays King Edwards right, 
Haft. My Liege, Ple knock once more to fummon them. | By thisI cheers him to fingle Fight. | 
; Ba br din Di Gauntlet, 
Enter on the Walls, the Adayor of York, and his Brethren, All. Long live Edward the Fourth. 
Ed, Thanks brave Afoun egomicry, 
Mayor. My Lords, pers And thanks unto you all : : 
We were fore-warned of your coming, If Fortune ferve me, Ple requite this Kj 
een? q Kindnef. 
And fhut the Gates, for fafety of our felves ; Now for this Night, let’s harbour here at York: 
For now we owe Allegiance unto Henry, And when the Morning Sun fhall raife his Carr 
Edw. But, Matter Mayor, if Henry ®e your King, | Above the Border of this Horizon, 
Yet Edward, at the leaft, is Duke of York, We'll forward towards Warm 
Mayor, True, my good Lord, I know you for no lefs, } For welll wot, that Henry is 
Ed. Why, and I challenge nothing but my Dukedom, | Ah froward Clarence, how ev 
As being well content with that alone. , To flatter Henry, 
Rich. But when the Fox has once got in his Nofe, Yet as we may, w 
?IL{ oon find means to make the Body follow. Come on brave So 
Haft. Why,Mafter Mayor,why ftand youinadoubt? | And that once go 
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ford, «#d Somerfet. 
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With hafty Germanes, and blunt Hollanders, 
Hath pafs"d in fafety through the narrow Seas, 
And with his Troops doth march amain to London, 
‘And many giddy people flock to him. 
King. Let’s levy Men, and beat him back again. 
Clar, A little Fireis quickly trodden out, 
Which being fuffer?’d, Rivers cannot quench. 
|. War, In Warwick{hire 1 have true-hearted F riends, 
Not mutinous in Peace, yet bold in War, 
| Thofe willl mufter up : and thou Son Clarence 
Shalt ftir up in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 
| The Knights and Gentlemen, to come with thee. 
| Thou Brother Adountague, and Buckingham, 
| Northampton, and in Leicefter-fhire halt find 
| Men well inclin’d to hear what thou command’ft. 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov’d, 
ln Oxfordfhire fhalt mufter up thy Friends. 
My Soveraign, with the loving Citizens, 
| Like to his Iiland, girt with the Ocean, 
_ | Or modeft Dian, circled with her Nymphs, 
. {Shall reft in London, till we come to him: 
- {Fair Lords take leave, and ftand not to reply. 
Farewel my Sov eraign. 
King. Farewel my Hector, and my 7; roys true hope. 
(te - Cla, Infign of truth, UkifS your Highnefs hand. 
1 King. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate. 
Mount. Comfort, my Lord, and fol take my leave. 
Oxf. And thus! feal my Truth, and bid adieu. 
_ King. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Afounsacue, 
And all at once, once more a happy farewel. 


King. Here at the Palace willl reft a while. 
Coufinof Exeter, what thinks your Lordthip ? 
Methinks, the Power that Edward hath in Field, 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Exet. The doubt is, that he will feduce the reft. 


Thave not ftopt mine Ears to their demands, 
1 Nor pofted of their Suits with flow delays, 
} My pity hath been Balm to heal their wounds, 
My mildnefs hath allay’d their {welling griefs, 
My mercy dry’d their water-flowing Tears. 
Thave not been defirous of their Wealth, 
Nor much oppreft them with great fubfidies, 
Nor forward of Revenge, though they much err’d. 


a 


| then why fhould they love Edward more than me ? 
No, Exeter, thefe Graces challenge Grace : 
And when the Lion fawnsupon the Lamb, 
| The Lamb will never ceafe to follow him. 
2 | a Shout within,  Lancafter, A Lancafter. 
Ex. Heark, heark, my Lord, what Shoutsare thefe ? 


\ 


>| 
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Enter Edward and his Souldiers, 


s Edw, Seize on the fhame-fac’d Henry,bear him hence, 

E. ] And once again proclaim us King of England. 

_ }¥ou are the Fount, that make fall Brooks to flow, 
__|Now ftops thy Spring, my Sea hall fuck them dry, 

| And {well fo much the higher, by their ebb. 

_ |Hence with him tothe Tower, let him not {peak. 


| And Lords, towards Coventry bend we our Courfe, 
_ | Where peremptory Warwick now remains ; 
| The Sun fhines hot, and ifwenfe dela >. 

‘| Cold biting Winter marrs our hop’d for Hay, 
| Rich, Away betimes before his Forces joyn, 
| And take the great-grown Traytor unawares: 
{Brave Warriors, march a main towards Coventry, 


[Exeunt 


| 


The third Part of King Henry the Sixth, 
a Enter the King, Warwick , Mountague, Clarence, Ox- 


pe War. What Counfel, Lords ? Edmard from Beli, 


War, Farewell, fweet Lords, let’s meet at Coventry. 
LExeunt. 


King. That's not my fear, my meed hath got me fame : 


LExit mith King Henry. 


Enter Warwick, the DMayor of Coventry 5 tmo Meffenger ‘, 


and others upon the Walls, 


War.Where is the Pot thatcame from valiant Oxford ? 
How far hence is thy Lord, mine honeft fellow ? 

Meff. 1, By this at Dunfmore, marching hitherward. 
War. How far off is our Brother Mountague ? 
Where is the Poft that came from Mountague ? 

Mef. 2. By tisis at Daintry, witha puiflant Troop. 

Enter Somervile. 

War. Say Somervile, - what fays my loving Son ? 
And by thy guefs, how nigh is Clarence now ? 

Somerv, At Southam! did leave him with his Forces, 
And do expect him here fome two hours hence. 

War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his Drum. 
Somer. It is not his, my Lord, here Southam lics: 
The Drum your Honour hears, marcheth from Warwick, 

Var. Who fhould that be? Belike unlooked for Friends, 

Somer. They are at hand, and you fhall quickly know. 
March, Flouvifh. Enter Edward, Richard, and Souldiers, 
Edw. Go, Trumpet, to the Walls, found aParle, 
Rich. See how the farly Warwick mans the Wall. 

War. Oh unbid {pight, is. fportful Edward come ? 
Where flept our Scouts, or howare they feduc’d, 
That we could hear no news of his repair. 

Edw. Now Warwick, wile thou ope the City Gates, 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy Knee, 
Call Edward King, and at his hands beg Mercy, 

And he fhall pardon thee thefe Outrages ? 

War. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy Forces henc 
Confefs who fet thee up, and pluck’d thee down, 
Call Warwick Patron, and be Penitent, 

And thou fhalt {till remain the Duke of York, 

Rich. | thought at leaft he would have faid the King, 
Or did he make the Jeft againft his will ? 

War. Isnota Dukedom, Sir, a goodly gift ? 

Rich, 1, by my Faith, for a poor Earl to give 
Ple do thee fervice for fo good a gift. ! 

War.’ Twas that gave the Kingdom tothy Brother. 

Edw, Why then ’tis mine, if but by Warwick gift.  § 

War. Thou art no Atlas for fo great a weight : 
And Weakling Warwicktakes his gift again, 

And Henry is my King, Warwick. his Subject. 
Edm. But Warwicks King is Edmards Prifoner : 

And gallant Warwick, do but anfwer this, 

What isthe Body, when the Head is off ? 

Rich, Alas, that Warwick had no more fore-caft, 
But whiles he thought to fteal the fingle Ten, 

The King was flily finger’d from the Deck : 

You left poor Setety at the Bifhops Palace, 

And ten to one you’|] meet him in the Tower. 
Edm. *Tiseven fo, yet you are Warwick fill, 
Rich, Come Warwick , 

Take the time, kneel down, kneel down: 

Nay when: ftrike now, or elfe the Iron cools. 
War. had rather chopthis hand off ata blow, 

And with the other, fling itat thy Face, ‘ 

Than bear fo low a fail, to flrike to thee. 

Edm, Sail how thou cantt, 

Have Wind and Tide thy Friend, 

This hand, faft wound about thy Coal-black hair, 

Shall, whiles thy Head is warm, and new cut off, 

Write in the duftthis Sentence with thy blood, 

Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more. 


ec 


Enter Oxford, with Drui aud Colonrs. 


War, Oh chearful Colours, fee where Oxford comes. 
Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Laneafter. 

Rich, The Gates are open, let us enter too. 

Edw. So other Foes may fet upon our backs, 


, 
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ene Re ENT Te 
—————— aagry 1 4 ' fftrength, my fick heart fhews fa 
Stand we in good array : for they no doubt My blood, my want 0 cnet Lt es 
Will fh ue os again, and bid us battel , That I mutt yield my body to the Earth, Cae 
if not, the City being but of fimall defence, And by my fall, the conqueft to my foe. 
We'll quickly rouze the Traytors in the fame. Thus yields the Cedar to the Axes edge, 
War. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy help. Whofe Arms gave fhelter to the Princely Eagle, - 
ure whofe fhade the ramping Lion i ea ie 
. th D d Colours. . hofe top-branch over-peer’d Foves fpreading Trees © 
Enter Mountague, ” dorian eens And kept low Shrubs frou Winters pow’rful wind, — 
Mount. Mountague, Monntague, for Lancaster. Thefe Eyes, that now are dimn’d with Deaths black Veyl,| 
' Rick; Thou and thy Brother both fhall buy this Treafon | Have been as piercing as the Mid-day Sun, ah de 
Even with the deareft blood your Bodies bear. To fearch the fecret Treafonsof the world: = 
cl. ‘The harder match’d, the greater Victory, The wrinckles Z my Brows, now fill’d with blood, 
, hh ain. and Conqueft. Were lik’ned oft to Kingly Sepulchres : a 
My mind prefageth nappy 64194 q For who liv’d King, but I could dig his Grave dosti: 
sth Din A Colours: And whodurft fmile, when Warwick bent his Brow?! 
ET ee oie Loe, now my Glory finear’d in duft and blood, 
Som. Somerfet, Somerfet, fot Lancafter. ‘ My Parks, my Walks, my Mannors thatl had). 
Rick. a thy name, both Dukes of Somerfer, Even now forfake me; and of all my Lands, 5 5 
Have fold their Lives unto the Houfe of York, Is nothing left me, but my bodies length.. sada 
Andthonu fhalt be the third, if this Sword hold. Why, what is Pomp, Rule, Reign, but Earth and Daft 
And live we how we can, yet die we muft, at 


<i a 


Enter Clarence, with Drum and Colours. Enter Oxford aod Sotnetten. 
War. And loe, where George of Clarence {weeps along, Som, Ah Warwick, Warwick, wert thou as welares. 
| Of force enough to bid his Brother Battel : | We might recover all our lofs again: : 
With whom, an upright zeal to right prevails The Queen from France hath brought a puiflant 
More than the nature of a Brothers love. Even now we heard the news: ah, could’ft thouiiy 
Come Clarence, come: thou wilt, if Warwick, call. War. Why then] would not flye. Ah Adountagiey — 
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what thismeans? }Ifthou bethere fweet Brother, take my Hand, | 
Look here, I throw my Infamy at thee - And with thy Lips keep in my Soula while. — >) 
I will not ruinate my Fathers Houfe, Thou lov’ me not: for, Brother, if thoudidft,, | 
Who gave his blood to lime the ftones together, Thy tears would wath this cold congealed blood, = 
And fet up Zazcafter. Why, troweflt thou, Warwick, That glews my Lips, and will not let me fpeak. a 
That Clarence is fo harfh, fo blunt, unnatural, Come quickly Montague, or I am dead. a 
To bend the fatal inftruments of War Som. AhWarwick, Mountague hath breath?d his lat, 7) 
Againtt his Brother, and his lawful King. And to the laft gafp, cry’d out for Warwick: 24 
Perhaps thou wilt objeét my holy Oath: And faid, commend me to my valiant Brother. a 
To keep that Oath, were more impiety, And more he would have faid, and more he fpoke, ~*~ 
Than Fepthab, when he facrific’d his Daughter. Which founded like a Cannon in a Vault, a 
Lam foforry formy Trefpafsmade, = That mought not be diftin guift’d: but at laft, 
That to deferve well at my Brothers hands, I well might hear delivered with agroan, 
I here proclaitn my felf thy mortal foe : O farewel Warwick, _ 
With refolution, wherefoe’re | meet thee, War. Sweet reft his Soul : 
(As I will meet thee, if thou ftir abroad) Flye Lords, and fave your felves, : 
To plague thee for thy foul mifleading me. For Warwick. bids you all farewel,*to meet in Heave 
And fo, proud-hearted Warwick , 1 defie thee, Oxf, Away, away, to meet the Queens great po 
‘Andto my Brother turnmy bluthing Checks. Here they bear away bis Body. ees! | 
| Pardon me, Edward, 1 willmake amends: 


| And Richard, do not frown upon my faults, Flouri{h. Enter King Edward in triumph , with Ri 


For I will henceforth be no more unconftant. Clarence, and the reft. 
_ Ed, Now welcome more, and ten times more belov’d : : ; 
Than if thou never hadi deferv’d our hate. King. Thus far our Fortune keeps an upward co 
Rich. Welcome good Clarence, this is Brother-like. And we are grac’d with wreaths of Victory: 
War. Oh pafling Traytor, perjur’d and unjult. But in the midft of this bright-fhining Day, 
Edw. What Warwick , I fpyea black fufpicious threatning Cloud, 
Wilt thou leave the Town, and fight ? That will encounter with our glorious Sun, 
Or hall we beat the Stones about thine Ears ? E’re he attain his eafeful Weftern Bed: 
War. Alas, | am not coop’d here for defence : I mean, my Lords, thofe powers that the Queen 
I will away towards Barner prefently, Hath rais’d in Gallia, have arrived our Coaft, 
And bid thee Battel, Edward, if thou dart. And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. esi 
Eaw. Yes Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the way : Clar. A little gale will foon dilperfe that Cloud, — | 
Lords to the Field: Saint George, and Victory. [Exenat.| And blow it to the Source from.whenceit came, sf 
March. Warwick and bis company follows, Thy very Beams will dry thofe Vapours up, 
For every Cloud engenders not a Storm. . , 
Alarum , and Excurfions, Enter Edward bringing forth Rich. The Queenis valued thirty thoufand ftrong, 
Warwick wounded. And Somerfer, with Oxford, fled to her : se 
If fhe hath time to breathe, be well affur’d 
Edw. So, lie thouthere: diethou, anddie our fear, | Her faction will be fullas ftrong as ours. 
For Warwick.was a Bug that fear’d us all. King. We are advertis’d by our loving friends, 
Now Mount ague fit faft, 1 feek for thee, That they do hold their courfe toward Zemksbury. — Bs. 


‘ 


| That Warwick’s Bones may keep thine company. [E-xit.| We having now the beft at Barnet Field, = 
|. War. Ab, who is nigh? come to me, friend, or foe, | Will thither ftraight, for willingnefs rids way, eee 
‘And tell me whois Victor, York, or Warwick? Afhd as we march, our ftrength will beaugmenteds 
W hy ask I that? my mangled body fhews, In every County as wego along, He 


” 
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¥ Strike up the Drum, cry courage, and away. [Exennt, —— Be. 
: ) March, Enter Edward, Richard, C| rence, and 
March, Enter the Queen, young Edward, Somerfet, Ox- Seuidiers. POR. 
ford, and Souldiers, ue bi 
See: sates * Yrave louowers, yonder ftands the th 
, Qu. Great Lords, wife men ne’re fit and wail their lof, } VVhich by Heavens aiitaaes and your fieconths V¥ood 
I But chearly feek how to redrefS their harms: : Mutt by the Roots be hewn upyet ere Night, - 
i What though the Maft be now blown over-board, I need not add more fuel to your fire, 
iy | Phe Cable broke, the holding-Anchor loft, For welll wot, ye blaze, to burn them out : 
: And halfour Sailors fwallowd in the flood ? Give fignal to the fight, and to it, Lords, 
| Yet lives our Pilot ftill. Is’t meet, that he Qu. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what fhould I fay, 
_ {Should leave the Helm, and likea fearful Lad, My tears gain-fay x for eyery word I {peak 
i es 8 y y peak, 
_ | With tearful Eyes add Water to the Sea, 


Ye fee I drink the water of my Eye. 

Therefore no more but this: 4ienry your Soveraign 

Is Prifoner to the Foe, his State ufurp’d, 

His Realm a Slaughter-houfe, his Subjects flain, 

His Statutes cancell’d, and his Treafure {pent : 

And yonder is the VVolf, that makes this {poyl. 

You fight in Juftice: Then in Gods Name, Lords, 

Be valiant, and give fignal to the fight. 
ruin, Retreat, Excurfions, LE xeunt, 


And give more ftrength to that which hath too much, 
Whiles in his moan, the Ship fplits on the Rock, 
Which induftry and courage might have fav’d? 

Ah what a fhame, ah what a fault were this, 

Say, Warwick. was our Anchor: what of that ? 

And Mountague our top-Maft : what of him? 

Our flaughter’d friends, the tackles: what of thefe ? 
Why isnot Oxford here another Anchor ? 

And Somerfet, another goodly Malt ? 

The friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings ? 
And though unskilful, why not Ned and L, 

For once allow’d the skilful Pilots Charge ? 

| We willnot fromthe Helm to fit and weep, 

But kcep our Courfe (though the rough Wind fay no) 
From Shelves and Rocks, that threaten us with Wrack. 
As good to chide the Waves, as fpeak them fair, 


GRILLED Te 


Emer Edward, Richard, Queen, Clarence, Oxford, 
Somer{et, 


ra 


ne 


Edw. Now here’s a period of tumultuous Broyls, 
Away with Oxford to Hames Caftle {traight 
For Somerfet, off with his guilty Head, 


Go bear them hence, I will not hear them {peak. 
a} And what is Edward, but a ruthlefs Sea ? Oxf. For my part, Mle not trouble thee with wordg 
, What Clarence, but a quick-fand of Deceit ? Som. Nor I, but ftoop with patience to my fortune. 
did, } And Richard, but a raged fatal Rock ? 


LExcunt, 
Queen, So part we fadly in this troublous world, 
To meet with Joy in fweet Ferufatem. 
Edw. Is Proclamation made, That who finds Edward 
| Shall have a high reward, and he his Life? 


Rich, It is, and loe where youthful Edmard comes. 


ol, | All thefe, the Enemies to onr poor Bark. 
a, | Say you can fwim, alas, *tis but a while: 
Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly fink, 

(hit } Beftride the Rock, the Tyde will wath you off, 
‘Or elfe you famifh, that’s a three-fold Death. 
. | | This fpeak I (Lords) to let you underftand, 
@ | In cafe fome one of you would flye from us, 

‘That there’s no hop’d-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
More than withruthlef& V Vaves, with Sands and Rocks. 
VVhy courage.then, what cannot be avoided, 


*Twere childith weaknefs to lament, or fear. 


Enter the Prince, 


Edw. Bring forth the Gallant, let-us hear him fpeak. 
What? ean fo young a Thorn begin to prick ? 
Edward, what fatisfaction canft thou make, 
For bearing Arms, for ftirring up my fubjects, 
And all the trouble thou haft turn’d me to ? 

Prin. Speak like a Subject, proud ambitious York, 
Suppofe that Iam now my Fathers Mouth, 
Refign thy Chair, and where ftand kneel thou, 


ra Whil ft I propofe the felf-fame words to thee, 

i 3 Which (Traytor) thou would’ft have me.anfwer to, 
m" | Lett in.our needhe might infect another, Queen, Ah, that thy Father had been fo refoly’d. 

~ | And make him of like fj pirit to himéfelf. / Rich. That you might ftill have worn the Petticoat, 
of | {fany fuch be here, as God forbid, And ne’re have ftolnthe Breech from Lancafter. 
™ | Let him depart before we need his help. Prin. Let -4/op Fable in a Winters Night, 

; Oxf. VVomen and Children of fo high a Courage, | His Currifh Riddles forts not with this place. 
And VVarriors faint, why "twere perpetual fhame, | sch, By Heaven, Brat, Pe plague ye for that word: 
rave young Prince: thy famous Grandfather Queen. 1, thou waft born to be a plague to Men. 

_ | Doth live again in thee; long may°ft thou live, Rich, For Gods fake, take away this Captive Scold. 

_ Yo bear hisimage, and renew his Glories. Prin. Nay, take away this {colding Crook-back, ra- 
al Som, And he that will not fight for fuch.a hope, « ther. 
, ' 1Go home-to Bed, and like the Owl by days Edw. Peace wilful Boy, or I will charm your Tongue. 
yg {Jf he arife, bemock’d and wondred at. Clar, Untutor’d Lad, thou art too malapert. 
bh Qu, Thanks gentle Somer fet, {weet Oxford thanks. Prin. 1 know my duty, you are all undutifal : 
oh Prin, And take his thanks, that yet hath nothing elf. | Lafcivious Edward, and thou perjur’d George, 

. ; And thou mif-fhapen Dick, | tell ye ail, 
P Enter a Meffenger. Iam your better, Traytors as ye are, 
(me And thou ufurp’it.my Fathers tight. and mime. 
Aff. Prepare youLords, for Edmard.is at hand, Edw, Take that, the likenefS of this Rayler-here. 
woe to fight : thea be refolute. _ [Stabshim, 

B “J- I thought no lefs, itis hisPolicy. Rich, Sprawl’ft thon ? oend thy ane 
bh | Tohaft thus fatt, to find us unprovided °P take that, ERich, Stats him! 
Ul om. But hes deceiv’d, we are in readineff. Clar. And there?s for twitting me with perjury. 

; ‘Queen, This. chears.my Heart, tofee your forwardnefs. {Clar. Stabs him. 
F : “I. Here pitch our Battel, hence we willnot budge. , Queen. Oh, kill me too. i. F 
{ cna, 
f append aatinoe 
A= 


, 
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Rich. Marry, and fhall. [Offers to kell her. hat taught his Son the Office of a Fowl, 
«Edw, Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done too much. | And yet for all his Wings, the Fool was drown?d, 
Rich. Why fhould the live, to fill the world with words ?| __ Hea. 1, Daedalus, my poor Boy, fears, 

Edw. What? doth fhe fwoon ? ufe means for her re- Thy Father, Afinos, that deny’d our courfe, 


covery: The Sun that fear’d the wings of my fweet Boy. 


Rich. Clarence-excufe me to the King my Brother : Thy Brother Edward, and thy felf, the Sea 

le hence to London on a ferious matter, Whofe envious Gulf did fwallow up his life: 

E’re ye come there, be fure to hear fome news. — Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with words, 
Clar, What? what ? My breft can better brook thy Daggers point, 
Rich. Tower, the Tower. [Exit. Than can my Earsthat Tragick Hiltory. 


Queen. Oh Ned, fweet Ned, fpeak to thy Mother, Boy. | But wherefore doft thou come ? 1s’t for my Life? 
Can’ft thou not fpeak ? O Traytors, Mutrderers ! Rich, Think*ft thou] am an Executioner ? 
They that ftabb’d Ca/far, fhed no blood at all : Hen, A Perfecutor I am fure thou art, 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, If murthering Innocents be Executing, 
If this foul deed were by, to equal it. Why then thou art an Executioner ? k 
He was a Man; this(in refpect) a Child, Rich, Thy Son I kill’d for his prefumption. — 
‘And Men ne?re fpend their fury on a Child. Hen, Hadft thou been kil?d when firft thou didft pre-) — 
What’s worfethan Murth:r, that] may name it? Thou had?ft not liv’d to kill aSon of mine: (fume,} 
No, no, amy Heart will burft, and if I fpeak, And thus I prophefie that many a thoufand, ja 
And I will fpeak, that fo my Heart may burft. Which now miftruft no parcel of my fear, 
Butchers and Villains, bloody Cannibals, And many an Old-mans iigh, and many a Widows, 
How fweet a Plant have you untimely cropt: And many an Orphans Water-ftanding-eye, say 
You have no Children (Butchers) if you had, Men for their Sons, Wives for their Husbands fate, 
The thought of them would have ftirr’d up remorfe ; And Orphans, for their Parents timelefs death, as 
But if you ever chance to have a Child, | Shall rue the hour that ever thou walt born. ves 5 , 
Look in his youth to have him fo cut off. The Owl fhrick’d at thy birth, an.evil fign, © J 
As deathfimen you have rid this fweet young Prince. The Night-Crow cry’d, aboding lucklefs time, 
King. Away with her, g0 bear her hence perforce. Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempelt fhook down Trees: a 
Queen, Nay, never bear me hencey difpatch me here: | he Raven rook’d her on the Chimnies top, 
Here fheath thy Sword, Ple pardon thee my death : And chatt’ring Pies in difmal Difcords fung : 
What ? wilt hou not? then Clarence do itthou. ~ Thy Mother felt more than a Mothers pain, 
Clar. By Heaven, | will not do thee fo much eafe. And yet brought forth lefs than a Mothers hope, 
Queen, Good Clarence do, {weet Clarencé do thou it. _ | 1 wits an indigefted deform’d lump, 
Clr. Did?ft thou not hear me {wear I would not do it ? Not like the fruit of facha goodly ‘Tree. 
‘Queen. Ubut thot ufeft to forfwear thy felf. Teeth had’ft thou in thy head, when thou was’t born. 
7 Twas fin before, but now ’tis Charity. To fignifie, thou cam’ft to bite the world: 
What wiltthou not ¢ where is that devil’s Butcher Richard, | Andif the reft be true which I have heard, 
Hard-favour’d Richard ? Richard, where art thou? Thou can’ ft 
Thou art not here: Murther is thy Almsdeed, Rich, Plehear no more : a 
Petitioner for Blood thou ne’re pull’it back. Die Prophet in thy fpeech, : L Stabs bi 
“Edm. Away | fay, 1 charge ye bear her hence. For this (among7ft the reft) was I ordain’d. 
Queen, So come to you and yours, as to this Prince. Hen. |, and for much more flaughter after this, ie 
Exit Queen, |O God forgive my fins, and pardon thee. Dies.| 
Edw. Where's Richard gone. 2 _Rich, What ? will the afpiring blood of Lancafter | 
Cla. To London all in pott, and as I guefs, | Sink in the ground? I thought it would have mountedeie 
To make a bloody Supper in the Tower ? See how my Sword weeps for the poor Kings death. 
Edw, He’s fudden if a thing comes in his head, O may fuch purple tears be alway fhed * 
Now march we hence, difcharge the common fort From thofe that wifh the downfal of our Houfe. 
With pay and thanks, and let’s away to London, If any {park of life be yet remaining: 
And fee our gentle Queen how well fhe fares, Down, down to Hell, and fay I fent thee thither. 
| By this (I hope) fhe hath a Son forme. LExit. [Stabs him aga 
eae T9113 Bee tye I that have neither pity, love, nor fear. 
Emer Henry ‘the Sixth, and Richard, with the Lieutenant Indeed "tis true that Hezry told me of: 
. © 2% on the Walls. For I have often heard my Mother fay, 


ganic I came into the world with my Legs forward. 
RichGood day, my Lord, what at your Book fo | Had I not reafon (think ye) to make halt, 
| hard # 2007 &: And feek their Ruine, that ufurp’d our Right? 
| Hen. my good Lord: my Lord, I fhould fay rather, The Midwife wonder?d, and the Women cry’d, 
Tis fin to flatter, Good was little better : O Jefus blefs us, he is born with Teeth, 
Good Glofter, and Good Devil, were alike, And fo L was, which plainly fignified, 
And both propofterous ; therefore, not Good Lord. ThatI fhould fharle, and bite, and play the Dog: 
Rich, Sitrah, leave us to our felves, we muft confer. Then fince the Heavens have fhap’d my body fo, 
Hen. So flies the wreaklef fhepherd from the Wolf, Let Hell make crook’d my Mind to an{wer it. 
So firft the harmlefs Sheep doth yield his Fleece, I haveno Brother, I am likeno Brother : 
And next his Throat unto the Butchers Knife. And this word [Love] which Gray-beards cali Divine, | | 
What Scene of Death hath Rojfims to act ? ; Be refidentin Men like one another, ; 
Rich. Sufpition always haunts the guilty mind, And not inme: I ammy felfalone. 
| The Thief doth. fear eachbufh an Officer. * Clarence beware, thou keep’it me from the light, 
“|. Hen. The Bird that hath been limed ina buth; But I will fort a pitchy day for thee: te 
With trembling Wings mifdoubteth every bufh For I will buz abroad fuch Prophecies, 
And I the helplefs Male to one {weet Bids. That Edward fhall be fearful of his life, 
| Have now the fatal Objet in my Eye, — ___ | And then to purge his fear, Mle be thy death. 
Where my poor young was lim’d, was caught and kill’d. | King Henry, and the Prince his Son are gone, 
~ Rich. Why what a peevifh Fool was that of Creet, Clarence thy turn is next, and then the reft. 


Counting} 


‘The third Part of King Henry the Sixth, 
| Counting my felf but bad, till! be beft. | Rich, Ple blaft his harvelt, if aid 
Count g or ee bet es Fee » 1 your Head were laid, 
And triumph Henry in thy day of Doom. TL Exa. This’ Shoulder was ordain?d fo thick, to heave, 
Enter King, Queen, Clarence, Richard, Haftings, Nurfe, | Work thou the way, and that fhall execute. 
; a and Attendants, at 


| _ Riag. Once more we fitin Exngland2s Royal Throne, 
| Re-purchas’d with the blood of Enemies :+ 

What valiant Foe-men, like to Autumns Corn, 

_| Have we mow7d down in tops of all their pride ? 
‘Three Dukes of Somerfet, threefold Renown, 

For hardy and undoubted Champions : 

| Two Clifford’s, as the Father and the Son, 

‘| And two Northumberland’s: two braver Men, 

| Ne’re {purr’d their Courfers at the Trumpets found. 
With them, the two brave Bears 
| That in their Chains fetter’d the 
|| And mad® the Forreft tremble when they roar’d. 
Thus have we fwept Sufpition from our Seat, 
And made our footftool of Security. 

_ 4Come hither Bef, andlet me kifs my Boy: 

| Young Wed, for thee, thine Uncles, and my felf, 
{Haven our Armors watch’d the Winter night, 

| Went all afoot in Summers fcalding heat, 

| That thot might'ft repoflc& the Crown in peace, 

4 And of our Labours thou fhalt reap the gain. 


» Verwick and Mount azue, 
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For Lyet am not look’d onin the world, 
And heave it fhall fome weight, or break my back, 


King. Clartace and Gloffer,dove my lovel 
And kifs your Princely Nephew, pthers Mie i 
_Clar. Theduty that 1 owe your Majefty, 

[Seal upon the lips of this fwéet Babe. ! 
Kin’. Thanks, Noble Clarence, worthy Brother, thanks. 
Ki. And that I lovethe Tree from whence thou {prang’ft,| 

Witnefs the loving kifs I give the Fruit : : 

To fay the truth, fo Fudas kift his Matter, 

And cried, all hail, when as he meant all harm: 

King. Nowam I feated as my Soul delights, 

Having my Countries peace, and Brothers loves. 

Clar. What will your Grace have doné with Margaret : 

Reynard her Father, to the Ring of Frante ~~ 

Hath pawn?d the Sicss and Ferufalem, =~ 

And hither have they fent it for her Ranfom. 

King. Away with her, and waft her hence to France : 

And now what refts, but that we fpend the time 

With Stately Triumphs, mirthful Comick fhews, 

Such as befits the pleafure of the Court: ~ 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, farewel fower annoy, 

For here I hope-begins our lafting joy. [Exeunt omnes. 


RICHARD II: | 


With the Landing of the 


EARL of RICHMOND, 


And the 


‘BOSWORTH FIELD. | 


Adus Primus. 


Enter Richard Duke of Glofter, folus. 


Ow is the Winter of our Difcontent, 
Made glorious Summer by this Son of York: 
And all the Clouds that lowr’d upon our Houfe 

_ Inthe deep bofom of the Ocean buried. 
Now are our brows bound with Victorious Wreaths, 
-| Our bruifed arms hung up for Monuments ; 
Our ftern Alarums chang’d to merry Meetings ; 
Our dreadful Marches to delightful Meafures. 
Grim-vifag’d War, hath fmooth’d his wrinkled Front: 
And now, in ftead of mounting Barbed Steeds, 
4 To fright the Souls of fearful Adverfaries, 
He capers nimbly ina Ladies Chamber, 
To the lafcivious pleafing of a Lute. 
But I, that am not fhap’d for fportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an amorous Looking: glafs : 
[, that am rudely ftampt, and want Love’s Majefty, 
To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph : 
I, that am curtail’d of this fair Proportion, 
Cheated of Feature by diflembling Nature, 
‘| Deform’d, unfinift’d, fent before my time 
Into this breathing World, fcarce half made up, 
And that fo lamely and unfafhionable, 
| That dogs bark at me, as 1 halt by them : 
‘| Why I (in this weak piping time of Peace) 
_| Have no delight to pafs away the time, 
| Unlefs to fee my Shadow in the Sun, 
And defcant on mine own Deformity. 
| And therefore, fince I cannot prove a Lover, 
| To entertain thefe fair well-fpoken days, 
I am determined to prove a Villain, 


Battel at 


Scena Prima. 


And hate the idle pleafures of thefe days. 

Plots have I laid, Induétions dangerous, 

By drunken Prophecies, Libels, and Dreams, 

To fet my Brother Clarence and the King 

In deadly hate; the one againft the other: 

And if King Edward be as true and juft, 

As I am Subtle, Falfe, and Treacherous, 

This day fhould Clarence clofely be mew’d up ; 

About a Prophecy, which fays that G 

Of Edward’s Heirs the murtherer fhall be. i 
Dive thoughts down to my Soul, here Clarence comes. — 


Enter Clarence, and Brakenbury, guarded. 


Brother, gocd day: ‘What means thisarmed Guard ~ 

That waits upon your Grace ? ye 
Cla, His Majefty tendring my perfons fafety, 

Hath appointed this Conduct to convey me to th? Towel 
Rich, Upon what caufe? ES 
Cla. Becaufe my name is George. ie 
Rich, Alack, my Lord, that fault isnone of yours: | 

He fhould for that commit your Grandfathers. 4 

O belike, his Majefty hath fome intent, 

That you fhouldbe new Chriftned in the Tower. 

But what’s the matter, Clarence, may | know? - 
Cla. Yea Kichard, when know: but I proteft 

As yet ldo not: But asI can learn, 

He hearkens after Prophecies, and Dreams, 

And from the Crofs-row pincks the letter G : 

And fays, a Wizard told him, that by G, 

His iffue dif inherited thould be, 

And for my name of George begins with G, 

It follows in his thought that I amhe. ~ 


a 


x Thefe (as [ learn) and fuch toyes as thefe, 
_ | Have mov’d his Highnefs to commit me now. 


~ Tis not the King that fends you to the Tower, 
f. | My Lady Gray his Wife, Clarence, ’tis fhe, . 
_ | That tempts himto th’s harfh Extremity. 
| | Was itnot fhe, and that good Man of Worhhip, 
' | Anthony Woodvil her Brother there, 
| That made him fend Lord Hafings to the Tower? 
_ | From whence this prefent day he is delivered. 
| Weare not fafe, Clarence, we are not fafe. 
| Cla, By Heaven, [think there isnoman fécure 
| But the Queens. Kindred, and night- walking Heralds, 
| That trudge betwixt the King, and Miftrets Shore. 
| Heard you not what an humble Suppliant 
| Lord Haffings was for his delivery ? 
| Rich, Humbly complaining to her Deity 
' |Got my Lord Chamberlain his liberty. 
1 }Ple tell you what, I think it is our way, 
{IE we will keep in favour with the King, 
| To be her Men, and wear her Livery: 
|The jealous o’re-worn Widow, and her felf, | 
{Since that our Brother dub’d them Gentlewomen, 
_ | Are mighty Goflips in our Monarchy. 
Bra. Lbsfeech your Graces both to pardon me, 
His Majefty hath itraightly given in charge; 
| That no Man fhall have privaté Conference 
| (Of what degree foever) with your Brother. 
~ Rich. Even fo, and pleafe your worfhip, Brakexbury, 
You may partake of any thing we fay: 
We fpeak no Treafon, man, we fay the King 
Is Wifeand Vertuous, and his Noble Queen 
Well ftrook in years, fair, and not jealous. 
| We fay, that Shore’s Wife hath a pretty Foot, 
FAcherry Lip, abonnyEye, a pafling pleafing Tongue : 
} And that che Queen’s Kindred are made Genile-folks. 
‘} How fay you, Sir? can you deny all this ? 
~ Bra. With this (my Lord) my felf have nought to do. 
Rich. Naught to dowith Miltrefs Shore ? 
Iithee, Fellow, he that doth naught with her 
kcepting one) were beft to do it fecretly alone. 
_ Bra, What one, my Lord ? : 
| Rich. Her Husband, Knave, would’ft thou betray me? 
} Bra. 1 do befeech your Grace 
| To pardon me, and withal forbear 
| Your Conference with the noble Duke. 
Cla. We know thy cliarge, Brakenbury, and will obcy. 
Rich. We are the Queen’s Abjects, and muit obey. 
Other farewel, I willuntothe King, ' 
{ And whatfoe’re you will employ me in, 
re it to call King Edward’s Widow, Sifter, 
ill perform it to infranchife you. 
Mean time, this deep difgrace of Brotherhood 
Ouches me deeper than you can imagine. 
- Cla, 1 know it pleafeth neither of us well. 
_ Rich. Well, your imprifonment fhall not be long, 
_ |} will deliver you, or elfe lye for you : 
| Mean time have patience. 
| Cla. { muft perforce: farewel. - [Exit Cla. 
, | _ Rich. Go tread the path that thou fhalt ne’re return: 
{Simple plain Clarence, | do love thee fo, 
hat I will fhortly fad thy Soul to Heaven, 
AE Heaven will take the Prefent at our hands; 
But who comeshere? the new delivered Haffings? 


¥ _ _ Enter Lord Hatftings. 
Haft. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord. 
_ Rich. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain : 
i Wellare you welcome to this open Air, 
~ | How kath your Lordthip brook’d Imprifonment ? 
Haft, With patience (noble Lord) as Prifoners mutt : 
But I fhall live (my Lord) to give them thanks 

That were the caufe of my Imprifonment. 

Rich. No doubt, no doubt, and fo hall Clarexce too, 


f. ae . ee 


The Life and Death of Richard the Third. 


Rich, Why this itis, when Menare rul’d by Women. 
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For they that were your Enemies are his 
And have prevail’d as much on him, as you. 

Haft. More pity, that the Eagles thould be mew’d, 
Whiles Kites aad Buzzards play at liberty. 

Rich, What news abroad ? é 
__. Haft. Nonews fo bad abroad as this at home: 
The King is fickiy, weaks and melancholy, 
And his Phyfisians fear him mightily. 

Rich. Now by Saint Yobn, that news is bad indeed. 
O he hath kept an evil Dict long, 
And over-much confumed his Royal Perfon: 
* Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
Where is he, in his Bed ? 

Haft, He is. . 

Rich. Go yaubefore, and I will follow you. 

¢ [Ext Haftings. 

He cannot live I hepe, and muft not dye, z. 
Till George be pack’d with polt-horfe up to Heaven. 
Vie intaurge his hatred more to Clarence, 
V Vhich lics well fteel’d with weighty arguments, 
Ardif | fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarcnce hath not another day to live: 
Which done, God take.King Edward to his Mercy, 
And leavethe World for me to buftle in. 
For then, Ple marry Warwick’s youngeft Daughter, 
What though! kill’d her Husband, and her Father, 
The readiett way to make the Wench amends 
Is to become her Husband and her Father: 
The which will 1, notall fo much for Love, 
As for another fecret clofe intent, 
By marrying her, which I muft reach unto, 
But yet I rup before my Horfeto Market: 
Clarence {till breathes, Edward {tilllives and raigns, 
W hen they are gone, then mult! count my gains. 


(Exit. 
Sn es ee 
Scena Secunda. 


Enter the Coarfe of Henry the Sixth, wirh Halberds to guard 
it, Lady Anne being the Adourner, 


Anne. Set down, fet down your honourable load; 
If Honour may be fhrowded in a Herfe;. 
W hiP ft 1.a-while obfequioufly lament 
Th’untimely fallof Vertuous Lancaffer. 
Poor key-cold Figure of a holy King, 
Pale afhes of the Houfe of Lancafter ; 
Thou bloodlefs Remnant of that Royal Blood, 
Be it lawful that | invocate thy Ghott, 
To hear the Lamentations of poor une, 
VVife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Son, 
Stab’d by the felffame hand that made thefe wounds: 
Loe, in thefe V Vindows that let forth thy Life, 
L pour the helplefs Balm of my poor Eyes. 
O curfed be the hand that made thefe holes - 
Curfed the Heart, that had the heart to doit: 
Curfed the Blood, that let this blood from hence, - 
Moredireful hap betide that hated wretch 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee; 
Than! can with to V Volves, to Spiders, Toads, 
Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives. 
[fever he have Child, abortive be ir, 
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 
VV hofe ugly and unnatural Afpect 
May fright the hopeful Mother at the yiew, 
And that be Heir to his unhappinefs. 
Ifever he have V Vife, let her be made 
More miserable by the death of him, 
Than I am made by my young Lord, and thee: 
Come now towards Chertfey with your holy Loads 
Taken from Pauls to be interred there. 
And ftillas you are weary of this weight, 
Reit you, genes I lament King Aenry’s Coarfe. 

e. 


<The Life and Death of Richard the Third 


Ann, Thou walt provoked by thy bloody mind, 
Enter Richard Duke of Glofter. That never bles 0 ought but Butcheries ; bh 
Rich, Stay you that bear the Coarfe, and fet. it down. | Did?ftthou not kill this King ? 
Anne, What black Magician conjures up this Fiend, Rich, 1 grant ye. 
To ftop devoted charitable deeds ¢ Anne. Dortt grant me; Hedg-Hog, 
Rich, Villains, fet down the Coarfe; or by St. Pawl, | Then God grant me too, 
Ple make a Coarfe of him that difobeys. Thou mayit be damn?d for that wicked deed; 
Gen. My Lord, ftand back,. and let the Coffin pafs. O he was gentle, mild, and vertuous. 
Rich. Unmanner’d Dog, Rich. The better for the King of Heaven that hath 

Stand thou when I command : 4nne. He is in Heaven where thou fhalt nevercom 

Advance thy Halbert higher than my Breaft, Rich, Let him thank me that holp to fend him thi 

Or by St. Paul, I’le ftrike thee to my Foot, For he was fitter for that place than Earth. ~~ 

And ipurn upon thee, Beggar, for thy boldnefs. Anne, And thou unfit for any place but Hell. 

Anne. What do you tremble? are you ail afraid ? Rich. Yes one place elfe, if you will hear-me name. 

Alas, I blame you not, for you are Mortal, Anne. Some Dungeon. a 

‘And Mortal Eyes cannot endure the Devil. Rich, Your Bed-chamber. sa it 

Avant thou dreadful Minifter of Hell; Anne, Litrett betide the Chamber where thoulyeft 

Thou had’ft but power over his Mortal Body, Rich, So will it, Madam, tilll lye with you. 

His Soul thou canft not have ; therefore be gone. Anne. hope fo. c 
Rich. Sweet Saint, for Charity, be not fo curft. Rich, 1 know fo, But gentle Lady Anne; 
Anne. Foul Devil, To leave this keen encounter of our Wits, 

For God?s fake hence, and trouble us not, And fall fomething into a-{lower- method, 

For thou haft made the happy Earth thy Hell : [snot the Caufer of the timelefsdeaths 

Fill?d it with curfing cries, and deep exclaims: OF thefe Plantageners, Henry and Edward; 

if thou delight to view thy hainous deeds, As blameful as the Executioner ? 2 aa 

Behold this pattern of thy Butcherics. Anne, Thou waft the Caufe, and moft accu 

Oh Gentlemen, fee, fee dead Henry’s wounds — Rich, Your Beauty was the caufe of that 

Open theif congeal’d mouths, and bleed a-frefh. Your Beauty that did haunt me in my flee 

Bluth, bluth, thou lump of foul Deformity : To undertake the Death of all the World, 

|For tis thy prefence that exhales this Blood So I might live one hour in your fweet Bofome. 

| From cold and empty Veins, where no blood dwells, Anne, If I thought that, I tell thee, Homicide, 

Thy deeds inhumane and unnatural Thefe Nails hhould rent that Beauty from my Cheeks. 
| Provoke this Deluge moft unnatural. Rich. Thefe Eyes could not endure that Beautieswra 
© God! which this Blood mad?{t, revenge his Death: | You fhould not blemifh it, if 1 ftood by ; Aa 
|© Earth! which this Blood drink’ft, revenge his Death. | Asall the world is cheered by the Sun, 
Either Heav’n with Lightning ftrike the Murth’rer dead, | Sol by that: it ismy day, my life. a 
Or Earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick, An.Black night o’re-fhade thy day, arid death thy I 
Asthou doft fwallow up this good Kings Blood, Rich, Curfe not thy felf, fair Creature, 24 
Which this Hell-govern’d arm hath butchered. Thou art both. 
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Rich, Lady, you know no Rules of Charity, Anne, 1 would I were, tobe reveng’d on thee 
Which renders good for bad, Bleflings for Curfés. Rich, It is a quarrel moft unnatural, 
Anne. Villain, thou know’{t nov law of God nor Man, | Tobe reveng’d on him that loveth thee. 


No Beatt fo fierce, but knows fome touch of pity. Anne. It is a quarrel juft and reafonable, 
Rich, But] know none, and therefore am no Beaft. To be reveng?d on him that kilPd my Husband. 
Anne. O wonderful, when Devils tell the truth ! Aich, He that bereft thee, Lady of thy Husband, 
Rich, More wonderful, when Angels are foangry: ° | Did ittohelptheetoabetter Husbands 
Vouchiafe (divine perfection of a Woman) 4nne. Hisbetter doth not breathe upon the Ear 
Of thefe fuppofed Crimes, to give me leave, Rich. He lives, that loves thee better than he 
By circumftances but to acquit my felf. Anne, Name him, 
Anne. Vouchfafe (diftus’d infeétion of a Man) Rich, Plantagenet. 
r Of thefe known evils, but to give me leave Ane. Why that was he. 
By circumitance, tocurfe thy curfed Self. . ch. The felf-fame name, but one of better Na 
|, Rich, Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have Anne. Where ishe ? 
Some patient leifure to excufe my felf. Rich, Here : é [Spat 
+ Anne, Fouler than heart can think thee, Why doft thou fpit at me? 
- | Thou can’ft make no excufe currant, | Anne, Would it were mortal poifon for thy f 
But to hang thy felf. Rich, Never came poifon from fo fweet a pla 
| Rich, By fuch defpair, I thould accufe my felf. Anne, Never hung poifon ona fouler Toad. 
‘Anne. And by defpairing {halt thou ftand ‘excufed, Out of my fight, thou doft infect mine Eyes. 
|For doing worthy Vengeance on thy felf, Rich. Thine Eyes (fweet Lady) have infected 
That did’ft unworthy ilaughter upon others. Anne, Would they were Bafilisks, to ftrike t 
|. Bich, Say, that I flew them not. Rich. 1 would they were, that I might dye at on 
Anne, Yhen fay, they were not flain : _ | For now they kill me with a living Death. 
| But dead they are, and, devilith flave, bythee. —~ - Thofe Eyes of thine from mine have drawn falt Tea 
Rich. 1 did not kill your Husband. | Sham’d their Afpects with flore of childith drops: 
Anne. Why then,he is alive, Thefe Eyes which never fhed remorfeful Tear, 
Rich, Nay, he is dead, and flain by Edwara’s hands. No, when my Father York , and Edward wept. 
_ Anne. In thy foul Throat thou ly’ft, To hear the piteous moan that Rusland made : 
Queen Margaret faw — : a When black-fac’d Clifford theok his Sword at him. 
Thy murd?rous Faulchion fmoaking in his Blood : Nor when my Warlike Father, like a Child, — 
| The which thou once did’ft bend againft her Breaft, Told the fad ftory of my Father’s Death, 
But that thy Brothers beat afide the point. And twenty times made paufe to fob and weep, 
Rie . J) was provok’d by her flan@’rous tongue, That all the ftanders by had wet their Cheeks, 
{That laid their guilt upom my guiltlefs fhoulders. Like Trees be-dafh’d with rain: in thatfad time, 


— 


oo 


sa f 


‘My manly Eyes did{corman humble Tear : 

And what thefe Sorrows could not thence exhale, 

Thy Beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 
Raaree {ued to Friend, norEnemy: | 
_ | My Tongue could.neverJeara fweet {moothing word. 
} | But now thy Beauty #s propos’d my Fee, 


: Teachnot thy Lip fuch feorn, for it was made 
de For kifling, Lady, not for fuch contempt. 
\ |ilfthy revengeful Heart.cannot forgive, 
y | Loehere I lend thee this tharp-pointed Sword, 

| Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true Breatt, 
And let the Soul forth that adoreth thee, 
{I Jay it naked to the deadly ftroke, 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee, 

[He lays his Breaftopen, {he offers at it with his Sword. 

_ \Nay, do not paufe: for I did kil] King Henry, 
» | But twas thy Beauty that provoked me.- 


_*4 Nay, now difpatch :: ? T'was I that ftab’d young Edward, 

i | But?twas thy Heavenly Face that fer me on. 

. [She falls the Sword. 
, | Take up the Sword agains ortake up me. 
) Anne. Arif€Diflembler, though i with thy Death, 


-}1 will not be thy Executioner. 
f | Rich. sThen bid me kill my felf, and I will do it. 
Anne. \ have already. Sei 
Rich, “Yhat was in thy Rage : 
i, | Speak it again, and even with thy word, 
‘This Hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Love, 
‘Shall for.thy love, kill afar truer Love, 
To both their Deaths fhalt thou be acceflary. 
Anne. { would I knew thy Heart. 
Rich, ?Tisfigur’d in my Tongue. 
Anne, \ fear me, both ate falfe. 
Rich, Then never Man was true. 
Anne... Well, well, put up your Sword, 
\ Rich, Say then, my Peace is made: 
 Anmne,.That fhalt thou know hereafter. 
Rich, But thal} | live in hope? 
Anne. All men 1 hope live fo. 
Vouchfafe to wear this Ring. 
| Rich, Look how thy Ring encompafleth my Finger, 


i, | Even fo thy Breaft inclofeth my poor Heart: 


Ss 
<= 
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Hue } Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
_ | And if thy poor devoted Servant may 
iy | But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 


_ | Thou doft confirm this happinefs for ever. 
|. Anne, What is it ? 
| Rich, Thatit may pleafe you leave thefe fad Defigns 
| To him that hath moit caufe to be a Mourner, 
_ {And prefently repair to Crosby Houfe : 
_ | Where (after I have folemnly interr’d 
, | At Chert/ey Monaft’ry this Noble King, 
fr | And wet his Grave with my Repentant Tears) 
~ }Lwill with all expedient duty fee you. e 
_ |For divers unknown Reafons, I befeech you, 
ft | Grant me this Boon. fc 
| Anne. With all my Heart, and much it joys me too, 
, | To fee youare become fo penitent. 
| Treffel and Barkley, go along with me. 
"| Rich, Bid me farewel. 
_ une. *Tis more than you deferve : 
But fince you teach me how-to flatter you, 
Imagine I have faid farewel already. 
| _ Gent, Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord ? 
@ ie Rich, Now to White-Fryers, there.attend my coming. 
a} [Ext Coarfe. 
¢ | Wasever Woman in this humour Woo’d ? 
(% | Was ever woman in this humour won ? 
Ple have her, but I will not keep her long. 
What? I have kill’d her Husband, and hisFather, 
] Totake her in her hearts extreameft hate, 
§ | WithCurfes in her Mouth, tears in her Eyes, 


My. proud Heart faes, and prompcs my Tongue to fpeak.. 
. [ She looks: feornfully at him: 


(Ex. two with Anne. 
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The bleeding witnefs of my hatred by, 
Having God, her Confcience, and thefe bars again 
And Ino Briends to back my fit withall, a 
But the plain Devil and diflembling looks ? 

And yet to.wirher ? Allthe World to nothin g, 

Hah ! 

Hath fhe forgot already that brave Prince, 

Edvard, her Lord, whom I (fome three months fince ) 
Stab’d in my angry mood, at Temksbyry ? 

A fweeter anda lovelier Gentleman, 


| Franvd in the prodigality of Nature , 


Young, Valiant, Wife, and (no doubt) right Royal, 
The {pacious world cannot again afford, 

And will fhe thus abafe her Eyeson me, 

That cropt the Golden prime of this fweet Prince, 
And made her Widow to a woful Bed? 

On me, whofe All not equals Edwards Moytie? 
On me, that halts, andammifhapen thus? _ 

My Dukedeme to abeggarly Denier ? 

Ido miftake my perfon all this while: 

Upon my life the finds, (although I cannot) 

My f-lf tobe a mary’lous proper man. 

le b2 at charges for a Looking-glafs, 

And entertain a {core or twoof Taylors, 

To ftudy Fafhions to adorn my Body - 

Since lam crept in favour with my felf, 

{ will maintain it with fome little coft, 

But firft le turn yon fellow in his Grave, 

And then return lamenting to my Love. 

Shine out, fair Sun, *till 1 have bought a Glafs, 


That I may fee my Shadow as I pafs. (Exit. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter the Queen Mother, Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray. 


Riv, Have patience,Madam,there is no doubt his Majefty 

Will foon recover his accuftom?d health. 
Gray, Inthat youbrookit ill, it makes him worfe, 

Therefore for God’s fake entertain good comfort, 

And cheer his Grace with quick and merry Eyes. ~ 
Queen. If he were dead, what would betide on me ? 
Gray. No other harm, but lofs of fucha Lord. 

Qu. The lofs of fuch a Lord includesall harms. 
Gray. The Heavens have bleft you with a goodly Son 
To be your Comforter, when he is gone. 
Ow. Ah! heis young ; and his Minority 
Is put unto thetruft of Richard Glofter, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Riv, 1s it concluded he fhall be Protector ? 
Qu Itisdetermin’d, not concluded yet: 
But {o it muftbe, if the King mifcarry. 


Enter Buckingham and Derby. 


Gray. Here comes the Lord of Buckingham and Derby, 
Buck, Good time of day unto your Royal Grace. 
Derb.God make your Majefty joyful,as you have been. 
Qu. The Countefs Richmond, good my L. of Derby, 
To your good Prayer will fcarcely fay, Amen. 
Yet Derby, notwithftanding fhe’s your Wife, 
And loves not me, be you, good Lord, affur’d, 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 
Derb. \ do befeech you, either not believe 
The envious Slanders of her falfeAccufers : 
Or if fhe be accus’d on true report, 
Bear with her weaknefs, which I think proceeds 
From wayward ficknefs, and no grounded malice. 
Qu. Saw you the King to day, my Lord of Derby ?_ 
Derb. But now the Duke of Buckingham andl, 
Are come from vifiting his Majefty. = 
Qu, What likelihood of his amendment, Lords ? 


= = Buck, 


| 
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~"Buck, Madam, good hope, his Grace fpeaks cheatfully. | Thana great Queen, with this condition, 
Qn. God grant him health, did you confer with him? | To be fo baited, fcorn’d, and ftorm’d at, 
«Buck, 1, Madam, defires to make atonement, Small joy have I in being Exgland’s Queen, 
‘Between the Duke of Glofer, and your Brothers, 
And between them, and my Lord Chamberlain, 
And fent to warn them to his Royal prefence. 1 Ipeht 
Qu, Would allwere well, but that will never be, Mar. And lefsned be that fmall, GodI befeech him, 
I fear ous happinefs is at the height. Thy Honour, State, and Seat, is due to me. ? } 
Enter Richard. Rich. What? threat you mewith telling of the King? I 
Rich. They do me wrong, and I will not-endure it, I will avouch’t in-prefence of the King:. 035 “i 2 
Who is it that complains unto the King, i dare adventure to be fent to th? Tower, © FE oH of 
| ThatI (forfooth) am ftern, and love them not? °Tis time to fpeak, Ys 
By holy Paul, they love his Grace but lightly, My pains are quite forgot. 
That fill his Ears with fuch diffentious Rumors. Margaret. Out Devil, 
‘Becaufe I cannot flatter, and look fair, I do remember them too well : 
' Smile in Mens Faces, {mooth, deceive, and cog, Thov kild’ft my Husband Henry in the 
‘Duck with French nods, and Apifh Courtefie, . - And Edward my poor Son, at Yemksbur 
I muft be helda rancorous Enemy. Rich, E’re you were Queen, 
Cannot a plain Man live, and think no harm, I, or your Husband King: 
But thus his fimple truth mult be abus?d, 1 was.a pack-horfe in his great Affairs: 
With filken, flye, infinuating Jacks ¢ A wecder out of his proud Adverfaries, 
Gray. To whom inall this prefence fpeaks your Grace ? | A liberal rewarder of his Friends, 
Rich. Tothee, that haft nor Honefty nor Grace: To Royalizehis blood, I {pent mine own. 
When have | injur’d thee ? When done thee wrong ? Margaret. 1, and much better blood 
Or thee ? orthee? or anyof your Faction ? Than his or thine. ¢3 
A Plague upon youall, His Royal Grace Rich, In all which time, you and your Husban 
(Whom God preferve, better than you would with) ‘Were factious for the Houfe of Lancafter, | 
Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while, And Rivers, fo were you: was not your Husband, 
But you muit trouble him with lew’d Complaints. In Aargarct?s Battel, at Saint Albans, flaing ~~ 
| Qu. Brotherof Glofery you miftakethe matter ; Let me put in your minds, if you forget, orteit 
| The King on his own Royal difpofition, . - What you have been e’rethis, andwhat youare: 
|( And not provok’d by any Suitor elfe) Withall, what] have been, and what I am. es 
Aiming (belike) at your interior hatred, ~-—- Q. Ad. A murth’rous Villain, and fo ftill thou art. 
' That in your outward action fhews it felf | Rich. Poor Clarence did forfake his Father Warnick, 
| Againft my Children, Brothers; ‘and my Self, I, and for{wore himfelf (which Jefu pardon.) 
Makes him to fend, that he may learn the ground. Q,M. Which God revenge.: Cm 
| Rich, 1 cannot tell, the world is grown fo bad, > Rich. To fight'on Edward's party, for the Crown, 
‘That Wrens make prey, where Eagles darenot perch. | Andfor hismeed, poor Lord, heismewedup: "| 
Since every Jack became a Gentleman, I would to God my heart were Flint, like Edward’, - 
| There’s many a gentle perfon made a Jack. Or Edwara’s, foft and pitiful, like mine ; me 
Qu,Come,come,we know your meaning, Brother Glo/fer, | 1am too childifh foolifh for this World. % 
You envy my advancement, and my Friends - Qu. A4.Hye thee to Hell for fhame,and leave this wor 
God grant we never may have need of you. Thou Cacodemon, there thy Kingdom is. [oe 
Rich, Mean time, God grants that I have need of you. |) Xv. My Lord of Glofer : in thofe bufie days, 
Our Brother is impri‘on’d by your means, Which here you urge, to prove usEnemies, 
My felf.difgracd, and the Nobility We follow’d then our Lord, our Soveraign King, 
Heldin contempt, while grcat Promotions So fhould we you, if you would be our King.) J 
re Rich, If\fhould be ? I had rather be a Pedler: 


Enter old Queena Margaret. 


ale 
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Tower, “mor haa 


Are daily given toenoble thofe 

That fcarce fome two days fince were worth a Noble. Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof, 
Qu. By him that rais’d me to this careful height, Qu. As little joy (my Lord ) as you fuppofe 

From that contented hap which Lenjoy’d. Youthould enjoy, were you this Countries King, 

| never did incenf¢ his Majefty. As little joy you may fuppofe in me, 

Againft the Duke of Clarence, but have been That I enjoy, being the Queen thereof. 

An earneft Advocate to plead for him. Q. M. A little joy enjoys the Queen thereof. - 

My Lord, you do mefhameful injury, For 1 am fhe, and altogether joylefs. 

Falfely todraw mein thefe vile fufpects. I can no longer hold me patient, 
Rich. You may deny that you were not the mean Hear me, you wrangling Pyrats that fall out. 

Of my Lord-Haftings late imprifonment. In fharing that which you have pill'd from me: 
Riv. She may, my Lord, tor— Which of youtremblesnot, that looksonme? 
Rich. She may, Lord &ivers, why who knows not fo ? Ifnot, that 1 am Queen, youbow like Subje@ts; 

She may do more, Sir, then denying that: Yet that by you depos’d, you quake like Rebels. 

She may helpyou to many fair Preferments, Ah gentle Villain do not turn away. 

And then deny het aiding hand therein, 


} 3 Ri.Foul wrinckl’d Witch,what mak?ft thou in my fight? i 
And lay, thofe Honours on your high defert.. Q. M4. But repetition of what thou haft marr’d, 


What may fhe not ? fhe may, I marry may fhe. That willl make, beforel let thee go. 
Riv. Whatmarry may fhe? Rich, V Ver?t thou not banifhed on pain of Death? 
Rich. Whatmarry may fhe ? Marry with a King; Q. M4. 1 was: but i do find more pain in banifhment, 
A Batchelor, and a handfom ftripling too, Than death can yield me here, by abode. 
L wis your: Grandam had a worfer match. A Husband and:a Son thou ow’ft to me 
| Qu. My Lord of Giger, | have.too long born And thou a Kingdom, all of you allegiances 
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter {coffs : This Sorrow that i have by right is yours, 
By Heaven, | will.acquaint his Majelty | Andall the Pleafires you ufurp are mine. se. 
Of thofe grofs raunts that oft Ihave endur’d. Rich. The Curfemy Noble Father laidon thee, 
Thad rathecbe a Country fervaitMaid | VVhen thou did’ft Crown his warlike Brows with Papet, 
3 : ; , F An ( 
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And with thy fcorns drew’it Rivers from his Eyes, 


‘| Andthen to dry them, gav’itthe Duke a Clout, 


Steep’d inthe faultlefs blood of pretty Rutland : 

His Curfes then from bitternefs of Soul, 

Denounc’d againit thee, are fal’n upon thee : 

And God, not we, have plagu’d thy bloody Deed. 
Qu. So juftis God, to right the innocent. 
Haft.*O, ?twas the fouleft deed to flay that Babe, 

And the moft mercilefs that re was heard of. 

Riv, Tyrants themfelves wept, when it was reported. 

Dorf: No man but prophetied revenge for it. 

Buck. Northumberland, then prefent, wept to fee it. 
MM. What ? were you fnarling all before I came, 

Ready to catch each other by the Throat, 

And turn you all your hatred now on me ? 

Did York’s dread Curfe p:evail fo much with Heaven, 

That Henry’s Death, my lovely Edward’s Death, 

Their Kingdoms lofs, my woful Banifhment, 

Should all but anfwer for that peevifh Brat ? 

Can Ciirfes pierce the Clouds and enter Heaven ?- 


un Why then give way, dull Clouds, to my quick Curfes. 
_ | Though not by War, by Surfeit dye your Kiog, 


Asours by Murther to make him a King. 
Edward thy Son, that now is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward our Son that was Prince of Wales, 
Dye in his Youth, by like untimely violence. 
Thy felf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, 


| Out-live thy Glory, like my wretched felf : 
| Long may’ft thon live, to wail thy Children’s death, 


And fee another, as! fee thee now, 
Deck’d in thy Rights, as thou art ftall’d in mine. 
Long dye thy happy days, before thy Death, 

And after many length’ned hours of grief, 

Dye neither Mother, Wife, nor Ezgland’s Queen. 
Rivers and Dor fet, you were itanders by, 


~ | And fo watt thou, Lord Haftings, whenmy Son _ 
| Was ftabb’d with bloody Daggers: God,1 pray him, 
*, | That. none of you may live his natural age, 


oa But by fome un-look’d-for accident cut off. 


Ric.Have dore thy Charm,thou hateful wither’d Hag. 
. 0.M. And leave out thee? {tayDog, for thou fhalt hear me. 


} If Heaven have any grievous plague.in ftore, 


| Exceeding thofe that 1 can wilh upon thee, 


O let them keep.it, till thy fins be ripe, 


| And then hurl down their Indignation 


~ | On thee, thetroubler of the poor World’s peace. 


The worm of Confcience {till be-gnaw thy Soul, 


= Rt Thy Friends fufpect for Traytors while thou liv’, 


And take deep Traytors for thy deareft Friends : 


| No fleep clofe up that deadly Eye of thine, 
{ Unlefs it be while fome tormenting Dream 
_| Afftight thee witha Hell of ugly Devils.: 
| Thow elvifh, markt, abortive rooting Hog, 
~ | Fhou that watt feal’d in thy Nativity 
| The Slave of Nature, and the Son of Hell: 
4 Thou flander of thy heavy Mothers Womb, 
4 Thou loathed Iffue of thy Fathers loyns, 
Thou Rag of Honour, thou detefted —- 


Rich, Margaret. 
Q. M. Richard, 

Q. M. 1 call thee not. : 
Rich, 1 ery thee mercy then: for 1.did think, 


Rich. Ha! 


( |APhat thou had’ft call’d me all thefe bitter naines. 


Q. M. Why fol did, but look’d for no reply. 


| “Oh let me make'the Period to my Curfe. 
) _ Rich, °Tis done by me, and ends in ALargarer. 
~| Thus have you breath’d your Curfe.againft your felf. 


. M. Poor painted Queen,vain flourifh of my Fortune, 


| Why ftrew?{t thou Sugar onthat Bottel’d Spider, 


Whofe deadly web eninareth thee about ? 


| Fool, fool, thou whett’fta Knifeto kill thy fel; 
| The day will come, that thou fhale wifh for me, 


To help thee.curfe this poyfonous Bunch-back’d Toad. 


a __ Haft. Falfeboading Woman, end thy frantick Curfe, 


‘| And heto yours, and all of you to Gods. 


185 
Leit tothy harm thoumove our patience, 


Q. Mf. Foul fhame upon you, you have all moy’d inink, 


SS ee 


Av. Were you well ferv"d,you would be taught your duty. 
Q. Af, To ferve me well, you all fhould do me duty, 


Teach me to be your Queen, and you my Subjects: 
O ferve me well, and tcach your felves that d uty. 
Dorf. Difpute not with her, fhe is Liinatick, 
Q. 44, Prace, Maltet Marquefs, youare malapert, 
Your fire-new ftamp of Honcur is fcarce currant. 
O that your young Nobility can judge 
What ’twere tolofeit, and be miferable. 
They that ftand high have many blafts to fhake them, 
And ifthey fall, they dafh themfelves to pieces. 
&ich. Good Counfel marry, learn it, learn it, Marquefs. 
Dor, It touches you, my Lord, as much as me, 
Rich. 1, and muchmore : but 1 was born fo high: 

Our ayrie buildeth in the Cedat?s top, 

And dallies with the wind, and fcorns the Sun. 

Mar, And turns the Sun to fhade : alas, alas, 

Witnefs my Son now in the fhade of death, 

W hofe bright out-fhining beams, thy cloudy Wrath 

Hath in Eternal Darkneis folded up. —~ : 

Your ayry buildeth in our ayries Nett: 

O God, that feet, it do not fuffer it, 

Asit iswon with blood, loft be it fo: 

Buck; Peace, peace for Shame, if not for Charity. 
Mar. Urge neither Charity, nor Shame to me: 

Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 

And fhamefully my hopes (by you) are butcher’d, 

My Charity is outrage, Life my thame, 

And inthat fhame, itill live my forrows rage. 

Buck, Have done, have done. 
Maur. O Princely Buckingham, Tle kifsthy hand, 

In fign of League and Amity with thee : 

Now fair befall thee, and thy Noble houfe : 

Thy Garments are not.fpotted with our blood: 

Nor thou within the compafs of my Curfe. 

Buck, Nor no one here: for Curfes never pafs 
The lips of thofe that breathe them in the Air. 
Mar, 1 will not think but they afcend the Sky, 

And there awake God’s gentle fleeping Peace. 

O Buckingham, take heed of yonder Dog : 

Look when he fawns, he bites ; and when he bites, 

His venom Tooth will rankle to the death : 

Have not to do with him, beware of him, 

Sin, Death, and Hell have fet their marks on him, 

And all their Minifters attend on him. 

Rich. What doth fhe fay, my Lord of Buckingham ? 
Buck, Nothing that] retpect, my gracious Lord. 
Mar, What doit thoufcorn me 

For my gentle Counfel:? 

And footh the Devil that I warn thee from. . 

O but remember this another day : 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with Sorrow: 

And fay poor Margaret was a Prophetefs - 

Live each of you the fubjects to his hate, 

LExit. 
Buck, My Hair doth ftand an end to hear her Cures. 
Riv. And fo doth mine, 1 mufe why fhe’s at liberty. 
Rich. | cannot blame her, by God’s holy Mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 

My part thereof, thatI have done to her. 
Der. | never did-her any to my knowledge. 
Rich, Yet you have-all the vantage of her wrong 

I was too hot, to do fome body good, 

That is too cold in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repay’d: 

He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains, 

God pardon them that are the caufe thereof. =e 
Riv. A Virtuous, and a Chriftian-tike conclufion, 

To pray for them that have done {cathe to fs. 

Rich, Sodol ever, being well advi”’. 

ae [Speaks to himfelf, 


For had I curft now, I had curft my felf. 
Rr 3 
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Enter Catesby. Ineftimable Stones, unvalued Jewels 
Cutes. Madam, his Majefty doth call for you, Allfcatteredin the bottom of the Sea - 

And for your Grace, and yours, my gracious Lord. Some lay in dead-men’s Sculls, and inthe holes 
Q, Cateshy, 1 come, Lords willyou go with me ? Where Eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
Riv. We wait upon your Grace. (As *twere in {corn of Eyes) reflecting Gems, 

[Excunt all but Glofter. | That wood the flimy bottom of the Deep, 
Rich. Ido thee wrong, and firft begin to brawl. And mock?d the dead Bones that lay fcattered by, 

The fecret mifchiefs that I fet a-broach, Keep. Wad you fach leifure in the time of Death 

I lay unto the grievous charge of others. To gaze upon thé fecrets of the deep? 

Clarence, whom | indeed have caft in darknefs, Cla. Methovght 1 had, and oftendid! ftrive 

[do beweep to many fimple Gulls, . To yield the Ghoft : bur fill the envious Flood 

| Namely to Derby, Haftings, Buckingham, Stop’d in my Soul, and would not let it forth 
| And tell them?tis the Queen, and her Allies ‘To find theempty, vaft, and wand’ring Air; 

That ftir the King againft the Duke my Brother. But {mother’d it within my panting Bulk, 

Now they believe it, “and withall whet me Who almoft burft to belch it in the Sea. 

To be'revenig’d on Rivers, Dorfet, Gray. Keep. Awak’d you not inthisfore Agony? = 

But then I figh, and with a piece of Scripture, Clar, No, no, my Dream was lengthen’d after life. 

Tell them that God bids us do good for evil : O then, began the T’ empeft to my Soul, lode 

And thus I cloath my naked Villany I paft (methought ) the Melancholy Flood, 

With odd oldends, ftoln forth of Holy Writ, With that fowre Ferry-man which Poets write of, — 

And feem a Saint, when moft 1 play the Devil. Unto the Kingdom of perpetual Night. 

Enter two Murtherers, The firft that there did greet my Stranger-foul, 
But foft, here come my Execut‘oners, Was my great Father-in-law, renowned Warwick, 
How now my hardy ‘ftout refolved Mates, Who fpake aloud : What fcourge for Perjury 
.| Are you now going to difpatch this thing ? Can this dark Monarchy afford falfe Clarence 2. 
Vill. We are, my Lord, and come to have the Warrant; | And fo he vanifh’d. Then came wand’ring by, 
That we may be admitted,where he is. A Shadow like an Angel, with bright Hair 
Rich. Well thought upon, Thave it here about me: Dabbl’din Blood, and he fhrick’d out aloud 
When you have done, repair to Crosby Place; Clarence is come; falfe, fleeting, perjur’d Clarence, 
But, Sirs, be fudden in the Execution, That ftabb’d me in the Field by Zemksbiry : 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead, : Seize onhim Furies, take him unto torment. 
For Clarence is well-fpoken, and Sh With that (methought) a Legion of foul Fiends 
May move'your Hearts to pity, Mf you mark him. Inviron’d me, and howled in mine Ears — 
Vill. Tut, wit, my Lord, wewill not ftand to prate, | Such hideous cries, that with the very Noife, 
Talkers are no good doers; be aflur’d, I (trembling) wak’d, and fora feafon after, 
We go to ufe our Haiids, and not our Tongues. Could not believe, but tat 1 wasin Hell, a) 
Rich. Your Eyes drop Mill-ftoncs, when Fools Eyes Such terrible Impreflion made my Dream. . ov 
fall Tears. De ee Keep. No marvel, Lord, though itaffrighted you, — 
I like you Lads, about your bufine(s ftraight. I am afraid (methinks) to hear you tell it. = 
Go, go, difpatch. Cla, Ah Keeper, Keeper, I have done thefe things 


(iote” 
? 
: 


castle nat he sah seems 
: Se eee < 


Vill. We will, my Noble Lord. [Exeunt. | (That now give evidence againft my Soul) 
7, a For Edward’s fake, and {ee how he requites me. 
O God ! if my deep Prayers cannot appeafe thee, 
Fase. But thou wilt be aveng’d on my mifdeeds, 
Scena Luar ta. Yet execute thy wrath me dione: 
| O fpare my guiltlefs Wife, and my poor Children. — 
Enter Clarence avd Keeper. Keeper, I prithee fit by me a while, As 
My Soul is heavy, and I fain would fleep. 
Keep. Why looks your Grace'fo heavily ? Keep. I will,my Lord,God give your Grace good” 
| Cla. O, Uhave paft a miferable night, i 
| So full of fearfulDreams, of ugly fights, Enter Brakenbury the Lieutenant. 
‘| That as I ama Chriltian faithful man, 
TI would not fpend another fuch a Night, Bra. Sorrow breaks Seafons and repofing hours, 
Though *twere to bay a world of happy days: Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide N 
‘| So full of difmal terrour was the time. Princes have but their Titlés for their Glories, 
‘| Keep. What was your dream,my Lord,I pray you tell me, An outward Honour, for an inward Toil, — 
| -Cla, Methoughts that I had broken from the ‘Tower, And for unfelt Imaginations iba 
| And was embark’d to crofs to Burgundy, '| They often feel a world of reftlefsCares: 
‘| Andin my company my Brother Gloffer, | So that between their Titles, and low name,» 
‘| Who from my Cabin tempted me to walk There’s nothing differs but the outward Fame. 
_| Upon the Hatches - There we look’d toward England, Enter two Murtherers. ai ee 
| And cited up a thoufand heavy times, 1. Mur. Ho, who’shere ? wee 
| During the Wars of York and Lancafter, | Bra. What would’ft thou, Fellow ? And how‘cam*ft thou) 
_| That hadbefal’n us. Ashe paCdalong ~ if bicher-* Wiese So: ae 
‘| Upon the giddy footing of the Hatches, eee 2. Mur. 1 would fpeak with Clarence, and Iycame 
Methought that Giofer ftumbled, and in falling jon myLegs. sie: 
| Strook me (that thought to ftay him)over-board, Bra, What, fo brief ? 
-|Into the tumbling billowsof the Main st >Tis better (Sir) than tobe tedious: ao 
| O Lord, methought what pain it was todrown, i ,| Let himefee our Cominiflion, and talk‘no more. 1 
| What dreadfyl noifé of Water ne ae | _ Bra. 1am in this, commanded tordeliver = 
_| VVhat fights of ugly Death Hae m 2 “| The Noble Dike of Clarence to your hands. 
Methoughts, | faw a thoufand rfyl VVracks; ~~ || | willnot reafon what ismeant hereby, PORTS 
Athoufand men that Fifhesgnawdupon: Becaufe{ will be guiltlefs from the meaning. : 
VVedgesof Gold, great Anchors, heaps of Pearl, - There lies the Duke aileep, ‘and therethe Keys. 
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Vleto theKing, and fignifie to him, 
That thus I have refign’d to you my charge, 
1, You may, Sir, ’tis a point of wifdom: 
Fare you well. 
2. What, fhall we ftab him as he fleeps ? 
1, No: he'll fay twas done cowardly, when he wakes. 
2. Why he. fhall never wake 
ment day. 
1. Why then he'll fay, we ftab’d him fleeping. 


2. The urging of that word Judgment, hath bred a 


_kind of remorfe in me. 
1, What? art thou afraid ? 
_ 2. Not to killhim, having a Warrant. 
; But to be damn’d for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. 
1. I thought thou had’/t been refolute. 
2. Sol am, to let him live. 
1. Ple back to the Duke of Gloffer, and tell him fo. 
2. Nay, prithee ftaya little: 
I hope this paflionate humour of mine wil] change, 
It was wont to hold me but while one tells twenty. 
1. How do’lt thou feel thy felf now ? 


2 
1, Remember. the Reward, when the deeds done: 

2. Come, he dies: I had forgot the Reward. 

1. Where’s thy Confcience now ? 

2. O, in the Dukeof Gloffer’s Parfe. 

1. When he opens his Purfe to give us our Reward, 
thy Confcience flies out. 


|| entertain it. 
1, What if it come to theeagain ? 


2, Ple not meddle with it, it makes‘a:Mana Coward : 
A Man cannot fteal, but it accufeth him: A:Man cannot 
| YSwear, but it Checks him: A’Man cannot lie with his 
_ q Neighbours Wife, but it detects him. Tis a blufhing 
~ Pihamefac’d Spirit, that mutinies in a Mans bofom: It 


fis 
| 70a, 


fills a Man full of Obftacles. It made'nie once reitore a 
j Purfe of Gold that (by chance) I found : It beggars any 


‘Man that keeps it: It is turn’d out of Towns and Ci- 
__ 4 ties ‘for a dangerous thing, and every Man that means to 


live well, endeavours to truft to himfelf, and live with 
out it, 


_. i+ Tis even new at my elbow, perfuading me not to 
kill the Dake. 


2. Take the Devil in thy mind, and believe him not : . 


in ‘He would infinuate with thee but to make thee figh. 
I, a 


Pe 
¢ ge ; 


1. lam ftrong fram’d, he cannot prevail with me. 
2. Spoke like a tall Man, that refpedts thy Reputation. 
Come, fhall we fall to ‘work ? 
. 1, Take him on the Coftard, with the ‘Hilts of thy 


; E | {Sword, and then throw him into the Malmfie-butt in the 


it 
i 


(o> 


next room. ; 
_ 2, Ovexcellent device 5 and make a Sop of him. 
} 1. Soft, he wakes. 


=} Re Strike. 


-1.°No, we'll reafon with him. 


— |{ Cla. Where art thou, Keeper? give me a Cup of Wine. 


ee 


fae 


_} | Who fent you hither ? 


Ser Wherein, my-friends, have I offended you ?.» 


2. You hall have Wine cnongh, my Lord, anon. 
Clar. In Gods name, what art thou ? 
1. Aman, asyouare. - : 
| lar, But not aslam, Royal. 
_. 1. Nor yowas we are, Loyal. 
Cla. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble. 
| 1. My voice is now the Kings, my looks mine own. 
|. Cla. How darkly, andihow deadly do’ft thou {peak ? 
Your Eyes do menace me : why look you pale ? 
wherefore do you come ? 


2. Tg, to, to 
Clar. To murther me ? S87 Yes 
Both, 1, I. % SY 


|, Glar. You fcarcely have the hearts totelbme . | 
|} And therefore cannot havethe heartsto do it a 


The Life and Death if Richard the Third, 


LExit. 


» until the great Judg- 


‘| Hath in the Table of his Law commanded, 


. Some certain dregs of Gonfcience are yet within me: 


| Thou didft receive the Sacrament, to fight 


j 
j 
! 2. ? Vis no matter, let it go: there’s few or none will 


| Your Brother Glofter hates you. 


'| He little thought of this divided Friendhhip : + 
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1. Offended us you have not, but the King. 
Clar. I fhall be reconcil’d to him again. 
2. Never, my Lord, therefore Prepare to dye, 
Clar. Are you drawn forth among a world of Men 
To flay the innocent ?. What?s my offence ? 
Where is the Evidence that doth accufe me ? 
What lawful Queft have given their Verdid up 
Unto the frowning Judge? Or who pronounce’d 
The bitter fentence of poor Clarence’s death ? 
Before I be convict by courfe of Law, 
To threaten me with death, is moft unlawful, 
I charge you, as you hope for any goodnefs, 
That youdepart, and layno hands on me: 
The deed you undertake is damnable. 
1. What we will do, wedo upon command: 
2. And he that hath commanded, is our King. 
Cla. Erroneous Vaflals, the great King of Kings 


That Thou fhalt do no Murther, Will you then 
Spurn at his Ediéts, and fulfil a Mans? 
Take heed’, for he holds Vengeance in his hand 
Tohurle upon their heads that break his Law, 

2. And that fame Vengeance doth he hurleon thee 
For falfe forfwearing, and for murther too: 


In quarrel of the Houle of Lancafter. ; 

1. And like a Traytor tothe name of God, 
Did’it break that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade, 
Unripp’ft the Bowels of thy Soveraign’s Son. 

2. Whom thou was’t {worn to cherifh and defend, 

1. How canft thou urge Gods dreadful Law to us, 
When thou -haft' broke it in fach high degree ? 

Clar, Alas! for whofe fake did { that ill deed ? 
For Edward, for my Brother, for his fake. 
He fends you not to murther mie for this: 
For in that fin he is as deep as I, 
if God willbe avenged for the deed, 
O know you yet, he doth.it publickly, 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful Arm 
He needs no indirect, or lawlefs courfe, 
To cut off thofe that have offended him. 

1. Who made thee then a bloody Minifter, 
When gallant fpringing brave Plantagenet, 

That Princely Novice was {truck dead by thee? 
Clar. My Brother’s love, the Devil, and my Rage. 

1. Thy Brother’s Love, our Duty, and thy Faults, 
Provoke us hither now, to flaughter thee. 

Clar. If you dolove my Brother, hate not me: 
Iam his Brother, and {love him'well. 

If you are hir’d for meed, go back again, 
And I will fend you tomy Brother Glofer: 
Who fhall:reward you better for my life, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 
2. You are'deceiv’d, 


Cla. Ohno, he'loves me, andhe holds me dear’: 
Go you to him from me. 
1. 1, fo we will. 
Cla. Tell him, when that our Princely Father York, | 
Bleft his three Sons with. his victorious Arm, 


Bid Gloffer think on this, aiid he will weep. 
1. I, Milftones, as he Ieffoned us to weep. 
Clar. O' do not flander'him, for he is ‘kind. 

1. Right, asSnowin Harveft ; : 

Come, you deceive your felf, 

’Tis hethat fends usto deftroy'you here. 

Cla. It cannot be, for he bewept my. Fortune, 
And huge?dme in his Arms, and fworewith fobs, 
That he would-labour my delivery. 

1. Why fo he doth, when ‘he delivers you 

From this Earths thraldom, to the joys of Heaven: 

2. Make peace’ with God, 'for you mult dig, my Lord. 

Cla. Have you that holy-feeling in your,Souls, : 


; 
: 
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ocounfel me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your own Souls fo blind, 
That you will War with God, by murd@’ring me? 
O Sirs, confider, they that fet you on 
To do thisdeed, will hate you for the deed. 
2, What fhall we do ? 
Clar. Relent, and fave your Souls: 
Which of you, if you were a Princes Son, 
Being pent from Liberty,as I am now, 
£ two fuch murtherers as your felves came to you, 
Would not intreat be as you would beg 
ou in my diftrefs. 
ie Fitelent ? Fe : ?Tis cowardly and womanihh. 
Cla, Not to relent, is beaftly, favage, devalifh. 
My Friend, I {py fome pity in thy looks : a 
O, if thine Eye be not a flatterer, 
Come thou on my fide, and intreat for me, 
| A begging Prince what Beggar pities not ? 
2. Look behind you, my Lord. “s 
1. Take that,and that,if all this will not do, [Stabs him. 
Y’le drown you in the Malmfey-Butt within. LExit. 
2. A bloody deed, and defperately difpatcht : 
How fain (like Pilate) would | wafh my hands 
Of this moft grievous murther. 
Enter 1. Murtherer. 
1. How now? what mean’ft thou that thou help’ft me 
not? By Heaven, the Duke fhall know how flack you have 
een. ‘ 
: 2. Mur, T would he knew, that I had fav’d his Brother ; 
Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I fay, 
For I repent me that the Duke is flain. 
1. Mur. Sodo not 1: go Coward as thou att. 
Well, Ple gohidethe Body in fome hole, 
> Till that the. Duke give order for his burial : 
And when! have my meed, J will away ; 
For this will out, and then I muft not ftay. 


Ext, 


aE i e 
Adtus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Queen, Lord Marquefs, 


Flourith. Enter the King fick,, the 
eee oh Buckingham , 


Dorfet, Rivers, Haltings, Catesby, 
Woodvil. 


Kiaz. Why fo - ‘now have I done a good days work. 
_| You Peerscontinue'this united Leagues. 
I, every day expect anEmbaflage ©, 
From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence. 
And more to peace my Soul fhall:part to Heaven, 
Since I have} made my-Friends at peace on earth: © 
Dorfet and Rivers,’ take each others hand, 
Diffemble not your hatred, Swear your TS Chg ieee 
_ Riv. By Heaven, mySoul is purg d from bearing hate, 
And.with my jiand Lfeal my true Hearts-love. 
Haft. So thrive I; as L truly fwear the like. 
King. Take heed you dally.not ‘before your Kings . 
Left he that is thé fupreme King of Kings 
Confound your hidden falfhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 
. Haft. So profper I, as! ear perfect love. 
Riv. Andi, as llove Hastings with my heart. 
King. Madam, your felf is not exempt from this :: 
Nor you Son Dorfet, Buckingham nor you ; 
| You have been factious one againft the other. 
Wife, love Lord Haftings, let him kifs your hand, 
_| And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 2 
| Queen. There Haftings, 1 will never more remember 
‘| Our former hatred, fo thrive 1, and mine. 
| King. Dorfer, embrace him ° ) 
| Haftings, love Lord Marquels. 
i}. Dor, San of love, 


I here proteft 
|| Upon my part, fhall be inviolable. 


Exit. 


| Andthat a winged A4ercury did bear: 


Haft. And fo fwear I. F aaa 
King. Now Princely Buckingham, {eal thou this League} 
With thy embracements to my Wives Allies, are 
And make me happy in your unity. ° y 
Buck, Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your Grace, but with all duteous love; 
Doth cherifh you and yours, God punifh me 
With hate in thofe where I expect moft love, 
When have moft need to imploy a Friend, 
And moft affured that he isa Friend, , 2 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, c 
Be he unto me: thisdol beg of Heaven, ae 
When I am coldin love, to you or yours. (Embrace. | 
King. A pleafing Cordial, Princely Buckingham, | 
{s thisthy Vow unto my fickly heart. ‘ 
There wanteth now our Brother G/ofer here, 
To makethe blefled Period of this peace. — 
Buck, And in good time, «- 
Here comes Sir Richard Ratcliff, and the Duke. 


Enter Ratcliff, and Glofter. 


Rich. Good morrow to my Sovereign King and Queen, 

And Princely Peers, a happy time of day. © Nod ae 
King. Happy indeed, as we have fpent the day; 

Glofter, we have done deeds of Charity, z 

Made Peace of Enmity, fair love of hate; * 

Between thefe fwelling wrong incenfed Peers, 
Rich. A blefled labour, my moft Sovereign Lord; 
Among this Princely heap, if any here 5 . 
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmife i a a 
Hold me a Foe: if I unwillingly, or in my rage, =. 
Have ought committed that is hardly born, a 

To.any in this prefence, I defire 

To reconcile me to his friendly peace : 

Tis death tome to be at Enmity: 

I hate it, and defire all good Mens love. 

Firft, Madam, I intreat true peace of you, 

Which I will purchafe with my duteous fervice, 

Of you my Noble Coufin Buckingham, | 

If ever any grudge were lodg’d between us. 

Of you, and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorfer, 

That all without defert have frown’d on me- 

Of you Lord Woodvil, and Lord Scalestof you, dl 
Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of alh | 
I-do not know that Englifhman alive, 5 
With whom my Soulis any jot at odds, 

More than the Infant that is born to night : 

I thank my God for my Humility. 

Queen. A Holy day thall this be kept hereafter: 

[ would to God all ftrifes were well compounded. 

My Sovereign Lord, I do befeech your Highnefs 

To takeour Brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Rich, Why Madam, have I offer’d love for this, ~ 

To be fo flouted in this Royal prefence ? ue 


-| Who knows not that the gentle Dukeis dead ? 


You do him injury to fcorn his Coarfe. 
King. Who knows not he is dead! - 

Who knows he is ? . soit au 
Queen, All-feeing Heaven, what a world is this? — 
Buck, Look’ fo pale, Lord Dorfet, asthe ret? 
Dor. 1, my good Lord, and no Man in the prefence, 

But his red colour hath forfook his Cheeks. 
King. \s Clarence dead? the Order was revers’d- 


Rich. But he (poor Man) by your firft Order died, 


Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand, 

That come too lagg to fee him buried. totais 
God grant, that fome lef Noble, and lefs Loyal, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, =~ 


| Deferve no worfe than wretched Clarencedid, © 
| And yet go currant from fufpicion. Gris 


Enter Earl of Derby. 
Derb. A boon, my Soveraign, for my 


~ 


fervice’ done. 


ged 


“| Who told me in the Field at Tewksbury, 


| Come /aftings help me tomy Clofet. 


by Rich, Thisis the fruits of rafhnefS: Mark’t you nor, 


‘| Enter the old Dutchefs of York, with the. two Children of 


|| Dutch. No, Boy. 


SS Incapable and. fhallow Innocents, 


= 
ey | 
3] 
=. 
Sea e 
H 
S| 
= 
Ss. 
ey 
Ps) 
| oe 
Q 
a 
LB 
3; 
S| 
= 
al 


189 


King. | prithee peace, my Soul is full of forrow. 
Devb. I will not rife, unlefs your Highnef hear me. 
King. Then fay atonce, what is it thou requeft’ft. 
Dero. . The forfeit (Soveraign) of my fervants life, 
Who flew to day a'Riotous Gentleman, 
Lately attendant on: the Duke of Norfolk, 

King. Havel a Tongue to doom my Brothers death ? 
And thall that Torgue give pardon. to a Slave ? 
My Brother kill’d no man, his fault was Thought, 
And yet his punifhment was bitter death, 
Who fued to me forhim? Who (in my: wrath) 
Kneel’d at my feet:, and bid:me be advis?d ? 
Who fpoke of Brotherhood? who fpokein love ? 
Who told me, how the poor Soul did forfake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me: 4 


| Told me, the King provok’d to it by the Queen, 
Devis’d Impeachments to Imprifon him 

| And when my Uncle told me fo, he wept, 

‘And pitied me, and kindly kift my Cheek : 

Bad me’ rely on him, as on my Father, 

‘And. he would love me dearly asa Child: 

| Dut, Ab! that Deceit thould fteal-fich gentle fhape, 

‘And with’avertuous Vizor hide deep Vice " 

He is my Son, I, and therein my fhame,, 

Yet from my Dugs, he drew not this deceit. ; 
Boy. Think yowmy Uncle did diffemble;: Grandam? 
Dutch. |, Boy. 


Boy. I cannot think it. Hark; whabnoifé is this? 


Enter the Queen with her Flair about her Ears, Rivers: and 


Dorfet after her, 
When Oxford had me down, he refcued me: 


And faid, dear Brother live, and bea King ? 
Who told me, when we both lay in the F ield; 
Frozen (almoft), to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his Garments,’ and did give himielf 
(All thin and naked ). to the num cold night ? 

ll this from my Remembrance, bruitifh wrath 
infullypluckt, andnota Man of you 

ad fo muchGrace to put.it in my mind. 

ut when your Carters, or-your waiting Vaflals 
ave done a drunken flaughter, and defac’d 
he pretious image of our dear Redeemer, 

ou ftraight are on your Knees for Pardon, Pardon, 
nd Cunjuftly too) mnft grant it you. 

ut for my Brother, not a Man would {peak, 


Queen. Ah! who fhall hinder me to. wail and weep 2. 

To chide my Fortune, :andtorment my. felf. 

le joyn with black defpair againft my Soul, 

And to my felf become anEnemy. |. >. 
Dutch. What means'this Scene of rude impatience ?- 
Queen. To make an act of Tragick violence. 

Edward, my Lord, thy Son, our King is dead. 

Why grow the Branches, when the Root is gone? - 

Why wither not the leaves that. want their fap ? 

If you will live, lament’ if dye, be brief, 

That our fwift-winged Souls may catch the King?s, 

Or like obedient Subjects follow him, 

To his new Kingdom of ne’re-changing night. 

Dutch, Ab, {o much intereft have I in thy forrow, 

AsI had Title to tity Noble Husband ; 

I-have bewept.a worthy Husband’s death, 

And liv’d with looking on bis Images : 

But now two Mirrors of his Princely femblance, - 

Are crack’d in pieces, by malignant death, 

And I for comfort have but one falfe Glaf, 

That grieves me, when I fee my fhame in him, 

Thou art a Widow; yet thou art a Mother, 

And haftthe comfort of thy Children left, 

But death hath fnatch?d my Husband from minearms, . 

And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble hands, 

Clarence, and Edward, O, what caufe have I, 

(Thine being but a moiety of my moan ) 

To over-go thy woes, and drown my cries. 
oy. Ab Aunt! you wept not for our Father’s death : 

How can weaid you with our Kindred tears? 

Dangh. Our Fatherlefs diftrefS was left unmoan’d, 

Your Widow-dolour likwife be unwept. 

_ Queen. Give me-no help in Lamentation, 
Iam not barren to bring forth Complaints: 
All Springs reduce their. currents to mine Eyes, 
That I being govern’d by the W. atry Moon, ‘ 
May fend forth plenteous tears to drown. the World, 
Ah, for my. Husband, for my dear Lord Edwards 
Chil. Ah, for our Father, for our dear. Lord Clarence, 
Dutch. Alas, forboth, both mine Edmardand Clarence. 
Queen, Wehat ftay had. 1, but Edward? and he’s gone. 
Chil, What ftay had. we, but Clarence ?-and he’s gone. 
Dutch, What ftays had], but they ? and they are gone: 
Queen, Was never Widow had fo dear a lofs. 
Chil, Were never Orphans had fo dear a lof, 

* Dutch, Was never Mother had. fo dear a lofs. 

Alas! Iam the Mother of thefe Griefs... 

Their woes are parcel’d, mine is general. 

She for an. Edward weeps, and fo do |: 

I fora Clarence weep, fo doth not fhe 5 

Thefe Babes for Clarence weep, fodo not they. 

Alas! youthree, on me threefold diftreft 

Pour all your tears, I am your forrows Nurfe, 

And | will pamper it with Lamentation. 

Dor, Comfort, dear Mother, God is much difpleas’d, 

That you take with unthankfulnief§ his doing. 

In common wordly things tis call’d ungrateful, 


for I (ungracious). fpeak unto my felf 

or him,poor Soul. The praudett of you all, 
Have-been beholding to-him in his life: 
Yet none of you, would.ouce beg for his life. 
O God !< I fear thy Juftice will take hold 
On me, and.you; and mine; and yours for this. 


Ah poor Clarence. LExeunt fomewith K. and. Queen. 


ow that the kindred of the Queen 
Look’d pale, when they did hear of Clarénce’s death 2 
O! they did urgeit ftillunto the King, 
God will revenge it. Come, Lords, wiil you go, 
To comfort dard with our company ? 
| Buck, We wait. upon your Grace. [Excune. 


Bir See ar aa rok 


Scena Secunda. 
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’ Clarence. 


' Edm.: Good Grandam tellus, is our Father dead ? 


|, Daugh. Why do you weep fo oft ? and beat your Breaft ?: 
| And crys O Clarence, my unhappy Son ? 
Boy. Why do you look on us, and fhake your head, 
And call us Orphans, Wretches, Caftaways, 
If that our Noble Father were alive? 
Dut. My pretty Coufins, you miftake me both, 
I do lament the ficknefS of the King, 
As loth to lofe him, not your Father’s death : 
It were loft forrow to wail one that’s loft. 
| _ Boy. “Then you conclude (my Grandam ) he is dead: 
The King mine Uncle isto blame for it. 
God will revenge it, whomI will importune 
With earneft Prayers, all to that effect. 
Daugh, And fo will I, 


Dut. Peace,Children,peace : the King doth love you well. 


y cannot guefs who caus’d your Father’s death. 
Boy. Grandam, we can: for my good Uncle Glofter _ 


With 


[apo __The Lafond Death of Richart sheer’ ____ 
With dul) unwillingnefs to repay 4 debt, 2. Cit. promise you I hardly know my felf:. ihe, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent:. Hear you the News abroad ? LT 
Much more to be thus oppofite with Heaven, .1. Yes, the King is dead. 

For it requires the Royal debt it lent you. 2 ‘Ill News by’r Lady, feldom comes the better: 
Revers. Madam, bethink you like a careful Mother I fear, I fear,twill'prove a giddy world, © 
Of the young Prisice your Son: fend ftraight for him, + Enver “another: Catinengo 2001 
Let him be Grown’d, in him your comfort lives. . Neighbours, God fpeed. at 
Drown defperate forrow in dead Faenans 3 Grave, . Give you good morrow, Sir. ‘il bad | H. 
And plant your joys 18 living Edwards Throne. " Doth the news hold of good King Edwards déath?)) 
. h : _[ Sir, itistoo true, God helpthe'while, "77 ) 
Enter Richard, Buckingham, Derby» Haltings, and " Then Mafters look to fee'a troublows world.) 0044) 
Ratcliff. . No, no, by Gods good Grace, ‘hisSon fhall Reign? 9} 
Rich. Sifter, have comfort, all of us have caufe 3. Woeto that Land that’s gouern’d by a Child. ona P 

To wail the dimming of our fhining Star: >. Inhimthere isa hope of Government. 1) 1017 

But none can help our harms by wailing them. VVhich fn his Non-age, Counfel under him, 

Madam, my Mother, 1 docry you mercy, And in his full and ripened years, himfelP =~ 
I did not fee your Grace. Humbly on my Knee No doubt fhall then, and till’ then:govern well.” iM 
I crave your Blefling. 4 1. So ftood the ftate when Henry the Sixth ha 

Dutch. God blefs thee, and put meeknefs in thy breaft, | VVas Crown’d in Par#s, ‘but at nine months old: 9 © / 

Love, Charity, Obedience, and true Dutie. 3. Stood the State fo ? No, no, good friends, God wot; 

Rich, Amen, and make me die a good old man, For then this Land was famoufly enrich’d' ict ome 
That is the butt end of a Mothers Blefling 5 VVhich politick grave Counfel; then the King ) 

I marvel that her Grace did leave‘it out. : Had vertuous Uncles to protect his ‘Grace. : 
Buck, Youcloudy-Princefs, and heart-forrowing-Peers,| 1, VVhy fo hath this, both by ‘his Father and Mot 

That bedr'thisheavy mutual load. of Moan, 3. Better it were they all came by his Father 5» <0 

Now cheer each other in cach others love: Or by his Father there were none at alls” 
Though we have.fpent our Harveft of this King, For Emulation, who fhall now be neareft, ey 
We are.to reap the Harvelt of his Son. VVill touch us all too near, if God prevent not.” ” ~ 
The broken rancour of your high-{woln hates, O full of Danger is the Duke of Glofier, sol | 
But lately fplinti’d, knit, and joyn’d together, And the Queens Sons; and ‘Brothers, haught and proud: |. 

‘Mutt gently. be preferv'd, cherifht, and kept: And were they to be rul’d, and not to rule, TOP Si 

Me feemeth oa that with fome little Train, This fickly Land, might folace as before. mi! Loe 

‘Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fet 1. Come, come, we fear the worft, all will be well, of 

‘Hither to London, to be crown’d our King. ‘ x. VVhen Clouds are feen,wife men put on their Cloaks: 

Rivers. Why with fome little Train, VVhen great leaves fall, then V Vinter is at hand 3°" 
My Lord of Buckingham ? 3 VVhen the Sun fets, who doth not look for night o! boOe 
Buck, Marry, my Lord, left by a multitude “Untimely ftorms make men expect a Dearth: oi 

The new-heal’d wound of Malice fould break out, . All may be well; but if God fort it fo, 

Which would-be fo much the more dangerous, _ Tis more than we deferve, or I expect. 

By how much the Eftate is green, and yet ungovern’d. 2. Truly the Hearts of Men are full of fear : 
Where every Horfe bears his commanding Rein, You cannot reafon (almoft) with a Man, 

‘And may direét his courfe as pleafe himfclf, That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 

As well the fear of harm, as harmapparent, 3. Before the days of Change, ftill is it fo 

Bya divineinftinct, mens minds miftruft 
Purfuing danger : as by proof we fee id 
The V Vater {well beforea boyfrous ftorm: 
But leave it all to God, V Vhither away ? 

2. Marry we were fent for to the Jultices. a 

3. And fo was I, I’le bear you company. [Exeunt.) 
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Pers Scena Quarta. 
and go weto determine 


hotl ht fall poftto London. Enter Arch-Bifhop, young York, the Queen, and the” | 
Madam, and you my Dutchefs. al 


To give your cenfure [Exeunt. 


Arch. Laft night I heard they lay at Stony Stratfor » At 
And at Notional they do eft tonight ; i ‘ 
To morrow, or next day, they will be here. 7 ONY 
For by the ways Dutch, 1 long with all my heart to fee the Prince: © 
AsIndex to the ftory hope he is much grown fince laft I faw him. pote 
To part the Queen’s prow Queen. Butl hear no, they fay my Son of York, 8 
Rich. My other felf, my Cownfel’s Confiftory, Has almfoft overtane him in his growth. 5 sr 
‘My Oracle, my Prophet, my dear Coufin, Yor, 1 Mother, but I would not have it fo. t ataye 
I, asa Child, will go by thy direction. | Dutch, VVhy, my good Coufin, it is good to grow. © 
Toward London then, for we'll not ftay behind. [Exeunt.| Yor. Grandam, one nightas we did fit at Supper» 
9 es ee My Uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow - 
Sees: joa pes I, quoth my Uncle Glofter, 
. mall Herbs have Grace, great V pace. 
- Scena Tertia. _ | And fince, methinks I haan ia Pg si 
and another at the other. | Becaufe fweet Flowers are flow, and V Veeds make haft. 
Dutch. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold. 
2. Cit. Good morrow, Neighbour, whither away fo faft ? | In him that did object the fame'to thee.’ 9-5 


- 


Enter one Citizen at ont Door, 


ft 


* 


- | 


| 


He was the-wretched’it thing when: he was young, 
So long a growing, sand fo leifurely, 
jj] That if his rale were-true, -he fhould be gracious. 
Yor. And.fo no doubt le is, my gracious Madam, 


| I could have-given my Uncles Grace, a flout, 


{ 


a 
{ 


To touch his;growth, nearer than he touch’d mine. 
Dut. How, my young York, 


Yor, Marry (they fay) my Uncle grew fo falt, 
That he could gnaw.a cruft at pwo-hours old, 
"Twas full two years e’re I could get a Tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been abiting Jelt. 

Dut. | prithee, »pretty York, who told thee this ? 

Yor. Grandam, his Nurfe. 


| I prithee Jet me’ hear it. 


Dut, His Nurie ? why the wasidead, ere thou'waft-born. 


Yor, If twere not the, I cannot tell who told me. 
Queen, A parlousBoy : go'to, yoware too fhréw?d. 
Dut,-Good Madam, be not angry witha Child. 
Quecn, Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Meffenger: 
Arch, Herecomes a Meflenger : What News? 
Ate, SuchNews, my Lord, as grieves me to report. 
Queen, How. doth the Prince ? 
Mef. Well, Madam, andiin health. 
Dut. What is thy News ? 
Mtef, Lord Rivers and Lord Grey, 


) Are fent to Pomfret, and with them 


Go, Ple conduét you tothe Sanctuary. 


Sit Thomas V aughan, Prifoners. 
~ Di, Whohath committedthem? 

Mf. The mighty Dukes, Gioffer and Buckingham, 

4rch, For what offence ? 

A4tef, The fum of all 1 can, I have diftlos’d : 
Why, or for what, the Nobles were committed, 
Is all unknown tome, my gracious Lord. 

Queen, Aye me! I fee the ruine of my Houfe ; 
Theil eger now hath [eix?d the gentle Hind. 

Infulting Tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the Innocent, and awlefs Throne: 
Welcome Igggruction, Blood, and Maflacre, 


¥ 1 fee (asina Map) the end of all. 


Dut. Accurfed, and unquiet wrangling days, 
How many of you have mine Eyes beheld ; 
My Husband lofthis life, to get the Crown, 
And often up and down my Sons were toft, 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain and lof. 
And being feated, and Domeftick broyls 
Clean over-blown, themfelves (the Conquerors) 
Make War upon themfelves, Brother to Brother 3 
Blood to Blood , felf againft felf: O prepoftcrous 
And frantick outrage ! end thy damn’d fpleen, 


| Or let medic, to look on Earth no more. " 


Queen, Come, come, my Boy, 
Madam, farewel. 
Dut. Stay, 1 will go with you,’ 
Queen, Youhave no caufe. — 
“rch, My gracious Lady, go, He Tie 
And thither bear your Treaftre and your Goods, 
For my part, I’le refign unto your Grace 
The Seal! keep, and fo betide it me, 
As well I tender you, and all of yours. 


we will to Sanctuary, 


[Exéant. 


Actus Tertius, Scena Prima, 
The T; rumpets found. Enter young Prince, the Dukes of Glo- 
celter and Buckingham; Lord Cardinal, with others. 


Buck, Welcome fweet Prince to London, 
To your Chamber. re 
Rich. Welcome dear Coufin, my thoughts Soveraign, 


, ; The Life and Death of Richard the th. one 


For your beft health, and recreation. 


mera 


The weary way hath made 
Prin, No Uncle, -but‘our crofles-on the Way 
Have made it tedious, Wearifom, and heavy. 
I a more Uncles here to welcome me. Mm sewed. 
Rich. Sweet Prince, ‘the untainted verthe of ye 
Hath not yet div’d into: the Wotlds deceit - ae 
No more can you diftinguifof a Man, Eos 
Than of his outward thew, ‘which, God he knows 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart. : 
Thofe Uncles which you want wete dangerous: 
Your Grace attended to their Sugred words, 
But look’d not on the ‘poifon of their Hearts - | 
| God keep you fromthem, and from fuch falfe Friends, | 
Prin. God keep me from falfe F riends, 
But they were none. 1 SRA 
Rich, My Lord, the Mayor of London cores to rest You, 
_ Enter Lord Mayor, | 
Lo. Mayor, God blefs your Grace, with ‘health and 
happy days. | | 
frm. | thank you, good imy!Liord, ‘and thank you all : | 
3 


you Melancholy. 


{1 thought my Mother, and my Brother Twk 
Would long e’re this, have piet us On.the way. 
Fie, what a flug is Haffixes, that he comes-niot,: / 
To tell us, whether they will come, or no, 
Enter Lord Haftings. 
Buck. And in good time, here comes the {weating 
Prince, Welcome, my Lord 
come ? 
4Zaft, On what cccafion God he knows, not I, 
The Queen your Mother, and your Brother Tork, 
Have taken Sanctuary: The rénder Prince Ba 
Would fain have come with me, to meet your Grace, 
But by his Mother was perforce with-held. 
Buck, Fie, what an indirect and peevith courfe 
Is this of hers? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perfuade the Queen, to fend the! Duke of Tork, 
Unto his Princely Brother preféntly ? 
If the deny, Lord Haftizgs, you §o with hin, | 
And from her jealous:arins Pluck him perforce... 
Car. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak Oratory: 
Can from his Mother win the Duke of Tork:, 
Anon expect him here = biit if the be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, God forbid 
We. fhould infringe the holy Priviledge 
Of bleffed Sanctuary : not for all this Land, 
Wouldd be guilty of fo preat a Sin. 
Buck, You are too fencelefs obitinate, 
Too.ceremonious, and traditional. 
Weigh it but with the grofe® of this Agé, 
You break not Sanctuary, in feizing him : 
The benefit thereof is always granted : 
To thofe, whofe dealings have deferv’d’ the place, 
And thofe who have the wit to claim the place : 
This Prince hath never claim’d it, nor deferv’d it,’ 
Therefore, in mine opinion, caniot have ic. 
‘Then taking him from theheé, that is not there, 
: You break no Priviledge, ‘nor Charter there: 
Oft have I heard of Sanctuary Men, 
‘But Sanctuary Children, tere tillnow, ; = ee 
Car. My Lord, you fhall o’re-rule my mind for ofte! } 
Come on, Lord Ha/fings, will you go withme? | 7 
Haft. 1 go, my Lord: [Exit Cardinal and Haltings. | 
Prin. Good Lords, make all the fpeedy halite you may. } 
Say, Uncle Glocester, if out Brother come, : 
- Where fhall we fojourn till our Coronation? — +» 
_ Glo. Where it thik ft belt unto your Royal felf 
If I may counfel'you, fome day of two 
Your Highnefs fhall repofe you at the Tower: 
Then where you pleafé, and fhall be thouglhit moft fic 


| 


Lord, 
> what, will our Mother 


my Lord, 


Prin, do not like the Tower of any place : 
Did Julins Céfar build that place; my Lord? 
Buck, We did, ty gracions Lord, begin that place, 
WVhich fince, fucceeding Agés have re-edify’d. 


Prin, 


The Life and Death 


—— 
‘| “Prin, Is it upon Record?’ or elfe reported 
| Succeffively from age to age, he built it? 
| Buck, Lipon Record, my gracious Lord. 
Prin. But fay, my Lord, it were not Regiftred, 
Methinks the truth fhould live from age to age, 
‘As twere retail’d toall pofterity, 
Even to the general ending day.. 
Glo, So wife, fo young, they fay do never live long. 
Prin, What fay you, Uncle? 
Glo, Lfay, without Characters, 
Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, 
I moralize two meaningsin one word. 
Prin, That Julies Cefar was a famous Man 5 
With what his Valour did enrich ‘his Wit, 
His Wit fet down, to make his Valour live : 
Death makes no Conqueft of his Conquerors 
For now he lives in Fame, though not in Life. 
Ple tell you what, Coulin Buckingham, 
Buck, What, my gracious Lord ? 
Prin. And if L live until 1 be aman, | 
ile win our ancient Right in France agalny 
Or die a Souldier, as | liv’d a King. 
Glo. Short Summers lightly have a forward Spring. 


ap 


Fame lives long. 


Enter young York, Haftings, and Cardinal. 


Buck, Now in good time, here comes the Duke of York, 


Prin. Richard of York, how fares our Noble Brother ? 
Yor. Well, my.dear Lord, fomuft I call you now. 
Prin, 1, Brother, to our grief as.it is yours: | 
Too late he dy’d; that might have kept that Title, 
Which by his death hath loft much Majetty- 
Glo. How fares our Confin, Noble Lord of York? 
Yor, E thank you, gentle Uncle. O my Lord, . 
‘| You faid, that idle Weeds are faft in growth : 
_| The Prince my. Brother hath outgrown me far. 
‘| Gl, Hehath, my-Lord. 
Yor. And therefore-is he idle. : 
Glo. Oh my-faig-Coufin, 1 muft not fay fo. 
Yor, Then he ismore beholding to you, than ii 
Glo, He may.command me as my Soveralgn, 
But you have power in me, as in a Kinfman. 
Yor. I pray you, Uncle, give me this Dagger. 
Glo, My Dagger, little Coufin ? with allmy heart. 
Prin. A Beggat,. Brother ¢ Bea 
Yor. Of my kind Uncle, that I know will give, 
And being a Toy, itis no grief to give. 
Glo. A greater gift than that, Ple give my Coufin. 
Yor. A greater gift? O, that’s the Sword to it. 
Glo. 1, gentle Coulin, were it light enough. 
Yor. O then I fee, you will 
In weightier things you'll fay a Begger Nay. 
Glo, It is too weighty for your Grace to wear. 


Yor, 1 weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 


Glo. What would you have my Weapon, little Lord ? 


- Yor. I would, that | might thank you, as you call me. 
Glo, How ? 
Yor, Little. 
| Prin. My Lord of York, will ever be crofs in talk : 
Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him. . 
| Yor. You mean to bear me, not to bear with me: 
| Uncle, my Brother mocks both you and me, 
_ | Becanfe that Lam little, like an Ape, 
He thinks that you fhould bear me on your fhoulders. 
| Buck, With what a harp provided Wit he reafons: 
To mitigate the fcorn he gives his Uncle, 
He prettily, and aptly taunts himfelf:: 
So cunning, and fo young, is wonderful. 
Glo. My Lord, wilt pleafe you pafs along ? 
My felf, and my good Coufin Buckingham, 
Will to your Mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you atthe Tower, and welcome you. 
Yor, What, will you go unto the Tower, my Lord? 


of Richard the Third. | 


[ Afide. 


part but with light gifts, 


Yor. 1 fhall not fleep in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why, what fhould you fear ? © 1% 

Yor..,Marry, my Uncle Clarence angry Ghoft: 
My Grandam told me, he was murther’d there. 

Prin, \fear no Uncles dead. 

Glo... Nor none that live, I hope. 

Trin. And if they live, 1 hope need not fear. 
But come, my Lord, and with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 


[Excunt Prince, York, Haltings, and Dorfet. 


or i 


Manent Richard, Buckingham and Catesby. 


Buck, Think you, my Lord, this lictle prating York, | 


Was not incenfed by his. fubtle Mother, ; 
-To taunt and {corn you thus opprobrioufly ? z 


Gloft. No doubt, no doubt: Oh’tis a parlous Boy, 


Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable: 
He is alithe Mothers, from topto toe. 

Buck, Well let them reft: Come hither Catesby, 
Thou art fworn as deeply to effect what we intend, 
As clofely to conceal what we impart : % 
Thou know’ft our reafons urg’d upon the way, 

What think’{t thew? is it notan eafie matter, 

To make William Lord Haftings of our mind, 

For the Inftalment of this Noble Duke 

In the feat Royal of this famous Iile ? Be, 

Cares. He for his Fathers fake fo loves the Prince, 
That he will not be won to ought againft him. — 


Puck, What think’{t thou then of Stanley? will not he 


Cates. He will doall in all as Hafteags doth. 
Buck, Wellthen, nomore but this: 
Go gentle Catesby, and as it were far off, 
Sound thou Lord Haftengs, 
How he doth ftand affected to our pupae, 
And fummon him to morrow to the Tower, 
To fit about the Coronation. 2 
If thou doft find him tra@able to us, 
Encourage him, and tell him all our reafons: 
If he be laden, icy, cold, unwilling, 
Be thou fo too, and fo break off the talk, 
And give us notice of his inclination: 
For we to morrow hold-divided Councils, 
Wherein thy felf fhalt highly be employ’d. 


Roch. Commend me to Lord William : tell him (Cateshy) 


Hisancient Knot of dangerous Adverfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Cattle, , 
Andbid my Lord, for joy of this good News, 
Give Miftrefs Shore one gentle Kifs the more. 
Buck, Good Catesby, go effect this bufinefs foundly.” 
Cates. My good Lords both, with all the heed I cam 
Rich, Shall we hear from you Catesby, ere we fleep? 
Cates. You fhall, my Lord. 
Rich. At Crosby Houfe there fhall you find us both. 
LExa 


’ 


Buck, Now, my Lord, 
What fhall we do, if we perceive 
Lord Hajfings will not yield to our Complots ? 
Rich, Chop off his Head : 
Something we will determine: 
And look when I am King, claim thou of me 
The Earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables © 
Whereof the King, my Brother, was pofleft. 


Buck, Vile claim that promife at your Graces hand. 
Rich, And look to have it yielded with all kindnefs._ a 


Come, let us fap betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeft our complots in fome form. 


~ Scena Secunda. 


Prin. My Lord Protector will have it fo. . 


/ 


ee 


_ | To fhun the danger that his Soul divines. 


Mf. One from the Lord Stanly, 
Haft. Whatisa Clock ? — : 
Méef. Upon the ftroak of four. - 
Enter Lord Haltings. 
Haft.Cannot my Lord Stanly fleep thefe tedious Nights ? 
AMef. So it appears by what I have to fay : 
|Firft, he commends him to your Noble felf, 
Haft. What then ? 
Adef. Then certifies your Lordthip, that this Night 
He dreamt, the Boar had raifed off his Helm : 
Befides, he fays there are two Councils kept ; 
And that may be determin’d at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rve at th’other. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordthips pleafure, 
If you will prefently take Horfe with him, 
And with all fpeed poft with hitt toward the North, 
Haft, Go Fellow, go, return unto thy Lord, 
Bid him not fear the feparated Council : 
His Honour and my felf are at the one, 
And at the other is my good Friend Catesby 5 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us, 
| Whereof I fhall not have Intelligence : 
Tell him his Fears are fhallow, withdut. inftance. 
And for his Dreams, I wonder he’s fo fimple, 
Totruft the mock’ry of unquiet flumbers. 
To flye the Boar, before the Boar purfues, 
Were toincenfe the Boar to follow us, 
And make purfuit, where he did mean to chafe. 
Go, bid thy Mafter rife, and come to me, 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he fhall fee the Boar will ufe us kindly. 
Mef. Ple go, my'Lord, and tell him what you fay. 
CE xit, 
Enter Catesby. 
Cates, Many good morrows to my Noble Lord. 
- Ha/t. Good morrow, Catesby, you are carly ftirring : 
What news, what news in this our tott’ring State ? 
Cates. Itisa reeling World indeed, my Lord ; 
And I believe will never ftand upright, 
Till Richard wear the Garland of the Realm. 
_ Haft. How! wear the Garland ? 
| Do?ft thou mean the Crown ? 
Cates. 1, my-good Lord. 
Ha.\’le have this Crown of mine cut from my Shoulders, 
‘| Before Mle fee the Crown fo foul mif-plac’d : 
But canft thou guefs, that he doth aim at it ? 
Cates. 1, on my life, and hopes to find you fotward, 
Upon his Party, for the gain thereof : 
And thereupon he fends you this good néws, 
That this fame very day your Enemies, 
The Kindred of the Queen, muft die at Pomfret. 
Haft. Indeed 1 am no mourner for that news, 
Becaufe they have been ftill my Adverfaries: 
But that I’le give my voice on Richara’s fide, 
To bar my Mafters Heirs in true Defcent, 
God knows I will not do it to the death. 
Cates. God keep yout Lordfhip in that gracious mind. 
Haft. But I fhall laugh at this a twelve-month hence, 
That they which brought me in my Mafters hate, 
I live to look = their Tragedy. 
Well Catesby, @reaFort-night make me older, 
Ple fend fome packing, that yet think not on’t. 
Cates. ?Tisa vile thing todye, my gracious Lord, 
When men are unprepar’d, and look not for it. 
_ Haj?. O monftrous, monftrous! and fo falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Gray: and fo "twill do 
With fome men elfe, that think themfelves as fafe 
Asthouand I, who (as thou knowIt) atedeat 
To Princely Richard, and Buckingham, 
Cates, The Princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his Head upon the Bridge.  [Afide. 
Haft. | know they do, and [have well defery’d it. 


| ___ The Life and Death of Richard the Third, 
Haft, Who knocks ? Enter Lord Stanly. 


| 
Come'on, tome on, where is your Boar-fpear, man ? | 
Fear you the Boar, and go fo tnprovided ? 

Stan. My Lord, good morrow, good morrow,Catesby ; 
You may jeaft dn, but by the holy Rood; 
I do not like thefe feveral Councils, I. 

Haft. My Lord, I hold my Life as dear as yours: 

And never in my days, I do proteft, 
Wasit fo précious tome, as’tisnow: __ 

Think you, ‘but that I know the State fecute, 

I would be fo triumphant as I arti ? 

St. The Lords at Pomfret, when they rode from London, 
Were jocund,‘and fappos’d their ftates were fare, 

And they indeed had ito catife to miftruft : 
But yet you fee, Kow foon the day o’re-caft. 

The faudden ‘ftab of Rancour I mifdoubt , 

Pray God (I fay) I prove a needlef; Coward. 

What, thall we toward the Tower ? the day is fpent. 

Hayi, Come, come, have with you : 

Wot you what, my Lord; 

To day the Lords you talk of are beheaded. : 
Sr. They, for their truth,might better wear their Heads, 

Than fome that have accus’d them) wear their Hats. 

But come, my Lord, let’s away. 

Enter a Purfuivane, _ 
eft. Goon before, Ple talk with this good Fellow. 
[Exit Lord Stanly and Catesby. 

How now, Sirrah? how goesthe World with thee ? 
Purf. The better, that your Lordthip pleafe to ask. 
Haft.\ tell thee man, tis better with me now, 

Than when thou met’{t me Jaft, wherenow we meet : 

Then was I going Prifoner to. the Tower, 

By the fuggeftion of the Queens Allies; 

But now | tefl thee (keep it to thy felf), 

Thisday thofe Enemics are put to death, 

And 1 in better {tate than e’re1 was. 
Purf. God hold it, to your Honours good content; 
Haff, Gramercy.Fellow: there drink that for me. 

: [Throws him his Purfe: | 

LExit Pur fuivane; 


Purf.1thahk your Honour, 
vo} date a Briefe. hae 

Prieft. Well met,my Lord,] am glad to fee your Hononr. 

Haft. 1 thank thee, good Sir cha, with all my heart, 
Iam in your debt; for your Jaft Exercife: 
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 

Prof. Ple wait upon your Lordthip. 

Enter Buckingham. | ar 

Buck, VV hat,talking with a Priclt,Lord Chamberlain ? 
Your Friends at Pomfret, they do need the Prieft, 
Your Honour hath no fhriving work in hand. 

Haff. Good faith, and when met, this holy Man, 
The men you talk of came into my mind. 
VVhat, go you toward the Tower ? cas 

Luck; 1do, my Lord, but long I cannot ftay there’: 
I hall return before your Lordthiptkence. 

Haff. Nay, likéenough, for 1 {tay Dinner there, 

Buck, And Supper toc,, although thou know it not. 
Come, will you go? 


Haft. Ple wait upon your Lordhhip, LExenst; } 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Richard Ratcliffe, with Halberds, carrying’ the 
Nobles to Death at Porntret. 


Rivers. Sir Richard Ratcliffe, Jet me telf thee this, 

To day thalt thoubehold a Subject dic, 

For Truth, for Duty, and for Loyalty. 2. 
Gray. God blefs the Prince from all the pack of you; 

A Knot you are, of damned Blood-fuckers. — = 
Vangh. You live, that fhall eayce for this hereafter: 
Rat. Difpatch, the date of your Lives is out. 
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Riv, O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bleody Prifon ! 

Fatal and ominous to Noble Peers , 

Within the guilty Clofure of thy Walls, 

Richard the Second here was hackt to death - 

And for more flander to thy difmal Seat, _ 

We give to thee our guiltlefs Blood to drink. 

Gray. Now Afargarets Curfe is faln upon our Heads, 

When fhe exclaim’d on Haffizgs, you, andl, 

For ftanding by, when Richard ffab'd her Son. . 

Riv. Then cuts’d the Richard, 

Then curs’d fhe Buckingham, 

Then cnrs’d fhe Ha/tings. O remember God, 

To hear her Prayer for them, as now for us: 

As for my Silter, and her Princely Sons, 

Be fatisfi’d, dear God, with our true Blood, 

Which as thou khow’lt, unjuftly muft be fpilt. 
Rat. Make hafte, the hour of death is now expir7d. 
Riv. ComeGray, come Yanghan, let us here embrace, 

Farewel, until we meet again in Heaven. 


Scena Quarta, 


Enter Buckingham, Derby, Haftings, ’Bifbop of Ely, Nor- 


folk, Ratcliffe, Lovel, with others, at a Table. 


Haft, Now Noble Peers; the catife why we are met, 
Is to determine of the Coronation: 
In Gods Name fpeak, when is the Royal day? 
Buck, Is all things ready for the Royal time ? 
Derb. Itis, and wants but Nomination. 
Ely. To morrow then I judgea happy day. : 
Buick, Who knows the Lord Protectors mind herein ? 
/ Who is moft inward with the Noble Duke ? 
| Ely. Your Grace, we think, fhould fooneft know his 
ind.” ae 
z: Buck, We know each othersFaces: for our Hearts, 
‘He knows no more of mine, than I of yours, 
Or lof his, my Lord, than you of mine: 
Lord Hajtings, you and he are near in love. 
Haft, Uthank his Grace, I know he loves me well: 
But for his purpofe in the Coronation, 
I have not founded him, nor he deliver’d 
His gracious pleafure any way therein: © : 
But you, my Honourable Lord, may name the time, 
And inthe Dukes behalf Ple give my Voice, 
Which I -prefume he’ll take in gentle part. 
~~ Enter Gloucetter. 
Ely. Inbappy time here comes the Duke himfelf. 


Rich. My Noble Lords, and Coufinsall, good morrow : 


Lhave been longa fleeper : but I truft, 

My abfence doth neglect no great defign, 

Which by my prefence might have been concluded. 
Buck. Had you not come upon your Q_my Lord, 

William, Lord Haftings, had pronounc’d your part; 

I mean your Voice, for Crowning of the ine . 
Rich. Than my Lord Haftings, no man might be bolder, 

His Lordhhip knows me well, and loves me well. 

My Lord of Ely, when] was laft in Holbourn, 

I faw good Strawberries in your Garden there, 

1 do befeech you, fend for fome of them. . 
Ely. Marry and will, my Lord, with all my heart. 


[Exit Bifhop. 


Rich. Coufin of Buckingham, a word with you. 
Catesby hath founded Haftings in our bufinels, 
And finds the tefty Gentleman fo hot, 
That he will lofe his Head, e’re give confent _ 
His Mafter’s Child, as he he tearms it, 
Shall lofe the Royalty of ras andsThrone. = 
Buck, Withdraw your felf a while, le go oe you. 


Exeunt, - 


Derb. We have not yet fet down this day of Triumph: 
4 To morrow, in my judgment, is too fudden, 


LExeunt. 


For I my felf am not fo well provided,, ‘ 
‘As elfe I would be, were the day prolong?d, 


Enter Bifhop of Ely. : 


__ Ely. Whereis my Lord, the Duke of Glocefter ? 
‘IT have fent for thefe Strawberrics.. - ‘ 
Ha.His Grace looks chearfully and fmooth this morning, 
There’s fome conceit or other likes him well, =~ 
When that he bids Good morrow with fuchSpirit, 
1 think there’s never a Man in Chriftendom . 
Can leffer hide his love,. or hate than he, 
For by his Face ftraight fhall you know his Heart. 
Derb. What of his Heart perceive youin his Face, 
By any livelihood he fhew’dtoday? + eae 
Haft, Marry that with no man here he is offended; 
For were he, he had fhewn it in his Looks. 


Enter Richard, aed Buckingham. 


Rich. I pray you all, tell me what they deferve, 
That do confpire,my death with devilith Plots. 
Of damned Witchcraft, and that have prevail’d | 
Upon my Body with their Hellifh Charmes. ci 


Haft. The tender love I bear your Grace, my Lond, 
Makes me moft forward, in this Princely prefence, 
To doom th’ Offenders, whofoe’re they be: ATE 
I fay, my Lord, they havedeferveddeath,. ===» § 
Rich, Then be your Eyes the witnefs of their Evil, fF 
Look howlam bewitch’d: beholdmineArm =| 
Is like a blafted Sapling wither’d up : 2 Sue ae 
And this is Edwards Wife, that monftrous Witch, | 
Conforted with that Harlot,Strumpet Shore, 4 4 
That by their Witehcraft thus have marked me. 
Haw. \f they have done this deed; my Noble Lord. 
Rich, If ? thou Protector of this damned Strumpet, 
Talk’ft thou to meofIffs; ThouartaTraytor, 
Off with his Head ; now by Saint Paul lfwear, . 
I will not dine, untill fee the fame, 
| Lovel and Ratcliffe, look that it be done: 
The reft that love me, rife, and follow me. 


ay 


sagt op 


oe 
pf 


[Eek 
Manent Lovel and Ratcliffe , with the Lord 
Haftings. al 


Haft. Woe, woe for England, not a whit for me, ~ 

For 1, toofond, might have prevented this : aoe 

Stanly did dream, the Boar did rowze our Helmes, — 

And I did fcorn it, and difdain to flye: ° i ; 

Three times to day my Foot-Cloth-Horfe did ftumble, 7] 

And ftarted, when he looked upon the Tower, — 

As loath to bear me to the flaughter-houfe. 

O now I need the Prieft that fpake to. me; 

now repent I told the Purfuivant, 

As tootriumphing, how mine Enemies 

To day at Pomfret bloodily were butche1’d, 

And I my felffecure, in grace and favour. 

Oh Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy Curfe _ 

Is lighted on poor Ha/frng’s wretched Head. 
Ka, Come,come, diipatch,the Duke would be ati 

Make a fhort Shrift, he longs to fee your Head. 
Haft, O fnomentary grace of mortalmen, 

Which we more hunt for, than the grace of God! tele 

Who builds his hope in air of your good Looks, — 

Lives like a drunken Sailor ona Mait, 

Ready with every Nod totumble down 

Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep. 5 ae 
Lov. Come, come, difpatch, ’tis bootlef$ to exclailt 
Haft. O bloody Richard, miferable England, 

{ prophefie the fearfull’ittimetothee, 7 eee 

That ever wretched Age hath look’d DPODs 2 a 

Come, lead meto the Block, bear him my Head, 


They fimile at me, who fhortly {hall be dead. 


" oa _ 


q 
‘, 
Enter Richard, aed Buckingham, # rottex Armour mar- 
vellous tll. favourrd, 
HF Rich. Comz Coufin, 
Camftthou quake, and change thy colour, 
§ = | Martherthy breath in midJle ofa word, 
And then again begin, and ftop again, 
As if thos were diltraught, and mad with terrot ? 


Buck, Tut, I can counterfeit the deep Tragedian, 
Speak, and look back, and prie on every fide, 
‘Tremble, and {tart at wagging of a Straw! 
Intending deep.fufpition, gaftly Looks 
4 Are at my fervice, like enforced Smiles ; 
And both are ready in their Offices, 
At any time to grace my Stratagems. 
But what, is Catesby gone ? 

Rich, He is, and fee he brings the Mayor along. 


Enter the Mayor and Catesby. 


Back, Lord Mayor. 

Rich. Look to the Draw-bridge there. 

Buck, Heark, a Drum. 

Rich. Catesby, orelook the Walls. 

Buck, Lord Mayor, the reafon we have fent. 

Rich, Look back, defend there, here are Enemirs. 
Buck, Godand our Innocency defend, and guard us. 


Eater Loveland Ratcliffe, with Haltings Head. 


Rich. Be patient, they are Friends : Rutchife and Loved. 
Lov. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traitor, 


The dangerous and unfufpected Hajftings. 
ph Rich. So dear I lov’d the man, that | muft weep : 
ir} 


Itook him for the plaineft harmlefs Creature, 
{ That breath’d upon the Earth, aChriftian: 
‘Made him my Book, wherein my Soul recorded 
| The Hiftory of her fecret thoughts. 
So fmooth he daub’d his Vice with fhew of Vertue. 
That his apparent open Guilt omicted, 
{i mean his Converfation with Shore?s Wife, 
| He liv’d from all Attainder of fufpects. 
| Buck.’ Well, well, he was the covert’ft fhelter’d Traitor 
| That ever liv’d. Lt 
_ | Would you imagine, or almoft believe, 
| Wer’t not, that by great prefervation 


el € live to tellit, that the fubtle Traitor Have any time recourfe unto the Princes. [Exit 
_ | Thisday had plotted, in the Counfel-Houfe, Enter a Scrivener. 
its }Tomurther me, and my good Lord of Glojter. Ser. Here is the Indictment of the good Lord Haftings, 
ni | May, Had hedone fo? . Which ina fet hand fairly is engro{s’d. 
‘Rich, What / think you we are Turks, or Infidels? That it may be to day read o’re in Paads. 
Orthat we would, againft the form of Law, And mark how well the fequel hangs together : 
Proceed thus rafhly in the Villains death, Eleven hours! have fpent to write it over, 
But that the extream peril of the cafe, For yefter-night by Catesby was it fent me, 
The Peace of England, and our Perfons fafety, The Precedent was full as long a doing, 
Enfore’d us to this Execution. And yet within thefe five hours Haftings liv’d, 
rh Now fair befall you, he deferv’d his death, Untainted, unexamin’d, free, at liberty. 
| And your good Graces both have well proceeded, Here’s a good World the while; who is fo grofs 
‘Hi To warn falfe Traitors from the like Attempts. That cannot fee this palpable device ? 
, |, Buck, Uneverlook’d for better at his hands, Yet who fo bold, but fay he fees it not ? 
_ | After he once fell in with Miftre{s Shore : Bad is the World, and all will come to nought, 
6 Yet had we not determin?d he fhould die, When fuch ill dealing muft be feen in thought. (Exit. 
P| Until your Lordhip came:to fee his end, : 
Which now the loving hafte of thefe our Friends, Enter Richard and Buckingham at feveral doors, 
Something againft our meanings, have prevented ; 
Becaufe, my Lord, I would have had you heard Rich. How now, how now, what fay the Citizens ? 
ib The Traitor fpeak, and timeroufly confefs Buck, Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 
The manner and the purpofe of his Treafons - The Citizens are mum, fay not a word. ; 
* 1 That you might well have fignify’d the fame Rich, Touch’d you the Baftardy of Edwards Children ? 
Unto the Citizens, who haply may Buck, 1 did, with his Contract with Lady Lucy, 
Mifconftrue us in him, and wail his death. And his Contrac&t by Deputy in Fraace. 
May.But, my good Lord,your Grace’s words fhall ferve, | Th’unfatiate greedinefs of his defire, 
i) As well asI had feen, and heard him {peak : And 2: enforcement of the City Wives, i 
) , Ae NOS Oe: is 
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And do not doubt, right Noble Princes both. 
But Ple acquaint our duteous Citizens ; 
— a eee proceedings in this cafe. 
‘zch. And to that end we wilh’d your Lordth} 

T’avoid the Cenfures of the carping World. = 

Fuk, Which fince you come too late of our intent 
Yet witnefs what you hear we did intend : 
And fo, my good Lord Mayor, we bid fare 


wel, 
Exit ? 
Rich, Goafter, after, Coufin Hackinpbiaint sie 
Vhe Mayor towards Guild-Hall hyes him in all poft: 
There, at your meeteft vantage of the time, 
Infer the Baftardy of Edward’s Children, 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a Citizen 
Only for faying, he would make his Son ; 
Heir to the Crown, meaning indeed his Houfe 
Which, bythe Signthereofwastermedfo. 
Moreover, urge his hateful Luxury, 
And beftial appetite in change of Luft, 
Which {trecch’d unto their Servants, Daughters, Wives 
Even where his raging Eye; or favage Heart, : E 
Without controll, Inited to makea prey. 
Nay, for anecd, thus far come near my Perfor: 
Tell them, when that my Mother went with Child 
Of that infatiate Edward, Noble York, 
My Princely Father then had Wars in France, 
And by true computation of the time, 
Found, that the lifie was not his begot : 
Which well appear’d in his Lineaments, 
Being nothing like the Noble Duke, my Father : 
Yet touch this fparingly, as ’twere far off, 
Becaufe, my Lord, you know my Mother lives. 
Buck, Doubt not, my Lord, le play the Orator, 
As ifthe Golden Fee, for whichI plead, 
Were for my felf: and fo, my Lord, adieu. 
Rich. If you thrive well,bring them to Baynards Caftle, 
Where you fhall find me well accompanied 
With reverend Fathers, and well-learned Bifhops. 
Buck, 1 go, and towards three or four a Clock 
Look for the Newsthat the Guild- Hail affords. 
(Exit Buckingham. 
Rich, Go, Lovell, with all {peed to Dottor Shaw, 
Go thou to Fryar Bexker, bid them both 
Meet me within this hour at Bayxard?s Caftle. 
Now willl go totakefome privy Order, 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, 
And to give order, that no manner of perfon 


[Exit, 
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tor Trifles, his own Baitardy, 
As being got, your Father then in France, 
And his refemblance, being not like the Duke. 
“Withal, 1 did infer your Lineaments, 
Being the right Idea of your Father, 
Both in your form, and Noblenefs of Mind: 
Laid open all your Victories in, Scotland, 
Your Difcipline in War, Wifdom in Peace, 
Your Bounty, Vertue, fair Humility : 
Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpofe, 
Untoucht, or fleightly handled in difcourfe. 
And when my Oratory grew toward end, 
I bid them that did love their Countries good, 
Cry, God fave Richard, England’s Royal King. 
Rich. And did they fo ? 
Buck, No,{o God help me, they fpake nota word, 
But like dumb Statues or breathing Scones, 
Scar’d each on other, and look’d deadly pale : 
Which when] faw, I reprehended them, 
And ask’d the Mayor, what meant this wilful filence ? 
His anfwer was, the people were not ufed 
To be fpoke to, but by the Recorder. 
Then he was urg’d to tell my Tale again: 
Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr’d, 
But nothing fpoke in warrant from himfelf. 
When he had done, fome followers of mine own, 
At lower end of the Hall, hurl’d up their Caps, 
And fome ten voicescry’d, God fave King Archard ; 
And thus I took the vantage of thofe few. 
Thanks, gentle Citizens and Friends, quoth I, 
This general applanfe, and chearful fhout, 
Argues your wifdom, and your love to Richard: 
| And even here brake off, and came away. 
Rich. What Tongue-lefs Blocks were they, 
Would they not fpeak ? j 
Will not the Mayor then, and hisBrethren, come ? 
Buck, The Mayorishere athand: intend fome fear, 
Be not you fpoke with, but by mighty fuit : 
| And look you get a Prayer-Book in your hand, 
And ftand between two Church-men, good my Lord, 
| For on that ground Plc make a holy Defcant : 
And be not eafily won toour requefts, F 
| Play the Maids part, ftill anfwer nay, and.take it. 
Rich. 1 go: and if you plead as well for them, 
AsI can fay nay to thee for my felf, 
Nodoubt we bring it toa happy iflue. 
Buck, Go, gouptothe Leads, the Lord Mayor knocks. 


His Tyranny 


‘ Enter Lord Mayor, and Citizens. 


‘| Welcome my Lord, I dance attendance here, 
I think the Duke will notbe fpoke withall. 
Enter Catesby. 
Buck, Now Caresby,what fays your Lord to my requeft ? 
Cates. He dothintreat your Grace, my Noble Lord, 
To vifithim to morrow, or next day : 
He is within, with two right Reverend Fathers, 
Divinely bent to Meditation, 
And in no worldly Suits would he be mov?d, 
To draw him from his holy Exercife. 
Back, Return, good Catesby, to the gracious Duke; 
Tell him, my (elf, the Mayor and Aldermen, 
Indeep defigns, inmatter of great moment, 
No lefsimporting than our general Good, 
Are come to have fome conference with his Grace. 
Cates, Pile fignifie fo much unto him ftraight. - [Exit. 
Buck, Ab ha, my Lord, this Prince isnot an Edward, 
He is not lulling ona lew’d Love-Bed : 
But on his Knees at Meditation : 
Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 
But meditating with two deep Divines : 
Not fleeping, to engrofs his idle Body, 
But praying, to enrich his watchful Soul. 
Happy were England, would this vertuous Prince 


-| But as fucceflively, from Blood to Blood, 
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Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thereof. . 
But fure | fear we fhall not win him toit. 
Mayor, Matry God defend his Grace 
Buck, 1 fear he will: here Catesby comes again. 
Enter Catesby. 
Now Catesby, what fays his Grace ? 
Cates. He wondersto what end you have aflembled 
Such troops of Citizensto come to him, 
His.Grace not being, warn’d thereof before : 
He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to him, 
Buck, Sorry 1am, my Noble Coufin fhould 
Sufpect me, that mean no good to him: 
By Heaven, we come to him in perfect love, 
And fo once more return, and tell his Grace. 
When holy and devout Religious men ; 
Are at their Beads, ’tis much to drawthemthence, 
So {weet is zealous Contemplation. A 4 z s 


Enter Richard aloft, between two Bifhops. ps 


Ma See where his Grace ftands ’tween two Clergy 
Buck. Fwo Props of Vertue, for a Chriftian Pris 
To ftay him from the fall of Vanity: 
And fee a Book of Prayer in his hand, 
True Ornaments to know a holy Man. 
Famous Plantagenet, -moft gracious Prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requelts, 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy Devotion and right Chriftian Zeal. 
Rich. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apology:. ~ 
I dobefeech your Grace to pardon me, We es 
Who carneft in the fervice of th’ high God, 
Deferr’d the vifitation of my Friends. i oH ge 
But leaving this, what is your Graces pleafure?. 


Buck, Even that (I hope) which pleafeth God above, | 


And all good men, of this ungovern’d Ifle. iG 
Rich. 1 do fufpect I have done fome offence, 
That feems difgracious in the Cities Eye, 
And that you come to reprehend my Ignorance. 
Buck, You have, my Lord, 


| Would it might pleafe your Grace, 


On our entreaties to amend your fault. id ee 
Rich. Elfe wherefore breathe lin a Chriftian Land, © 
Buck, Know then; itis your fault that you refiga | 

The Supream Seat, the Throne Majeftical, iW 

The Sceptred office of your Anteftors, 

Your State of Fortune, and your dueof Birth, 

The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houfe, 

To the corruption of a blemifh’d Stock : 


Whiles in the mildnefs of your fleepy thou ghts, He i 


(Which here we waken to our Countries good, 
Thre Noble lfle doth want his proper Limbs: 7 
His Face defac’d with skars of Infamy, 


Your right of Birth, your Empiry, yourowm. 
For sie conforted > ith the eae = és 
Your very Worthipful and loving Friends, . 

And by their vehement inftigation, <n eae 
In this juft Canfe come | to move your Grae on ee 
Rich. 1 cannottell, ifto depart infilence, ! - 

Or bitterly to fpeak in your reproof, © = > 2 
Beft fitteth my Degree, or your Condition. 3 jai 45 aM 

|For not to anfwer, youmight haply think 3.905 = 
Tongue-ty’d Ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the Golden Yoak of Soveraignty, . oe 
Which fondly you would here impofe onme. 


Mt 


fhould fay us nay, 


+ 
if 


— 


— 


Ifto reprove you for this fuit of yours, 
So feafon’d with your faithful love to me, 

i) | Then on the othef fide I check’d my Friends, 
Therefore to fpeak, and to avoid the firft, 
And thei in fpeaking, not to incur the laf, ° 
Definitively thus] anfwer you. * 
Your love deferves my thanks, but my defert 
Unmeritable; fhuns-your high requeft. = |': | 

J Firft, if all Obftacles were cut away, 

_ | Andthat my Path were even to the Crown; 

| | Asthe ripe Revenue, and due of Birth: 
| Yet fo much is my poverty of Spirit, 

{So mighty, and fo many my defeéts, 

, i That I would rather hide me from my Greatnefs, 

_ | Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea ; 

_ | Than.in my. Greatnefs covct to be hid, 

And inthe vapour of my Glory fmother’d. 

But God be thank’d, there is no need of me, 

And much I need to help you, were there. need : 

_ |The Royal Tree hath left us Royal Fruit, 

i, | Which mellow’d by the ftealing hours of time, 


_— 


4} Onhim I lay that, you would lay on me, 
| The Right and Fortune of his happy Stars, 
Which God defend that I fhould wring fromhim. 
} Buck, My Lord, this argues Confcience in your Grace, 
} But the refpects thereof are nice, and trivial, 
| Allcircumftances well confidered. 
4 You fay, that Edward is your Brothers Son, 
i 1 Sofk wetoo, but not by Edwards Wife: 
_ || For firft was he contract to Lady Lucy, 
- | Your Mother lives a witnefs to his Vow, 
, And afterward by fubftitute betroth’d 
“i ‘).To Bora, Sifter to the King of France. 
i) 1 Thefe both put off, a poor Petitioner, 
} ACare-craz’d Mother toa many Sons, 
» | ABeauty-waining, and diftrefled ‘Widow, 
4} Evenin the after-noon of her beft day, 
4 Made’prize and purchafe of his wanton Eye, 
_ | Seduc’d the pitch, and height of his degree, 
| To bafe declenfion, and loath’d Bigamie. 
_. | By her,in his:unlawful Bed, he got 
ial This Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince. 
1 | More bitterly could I expoftulate, 
_ | Save that for reverence of fomealive, 
I give a {paring limit to my Tongue. 
i, Then, good my Lord, take to your Royal felf 
_ 4 This proffer’d benefit of Dignity: 
_ | ifnot to blefs us, and the Land withal, 
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gi | Yetto-dr'aw forth your Noble Anceftry 
gi) | From the corruption of abufing times, 


Ns 


q ay Untoa Lineal true derived courfe.. : 
| Mayor..Do, good my Lord, your Citizens intreat you, 
| Buck, Refufe not, mighty Lord, this proffer’d love. 
‘i | Cates, Q make them joyful, grant their Jawful fuit. 
, | ich. Alas, why wouldyou heap this Care on me ? 


filam unfit for State, and Majefty : 
» |! dobefeech you take it not amifs, 
j; | 1 cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 
| Buck. Vf you refufe it, as in loveand zeal, 
_ | Loth to depofe the Child your Brothers Son, 
} As well we know your'tendernefs of Heart, 
y | And gentle, kind, effeminate remorfe, 
Which we have noted in you to your Kindred, 
} And equally indeed to all Eftates : 
| | Yet know, where-you accept our fuit, or no, 
{ Your Brothers Son fhall never reign our King, 
‘| But we will plant fome other in the Throne, 
) | Tothe difgrace and down-fall of your Houfe : 
| And in-this refolution here we leave you. 
| Come Citizens, we will intreat no more, — [Excunt. 
j ‘| Cates. Call him again, fweet Prince, accept their fuit : 
‘{lfyoudeny them, all the Land will ruc it. 
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Rich, \Wilkyou enforce me to a world:of -Gares ? ws 
| Call them againy. I amviot made of Stonesjcon) | - 

But penetrable to your kind entreaties, +)” 

Albeitagainft my Confciericeandimy Soul... 

| Enter Buckinghamaad the yejt. 

Coufin of Buckingham, and Sage men, 

Since you willibuckle Fortune on my back, 

Vobear herburthen, whether, I willornoy >. 


But if black Scandal, or-foul-fa’d Reproath;: 

Attend the fequel of your:lmpotition,: Sis9% 9°! 1 

Your meer enforcement fliallacquittance me: ” 

From all the impure blots.and:tains thereof, 

For God.doth know, and you may partly fee; 

How far 1 am from the defire of this. > wi -: asT 
Mayor, God ble& your Grace, we fee it, | and will fay it. 
Rich. In faying fo, youthall but fay the, truth. 

Buck, Then I falute you with this Royal Title, 

Long live King Richard, Englands worthy: King. ‘ 

All, Amen, Me Dati29: / 
Buck, Tq morrow may it pleafe you to be-Grown’d, 
Rich. Even when you pleafe, for you will have it fo: 
Buck, To morrow then.we will attend your Gracey. 

And fo moft joyfully we take our leave. 

Rich, Come, let us to our holy Work againg 

Farewel my Coufins, farewel gentle Friends, ’ 


[Exeunt. 


Aitus Quartus. Scena Prima, 


Enter the Queen, Anne Dutche/s of Glocefter, the Duteche/s 
of- York, and Marquefs of Dorfet. | 


Dutch. Tork. Who meets us here ? 

My Niece Plantagenet, ) 

Led in the hand of her kind Aunt of Glofer? 

Now, for my Life, he’s wandring to the Tower, 

On pure hearts love, to greet the tender Prince,’ 

Daughter, well.met. r sot asd 
Anne, God give your Graces both a happy. 

And a joyful time of day. - im 
Qu. Asmuch'to you, good Sifter: whither away ? 
Anne, No farther than the Tower, andasl guefs, 

Upon the like devotion as your felves, 

To gratulate the gentle Princes there. 

Qu. Kind Sifter thanks ,we’ll never enter all together. 


Enter the Lieutenant. 

And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 
Matter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
How doth the Prince, and my young Son of York? 

Lien. Right well, dear Madam: by your patience, 
I may not fuffer you to vilit them, 
The King hath ftrictly charg’d the contrary, 

Qu, The King ? who’s that ? 

Liea. 1 mean the Lord Protector. 

Qu. The Lord protec him from that Kingly ‘Title. 
Hath he fet bounds between their love, and me? 
[ amtheir Mother, who fhall bar me fromthem ? 

Dutch, York, 1am their Fathers Mother, I will fee them. 

Anne. Their AuntI am in Law, in love their Mother ;) 
Then bring me to their fights, Ple bear thy blame, . 
And take thy Office from thee, on my peril. 

Lieu. No, Madam, no, I may not leave it fo: 
Iam bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me. 


[Exits Lieutenant: 
’ 


; 


Enter Stanly. gz 
Stan. Let me but meet -you Ladies one hour hence, 
And I’le falute your Grace of Tork, as Mother, 
And reverend looker on of two fair Queens. 
Come Madam, you muft ftraight to Weftminfter, ) 
There tobe Crowned Richards Royal Queen, 
Qu. Ah, cut my Lace afunder, 
Sf 3 


| 
| 


That 
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That my pent Heart may have fome {cope tobear, : 

Or elfe I {woon with this dead-killing news. S cena AY ecun A a. 
Ann. Defpightful tidings, O unpleafing news. é ts 
Dor/-Be of good chear : Mother; how fares your Grace? gal d 
Qu. O Dorfee, {peaknot tome, get thee gone, Sound a Sonnet. Enter Richard «7 pomPy BUC ingham, Cates. 

Death and Deitructiondogsthee at thy heels, by, Ratcliffe, Lovel. 

Thy Mothers Name is ominous to Children. ) 

If thou wilt out-{trip Death, Zo crofs the Seas, Rich. Stand all apart, Coufin of Buckingham, 

And live with Richmond, ‘from the reach of Hell, Buck, My gracious Soveraign. 

Go hye thegy hye:thee from this flaughter-houfe, Rich. Give me thy hand. 

Left thou increafe the number of the -dead, Thus high, by thy advice, and thy affiftance, 


Pp nerea 


[Sound | 


And make mesdiethe thrall of AZargares?s CGurfaso« Is King Richard Seated : 


Nor Mother,, Wife, nor Englana’s counted Queen. But fhall we wear thefe Glories for aday ? 

Stan. Full of wife care isthis your Counfel, Madam : Or fhall they laft, and we rejoice in them ? 
Takeall the fwift advantage of the hours : Buck, Still live they, and for ever let themlaft, 
You fhalkhave Letters from me to my Son, Rich. Ah Buckingham, now dol play the’ Touch, 

In your behalf, to meet you on the way : To try if thou. be current Gold indeed: ithe 


Be not ta’ne tardy by unwife delay. Young Edward lives, think now what I would fpeak. * 


| O my accurfed Womb, the Bed of Death: Rich, Why, Buckingham, \ fay 1 would be Kings. a 


Duc. Yor, Q.iti difperfing Wind of Mitry, Buck, Say on, my loving Lord. 


| A Cockatrice haft thou hatch’d tothe World, Buck, Why fo yoware, my thrice renowned Lord, 
| Whofe unavoided Eye is Murtherous. Rich. Ha? am | King ?. ’tis fo : but Edmard tives, 


Stan.:Come, Madam, come, Lin all hafte was fent. Buck, True, Noble Prince. ir ate 
Am. And | withall unwillingnefs will go, Rich. O bitter Confequence ! ea 


| O would to:God, that the inclufive Verge.» That Edward {till fhould live true Noble Prince: Slt 


Of Goliien Metal, that muftiround my Brew, Coufin, thow waft not wont tobe fo dull. bas 


| Were red hot Steel to fear me to the Brains, Shall | be plain? 1 wifh the Baltards deady 
| *Hointed’tetmebe with deadty Venom, ~ ‘| And I would haveit fuddenly perform’d. sere i 
‘| And die @re:Men fay, God faye the Queen, What fay’It thou now ? fpeak fuddenly, be brief. 


e ‘Go; go, poor Soul, T-envy not thy Glory, Buck, Your.Gracemay do your pleafure: 


| To feed my humour with thy felfno harm. Rich, Tut, tut, thou art all Ice, thy kindnefs freezes : 


1, 4a. No 2 why ? When he that is my Husband now, Say, have I thy confent, that they fhall die ? a8 


Came to me, as I fellew’d Henry’s Coarfe, Buck.Give me fome little breath,fome paufe,dear Lord, } 


When {carce the Blood was well wafh’d from his hands,| Before I pofitively fpeakin this: 


| Which iflucd from my other: Angel Husband, I will refolve youherein prefently. (Exit. Bucki ; 1. 
.| And that dear Saint, which then 1 weeping follow’d : Cates, The King isangry, feehe gnaws his Lip. — 


-. 10, when May, Plook’d on Richara’s Face, 


| Rich. 1 will converfe with Iron-witted Fools, 
This wasmy With: Bethou(quoth I) accurft, And unrefpective Boys: none are for me, 
For making me, fo young, fo olda Widow: That look into me with confiderate Eyes, 
And when thou wed’ft, let Sorrow haunt thy Bed : High-reaching Buckingham grows circumipect. 
And be thy Wife, if any-befo.mad, Boy. 
More miferable, by the Life of thee, Page. My Lord. 
Than thou haft’ made me, by my dear Lords Death. Rich. Know’ft thou notany, whom corrupting 
Loe, e’re I can-repeat this Curfe again, Will tempt unto clofe exploit of Death ? e 
Within fo fmall a time my. Womans Heart Page. 1knowa difcontented Gentleman, Tog 
| Grofsly grew captive to:his honey words, W hofe humble means match not his haughty fpirit: — 
| And prov*dthe’ fubject. of mine own Souls Curfe, Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 
‘| Which hitherto hath held mine Eyes from reft : And will (no doubt) tempt him to any thing. 
|| For never yet one-hour in his Bed Rich. What is his Name ? 
Did | enjoy the golden dew of Sleep, | Page. His Name, my-Lord, is Tirrell, 
| But with his timerous Dreams was {till awak’d. Rich. 1 partly know the Man: go call him hither — 
|| Befides, ‘he hates me for my Father Warwick, Boy. 
And will (no doubt) fhortly be rid of me. The deep revolving witty Buckingham, - 
| Qu, Poor heart, Adieu, | pity thy complaining. No more fhall be the neighbour to my Counfels. 
Ann. No more than with my Soul! mourn for yours. | Hath he fo long held out with me untyr’d, A 


Dorf. Farewel, thou woful welcomer of Glory. And ftops he now for Breath ? Well, be it fo. | e 
Ann. Adieu, poor Soul, that tak’ft thy leave of it. Enter Scanly. , ie 


Due. Yor. Go thou to Rechmond,and good fortune guide | How now, Lord Srazly, what?s the news? 


| thee, ~ [To Dorfet.| Stan. Know, my loving Lord, the MarquefS Dofer, | a ae 


|-Go thou to Sanctuary, and good thoughts poffefs thee, In the parts where he abides. 


'| I to my Grave, where Peace and reft lye with me. 
'] Eighty odd yeat's of forrow have! feen, 
‘| And each hours joy wrack’d with a week of teen. 


Go thou to Richard, and good Angels tend thee, [To Ann. | AsI hear, is fled to Richmond, 
[To the Queen.| Rich. Come hither, Catesby, rumor iit abroad, | 
That Ave my Wife isvery grievous fick, 
I will take order for her keeping clofe. 


Inquire meout fome mean poor Gentleman, sdf 
Qu. Stay, yet look back with me untothe Tower, Whom | will marry ftraight to Clarence Daughters | 


‘| Piry, you ancient Stones, thofe render Babes, The Boy is foolifh, and I fear not him... > 
'} Whom Envy hath immur’d within your Walls, Look how thou dream’ft: | fay again, give out, 
'} Rough Cradle for fuch little pretty ones, That Am my Queeniis fick, andlike to die. | 

| Rude ragged Nurfe, old fullen Play-fellow, ~ | About it, ‘for it ftands me much upon. 


. |For tender Princes: ufe my Babies well , | To ftop all hopes, whofe growth ma detnge ttee: 
'1So foolifh Sorrows bid yourStonesfarewel.  [E-xeunt. imate ee : fl 


€ married to my Brothers Daughter: 9 
Or elfe my Kingdom ftands on brittle Glafs: 
Murther her Brothers, and then marry her, +) 


Ey 


“he Life and 


Uncertain way of gain. But] amin 

So far in blood, that fin will pluck on fin, 
Frear-falling Pity dwells not in this Eye. 
Enter Virrel. 


Isthy Name Tire! ? ; 
Tir. James Tirrel, and yoor moft obedient Subject. 
-. |, Rich, Art thou indeed ? 
| ‘Tir. Prove me, my gracious Lord. 
Rich, Dar’ft thou,refolve to kill a Friend of mine ? 
| Tir. Pleafe-you: 
. Bat I had rather. kill two Enemies, 
|. Rich. Why then thou haft it =, two deep Enemies, 
i ‘Foes tomy Refb,. and my fweet fleeps difturbers, 
‘Are they that | would have theedeal upon: 
Tirrel, 1 mean.thofe. Baitardsin the Tower, 
Tir. Let me have open means. to come to them, 
| And foon I’le-rid.you from the fear of them. 
V Rich. Thou fing’lt fweet Mufick: 
Heark, come hither Lirrc/, 
Go by this token: rife, and lend thine Ear, 
There isnomore bit fo: fay it is done, 
AndI will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 
Tir. 1 will difpatch it ftraight. 
Senn Enter Buckingham. 
Buck, My Lord, I have confider’d in my mind, 
| The late requeft that you did found mein. 
Rich, Well, let that reft: Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 
Buck, ‘hear the news, my Lord. 
Rich, Stanly, he is your Wives Son: well, lookunto it. 
Buck, My Lord, i claim the gift, my due by promife, 
For which your Honour and yout Faith is pawn’d. 
Th’ Earldom of Hereford, and the Moveables, 
| Which you have promifed I thal poflefs. 
Rich, Stanly, look to your Wife: if the convey 
Letters to Richmond, you hall anfwer it. 7 
Buck, What fays your Highnefs to my juft requeft ? 
| Rich, {do remember me, Henry. the Sixth 
‘Did Prophefic, that Richmond fhould be King, 
When Richmond was a little peevifh Boy. 
A King perhaps. | 
Buck, May it pleafe you to refolve me in my fuit. 
Rich. Thou troubleft me, [am not in the vein. [Evit. 
 ~Buek, And is it thus? repays he my deep fervice 
With fich contempt? made f him King for this ? 
O let me think on Ha/ftings, and be gone 
To Brecnock, while my fcarful head is on. 
Cio Enter TYirrel. 
Tir. The tyrannous and bloody Act is done, 
|The moft Arch-deed of piteous maflacre 
hat ever yet this Land was guilty of : 
Dighton and Forreft; whom! did fuborn 
odothis piece of ruthful Butchery, 
beit they were fiefht Villains, bloody Dogs, 
Melted with tendernefs, and mild compalflion, 
Wept like to Children, in their deaths fad ftory, 
O thus (quoth Dighton ) lay the gentle Babes: 
Thus, thus (quoth Forre/) girdling one another 
Within their Alabafter innocent arms: 
Their lips were four red Rofes on a ftalk, 
4 And their Summer Beauty kift each other. 
A Book of Prayers on their Pillow lay, 
de {| Which once (quoth Forre/t ) almoft chang’d my mind - 
_ #But oh the Devil, there the Villain ftopt : 
| When Dighror thus told on, we fmothered 
_} The moft replenifhed fweet work of Nature, 
, | Shat from the prime Creatione’re fhe framed. 
® | Hence both are gone with Confcience and Remorfe, 
{ They could not fpeak, and fo | left them both, 
h | To bear thefe tydings to the bloody King. 
: Enter Richard. 
| And here he comes. All health my Soveraign Lord. 
6 | Rich: Kind Tivrel, am1 happy in the News? 
| Tir. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happinefs, be happy then, : 
We eS 
é \ 


Death of 


Cw hifpers. 


LExit. 


(Exit. 


| And be not fixt in doom perpetual, 


Richard the Third, | 
OF GOR : 
For it is done. layed 1 
Rich. But did’ thou fee them dead ? 
Tir. I did, my Lord. 
Rich. And buried, gentle Tirrel ? 
Ti. The Chaplain of the Tower hath butied thenr 
But where (to fay the truth) I do not know. 1 
Rich. Come to me Tirrel foon; and after Supper: 
When thou there -fhalt tell the proccfs of their death. 
Mean time, but think'how I may do thee good 
And be inheritor of thy defire. ; 
Farewel till then. 
Tir; 1 humbly take leave. 
_ Rich. The Son of Clarence have I pent up clofe, 
His Daughter meanly have I match’d in marriage, 
The Sons of Edward fleep in Abrahams bofom, 
And Aim my Wife hath bid this World good night. 
Now for I know the Britain Richmond aims 
At young Ekzabeth mpy Brothers Daughter,~ 
And by that knot looks proudly on the-Crown; 
To her go 1, a jolly thriving Wooer. 
Eater Ratcliff 


Rat. My Lord. : 
Rich, Good or bad News, that thou com in fo bluntly ? 
Rat. Bad news, my Lord, Adourton is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham, backt with the hardy Welfhmen, 
Is in the Field, andeftill his power encreafeth. 
Rich, Ely with Richmond troubles me more near, 
Phan Buckingham and his rafh levied’ ftrength. 
Come, Ihave learn’d that fearful commenting 
{s leaden Servitor to dull delay. 
Delay leads impotent and Snail-pac’d Beggery : 
Then fiery-expedition be my wing, 
Joves Mercury, and Herald for a King: 
Go mufter men :* My Counfel is my Shield, 
We mutt be brief,when Traytors brave the Field. [Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Old Queen Margaret. 


Mar, So now profperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death ; 
Here in thefe Confines flily have I lurkt, 
To watch the waining of mine Enemies. 
A dire induction am I witnefs to, 
And will to France, hoping the confequence 
Will prove as bitter, black, and Tragical, 
Withdraw thee wretched Afargaret, who comes here ? 
Enter Dutchefs and Queen, 
Queen, Ah my poor Princefs/ ah my tender Babes! 
My unblown Flowers, new appearing {weets : 
If yet your gentle Souls fly in the Air, 


Hover about me with your airy Wings, 
And here your Mothers Lamentation. 

Mar. Hover about her, fay that. right for right 
Hath dim’d your Infant morn, to Aged night. 

Dut. So many miferies have craz’d my voice, 

That my woe-wearied tongue is ftilland mutt. 
Edward Plantagenet why art thou dead? 

Mar, Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 

Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

Qx. Wilt thou, O God, flye from fuch gentle Lambs, 
And throw them inthe intrails of the Wolf? 

Why didit thon fleep, when fucha deed was done? 

Mar. When Holy Henry died, and my fweet Son, 

Dut, Dead life, blind fight, poor mortal living Ghoft, 
Woes Scene, Worlds fhame, Graves due, by life ufurpt, 
Brief abftraét and record of tedious days, 

Reft thy unreft on £glands lawful Earth, 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood. 
Queen. Ab that thou would’it as foon afford a CET | 
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AS thou canft yield a melancholy feat : 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here, 

Ah who hath any caufe to mourn, but. we ? 

Mar. Vf ancient be moft reverent, 

‘Give mine the benefit of Signeury, 

\And fet my griefs frown on the upper hand 

If forrowcan admit Society. = 
| had an Edward; till a Richard kil'd him : 
| had an Husband still a Richard kilVd him: 
Thou had’ft an Edmard, tilla Richard kil?d him: 

‘Thou had’ft a Richard, till a Richard xill?d him. 

Dut. Lhad a Ri.bard too andthou did?ft kill him ; 

‘Thad a Ratland,too; thou holp?*ft to kill him. 

| yur. Thouhad?ftia Clarence too, 

| And Richard kil?d hime. 

From forth the kenneb ‘of thy Womb hath crept 

| A Hell: hound thatdoth-hunt usall to death- 

That Dog, that had his:Teeth before his Eyes; ° 

| Lo worry Lambs, and lap their gentle blood: 

That foul defacer of. Gods handy. worki: 

That reigns in gauled-Eyes of weeping Souls : 

That excellent grand Tyrant of the Earth, 

Thy woinb Ict looie to chafé us to our Graves. 

Q\upright, juft, and true difpofing God, 

How dol thankthee, that this carnal Cur 

Preys on the iffte of his Mothers body, 

And makes her Pue-fellow with others moan...’ 
Dut. O1 Harries Wife, triumph ‘not in my woes : 

God witnefs with me, | have wept for thine. 
Mar. Bear with me: lam hungry for revenge, 

| And nowi-cloyme with beholding it. 

| Thy Edward he is dead, that kil?’ my: Edward. 

| The other Edwarddead, to quit my Edward : 

| Young York, hé'isbut boot, beeavie both they 

| Match'd noi the-high. perfection of my lofs. 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftab’d my Edward, 
And the beholders of this frantick Play, =~ 
Th’ adulterate Haftings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray, 
Untimely fmother’d in their dusky Graves. 
Richard yet lives, Hell’s black Intelligencer, 
Onely referv’d their Factor, to buy Souls, 

And fend them thither: But at hand,at hand _ 

Jinfues his piteous and unpitiedend. 3 4 
Earth gapes, Hell burns, Fiends roar, Saints pray, 
To have him fuddenly convey’d from hence‘ 

| Cancel his Bond of life, dear God, I pray, 

That I may live, and fay, The Dog is dead. ae 
Queen, O thou did’it Prophely, the time would come, 

That I fhould -wifhfor thee to help me Curfe 

That bottel’d'Spidet, that foul bunch-back’d Toad. 
Mar. \ call’?d thee then, vain flourifh of my Fortune - 

I cal’d thee then; poor Shadow, painted Queen, 

| The reprefentation of but what I was5 
The flattering Index of a direful Pageant, 

| One heav’da high, tobe hurl’d down below : 

A Mother onely mock’d with two fair Babes , 
A dream of what thou walt, a garifh Flag 
To be the aim of every dangerous Shot , 

A fign of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble : 

4 A Queen in leaft,-only to fillthe Scene. 

Where is thy Husband now? where be thy Brothers ? 
Where be thy two Sons?’ Wherein do?ft thou Joy? 
Who fues, and kneels, and fays, God fave the Queen ? 
Where be the bending Peers that flattered thee ? 
Where be the thronging Troops that followed thee ? 
Decline all this, and fee now what thou art. 

For happy Wife, amoft diftreffed Widow: 

For joyful Mother, one that wails the name: 

For one being {ued to, one that humbly fues : 

For Queen, avery Caytiff, crown’d with care: 

For fhe that fcorn’d at me, now fcorn’d of me: 

| For fhe being feared of all, now fearing one : — 

| For the commanding all obey’d, of none. 

Thus hath the courfe of Juftice whirl’d about, - — 


pes 


‘| And little Wed Plantagenet his Son ? 


And left thee but a very prey to time, vi TOBIAS 
Having no more but thought of what thou walt, '\ 110 
To torture thee themore, being what thou’art.” ©! 
Thou did’it ufurp my place, and doft thou not ee 
Ufurp the jult proportion of my Sorrow ¢ iin VA yaad 
Now thy proud Neck bearsthalf my burthen’d yoaky *: 1. 
From which, even herel flip my wearied head,’ 
And leave the burthen of it all, on thee. ~~! My 4 
Farewel York’s Wife, and Queen of fad mifchance, Sik” | 
Thefe Englith woes fhall make me fmil¢ in’ France.: 1% 
Queen, O thou well skiPdin Curfes, ftaya while)! 
And teach me how to ¢curfe mine Enemies. ¢ AA 
Mar, Forbear to flecp the night, ‘and faft the day: 0. 
Compare dead happinefs with living woe: vid STAN 
Think that thy Babes were'fweeter than they were, . 
And he that flew them fowler than he is?’ = 9) 
Bett’ring thy lof§ makes the bad caufer worfe, | 
Revolving this, will teach-thee how to Curfe. * 
Queen. My words are duil, O. quicken them with th 
Mar. Thy woes will make them fharp, "9/7 07 
And pierce like mine. CExit Ma 
Dut. Why thould calamity be full of words? "2208 
Queen, Windy Atiurnies to their Clients Woes, ") | 
Aiery fucceeders of inteltine joys, aa 
Poor breathing Orators of miferies, - oe 
Let themhave fcope, though what they will impart ! 
Help nothing elfe, yet do they cafe’ the heart. © 
Dut. If fo, then be not Tongue-ty*d : go with me 
And in the breath of bitter words, let’s {mother ** 
My. damned Son, that thy two fweet Sons fmother’d) 
The Trumpet founds, be copious in exclaims. 


“ks 
4hJ 


' Emer King Richard and bis Train. 


Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition? 

Dut; © fhe, that might have intercepted thee 
By ftrangling theein her accurfed Womb, —— - 
from all the flaughters (Wretch) that thou haft do 

Qu, Hid’ft thou that Forehead with a Golden Crown 
Where’t fhould be branded, if that right were right? © 
The flaughter of the Prince that ow’d that Crown,” 
And the. dire death of my poor Sons and Brothers. 
Tell me, thou Villain-flave, where are my Children? 

Dut. Thou Toad, thou Toad, 2d 
Where is thy. Brother Clarence ? 


Queen, Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, Gray 

Dut. Where is kind Haftings ? Ce 

Rich, A flourifh, Trumpets; ftrike Alarum, Drum 
Let not the Heavens hear thefe Tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lords Anointed. Strikel fay. 

Flourifh, 

Either be patient, and intreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous reports of War, 
Thus will I drown your exclamations, 

Dut. Art thou my Son? p 

Re}, 1,1 thank God, my Father, and your felf. 

Dut, Then patiently hear my impatience. 

Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Dut. O let me fpeak. : 

Rh. Do then, but Plenot hear. 

Dut. 1 will be mild, and gentle in my words. 

Rich. And brief (good Mother) for i am in haft. 
Dut. Art thou fo hafty ? I have ftaid forthee 
(God knows) intormentand inagony. © 
Rich, And came! not at lait to comfort you? | 

Dut, No by the holy Rood, thou knowft it well, ” 
Thou cam’ft on Earth, to make the Earth my Hell.” 
A grievous burthen was thy Birthtome, = 


| Tetchy.and wayward was thy infancy. - 


‘Thy School-days frightful, defperate, wild, and furious, 
Thy prime of Man-hood, daring, bold, and venturous : 
ae Age confirm’d, proud, fubtle, flye, and bloody, ' 


~~ 


) — 


Rich. Then know, 

That from my Soul { love thy Daughter. 
&uetn. My Daughters Mother thinks it with het Soul. 
Rich. What do you think ? 

Queen, That thou doft love my Daughter from thy Sou]. 

So from thy Souls love didft thou love her Brothers, 

And from thy hearts love, I do.thank thee for it. 

Rich. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning : 
[ mean, that with my Soul I loveth Daughter, 
And do intend to make her Queen of Exgland, 
uecn. Well then, who do’ft thou mean fhall be her King. 
Rich. Even he that makes her Queen ; 
Who elfe thould be ? 


Queen. What thou ? 
Kitch, Even fo: how think you of it? 
Queen, How can’it thou woo her ? 


~ ; SOR ; . es 
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More mild, but yet more sy Kind inhatred:  , Bi siiato the dignity and height of Fortune, 
What comfortable hour canft thou name . € high Imperial Type of this Earth’s o] : 
| That ever gracd me with thy company ? _- Queen, F Ct wey oro with rene Ofte: 
Rich. Faith none, but Humphrey Hower, Tell ne, what {tare, what dignity, what honour 
That call’d your Grace Canit thou devife to any Child of mine? 
‘ To breakfaft once, forth of my company. ea Even all | have; I,and my felfand all, 
If I be fo difgracious in your Eye, ill! withal endow a Child of thine: 
Let me nihol én, and not offerd you, Madam So in the Lethe of thy angry Soul, 
i) Strike up the Drum. . Thou drown the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs, 
a Dut. | prithee hear me fpeak. Which thou fuppofeft I have done to thee. 
i _ Rich, You {peak too bitterly, Queen, Be brief, left that the procefs of thy kindnefs 
| Dat. Hear me a word : Lait longer telling than thy kindnefS date. 
te For I fhall never {peak to thee again. 


Rich; So, 

Dut, Either thou wilt die by Gods juft Ordinance 
‘E’re from this War thou turn a Conqueror : 

Or I with grief and extream age fhall perith, 

And never moré behold thy Face again. 

Therefore take with thee my moft grievous Curfe, 

Which in the day of Battel tire thee more 

. | Than all the compleat Armour that thou wear’. 

My Prayers on the adverfe Party fight, 

And there the little Souls of Edwera’s Children 

Whifper the Spirits of thine Enemies, 

.j And promife them fuccef$ and Victory - 

Bloody thau art, bloody willbe thy end: 
Shame ferves thy life, and doth thy death attend, [E-vit. 
Queen, Though far'more canfe; yet much lefs Spirit to 


the Abides in.me,I-fay Amen to her. (curfe Kich, That 1 would learn of you, 
ni Rich, Stay, Madam, 1 muft talk a word with you. As one being beft acquainted with her humour. 
‘ Queen, | have no more Sous of the Royal blood Queen. And wilt thou learn of me ? 
R For thee to flaughter. For my Daughters (Aichard ) Rich, Madam, with all my heart. 
| They fhall be praying Nuns, not weeping, Qucens : Queen. Send to her, by the man that flew her Brothers, 
2 And therefore level not to hit their lives: A pair of bleeding hearts: thereon engrave 
nf Rich. You have a Daughter eali’d Elizabeth, Edward and York, then haply will fhe weep: 
ie --§ Wittuous and fair, Royal and Gracious. Therefore prefent to her, a3 fometime Margaret’ 
a Queer. And muft fhe die for this? O let her live, Did to thy Father, fteept in Rutlana?s blood, 
fda And Dle corrupt her Manners, ftain her Beauty, A Hand-kerchief, which fay to her did drain 
nr 4 Slander my felf, as falfe to Edward’s Bed: The purple fap from her fweet Brothers body, 
righ Throw over her the vail of infamy, And bid her wipe her weeping Eyes withal. 
mm, 20 fhe may live unfcarr?d of bleeding flaughter, __ | 1f this inducement move her not to love, 
‘a se I williconfefs fhe was not Edward’s Daughter. Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds : 
irs) § -X#eh. Wrong not her Birth, the isa Royal Prince. | Tell her, thou mad?it away her Uncle Clarence, 
a Queen. To fave her lite, Pie fay the is not fo. Her Uncle Rivers ; 1, (and for her fake) 2 
ie , Rich. Her Jife is fafett only in her Birth. Mad’it quick conveyance with her good Aunt Ane, 
a Queen, And onely in that fafety dy’d her Brothers. Rich, You mock me, Madam, this is not the way 
‘ Rich. Loe; at their Birth good Stars were oppofite. To win your Daughter. 
week B Queen. No, to their lives ill Friends were contrary. Queen. There is no other way, 
— Rich, All unavoided is the doom of Deftiny. : UnlefS thou could’ft put on fome other fhape, 
wo Queen. True: when avoided Grace makes Deltiny. | And notbe Richard, that hath done all this. 
| My Babes were deftin’d to a fairer death, Rich, Say, that I did all this for love of her. 
, | 4f Grace had bleft thee witha fairer life. _ Queen. Nay then indeed fhe cannot choofe but hate thee, | 
| Rich. You fpeak as if that I had flain my Coufins ? Having bought love with fuch a bloody fpoyl. 
: Queen, Coutins indeed, and by their Uncle cozen’d, Rich, Look what is done, cannot be now amended : 
| OfComfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Life, Men fhall deal unadvifedly fometimes, 
| Whofe hands foever Janch’d their tender hearts, Which after-hours gives leifure to repent. 
, _ | Thy head (all indiretly) gave: direétion. if | did take the Kingdom from your Sons, 
rb | Nodoubt the murd?rous ‘Knife was ‘dull and blunt, To makeamends, Ple give it to your Daughter : 
, | dillit was whetted on thy ftone-hard heart, Jf Thave kilPd the iffue of your Womb, 
i® | To revel in the Intrails of my Lambs. To quicken your encreafe,. 1 will beget 
__- | But that till ufe of grief makes wild grief tame, Mine iflue of your blood, upon your Daughter: 
a tongue fhould to thy ears not nae my Boys, A Grandams name is little lef in love, 
we) Tait that my Nails were anchor’d in thine Eyes: Than is the doting Title of a Mother ; 
| And Tin fuch adefp’rate Bay of death, They areas Children but one ftep below, 
| Like a poor Bark, of fails and tackling reft, Even of your metal, of your very blood : 
" | Ruhh all.to pieces on thy Rocky bofom. Ofall one pain, fave for anight of groans 
Rich, Madam, fo thrive I in my €nterprize, Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like forrow. 
y And dangerous fice of bloody Wars, Your Children were vexation to your youth, 
if As I intend more good to you and yours, But mine fhall be a comfort to your age, 
pb Thanever you or yours by me were harm’d. The lofs you have, is but a Son being King, 
Queen, What good is cover’d with the Face of Heaven, | And by that lof your Daughter is made Queen. 
rs To bedifcovered, that can do me good F I cannot make you what amends I would, 
. Rich, Ti? advancement of your Children, gentle Lady. | Therefore accept fuch kindnefs as I can. 
v 


Queen, Up tofome Scaffold, there to lofe their heads. Dorfety your Son, that with a fearful Soul, 
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Leads difcontented fteps in forreign foyl, 
This fair Alliance quickly fhall call home 
Tohigh Promotions, and great Dignity. 
The King that calls your beauteous Daughter Wife, 
Familiarly fhall call thy Dor fet Brother : 
Again fhall you be Mother toa King : 
‘And all the ruins of diftrefsful times, 
Repair’d with double riches of Content. 
What 2? we have goodly days to fees 
The liquid drops of tears that you have fhed, 
Shall come again, transform’d to Orient Pearl, 
Advantaging their love with intereft 
Often-times double gain of happinels. 
Go then (my Mother) to thy Daughter, go, 
Make bold afhful years with your experience, 
Prepare her Ears to hear a Woocers tale. 
Put in her tender: heart th’ afpiring flame 
Of golden Soveraignty : Acquaint the Princefs 
With the {weet filent hours of Marriage joys 5 
And when this Arm of mine hath chaftifed 
The petty Rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant Garlands will 1 come, 
And lead thy Daughter to a Conquerors Bed: 
To whom will retail my Conquett won, 
And fhe fhall be fole Vitrefs, Ce/ar’s Cafar. 
Queen, What were | beft to fay, her Fathers Brother 
Would be her Lord ? or fhall I fay her Uncle? 
Or he that flew her Brothers ? and her Uncles ? 
Under what Title fhall 1 woo for thee, 
That God, the Law, my Honour, and her Love, 
Can make feem pleafing to her tender years t 
Rich. Infer fair Englands Peace by this Alliance. 
Qu. Which fhe fhall-purchafe with ftill lafting War. 
“Rich. Tell her, the King that may command, intreats. 
Queen, That at her hands,which the King’s King forbids. 
Rich. Say, fhe fhall be a high and mighty Queen. 
ween. Tovail the Title, as her Mother doth. 
_ Rich, Say 1 will love her everlaftingly. 
Qu. But how long fhall that Title ever lat? 
Rich. Sweetly in i rce, unto her fair lives end, 
uz. But how long fairly fhall her fweet life aft ? 
Rich. As long as Heaven and Naturetengthens it. 
Qu. Aslong as Hell and. Richard likes of it. 
Rich. Say, 1, her Soveraign, 2m her Subject low. 
Qu. But fhe your Subject loaths fuch Soveraignty. 
Rich, Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 
Qu, An honett tale fpeeds belt, being plainly told. 
Rich. Then plainly to her, tell my loving tale. 
Qu, Plainand not honelt, 1s too harfha ftyle. _ 
Rich, Your Reafons ate too fhallow, and too quick. 
Qu, O no, my Reafonsare too deep and dead, 
Two deep and dead ( poor Infants ) in their Graves, 
Harp on it ftill fhall 1, till heart-ftrings break. 
Rich, Harp not on that ftring, Madam, that is paft. 
Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crown. 
Qu. Profan’d, difhonour’d, and the third ufurpt. 
Rich. 1 fwear. . 
| Qx, Bynothing, for this is no Oath : 
| Thy George profan’d, hath loft his Lordly honour ; 
Thy Garter blemifh’d, pawn’d his Kingly Virtue ; 
Thy Crown ufurpt, difgrac’d his Kingly Glory : 
If fomething thou would’it {wear tobe belicv’d, 
Swear then by fomething that thou haft not wrong7d. 
Rich, Then by my felf. 
Qu. Thy felf, is {elf mifus’d. 
Rich. Now by the World. 
Qu, ’Tis full of thy foul wrongs. . 
Rich, My Fathers death. 
Qu. Thy life hath it difhonour’d. 
Rich, Why then, by Heaven. 
Qu. Heaven’s wrong is moft of all : 
If thou did’{t fear to break an Oath with him, 
The unity the King my Husband made, 
Thon hadft not broken, nor my Brothers dy’d, 


If thou hadtt fear’d to break an Oath by him, . 
Th’ Imperial Metal, circling now thy head, 
Had grac’d the tender Temples of my Child, 
And both the Princes had been breathing here, ” 
Which now two tender Bed-fellows for duft, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Worms, 
What canft thou fwear by now ? 

Rich, The time to come. 

Qu, Phat thou haft wronged in the time ore-paft: 
For I my felf have many tears to wafh ; 
Hereafter time, for time paft wrong’d by thee. 


The Children live, whofe Fathers thou haft flaughter’d, | 


Ungovern’d youth, to wail it with their age. ‘ 
The Parents live, whofe Children thou haft butcher'd, 
Old barren Plants, to wail it with their age. 
Swear not by time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifus’d e?re us’d, by times ill-us’d repaft. 

Rich, AsI intend to profper, and repent: 
So thrive I in my dangerous Affairs 
Of hoftile Arms: My felf, my felf confound: 
Heaven and Fortune bar me happy hours: ‘init 
Day, yicld me not thy light? nor Night thy reft. 
Be oppofite all Planets of good luck 
Tomy proceeding, if with dear hearts love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, ose 


I tender not thy beauteous Princely Daughter. x al 


In her confifts my happinefS and thine : 
Without her follows to my felf and thee, 
Her felf, the Land, and many a Chriftian Soul, 
Death, Defolation, Ruine, and Decay: 
It cannot be avoided, but by this: 
It will not be avoided, but by this. 
Therefore dear Mother (I muft call you fo) 
Be the Atturney of my love to her: 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been; 
Not my defires, but what I will deferve: 
Urge the neceflity and ftate of times, 
Andbe not peevifh found in great Defigns. 
Qu. Shall I be tempted of the Bevil thus ? 
Rich. 1, if the Devil tempt you to do good. 
Qu, Shall l forget my felf to be my felf ? 
Rich. I, if your felf’s remembrance wrong y 
#. Yet thou didft kill my Children. Lee 
Rich. But in your Daughters Womb I bury them — 
Where in that Neft of Spicery they willbreed = 5 
Selves of themfelves, to yourrecomforture. 
Qu. Shall I go win my Daughter to thy will? 
Rich, And be a happy Mother by the deed. 
Qu. 1 go, writeto me very fhortly, Ate 
And you fhall aderftand from me her mind. . [Esit.Qh 
Rich. Bear her my true loves kifs, and fo farewel | 
Relenting Fool, and fhallow-changing Woman. 
How now, What news? 
Enter Ratcliff. 
Rat. Moft mighty Soveraign, on the Weftern 
Rides a puiflant Navy: To our Shores 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm?d, and unrefolv’d to beat them back. 
’Tis thought, that Richmond is theit Admiral : 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them athore. a8 
Rich. Some light-foot friend poft to the Duke of 
Ratcliff, thy felf, or Catesby, where is he? ¢ 
Cat. Here, my good Lord. 
Rich, Catesby, fly to the Duke. Th aie 
Cat. Iwill, my Lord, withall convenient haft. 
. Rich, Catesby, come hither, poft to Saksbury. 
When thou com’ft thither: Dull unmindful Villain, 
Why ftayit thou here, and go’ft not to the Duke 54 aa ; 
Cat. Firft, mighty Liege,tell me your Highnefs pleafure, 
What from your Grace | fhall deliver to him. Se 
Rich. Otrue, good Catesby, bid him levy ftraight 
The greateft {trength and power that he can make, 
And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury. 


Cat. I go. 
Rat. What, may it pleafe you, fhall I do at Salsbury, 


Rat. Your Highnef§ told me I fhould poft before. 
Rich, My mind is chang?d < 
Enter Lord Stanly. 
Stanly, what news with you ? 


Nor none fo bad, but well may be reported. 
Rich.. Hoyday, a Riddle neither goodnor bad: 
What need’it thou run fo many miles about, 
When thou mayf tell thy tale the neareft way ? 
Once more, what News ? 
' Stan. Richmond is on the Seas.! 
_ Rich, There let him fink, and be the Seas on him, 
White-liver’d Run-a-gate, what doth he there? 
' Stan. | know not, mighty Soveraign, but by guefs. 
Rich, Well, as you guefs. 
Stan. Stitr’d up by Dorfer, Buckingham, and Marton, 
}He makes for England, herg to claim the Crown. 
| Rich, lsthe Chair empty ? is the Sword unfway’d ? 
| Is the King dead*? the Empire unpofleft ? 
What Heir of York is there alive, but we ? 
And who is England’s King, but great Tork’s Heir ? 
Then tell me, what:makes he upon the Seas ? 
« Stam, Unlefs for that, my Leige, | cannot guefS. - 
* Rich, Untefs for that he comes to be your Liege, 
| You cantiot guels, wherefore the Welch-zan comes. 
‘Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 
Stan. No, my good Lord, therefore miftruft me not. 
Rich. Whereis thy power then to beat him back ? 
Where bethy Tenants, and thy followers ? 
Are they not now upon the Weftern fhore, 
Safe-conducting the Rebels from their Ships ? 
Stan, No, my good Lord, my friends are in the North. 
Rich. Cold friends tome: what do they in the North, 
7 When they fhould ferve their Soveraign in the Weft ? 
_ Stan, They have not been commanded, mighty King, 
Pleafeth your Majefty to give me leave, 
Vie mufter up my friends, and mect your Grace, 
‘Where, and what time your Majefty fhall pleafe. 
Rich, |, thou would’ft be gone, to joyn with Richmond : 
But Vle not truft thee. 
|- Stan. Moft mighty Soveraign, 
+ You have no caufe to hold my friendfhip doubtful, 
Inever was, nor never will be falfe. 
Rich. Go then, and mufter men: but leave behind 


wat 


| Your Son George Stanly: look your heart be firm, 


| Of elfe his heads affurance is but frail. 

Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. 

{Exit Stanly. 
. Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef., My gracious Soveraign, now in Devon-fhire, 

As1\ by friends am well advertis’d, 

Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty Prelate, 

| Bifhop of Exeter, his elder Brother, 

With many more Confederates are in Arms. 

— Enter another Meffenger. 

Meff. \n Kent, my Liege, the Guilford’s are in Arms, 
And every hour Competitors 

Flock to the Rebels, and their power grows ftrong. 
Enter another Meffenger. 

Meff. My Lord, the Army of great Buckingham. 

Rich, Out on ye, Owls, nothing but Songs of Death. 

r [He friketh him, 
There, take thou that, till thou bring better News. 

Meff. The Newsl have totell your Majefty, 
Is, that by fuddain Flood, and fall of Waters, 
Buckingham’s Army is difpers’d and {catter?d, 
And he himfelf wandred away alone, — 

No man knows whither. 

_ Rich. \ cry thee mercy 5 
_| There is my Purfe, to cure that blow of thine, 
| Hath any well advifed friend proclaim’d 
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Rich, Why, what would’it thou do there before I go? 


| Tis faid, my Liege, in York-fhire are 


_ Sta. None good, my Riege, to pleafe you with the hear- 
(ing, 


| A Royal Battel might be won and 


| ToSakshury, the reft march on with me. 


OI Rigor ste 


Third. 


Reward to him that brings the Traytor in ? 

Méeff. Such Proclamation hath been made. my Lord 
Enter another Meffenger. , 

Meff. Sic Thomas Lovel, and Lord Marquef; Dorfer, 

in Arms: 

But this good comfort bring { to your Highnek, 

The Britain Navy is difpers’d by Tempeit. 

Richmond in Dorfet-fhire fent out a Boat 

Unto the fore, to ask thofe on the Banks, 
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| [f they were his Afliftants, yea, or no? 


Who anfwer'd him, they cate from Buckiacham 


| Upon his party: he miftrufting them, 
| Hoys’d fail, and niade his courfe again for Britain, 


Rich, March on, marchon, fince we are upi 
If not to fight with Forreign "Enemies, aa 
Yet to beat down thefe Rebelshere at home. 
Enter Catesby. 
Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 


That is the b.ft News, that the Earl of Richmond 
| ls with a. mighty power Landed at Milford, 


Is colder News, but yet they tuft be told. 
Rich, Away towards Salisbury: while we reafon here, 


loft : 
Some ‘one take order Buckingham be brought 


LExeunt, 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Derby, and Sir Chriftopher. 
Der. Sir Chriftopher, tell Richmond this from me, 


| That in the Stye of the moft deadly Boar, 


My Son George Stanly'is frankt up in hold : 
If I revolt, off goes young George’s head, 
The fear of that holds off my prefent aid, 
So get thee gone: commend me tothy Lord. 
Withal fay, that the Queen hath heartily confented 
He fhould efpoufe Eizaberh her Daughter. 
But tell me, whereis Princely Rrchmond now ? 
Chri, At Pembrook., or at Hertford Welt in Wales; 
Der, What men of Name refort to him ? 
Chri. Sir Walter Herbert, arenowned Souldier,; 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir Welliam Stanly, 
Oxford, redoubted Pembrook,, Sir Fames Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, 
And many other of great name and worth: 
And towards London do they bend their power, 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 
Der, Well, bye thee to thy Lord: 1 kifs his hand, 
My Letter will refolve him of my mind. 


Farewel. [Exeunt, 


Attus Qutus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Buckingham with Halberds led to Execution, 


Buck, Will not King Riehard let me fpeak with him ? 

Sher, No, my good Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buck, Haft ings, and Edivard’s Children, Gray, and Rivers, 
Holy King Henry, and thy fair Son Edmerd, 
Vaughan, and all that have mifcarried 
By under-hand corrupted foul injuftice, 

If that your moody difcontented Souls, ; 
Do through the Clouds behold this prefent hour, 
Even for revenge mock my deftruction. — 
This is A#_Souls Day (Fellow) is it mot ? 

Sher. It is. i 

Buck. Why then All-Soufs Day,ismy Bodies Doomf-day. 
Thisis the day, ‘which in King awards time 
I wifht might fall on me, when I was found 
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Falfe 


sectringe tile scene 
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Falfe to his Children, and his Wives Allies. 

This is the day. wherein I wifht to fall 

By the falfe Faith of him whom moft I trufted. 

This, this ll-Souls Day to my fearful Soul, 

is the determin’d refpite of my wrongs: 

That high Ali-feer, which I dallied with, 

Hath turn’d my feign’d Prayer on my head, 

And given in ¢arneft, what 1 begg’d in jeft. 

Thus doth he force the Swords of wicked men 

To turn their own points in their Mafters bofoms. 

Thus Margarets curfe falls heavy on my neck ¢ 

When he (quoth fhe) will fplit thy heart with forrow, 

Remember Margaret was 2 Prophetefs : 

Come lead me Officers to the Block of fhame, 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
[Exeunt Buckingham with Officers. 


TT TT q 


Scena Secunda. 


| Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, 


with Drum and Colours. 


Richm. Fellows in Arms, and my moft loving Friends, — 


Bruis’d underneath the yoak of Tyranny, 
Thus far into the Bowels of the Land, 
Have we marcht on without impediment 5 
“And here receive we from our Father Stanly 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement : 
The wretched, bloody, and ufurping Boar, — 2 
(That fpoyl’d your Summer-Fields, and fruitful Vines) 
Swills your warm blood like wafh, and makes his trough 
In your embowell’d bofoms: This foul Swine 
Is now even inthe Center of this lfle, 
Near tothe Town of Leicefter, as we learn : 
From Tamworth thither, is but one days march. 
In Gods name cheerly on, couragious Friends, 
To reap the Harveft of perpetual peace, 
By this one bloody tryal of fharp War. 
Oxf. Every mans Confcience is a thoufand men, 
To fight againft this guilty Homicide. _ 
Her. \ doubt not, but his Friends will turn to us. 
Blun, He hath no friends, but whatare friends for fear, 
Which in his deareft need will fly from him. 


R:ch, All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 


and flyes with Swallow’s wings, 
and meaner Creatures Kings. 
[Exeunt omnes. 


| True hope is fwift, 
Kings it makes Gods, 


Enter King Richard in Arms, with Norfolk , Ratcliff, 
" and the Earl of Surrey. 


Rich. Here pitch our Tent, even here in Bofworth-field , 
My Lord of Surrey, why look you fo fad ? 
Sur, My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 
Rich, My Lord of Norfolk, _ 
Nor. Here, moft gracious Liege. 
Rich. Norfolk, we muft have knocks : 
Ha, muft we not ? ) ‘ 
Nor. We muft both give and take,my loving Lord. 
Rich. Up with my Tent, here will I lie to night, 
But where to morrow ? well, all’s one for that. 
Who hath defcried the number of the Traytors ? 
Nor. Six or feven thoufand is their utmoft power. 
Rich, Why our Battalia trebble that account: 
Befides the King’s name isa Tower of ftrength, 
Which they upon the adverfe Faction want. 
Up with the Tent : Come, Noble Gentlemen, 
Let us farvey the vantage of the ground. 
Call for fome men of found direction: 
Let’s lack no Difcipline, make no delay, 


For, Lords, to morrow is a bufie day. LExew. 


Py 
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Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and ¥ f 
Doriet. a 


Richm, The weary Sun hath made a Golden fet, 
And by the bright Traé of his fiery Car, 
Givestoken of a goodly day to morrow. E 
Sit Willsam Brandon, you fhall bea& my Standard; - 
Give me fome Ink and Paper in my Tent: 


| Ple draw the Form and Model of our Battel, — 


Limit each Leader to his feveral Charge, 

And part.in juft proportion our {mall Power, 

My Lord of Oxford, you Sir Will.am Brandon, 

And you Sir Walter Herbert {tay with me: 

The Earl of Pembrook, keeps his Regiment ;_ . 

Good Captain Blunt, bear my Good night to him, 

And by the fecond hour in the morning, 

Detire the Earl to fee me inmy Tent: 

Yet one thing more, good Captain, do forme: 

Where is Lord Stanly Quarter’d, do you know ? 
Blunt, Unlefs Ihave mifta’ne his Colours much, 

(Which well | am affar’d I have not done) 

His Regiment lies half a mile at leaft 


| South, from the mighty power of the King, 


Rich. \f without peril it be poffible, eet 
Sweet Blunt, make {ome good means to fpeak with him, 
And give him from me this moft needful Note. — | 

. Blunt. Upon my felf, my Lord, le undertake it, 
And fo God give you quiet reft to night. 
Rich, Good night, good Captain Blunr: 
Come Gentlemen, 
Let us confult upon to morrows Bufinefs ; 
Into my Tent, the Dew is raw and cald. 1 ie 
[They withdraw into the Tem, 


Enter Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and Catesby, . | 


Rich. What is’t a Clock ? ia 
Cat, It’s Suppertime, my Lord, it’s nineaClock, 
King. \ will not fup to night, ia 
Give me fome Ink and Paper : 
What, is. my Beaver eafier than it was ? ; “a 
And all my Armor laidinto my Tent ? <a. 
Cat. Itis,my Liege: andall things arein readinefS, 
Rich,. Good Norfolk hye thee to thy charge, 
Ufe careful Watch, chufe trufty Centinels. 
Nor. | go, my Lord. as 
Rich. Stir withthe Larkto morrow, gentle Norfolk, 
Nor. } warrant you, my Lord. (Exit. 
Rich, Ratcliff. — ee? 
Rat. My Lord. 
Rich. Send out a Purfuivant at Arms ) 
To Stanly’s Regiment: bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifing, left his Son George fall 
Into the blind Cave of eternal night. _ 
Fill mea Bowl of Wine: give me a-Watch: 
Saddle white Surrey for the Field to morrow: 
Look that my Staves be found, and not too heavy. 
Rat, My Lord. 

Rich, Saw’ft the melancholy Lord Northumberland? 
Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himfelf, 
Much about Cock-fhut time, from Troop to Troop — | 
Went through the Army, cheering up the Souldiers. | 

_ King. So, lam fatisfied : give me a Bowlof Wine, 
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I have not thatalacrity of Spirit, ' 
Nor cheer of Mind, that 1 was wont to have. - 
Set itdown. Is Ink and Paper ready? 

_ Rat. Itis, my Lord. : 

Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me. ‘4 
Ratchf, about the mid of nightcometomy Tent, | — 
And help to Arm. Leave mel fay. ad Ratcliff iE 

Emer Derby to Richmond i his Te | 

Derb. Fortune and Victory fit onthy Hel, == | 

Richm. All comfort,that the dark night canafford, | 


a 


Di 
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ye 


a 
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Be to thy Perfon, noble Father-in-Law. 
Tell me, how fates our Noble Mother ? . 
Der. I, by Attourney, blefs thee from thy Mother, 
Who prays continually for Bichmond?s good : 
So much for that. The filent hours fteal on, 
And flaky darknefs breaks within the Eaft. 
In brief, for-fo the feafon bids us be, 
Prepare thy Battel early in the morning, 
And put thy Fortune to th? Arbitrement 
Of bloody ftroaks, and mortal ftaring War: 
HI, asI may, that whichI would, I cannot, 
With beft advantage will deceive the time, 
| And aid thee in this doubtful fhock of Armes. 
Bat on thy fide! may not be too forward, 
Left being feen, thy Brother, tender George; 
Be executed in his Fathers fight. 
Farewel: the leifure, and the fearful time 


} Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Love, 


And ample enterchange of fweet Difcourfe, 


| W hich fo long fundred Friends fhould dwell upon: 
{God give us leifure for thefe rites of Love. 
{Once more Adieu, be valiant, and fpced well. 


Richm, Good Lords, conduct him to his Regiment : 
Vle ftrive, with troubled noife, to take a’ Nap, 
| Left leaden flumber poize me down to morrow, 
When I fhould mount with wings of Victory: 
Once more, Good night, kind Lords and Gentlemen. 


ae (Exeunt, ‘Manet Richmond. 
O thon, whofe Captain I account my felf, 


Look on my Forces with a gracious Eye : 
Put in their hands thy brufing Irons of wrath, 
That they maycrufh down with a heavy fall; 
Th’ ufurping Helmets of our Adverfaries. 
| Make us thy Minifters of Chaftifementy 
That we may praife thee in thy Victory - 
‘To thee I do commend'my watchful foul; 
E’re I let fall the windows of mine Eyes : 
Sleeping, and waking, oh defend me ftill. 


Enter the Ghoft of Prince Edward, Son to Henry the Sixth, 


Gh, to Ri. Let me fit heavy on thy foul to morrow + 
Think how thou ftabb’{t me in the prime of youth 


| At Tewksbury, defpair therefore, and die. 


Ghoft to Richm. Be cheerful, Richmond, 
For the wronged Souls 
Of Butcher’d Princes fight in thy behalf: 
King Aenrysiflue, Richmond, comforts thee. 
Enter the Ghoft of Henry the Sixth. 


Ghoft. When! was mortal, . my Anointed body 


| By thee was punched full of holes ; 3 
} Think on the Tower, and me: Defpair and die. 


Henry the Sixth bids thee defpair, and die. 

To Richm. Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror! 
Haery that prophefied, thou fhould’ft be King, 5 
Doth comfort theein fleep: live, and flourilh. 

Enter the Ghoft of Clarence. 
Ghoft. Let me fit heavy in thy foul to morrow. 
‘I that was wath’d to death in Fulfom Wine : 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death : 
To morrow inthe Battel think on me, 
And fall thy edglefs Sword, defpair and dye: 
__ To Richm. Thou off-fpring of the Houfe of Lancafter, 
The wronged Heirs of York do pray for thee, 
Good Angels guard thy Battel, live and flourifh. 
Enter the Ghofts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. 

Riv, Let me fit heavy in thy foul to morrow, 
Rivers, that di’d at Pomfret: defpair, and dic. 

Gray. Think upon Gray, and let thy foul defpair: 

Vaugh. Think upon Vaughan, and with guilty fear 
Let fall thy Lance, defpair and die. 
All to Richm, Awake. 


The Life and Death of Richard the Third 
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And think our wrongsin Richara’s Bofome 
Will conquer. Awake, and win the day. 
Enter the Ghoft of Lord Haftings, 
Ghoft. Bloody and guilty : guilty awake, 
And in a bloody Battel end thy days, 
Think on Lord Haftings; defpair, and die, 
Ghoft to Rich, Quiet untroubled foul, 
Awake, awake: 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair Englands fake. 
Enter the Ghofis of the two young Princes. 
Ghofts, Dream on thy Coufins 
Smother?d in the Tower : 
Let us be laid within thy Bofome, Richard, 
And weigh thee downto ruin, thame, and death. 
Thy Nephews fouls bid thee defpair and die. 
Ghofts to Richm. Sleep Richmond; 
Sleep in peace, and wake in joy, firs 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boars annoy, 
Live, and beget a happy race of Kings. 
Edward’s unhappy Sons do bid thee flourih : 
ater the Ghoft of Anne his Wife. 
Ghoft to Rich, Richard, thy Wife, 
That wretched Azne thy Wife, 
That never flept.a quiet hour with thee; 
Now fills thy fleep with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Bartel think on me, 
And fall thy edglefs Sword, defpair and die, 
Ghoft to Richm. Thou quiet Soul, 
Sleep thou a quiet fleep: 
Dream of fuccefs, ai happy Victory; 


| Thy Adverfaries Wife doth pray for thee: 


Enter the Choft of Buckingham, 
Ghoft to Rich. The fitft'was |, 
That help’d thee to the Crown 


j The laft was], that feltthy Tyranny, 
; O; in the Battel think on Buckingham, 


And die in terror of thy-guiltinefs. 
Dream on, dreaimon,; of bloody deeds and death, 
Fainting defpair 5” defpairing yield thy breath, 
Ghoff to Richm. 1 di*d for hope 
E’reI could lend theeaid; |. , ih 
But cheer thy heart,’ and be thou not difmay’d : 
God, and-good Angels fight on Richmond’s {idé; 
And Richard fall in: height of all ‘his pride, 
‘ERichard ftarts cut of bis Dream, 
Rich. Give me another Horfe, bind up my Wounds : 
Have mercy, Fefu. Soft, I did but dream. 
O coward Confcience! how do’ft thou afflict me ? 
The Lights bura blew. It is not dead mid-night, 
Cold fearful-drops ftand on my trembling fiehh : 
What ? do| fear my felf? There’é none elfe by; 
Richard loves Richard, that is; lam I. 
Is there a Murtherer here? No} Yes, lam: *, 
Then flye ? what from my felf? Great reafon : why ? 
Left revenge. What? my felfupon my felf?. 
Alack, I love my felf. “Wherefore ? For any good 
That! my felf have doneupon my felf? 
Ono. Alas, I rather hate my felf, 
For hatefal Deeds committed by my elf. 
lama Villain: yet I Lye, Iam not. q 
Fool, of thy felf fpeak well: Fool,do ndt flatter! 
My Confcience hath a thoufand feveral Tongues, 
And every tongiie brings ina feveral tale} 
And every tale condemns me for a Villain ; 
Perjury, in the high’it Degree, 
Murther, ftern murther; in the dirt degrée, 
All {everal fins, all us’d in each degree; } 
Throng all to th’ Bar, crying all, Guilty, Guilty, 
I fhall defpair, there is nd Creaturé loves me } 
And if Idie, no foul fiiall pity me~ sere 
Nay, wherefore fhould they? fihce that Imy felf 
Find in iny felf no pity tomy felf. 
Methought, the Souls of all that | had murther’d 
Came to my Tent, every one did threat 
Re =a, To 
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To morrows vengeance on the head of Richard, Rat. He {mil’d and faid, the better for our purpofe,_ 
Enter Ratcliffe. King. Hewas in the right, and. fo indeed itis, 

Rat. My Lord. Tell the Clock there. ~ [Clock rikes 

King. Who’s there ? Give me a Kalender,, who faw the Sun to day ? val 

Rat. Ratcliffe, my Lord, *tis 1: the early Village Cock | at. Not J, my Lord. ery 
Hath twice done falutation to the morn, King. Then he difdains to thine: for,by the Book, pi 
Your Friends are up, and buckle on their Armour. ‘He fhould have brav’d the Eaft an hour ag0> ae 

King. O Ratcliffe, Pfear, I fear. A black day willit be to fome body, Ratcliffe. 

Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid-of fhadows. {| Rat. My Lord. 

King. By the Apoftle Paul, fhadows to night - King, The Sunwill not be feen to day, Fi 
Have {truck more terrour to the foul of Richard, ‘The Sky doth frown and Jowre upon our Army: 
Than can the fubftance of ten thoufand Souldiers I would thefe dewy Tears were from. the Ground, ‘baa 

| Armed in proof, and led by fhallow Richmond, ‘Not fhine to day ? why what isthatto me ka 
|Ti$ not yet nearday. Come, go with me, More than to Richmond? for the felf-fame Heaven, | 
Under our Tents; Ile play the Eaves-dropper, That frowns on me, looks fadly upon him. its 
To heat if any man fhrink from me. Enter Norfolk. ‘ikl 
[Exeunt Richard and Ratcliffe. Nor.Arm,arm,my Lord, the Foes vaunts in the Field, 
King. Come, buftle, buftle. Caparifon my Horfe. . 
Enter the Lords to Richmond fitring in his Tent. Call up Lord Stanly, bid himbring his Power, 
: | will lead forth my Souldiers to the plain, 

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. And thus my Battel fhall be ordered. 

Rich. Cry youmercy, Lords, and watchful Gentlemen, | My foreward fhall be drawn in length, 
That you have ta’nea tardy fluggard here ? Con fifting equally of Horfe and Foot =. 

Lords. How have you flept, my Lord bs Our Archers fhall be placed in the midft 5 - 

Rich. The fweeteft fleep, eid. Fohn Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earlof Surrey, 
And faireft boading Dreams, . Shall have the leading of the Foot and Horie. 
That ever entred in a drowfie head, va They thus ‘directed, we will follow i, 
Havel fince your departure had, my Lords. In the main Battel, whofe puiflance on eitherfide [| ff 
Methought their Souls, whofe bodies Richard murther’d, | Shall be well wing’d with our cheifeft Horfe : One. | aa 
Came to my Tent, and cried on Victory > : | This, and Saint George to boot. 
I promife you my heart is very jocund, What think’ft thou, Norfolk? 
In the remembrance of fo fair a. Dream. Nor. A good direétion, warlike Soveraign, 
How far into the Morning is it, Lords ? | This found I on my Tent this Morning, 

Lords. Upon the ftroak of four." | : Eran : 

Rich. Why then ’tis time to Arm, and give direction. Jocky of Norfolk, be not fo bold, 


¥ 


His Oration to his Souldiers: For Dickon thy AMdafter 4s boughe and fold. 14 


Morethan Ehavefaid, loving Countrymen, : tie ; bats 
The leifure and enforcement of the time "7 King. A thing devifed by the Enemy. 
Forbids to dwell upon: yet remember thisy * > Go Gentlemen, evety Man to his Charge, 
God, and our good caufe, fight upon our fide, | Let not our babling Dreams affright our Souls : 
The Prayers of holy Saints, and wronged Souls, For Confcience is a word that Cowards ufe, 
Like high rear’d Bulwarks; ftand before our Faces, Devis'd at firft to keep the itrong in-awe, < 
(Richard except) thofe whom we fight againft, = | Our ftrong Arms be our Confcience, Swords our Law. 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow. March on, joyn bravely, let us to’t pell mell, . 
For, what is he they follow? Truly Gentlemen, If not to Heaven, then hand in hand to Hell. 
A bloody Tyrant, and aHomicide: - What fhallI fay more than I have inferr’d ? 
One rais’d in blood, and onein blood eftablifh’d , Remember whom you are to cope withall, 
One that made means to come by what he hath, _ [A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcals, Run-aways, 
And flaughter’d thofe that.were the means to help hint; | A fcum of Britains, and bafe Lackey-Peafants, 
A bafe foul Stone, made precious by the foyl Whom their o’re-cloyed Countrey vomits forth 
OF England’s Chair, where he is falfely fet : To defperate Adventures, and aflir’d Deftruétion, 
One that hath ever been Gods Enemy. You fleeping fafe, they bring you to unreft: 
Then if you fight againft GodsEnemy, You having Lands, and bleft with beauteous Wives» 
God will in juftice ward you as his Souldicrs. They would reftrain the one, diftain the other. 
If you do fwear to puta Tyrant down, | And who doth lead them, buta paltry Fellow? = 
You fleep in peace, the Tyrant being flain : Long kept in Britain at our Mothers colt, a 
If you do fight againft your Countries Foes, A Milk-fop, one that never in his Life 
Your Countries Fat fhall pay your pains the hire. Felt fo much cold, as over fhooes in Snow : 
If you do fight in fafeguard of your Wives » Let’s whip thefe ftraglers o’re the Seas again, 
Your Wives fhall welcome home the Conquerours, Lafh hence thefe over-weening Rags of France, ~ 
If you dofree your Children from the Sword, Thefe famifh’d Beggars, weary of their lives, zs 
Your Childrens Children quits it inyour Age. Who (but for dreaming onthis fond exploit) 
Then inthename of God and all thefe rights, For want of means (poor Rats) had hang?d themfelves. 
Advance your Standards, draw your willing Swords. Ifwe be conquered, let Men conquer us, 
For me, the ranfom of my bold attempt, And not thele Baftard-Britains, whom our Fathers. 
| Shall be this cold Corps on the Earths cold face. Have in their own Land beaten, bobb’d and thump’d, 
| But ifI thrive, the gain of my attempt, And on Record, left them the Heirs of fhame. 
| The lealt of you fhall fhare his part thereof, Shall thefe enjoy our Lands? lic with our Wives? . ~ 
1 sound Drums and Trumpets boldly, and cheartfully, Ravifh our Daughters ? [Drum afar Of 
} God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Victory. Heark, 1 hear their Drum, Bet he 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, avd Catesby. Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly, yeomety 
King. What faid Northumberland ,as touching Richmond ? | Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the head. a 
Rat. That he was never trained up in Arms. Spur your proud Horfes hard, and ride in blood, 
King. He faid the truth: and what faid Swrey then. | Amaze the Welkin with your broken ftaves. 
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Enter a Meffenger. 

What fays Lord Stanly, will he bring his Power ? 

Mef. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 

King. Off with his Son George’s Head. 

Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paft the Marfh : 
After the Battel let George Stanly dye. aoe 

| Xing. Athoufand Heatts are great within my Bofom. 

Advance our Standards, “fet upon our Foes, 3 
Out.ancient word of Courage, fair Saint George, ° 
Infpire us with the {pleen of fiery Dragons : 
Upon them, Victory fitson our Helms. 


Alarum.. Excurfions, Enter Catesby. 
Cat. Refcue, my Lord of Norfolk, 


‘|Refcue, Refcue: 


The King enaéts more wonders than a Man, 
| Daring an oppofite to every danger: 
| His Horfe is flain, and allon foot he fights, 
|Secking for Richmond in the throat of Death: 
Refcue, fair Lord, or el the day is loft. 
_.— Alarums. Enter Richard. 
Rich, A Horfe, a Horfe, my Kingdom for a Horfe. 
Cat. Withdraw, my Lord, I’le help you to a Horfe. 
__ Rich, Slave, | have fet my lifeupon a calt, 
And I will ftand the hazard of the Die : 
I think there be fix Richmonds in the Field, 
Five have I flain to day, inftead of him. 
A Horfe, a Horfe, my Kingdom for a Horfe. 


Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond, they fight, Rich 
ard is flan. 


| Retreat, and Flourifh. Enter Richmond, Derby bearing’ the 
Crown, with divers other Lords. 


_ Rich. God and your Arms 

Be prais’d, Vi¢torjous Friends ; : 

This Day is ours, the bloody Dog is dead. 
Der. Couragious Richmond, z 


i 


‘| Here thefe long ufurped Royalties, 


| Enrich the time tocome, with {mooth? d-fac?d Peace 


That fhe may long live here, 
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Well haft thou acquit thee: Loe, 

From the, dead. Temples of this Bloody Wretch, 

Have I pluckt off, to grace thy Brows withal. 

Wear it, and make much of it. 
Rich. Great God of Heaven, fay Amen to all. 

But tellme, is young George Stanly living ? 
Der. Heis, my Lord, and fafein Lescefter To wn, 

Whither ( if you pleafé) we may vith-draw us. 
Rich. What men of noteare flainon either fide ? 
Der. Foln Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Firris, 

Sit Robert Brakenburys And Six Willam Brandon, 
Rich. Inter their Bodies, as become their Births, 

Proclaim a Parden to the Souldicrs fled, 

That in fubmiflion will return to us, 

And then, as we have ta’ne the Sacrament, 

We will unite the White Refe, and the Red, 

Smile Heaven opon this fait, Conjunétién, 

That long hath frowp’d upon theit Enmity: 

What ‘Traytor hears me, and fays not Avien 2. 

England hath long been mad, and fear’d her felf ; 

The Brother blindly fhed the Brother?s blood ; 

The Father rafhly. flaughter’d his own Son 3 

The Sons,-competi’d; been Butchers to the Sire, 

All this divided York. and Lancafter, 

Divided in their dire Divifion. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, _...... 

The true Succeeders of each Royal Houfe, 

By Gods fair Ordinance, conjoyn together : 

And let thy Heirs (God, if thy will be 0) 


With fmiling Plenty, and fair profperous days. 

Abate the edge of Traytors, Gracious Lord, 

That would reduce thefe bloody days again, 

And make poor Exgland weep in-ftreams of Blood, 

Let them not live to tafte this Lands encreafe, BRAS 
That would with Treafon,’ wound this fair. Lands peace, 
Now Civil wounds are ftopp’d, Peace lives AER So So 
God fay,’ Amen. [Exewns,| 
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The PROLOGUE 
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I Come no more to make you laugh 5 Things now, | Willbe deceiv’d: For, gentle Hearers, know 
That bear a Weighty, and 4 Sertous Brow, To rank our chofen Truth.with [uch a (bow 
| Sad, high, and working, fullof State and Woe; As Fool, and Fight is, befide forfesting 
Such Noble Scenes, as. draw the Eye to flow, | Our own Brains, and the Opinion that we bring 
We now prefent, Thofe that can Pity, here Fo make that only true, we nowintend, ~ 
May (if . they think it mell) les fall a Tear, Will leave us never an under ftanding Friend. 
The Subject will deferve it. Such asgrve Therefore, for Goodnefs fake, and as you are knows 
Their Moey our of hope they may believe, The Firft and Happieft Hearers of the Town, 
| May here find Truth too. Thofe that come to fee Be fad, as we would make ye. Think. ye fee 
Only a. fhow or two, and fo agree, The very Perfons of our Noble Story,  tijlo 4 
The Play may pafs : If they be fiill, and willing, Asthey were Living: Think, you fee them ee y 
Ple undertake may fee away thetr Shilling And follow'd with the general throng, and fweat ; 
Richly intwo {hort hours, Only they Of thoufand Friends: then, ina moment, fee 
That come to bear a merry, bawdy Play, | How foon this Mightine{s meets Mifery. 
A noife of Targets: Orto fee a Fellow And if you canbe merry then, Dle fay, 
Ia along Motley Coat, guarded with Yellow, | 4 Man may weep upon his Wedding Day. 


\ 


; 
} 


. * & 
Addus Primus. Scena Prima. 


| Enter the Duke of Norfolk at one door. At the other, the 1 was my Chambers Prifoner. 
Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord Aburgavenny. Nor. Then you loft 
The view of earthly Glory: Men might fay 
Buckingham, | Till this time Pomp was fingle, but now married 
gf Ood morrow, and well met. How haye ye done , To one above it felf. Each following day 
Since laft we faw y’in France ? Became the next days Mafter, till the laft 
Nor. | thank your Grace : Made former Wonders, its. To day the French, 
Healthful, and ever fince a frefh admirer All Clinquant allin Gold, like Heathens Gods 
Of what I faw there. Shone down the Englifh, and to morrow, they 
| Buck. An untimely Ague |Made Britain, India: Every man that ftood, 
\Staid me a Prifoner inmy Chamber, when Shew’d likea Mine. Their Dwarfith Pages were 
| Thofe Sons of Glory, tho Lights of Men _ As Cherubins, all gilt : the Madams too, 
‘Met in the yee : ; | Not us’d to toyl, did almoft {weat to bear 
Nor. ?Fwixt Guynes and Arde, The Pride upon them, that their very labour — 
I was then prefent, faw them falute on Horfe-back, Was to them as a Painting. Now this Mask 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung, Was cry’d incomparable ; and th’enfuing might 
- |In their Embracement, as they grew together, Made ita Fool,and Beggar. The two Kings 
| Which had they, Equal in luftre, were now beft, now wort 
What four Thron’d ones could have weigh’d As prefence did prefent them: him in Eye, 
Such a compounded one? . Still him in praife; and being prefent both, 
Buck. Allthe whole time Twas faid they faw but one, and no Difcerner 
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; Darit wag his Tongue in cenfure, when thefe Suns 
| (For fo they phrafe’em) by their Heralds challeng’d 
| The Nobkc Spirits to Arms, they did perform 


Being now feen, poflible enough, got credit 
That Beuss was belicv’d. 
} Buck, Oh, you go far. . 
| Nor. As1 belong to worfhip, and affect 
_ 4In Honour, Honefty, the tract of ev’ry thing 
| Would by.a good Difcourfer lofe fome lifes 
- | Which Adions felf was tongue to. 
| Buck, All was Royal, 
} To the difpofing of it nought rebell’d, 
| Order gave each thing view. The Office did 
-| Diftingily.his fujl Function: who did guide, 
I mean who fet the Body and the Limbs 
| Of this great {port together , 
As you guefs ? . 
Wor. Once certes, that promifes no Element 
In fucha bufinefs. 
Buck, 1 pray you, who, my Lord ? - 
Nor. Ail this was ordered by the good Difcretion 
Of the right Reverend Cardinal of York. 
_ Buck, The Devil {peed him : No mans Pye is freed 
| From his ambitious Finger. What had he 
“| To doin thf fierté Vanivies ? 1 wonder, 
That fuclra Ketch can with his very Bulk 
Take up the.Rays oth’ Beneficial Sun ; 
And keep it from the Earth. 


: Wor. Surely, Sir, 
| There’s in him ftufl, that puts him to thefe ends: 

|. | For being not propt by Anceftry,whofe grace 
Mm | Chalks Succeflors their way; nor call’d upon 

*{ For high feats done to th’ Crown 5. neither Allied 

>} To eminent Affiftants 5 but Spider-like 
fa 1 Out of his felf-drawing Web. O ! gives us note, 

o} the force of his own merit makes his. way, 

A gift that Heaven gives forhim, which buyes 

‘| A placenext’ to the King. 
ty | Abw’,\t cannot tell 

What Heaven hath given him: let fome Graver eye 


Pierce into that, but I ean fee his Pride 
Peep through each part of him: whence has he that, 
If not frém Hell? the Devil is a Niggard, 
Or has given him all before, and he begins 
A new Hell in himfelf, 
Buck. Why the Devil, — 
Upon this French going out, took he upon him 
_ | (Without the privity o’th’ King) vappoint 
| Who fhould attend on him ? He makes up the File 
| Of all the Gentry; for the moit part fuch 
_ | Towhom as great a Charge, as little Honour 
He meant to layupon: and his own Letter 
The Honourable Board of Council out 
/Muft fetch him in, he Papers, 
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i Abr, 1 do know 
s | Kinfmmen of mine, three at the leaft, that have 
eS By this fo ficken’d their Eftates, that never 
; _ {| They fhall abound, as formerly. 
j@ | __ Buck. O many - 
gi | Have broketheir Backs with laying Mannors on em 
4“ | For this great Journey. What did this Vanity 
y, | But minifter communication of 
¢ | Amoft poor iffie, 
F __ Nor. Grievingly, I think. 
| ‘The Peace between the Frerch and ys not values 
The Coft that did conclude it, : 
f _. Buck, Every Man, eer 
ij _ | After the hideous ftorm that follow’d, was 
; | Athing infpired, and not confulting, broke 
; Into a genera] Prophefie ; That this tempeit, 
Dafhing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded 
| The fudden breach on’t. ‘ 
,  f Nor. Whichis budded out ; © 
* . P : 


A 


The Life of King Henry the Eighth, 


‘Beyond thonght’s compafs, that former fabulous Story 


, Honour, and plenteous fafety ) that you read 


| As you would to your Friend. 
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For Frauce hath flaw’d the League, and hat’ h attach’d 
Our Merchants goods at Bourdeaux. 

Abur, Xs it therefore 
Th’ Ambaffador is filenc’d ? 

Nor. Marry is’t. 

Abur, A proper Title of Peace, and purchas’d 
At a fuperfiuous rate. 

Buck, Why all this. bufinefS 
Our Reverend Cardinal carried. 
__ Wor, Like it your Grace, 
The State takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you, andthe Cardinal. I advife you ~ 
(And take it from a Heart that wifhes towards your - 


‘The Cardinals Malice; and his Poteticy 
Together :»To confider further, that 
What his high Hatred would effect, wants not 
A Miniffer in his Power. > You know his Nature, 
That he’s revengefal ; and J know, his Sword a 
Hatha fharpedge: It’s long; and? may be faid 
It reaches far, and whére "twill not extend, 
Thither he dartsit. Bofome up my counfel, -! =A oi T 
You’l find it wholefome. Loe, where comes thatoRiock 
That 1 advife your fhumning. 


<e 


Enter Cardinal \Nolfey, the Puxfe bo n before him, certisin of 


the Guard, and two Secretaries mith Papers : the C2rdidtal 
12 his pafvage fixceth his eye on Buckingham, avd Buckis 


loz 
eRe 5. 
ham onbim, both full of difdain, f 


Car, The Duke of Buckinzham’s Surveyor? Ba? 
W here’s his Examination ? 

Seer. Here, fo pleafe you. 

Car, Is he in perfon ready ? 

Seer. I, an’t pleafe your Grace; 


Car. Well, we fhall then know more, and Buckingham } 
fhall leflen his big look. G 


[Excunt Cardinal and his Traini } 
Buck. This Butchers Cur is venom’d-mouth’d, and 1 { 
Have not the power to muzzle him, therefore beft 
Not wake him in his flumber. A Beggars book 
Out-worths a Nobles blood, . 
Wor. What; are you chaf?d ? : 
Ask God for temp’rance, that’s th’ appliarice only 
Which your difeafe requires. 
Buck, 1 read in’s looks 
Matter againft me, and his Eye revil’d 
Me as his abject object, at this inftant 
He bores me with fome trick ; He’s gone toth? King : 
Ple follow, and out-ftare him: 
Wor: Stay, my Lord; 
And let your Reafon with your Choler gueftion 
W hat’tis you go about : to climbe fteep hills 
Requires flow pace at firft.. Anger-is like 
A full-hot Horfe, who being allow’d his way 
Self-mettle tires him: Nota man in England 
Can advife me; like you: Be to your felt, 


Buck. Ple to the King, 
And, froma mouth of Honour, quite cry down 
This /pfwich Fellows infolence ; or proclaim, 
There’s differencein no perfons, 

Norf. Be advised; : 
Heat not a Furnace for your Foe fo hot 
That it do finge your felf We thay out-fun 
By violent fwiftnefs, that which we run at; * 
And lofe by our over-running: know you not, 
The Fire, that mounts the Liquor til’t tun o’re, 
In feeming to augment it, waftesit: be advis’d ; 
I fay again, there ts no Englifh foul 
More ftronger to direct you than yoor felf, 
If with the fap of reafon you would quench, 
Or but allay, the Fire of paffion» — 
Buck. Sir, . oS 
Et. 


CD 
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jam thankful to you, and Pile goalong How he determines further. aie 
By your prefcripuon : but this top-proud Fellow, Abur. Asthe Duke faid, ‘ 4 
Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but The will of Heaven be done, and the Kings pleafure 
From fincere motions, by intelligence, By me obey’d. 
And proofs as clear as Founts ia July, when Bran. dereis a Watrant frotn e 
| We {ieceach grain of Gravel, ldo know The King, tattach Lord Adourtacute, and the Bodies — 
To be corruptand treafonous. Of the Dukes Confeflor, Sohn de la Car, rit 
Norf. Say not, treafonous: One Gilbert Peck, his Counfellour. 
BuckTo th’King Vle fay’t;and make my vouch as ftrong Buck, So, fo; 
Asthore of Rock: attend. This holy Fox, Thefe are the kimbs o’th? Plot, no tiorel hope. 
Or Wolf, or both (for he is equal rav’nous Bra. A Monk oth? Chartrqux. 
Ashe is fubtle, and as prone to miichief, Buck, O Michael Hopkins, 
Asable to perform’) -his mind and place Bra. He. 1 
Infecting one another , yea reciprocally, Buck, My Surveyot is falfe ; the ore-preat Carding) | 
Only to thew his pomp, as well in France, Hath fhew’d him gold; my Life is fpann’dalteady: is 
Ashereat home, ‘ugg¢fts the King our Mafter | am the fhadow of poor Buckingham 5 ney 
To his coftly Treaty,  th’enterview, Whofe Figure even this inftant Cloud puts on, iii 
That fwallow’d fo much treafure, and like a glafs By darkning my clear Sun. My Lords, Farewel. [Excwnt, ¥ 
Did break ith’ wrenching. meee | 
Norf. Faith, and fo it did. : 
Buck.Pray give me favour,Sir : This cunning Cardinal 
The Articles oth? Combination drew Scena Secunda. 
As himfelf pleas’d : ae were ratifi’d : 
As hecri’d, Thus let it be, to as muchend, Corners: “Enter Ki 5 
As give a Crutch e th 2a 2 ut our ar ies dees the Nobles at Se haces ts fe Ca Me 
Has done this, and tis well: for worthy W/ol/ey, feces ts ; OVS: 
(Who cannot err) he did it. Now slits follows, places him under the Kings Feet, on his right fide, ete 
(Which, a8 L take it, is a kind of Puppy ‘| King. My life it felf, and the beft heart of it, 
To th’ old Dam, Treafon,) Charles the Emperour, Thanks you for this greatcare: Iftoodi’th’ level 
Under pretence to fee the Queen his Aunt, Of a-full-charg’d confederacy, and give thanks ; 
(For ‘twas indeed his Colour, but he came To you-that choak’d it. Let be call’d before us 
To-whifper Wol/ey) here makes vifitation : That Gentleman of Buckinghams, in perfon, 
His fears were that the Interview betwixt Vle hear him his Confeffions juftifie, 
| England and France, might through their amity And point by point the Treafons of his Mafter 
Breed him fome prejudice , for from this League He ihall again relate. : 
Peep’d harms that menac’d ae ; He privily — 
Deals with our Cardinal, andas1 trow, A noife, with crying, Room for the Queen, Ufher? 
Which I do well; for 1 am fure the Emperour of orale Eater ne fees Sone dy e ‘ 
Paide’re he promis’d, whereby his fuit was granted fhe kneels. King rifeth from his State, takes her up. 
Ere it was ask’d. But when the way was made, and placeth her by him. >! 
And pav’d with Gold: the Emperour thusdefir’d, — 
That he would pleafe to alter the Kings courfe, Quee. Nay, we muft longer kneel ; I am aSuitor 
And break the forefaid Peace. Let the King know King. Arife, and take place by us; half your Suit 
(As foon he fhall:-by me) that thus the Cardinal Never name tous; you have half our power : 
Does buy and fell his honour as he pleafes, -| The other moiety e’re you ask is given 5 
And for his own advantage. Repeat your will, and cake it. 
Nor. 1 am forry Que. Thank your Majefty. 
To hear this of him ; and could wifh you were That you would love your felf, and in that love 
Something miftaken in’t. eos Not unconfidered leave your Honour, not 
Buck, No, nota fyllable: The dignity of your Office, is the point 
I do pronounce him in that very fhape | Of my Petition. 
He fhall appear in proof. King. Lady mine, proceed. 
Enter Brandon, a Serjeant at Arms before him,and two or Quee. 1am folicited not by a few, 
three of the Guard. And thofe of true condition, That your Subjeéts 
Brandon. Your Office, Serjeant : execute it. Are in great grievance : There have been Co on 
Serjeant. Sir, Sent down among ’em, which have flaw’d the heart 
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl ; Of all their Loyalties; wherein, although, : 
Of Hertford, Stafford, and Northampton, | My good Lord Cardinal, they vent reptoaches 
Arreft thee of high Treafon, in the name Moft bitterly on yon, as putter on 
Of our moft Soveraign King. Of thefe exactions , yet the King, our Mafter, oe 
Buck, Loe you, my Lord, Whofe honour heaven fhield from Soil,even he efeapes n0 
The nethas faln upon me, lfhall perih Language unmannerly : yea, fach which breaks 
Under device and practice. The fides of Loyalty, and almoft appears. 
Bran. 1 am forry In loud Rebellion. 
To fee you ta’ne from liberty, to look on < Norf. Not almoft appears, 
The bufinefS prefent. >Tis his Highnefs pleafure It doth appear: for, upon thefe Taxations, 


as 


You fhall toth’? Tower. The Clothiers all, notable to maintaiy 
Buck, It will help me nothing sas, The many to them longing, have put off 
To plead mine Innocence: for that Dye is on me, The Spinfters, Carders, Fullers, Weavers, WHO, 
Which makes my whit°ft part black. The will of Heav’a Unfit for other life, compeli’d by hunger, 
Be doncin this and all things: I obey. _ | And lack of other means, in defperate manmer, 
O my Lord Aburgany, Fare you well. : | Daring th’ event to th’ teeth, are all inuproar, — 
Bra. Nay, he mutt bear you company... The King And danger ferves among them. 
Is pleas’d you fhall to th’ Tower till you know, King. Taxation? 


Wherein? and what Taxation? My Lord Cardinal, 
You that are blam’d for it alike with us, 
Know you of this Taxation ? 
| Card. Pleafe you, Sir, 
I know but ofa fingle part in ought 
| Pertains to th? State , and front but in that file 
| Where others tell fteps with me. 
| __ Qxee. No, my Lord, 
You know no more than others: But you frame 
‘| Things that are known alike, which are not wholfome 
To thofe which would not know them, and yet muit 
_ | Perforce be their acquaintante. Thefe exactions 
| (Whereof my Soveraign would have note ) they are 
| Moft peftilent to th? hearing, and to bear ’em, 
The Back is facrifice to th? load 5 They fay; 
They are devis’d by you, or elfe you fuffer 
| | Too hard an exclamation. 
|| Keng. Still, Exaction ! 2 
| The nature of it, in what kind, let’s know, 
 fIsthis Exaction ? 
Quee. lam much too venturous 
__ }In tempting of your patience, but ani boldned 
_ {Under your promis’d pardon. The Subjects grief 
{Comes through Commiffions, which compels from each 
| The fixth pattof his fubftance, to be levied 
| Without delay; and the pretence for this 
‘| isnam’d, your Wars in France: this makes bold mouths 


? 
i -: | Tongues pit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
, | Allegiance in them; their Curfes now 
mH | Live wheté theit Prayers did: and it?s come to pat, 


_ | This tractable obedience is a faye 
| Toeachincenfed Will: I would your HighnefS 
Would give it quick confideration ; for 
There is no primer bafertefs. 
Xing. By my Life, 
| This is againit our pleafure. 
Card. And for me, 
| Lhave no further gone in this, than by 
A fingle voice, and that not paft me, but 
By learned approbation of the Judges : if lam 
| Traduc’d by ignorant Torigues, which neither know 
| My faculties nor perfon, yét will be 
} TheChronicles of my doing: Let me fay, 
_ ?Tis but the fatelof Place, and the rough Brake 
| | That Virtue muft go through ; we mult not ftint 
} Our neceflary- actions, in the feat 
Ss { Tocope malicious Cenfurers, which ever, 
| As rav’nous Fifhes, do a Vetlel follow 
ff | That is new trimm/’d ;. but benefit no further 
~~ Wt Than vainly Jonging. What we oft do belt, 
4 By fick interpreters (once weak ones) is 
| Notours, or not allow’d; what worft, as oft 
| Hitting a groffer quality, iscry’d up 
| Forour beit A&: if we ftand fill, 
4 In fear our motion will be ntock?d or catp’d at, 
We fhould take root here where we fit 5 


=f Or fit State-Statues only. 
ag King. Things done well, 

And witha care, exempt theinfelves from fear. 
| Things done without example, in their iffte 

, | Atetobefeard. Have youa Prefident 

te | Of this Commiffion ? i believe riot arly. 


. | We moft notrend our Subjects from out Laws, 
And ftick them in our Will. Sixth partof each ? 
A trembling Contribution: why wt-take 
| From every tree, lop, bark, and part oth’ timber: 
And though we leave it with a root thus hackt, 
The Air will drink the Sap. To every County 
| Where this is queftion’d, fendour Letters, with 
__} Free pardon to each man that has d 
_ The Force of this Commiffion : pray look ter 
-{Tput ittoyour care. oe 
Card. A word with you. 
Let there be letters writ to every Shire 


SSS 
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| Yo the King’s danger : 


| Hath fentto me, wifhing me to 
| Fohn dela Car, my Chaplain, a choice hour 


2iT at 
| Of the Kings Grace and Pardon : the grieved Commons 
Hardly conceive of me. Let it be nois’d, 
That through our Interceflion, this Revokement 
And Pardon comes: I fhall anon advife you 
} Further in the proceeding. . [Exit Secrer: 
Enter Surveyor. 
| Quee. Lam forry, that the Dike of Buckingham 
Is run in your difpleafure. 
| _. Keng. It grieves many : 
The Gentleman is Learn’d, and A moft rare Speaker, 
Yo Nature none more bound, his training fuch, 
That he may furnifh and inftrua: great Teachers, 
And never {eek for aid out of himfelf - yet fee, 
When thefe fo Noble benefits fhall prove 
| Not well difpos’d, the mind gtowing once corrupt 
They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 
| Uhan ever they were fair. This man fo compleat, 
Who was enrolld ’mongft wonders , and when we 
Almoft with ravifht liftning, could nor find 
His hout of fpcech, a minute: He, (my Lady) 
Hath into monftrous habits put the Graces 
That once were his, .and is become as black, 
Asif befinear’d in Hell: _ Sit by Us, and you fhall hear 
(This was his Gentleman i: truft)of him . 
Things to ftrike Honour fad. Bid him recount 
| The tore-recited practices, whereof 
We cannot feel too lit; le, hear too much. 
Card. Stand forth, and with bold {piritrelate, what you |. 
Mott like a careful Subject have collected 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham, 
King. Speak freely. 
Surv, Firlt, it was ufual 
It would infect his Speech , 
Should without iffue dye , hee? cafry it fo 
To make the Scepter, his. Thefe very words 
Pve heard him utter to his Son in Law, 
} Lord Aburgany, to whom by Oath he menac’d 
| Revenge upon the Carainal, : 
| Card. Pleafe your Highnefg, note 
} This dangerous conception in this point, 
Not friended by his with to your High perfon 3 
His will is moft malignant, ‘and it ftretches 
Beyond you to your Friends, 
Quee, My learned Lord Cardinal, 
Deliver ail with Charity. 
King. Speak on 5 
How grounded hehis Title to the Crown 
Upon our fail ; to this pointhaft thou heard him, 
At any time fpeak ought ? 
Surv. He was brought to this, 
By avain Prophefie of Nicholas Heron, 
King. What was that Henton ? 
Surv, Sir, a Chartrenx Fryer, 
His Confeflor, who fed him every minute 
With words of Soveraignty. 
King. How know’ft thou this ? 
Sur, Not long before your highnefs fped to France, 
The Duke being at the Rofe, within the Parifh 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What was the fpeech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French Journey. Ireply’d, 
Men fear the French would prove perfidious 
prefently, the Duke 
Said, *twas the fear indeed, and that he doubted 


with him every day 
That if the King 


| ?Twould prove the verity of certain words 


Spoke bya holy Monk, thatoft, fays he, 
permit 


To hear from him a matter of fome moment: 

| Whomafter under the Commiffions Seal 

| Hefolemnly had fworn, that what he fpoke 

My Chaplain to no Greature living, ‘but 

To me, fhould utter, with demure Confidence, : 

Thus pawfing ly enfu’d, Neither the King nor’s Heirs 

(Tell ¢ 

mg 
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(Tell you the Duke) fhall profper, bid him ftrive 
To gain the love o’th’ Commonalty, the Duke 
Shall govern England, 
Queen. If 1 know you well, 
You were the Duke’s Surveyor, and loft your Office 
On the complaint 0th’ Tenants ; take good heed 
You charge not in your {pleen a Noble Perfon, 
And fpoil your Noble Soul; 1 fay, take heed 5 
Yes, heartily | befeech you. 
King. Lethim on. GO forward. 
Sur. On my Soul, Vle fpeak but truth. 
I told my Lord the Duke, by th? Devils illufions 
The Monk might be deceiv’d, and that twas dangerous 
For this to ruminate on this fo far, until 
It forg’dhim fome defign, which, being believ’d, 
It was much like to do: Heanfwer’d, Tu, 
Itcan do me no dammage 5 adding further, 
That had the King in his laft ficknefs fail’d, 
The Cardinal’s, and Sir Thomas Lovell’s Heads 


Should have gone off. 
| Kine. Wa? What, forank ? Ah, ha, 
There’s mifchief inthis man; canit thou fay further ? 
Sur, 1 can, my Liege. 
King. ' Proceed, 
Sur. Being at Greemwich, 
After your Highnefs had reproy’d the Duke 
About Sir Walliam Blumer. 


Ki.1 remember of fucha time, being my fworn fervant, 


‘The Duke retain’d him, his. But on: what hence ? 
Sur. 1f(quoth he) I for this deed had been committed, 
Asto the Tower, I thought, 1 would have plaid 
The Part my Father meant toact upon 
Th’ Ufurper Richard, who being at Salisbury, 
Made fuit to come in’s prefence , which, if granted, 
CAs he made femblance of his duty) would 
Have put his Knife into him. 
King. & Gyant Traytor. 
Card. Now,Madam, may his Highnefslive in freedom, 
And this Man out of Prifon. 
Queen. God mend all. (fay ft ? 
Rin. There’s fomething more would out of thee ; what 
Sur? After the Duke his Father, with the Knife 
He ftretch’d him, and with one hand on his Dagger, 
Another fpread on’s Breaft, mounting his Eyes, 
He did difcharge a horrible Oath, whofe tenour 
Was, were he evil us’d, he would out-go 
His Father, by asmuch asa performance 
Do’s an irrefolute purpofe. 
King. There’shis period,» 
To fheath his Knife in us ; he is attach’d, 
Call him to prefent Tryal: if he may 
Find Mercy in the Law, *cishis; if none, 
Let him not feek’t of us: By day and night 
He’s Traytor to th’ height. 


Scena ‘Tertia. 


Enter L. Chamberlain, and L. Sandys. 


| L. Ch, 1st’ poflible the fpells of France fhould juggle 
: | Men into fuch ftrange Myiteries?. 
L. San. New Cuitoms, —_ 
| | Though they be never fo ridiculous, 
| | (Nay let ’em be unmanly ) yetare followd-. ~ 
-|* Zc. Ch, As far asl fee, all the good our Engli{h 
‘| Have got by the late Voyage, is but mectly 
| A fit or twoo’th? Face, (but they are fhrew’d ones) 
_}For when they hold ’em, you wou!d fwear directly 
‘| Their very Nofes had been Counfellors 
| To Pepin or Clotharins, they keep State fo. 
L. San, They have all new Legs, 
And Jame ones; one would take it, 


[Exeunt. 
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That never fez’em pace before, the Spavent 
A Spring-halt-reign’d among em. 
L,Ch. Death, my Lord, 
Their Cloaths are after fuch a Pagan cut too, 
That fare th’have worn out Chriftendom , how now? 
What news, Sir Thomas Lovell ? 
Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 
Lovell, Faith my Lord, 
[ hear of none, but the new Proclamation, 
That’s clapt upon the Court Gate. 
L. Cham, What is’t for ? 
Lov. The Reformation of our travell’d Gallants, 
That fill the Court with Quarrels, Talk, and Taylors, 
L. Cham. Ym glad ’tis theres ping 
Now | would pray our Monfieurs 
To think an Exglefh Courtier may be wife, 
And never fee the Lovure, 
Lov. They muft either He 
‘For fo run the Conditions) leave thofe remnants 


Of Fool and Feather, that they got in France, 


With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, as Fights and Fire-works, 
Abniing better men than they can be ie sai 
Ont of a foreign Wifdom, renouncing clean 
The faith they have in Tennis and tall Stockings, 
Short bolftred Breeches, and thofe types of ‘Tra 
And underitand again like honeft men ; es 
Or pack to their old Play-fellows, therel takeit; — } 
They may Cum Privilegio wear away pede ein 
The Lag-end of their lewdnefs, and be laugh’dat. © ) 
L. San. ?Tis time to give them Phyfick, theirdifeafes | 
Are grown fo catching. §8 75)" 
L. Cham. Whata lofs our Ladies ee 
Will have of thefe trim vanities ? ee 
Lovel, | marry): Due 
There will be woe indeed, Lords, the fly whorefons | 
Have got a fpeeding trick to lay down Ladies. ~ 
A French Song, and aFiddie, hasno Fellow. 
L. San, The Devil fiddle’em 
I am glad they are going, 
For fure there’s no converting em : now 
An honeft Country Lord, as fam, beaten 4 
A long time out of play, may bring his plainSong, — 
And have an hour of hearing, and by’r Lady va 
Held currant Mufick too. 
L. Cham. Well faid, Lord Sands, 
Your Colts tooth is not caft yet ? 
L, San, No, my Lord, 
Nor fhall not, while I have a ftump. 
L. Cham. Sir Thomas, 
Whither were you a going ? 
Lov. To the Cardinals ; 
Your Lordhiip is a guelt too. 
L.Cham, O, "tistrue 5 
This Night he makes a Supper, and a great one, 
To many Lordsand Ladies; there will be 


| The Beauty of this Kingdom, le aflare you. 


Lov. That Churchman 
Bears a bounteoustnind indeed 5 
A hand as fruitful as the Land that feeds us, 


| His dews fall every where. 


L. Cham, No doubt, he’s Noble ; L ceed 
He had a black Mouth that faid other ofhim. 

L. San. He may, my Lord, 
Ha’s wherewithal in him; sea 
Sparing would fhew aworfe fin, than ill Dogtrine. 
Menof his way fhould be moft liberal, ae. 
They are fet here for Examples. 

L. Cham, True, they are fo ; 


| But few now give fo great ones: 


My Barge ftays ; 


| Your Lordhhip fhall along : Come, good Sir Thomas, 


We fhali be late elfe, which I would not be, 
For Lwas fpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford 


oref 


noth 


wh 


| Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 


The Life of KingHenry the Eighth, 
This night to be Comptrollers. 
L. San, 1am your Lordfhips. [E-veunt. 


| Talk us to filence. 
An, Bul. You area metry Gamfter 
My Lord Sands, : 
San. Yes, if I make my play : 
Here’s'to your Ladifhip, and pledge it, Madam - 
For ’tis to fuch a thing. 
An, Bul. Youcatmot thew me. 
Drum and Trumpets, Chambers di|charged, 
San. | told your'Grace, they would talk anon. 
Card. What?s that ? 
Cham. Look out there, fome of ye. 
| _ Car. What warlike voice, 
| And to what end is this ? Nay, Ladies, fear not ; 
| By all the Laws of War y’ are priviledg’d. 
Enter a Servant. 
Cham, How now, what ist? 
Serv. A noble troop of Strangers, 


Scena Quarta. 


Hoboys. A fmall Table under a State for the Cardinal, -a 
longer Table for thé Guefts, Then center Anne Bullen, 
and divers other Ladies and. Gentlemen, as Guefts at 
one door , at another door enter Sir Henry Guilford. 


 S.Hen. Gulf. Ladies, 
A generat welcome from his Grace 
Salutes ye all: This night he Dedicates 
o fair content, and you: None here he hopes 
Inall this Noble Beyvy, has brought with her 
Onecare abroad : he would have all as merry, 
As firft good Compan y, good Wine, good Welcome, 
Can make good Peopl e. 


And hither make, as great Embafladors 
From foreign Princes. 


Card. Good Lord Chamberlain, 


. Enter L. Chamberlain, L. Sands, and Lovel. 


|} And pray receive em Nobly, and conduét ’em 
Into our prefence, where this Heaven of beauty 
Shall fhine at full upon them. Some attend him. 

All avife, and Tables removed: 
You have now a broken Bariquet, but we?ll mend it. 
A good difgeftion to you all; and once more 
I fhowre a welcomie on ye : welcome all. 


O my Lord, y’are tardy ; ; 
The very thought of this fair Company, 
Clapt wings tome. 

Cham. You are young, Sir Harry Guilford, 

San, Sir Thomas Lovel, had the Cardinal 
But half my Lay-thoughts in him, fome of thefe 
Should find a running Banquet, e¢’re they refted, 

I think would better pleafe ’em : by my life, 
They are a fweet Society of fair ones. 

Lov, O that your Lordfhip were but now Confeflor 
To one or two of thefe. 

San. IwouldI were, 

They fhould find eafie penance. 

» Lov, Faith, how eafie ? 

* San. As eafie as adown Bed would afford it. 

__ Cham. Sweet Ladies, will it pleafe you fit; Sir Harry, 
Place you that fide, Ple take the charge of this: 

His Grace is entring, nay you muft not freeze, 

Two Women plac’d together makes cold weather : 
‘My Lord Sands, you are one will keep em waking : 

| Pray fit between thefe Ladies. 

San. By my Faith, : 
And thank your Lordthip: by your leave, fweet Ladies, 
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me: 
Thad it from my Father. 

An, Bul. Was he mad, Sir ? 
| San. Overy mad, exceeding mad, in love too; 

But he would bite none, juft as1 do now, 

He would kifs you twenty witha breath. 

Cham, Well faid, my Lord: 
So now y’are fairly {eated: Gentlemen, 
The penance lies on yous if thefe fair Ladies 
Pafs away frowning. 

San, For my little Cure, 
Let me alone. 


Shepherds , ufher?d. by. the Lord Chamberlain. 
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A Noble Gompany : what are their pleafures ? 


To tell your Grace, that having heard by fame 
Of this fo noble and fo fair Aflembly, 
This night to meet here, they could do no lef, 
(Out of the great refpeét they bear to beauty ) 
| But leave their Flocks, and under your fair condu&t 
Crave leave to view thefe Ladies, andentreat — 
An hour of Revels with’em. 
Card. Say, Lord Chamberlain, 
They have done my poor houfe Grace: 
For which! pay em a thoufand thanks, 
And pray ’em take their pleafires. 
Choofe Ladies, King and Anne Bullen. 
King. The taireft hand I ever touch’d: O Beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee. 
Mufick,, Dance, 


Card. My Lord. 

Cham. Your Grace. 

| Card. Pray tell’em thus much from me: 

| There fhould be one amongft em by his perfon 
‘More worthy this place than my felf, to whom 
(If I but knew him) with my love and duty 


Hoboys. Enter Cardinal Wolfley, and takes his Stare, || Cham. | will, my Lord. 
P Coe What fay they? 
Cham. Sucha one, they all confefS 
There is indeed, which they would have your Grace 
‘Find out, and he will take it. 
__ Card, Let me fee then, 
By all your good leaves, Gentlemen, here ’le make 
‘| Myroyalchoice. 
Kiag. Ye have found him ‘Cardinal = 
Youholda fair Affembly, you do well, Lord. 
You are’aChurch-man, or Ple tell you, Cardinal, 
il fhould judge ‘now untiappily. = ee 
Card, 1 am glad" 
|| Your Grace is grown fo pleafant. 
‘|| King. My Lord Chamberlain, 


Card. Y’are welcome, my fair Guefts, that noble Lady |) 


Is not my Friend. This to confirm m y welcome, 
Andto you all good health, 

San, Your Grace is Noble, 
Let me have fuch a Bowl may hold my thanks, 
And fave me fo much talking. : 
_ Card. My Lord Sands, - 
lam beholding to you: cheer your Neighbour : 
Ladies,“ you are not merry; Gentlemen, 
Whofe fault is. this. ? BGs 


_ San. The red Wine firft mutt rife : 
In their fair Cheeks, my Lord, thenwe fhall have’em 


For fo they feem they have left their Barge and Landed, 


| Go, give’em welcome; you can fpeak the French-tongue, 


Hoboys, Enter King and Others as Maskers, habited) like 


afi directly before the Cardinal, and gratefully falute 


Cham, Becaufe they fpeak no Engh, thus they pray’d 


I would furrender it. LWhifper. 
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Prithee come hither, what fair Lady’s that? » 
Cham. An’t pleafe your Grace, : 
Sir Thomas Bullen’s Daughter, the Vifcount Rochford, 
One of her Highnefles Women. 
King. By Heaven fhe is a dainty one; Sweet heart, 
| were unmannerly to take you out, 
And not to kifs you. A’health Gentlemen, 
Let it go round. 
Card. Sit Thomas Lovel, is the Banquet ready , 
Ith? Privy Chamber ? 
Lov. Yes, my Lord. 
Card. Your Grace, 
| fear, with dancing isa little heated, 
King. 1 fear too much. 
Card. There’s frefh Air, my Lord, 
In the next Chamber: 
King. Lead in your Ladies every one : Sweet Partner 
I muft not yet forfake you : let’s be merry, 
Good'my Lord Cardinal : I have halfa dozen Healths 
To drink to thefe fair Ladies, anda meafure 
To lead ’em once again, and then let’s dream 
Who's beft in favour. Let the Mufick knock it. 
[Exennt with Trumpets | 


oss eee alae le 
Adus § ecundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter two Gentlemen at feveral doors, 


1. Whither away fo faft ? 

2. O, God fave ye: 

Even tothe Hall, to hear what fhall become 
Of the great Duke of Buksngham. 

1. Ple fave you 
That labour, Sir. Alls now done, but the Ceremony 
Of bringing back the Prifoner. 

. Were you there? 
. Yes indeed was I. 
. Pray fpeak what has hapned. 
. You may guefs quickly what. 
. Ishe found guilty ? 
1. Yes truly is he,, 
And condemin’d upon’t. 

2. lam forry for’t. 

1. Soare a number more. 

2. But pray how paft it? 

| 1. Ple tell youina little. The great Duke 
| Came to the Bar ; where, to his accufations 
| He pleaded ftill Not guilty, and alledged 
’Many fharp reafons to defeat the Law. 
‘The King’s Atturney, on the contrary, 
‘Urg’d on the Examinations, Proofs, Confeflions 
Of divers witneffes, which the Duke defir’d 
To have brought viva voce to his Face ; 
At which appear’d againft him, his Surveyor, 
Sir Gilbert Pecke his Chancellor, and ohn Car 
Confeffor to him, with that Devil Monk, — 
Hopkins, that made this mifchief. 
‘2, That was he, . 
That fed him with- his Prophecies. 

1. The fame, ee : 
| All thefe accus’d him ftrongly, which he fain 
Would have flung from him; but indeed he could not ; 
And fo his Peers upon this Evidence, af 
‘Have found him guilty of high Treafon. Much 

} He fpoke, and learnedly for life: ‘but all ; 
| Was either pitied inhim, or forgotten, = 

2. After all this, how did he bear-himfelf? = 
1. When he'was brought agen to th? Bar, to hear 
His Knell-rung out, his Judgment, he was ftirr’"d 
With fuch an Agony, he {weat extreamly, =. 
And fomething fpoke in choler, illand hafty; « 
‘But he fellto himfelf again, andfweetly ~, 


| Commend me to his Grace : bie 
| And if he fpeak of Buckingham, pray tell him, 


In all the reft fhew’d a moft noble patience. 
2. Ido not think he fears death. 
1. Sure he does not, 
He never was fo womanifh, the caufe 
He may a little grieve at. 
2. Certainly, . 
The Cardinal is the end of this. 
4. ?Tis likely, 
By all conjectures: Firft Xildare’s Attaindure, 
Then Deputy of Jreland, who remov’d, . 
Earl Surrey was fent thither, and in haft too, 
Left he fhould help his Father. 
2. That trick of State 
Was a deep envious one. 
1, Athis return, 
No doubt he will requite it, this is noted 
(And generally) who ever the King favours, 
The Cardinal inftantly will find employment for, 
And far enough from Court too. 
2. All the Commons 
Hate him pernicioufly, and O? my Confcience, 
With him ten fathom deep: This Duke.as much — 
They love and doaton, call him Bounteous Buckingham, | 
The Mirror of all courtefie. ae cy 
{ 1 
Enter Buckingham from his Arraignment. Tift 
before him, the Ax with the edge towards him, Hal-) 
berds on each fide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Lo- 
vel, Sir Nicholas Vaux, Walter Sands, and Common\ 
people, &c. iain | 


1. Stay there, Sir, 
And fee the Noble ruin’d man you {peak of. 
2. Let’s ftand clofe and behold him. 
Buck, All good people, 
You that thus have come to pity me; 
Hear what I fay, and then go home and Iofe me, 
[have this day receiv’d a Traytors Judgment, © a 
And by that name muft die, yet Heaven bear witnefs, 
And if I have a Confcience, let it fink me, i 
Even as the Ax falls, if 1 be not faithful. 
To th’. Law bear no malice for my death, | 
’T has done upon the premifes, but Juftice: =P 
But thofe that fought it, I could wifh more Chriftians: ] 
(Be what they will) I heartily forgive’em 5 a 
Yet let ’emdook they glory not in milchief, 
Nor build their evils on the Graves of great men, 
For then, my guiltlefs blood mult cry againft em. 
For further life in this world I ne’re hope, 
Nor will I fue, although the King have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. 
You few that lov’d me, 
| And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 
‘His Noble Friends and Fellows, whom to leave 
is onely bitter to him, onely dying : 
Go with me like good Angels tomy end, 
| And asthelong divorce of Steel falls on me, - 
Make of your Prayers one {weet Sacrifice, 
‘And lift my Soul to Heaven. 
‘Lead ona Gods name. i, 
Lov, 1 do befeech your Grace for Charity, 
‘Ifever.any malice in your heart Se 
Were hid againft ine, now to forgive me frankly. 
Buck, Six Thomas Lovel, | as free forgive you — a 
‘As I would be forgiven: I forgive all. 


ce) 

: 
a 
5 


| There cannot be thofe‘numberlefs offences 


} *Gainft me, that I cannot take peace with: 
No black envy fhall make my Grave. es 
- : *) ty ka ma 


You met him half in Heaven; my vows-and prayers. zai 
| Yet are the Kings; andtill my Soul forfake me; 9° 


_ | Shallcry for bleffings on him. — May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years 5 


pie 


| Of an enfuing evil, if it fall 


—— 


{ 


Ever belov’d and for may his Rule be ; 
And wher-old time fhall lead him to his end, 
Goodnefs and ‘he fill up one Monument. 
Lov. To th’ Water-fide I muft conduct your Grace, 
Then give my Charge upto Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
W ho undertakes you to your end. 
Vaux. Prepare there, 


'|'Phe Duke is coming : Seethe Barge be ready, 


{ And ficic with foch furniture as fuits 
| The greatnefs of his Perfon. 

Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 
Let it alone; my State now will but thock ine. 
‘When I came hither, 1 was Lord High Conftable, 
‘And Duke of Buckingham, now, poor Edward Bobkun; 
‘Yet! amrricher than my bafe Accufers, 
That never knew what Truth meant : I now feal it ; 


My Noble Father, Henry of Buckingham, 
Who firft rais’d head againit Ufirping Richard, 
Flying for fuccour to his Servant Bznifter, 
Being diftreft, was by that wretch betray?d, 
And without Tryal, fell; Gods peace be with him. 
Henry the Seventh facceeding, truly pitying 
My Fathers lofs, like a moft Royal Prince 
Reftor’d-meto my Honours - and out of ruines 
Made my Name once more Noble. “Now his Son, 
Henry the Eighth, Life, Honour, Name,‘and all 
That made me happy, at one ftroke has taken 
For ever fromthe World. I had my Tryal, 
And muft needs fay, a Noble one; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched Father - 
Yet thus far are we one in Fortunes, both 
Fell by our Servants, by thofe men we lov’d molt: 
A moft unnatural and faithlefs Service. 
Heaven has an end inall: yet, you that hear me, 
This from a dying man_ receive as certain: 
Where you are liberal of your loves and Counfels, 
Be fure you be not loofe; for thofe you make friends, 
And give your hearts to, when they ence perceive 
The Jeaftrub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like Water from ye, never found again + 
But where they mean to fink ye: all good People 
Pray for me, I muft now forfake ye ; the laft hour 
Of my long weary life is come upon me: 
Farewel; and when you would fay fomething that is fad, 
‘Speak how I fell. “ 
Ihave done; and God forgive me. 
a 

1. O, this isfull of pity, Sir, it calls, 
I fear, too many curfes on their Heads, 
That were the Authors. 

2. If the Duke be guiltlefs, 
| “Tis full of woe: yet I can give you inckling 
9 
| Greater than this. 
1. Good Angels keep it from us: 7 
| What may it be? you do not doubt my faith, Sir ? 
2. This Sccret is fo weighty, "twill require 
{A ftrong faith to'conceal it. 

1. Let me have it ; 
Ido not talk much. 
2. 1am confident 5 
You fhall, Sir : Did younot of late days hear 
A buzzing of a Separation 
| Between the Kingand Katharine ? 

1. Yes, but it held Not ; 
For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He fent command to tite Lord Mayor ftraight 
To ftop the rumour, and allay the tongues 
That durft difperfe it. = 
. 2. But that flander, Sir, 
| Isa found truth now : for it grows agen 
Frefher than e’re it was, and held for certain 

The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinal, 


oem ote 
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And with that blood will make ’em one day groan for’t. 


[Exeunt Duke and Train. 
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Or fome about him near, have, out of malice 
Tothe good Queen, pofleft him with a fcruple 
| That will undo her: To confirm this too 
Cardinal Campeius is arriv’d, and lately, 
}As all think, for this bufinefs, ’ 
| 1. ?Tis thé Cardinal’; 
_And meerly to revenge him on the Emperour, 
For not beftowing on him, at his asking, 
The Arch-Bifhoprick of Toledo, this is purpos’d, 
2. I think 
You have hit the mark ; but is’t not cruel, 
That the fhould feel the finart of this ? the Cardinal 
Will have his'will, and fhe muft fall. 
1. ?Tis woful. 
We are too open here to argue this : 
Let’s think in Private more. 


LExevne. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter. Lord C hamberlain, reading this Letter, © 


Y Lord, the Horfes, your Lordfhip fent for, with all\ 
the cave I had, I faw well chofin, ridden, and fur- 

nifrd. They were young and handfome, and of the beft 
Breed in the North.” When they were ready to_ fet out for Lou- 
don, 4 Atun of my Lord Cardinals, by Commiffion, and main 
power took, em from me, mith rhis reajon: His Majfter 
would be ferv'd before a Subset, if not before the King, 
whieh flepp’d our Mouths, Sir. 
I fear, he will indeed ; well, let him have them ; he will 
have all J think. 


Enter to the Lord Chamberlain, the Dukes of Norfolk 
and Suffolk. 


Norf. Wellmet, my Lord Chamberlain, 
Cham, Good day to both your Graces, 
Suf, How is the King employ’d? 
Cham. \ left him private, 
Full of fad thoughts and troubles. 
Worf. What’s the caufe? ’ 
Cham. It feems the Marriage with his Brothers Wife 
Has crept tao near his Confcience. 
Suf. No, his Confcience 
Has crept too near another Lady. 
Norf. °Tis fo ; 
This is the Cardinals doing: the King-Cardinal, 
That blind Prieft, like the eldeft Son of Fortune, 
Turns what he lift. The King will know him one day. 
Suf. Pray God hedo, 
He’ll never know himfelf elfe. 
Worf. How holily he works in all his bufinefs, 
And with what zeal ? For now he has crackt the League 
Between us and the Emperor (the Queens great Nephew) 
He dives into the Kings Soul, and there {catters 
Dangers, Doubts, wringing of the Confcience, 
Fears, aud Defpairs, and all thefe for his Marriage, 
And out ofall thefe, to reftore the King, 
He counfels a Divorce, a lofS of her, 
That like a Jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never Joft her Inftre 5 
Of her that loves him with that excellence, 
That Angels love good men with: even of her, 
That, when the greateft ftroke of Fortune falls, 
Will blefs the King: and is not this courfe pious ? 

- Cham, Heaven keep me from fuch counfel : tis moft true, 
Thefe news are every where, every tongue {peaks em, 
And every true heart weeps for’t. All that dare 
Look into thefe affairs, fee his main end, 

The Frevch Kings Sifter. Heaven will one day open 
The Kings Eyes, that fo long have flept upon 
This boldbad man. 


Suff, 


~ 
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suff. And free us from his flavery. 

Norf. \We had need pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance ; 
Or this Imperious man wil) work us all 
From Princes into Pages: all mens Honours 
Lie like one lump before him, to be fafhion’d 
Into what pitch he pleafe. 

Soff. For me, my Lords, 
[ love himnot, nor fear him, there’s my Creed 
As | am mide without him, fo I’le ftand, 
If the King pleafe:. his Curfes and his Bleflings 
Touch mealike: th? are breathI not believe in; 
I knew him, andl know him: fo I leave him 
To him that made him proud, the Pope. 

Norf. Let’s ins 
And with fome other bufinefs, put the King 
From thefe fad thoughts, that work too much upon him, 
My Lord, you’l bear us company ¢ 

Cham, Excufe me, 

The King has fent me other-where: Befides 
You'l finda moft unfit time todifturb him: 
Health to your Lordfhips. 

Norf. Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain. 


Exit Lord Chamberlain, and the King draws the Curtain, 
and fits reading penfrvely. 


 Suff. How fad he looks; fure he is much afflicted. 
King. Who’sthere? Ha? 
Norf. Pray God, he be not angry. 
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They have fent me fuch a Man 1 would have wifh’d for, ee 
Cam. Your Grace mult needs deferve all Strangers loves,| 
You are fo Noble: To yourHighnefleshand = J 
I tender my Commiflion ,; by whofevirtue, 
The Court of Rome commanding, You,my Lord ._ 
Cardinal of York , are joyn’d with me, theit Servant, _ 
In the impartial judging of this bulinefs. at a 
King. Two equal men: The Queén fhall be acquainted | 
Forthwith for what you come. Where’s Gardiner? =} 
Wel. | know your Majefty has always lov’d her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that, 
A Woman of lefs Place might ask by Law ; 
Scholars allow’d freely to argue for her. er 
King. 1, and the beft the {hall have, and my favour | 
To him that does beft, God forbid clfe: Cardinal, 
Prithee call Gardiner to mé, my new Secretary, _ 
I find him a fit Fellow. 
£nter Gardiner... 733%.) 
Wol. Give me your hand: much joy and favour to you 
You are the King’s now. 
Gard, But to be commanded said 
For ever by your Grace, whofe hand has raisd me, 
King. Come hither, Gardiner, bet 
[Walks and whifpers, 
Camp. My Lord of York, was not one Doctor Pace 
In this mans place before him? ; 
Wol. Yes, he was. 
Camp. Washe nothelda Learned man ? 
Wol, Yes furely. i Hog ee 
Camp. Believe me, there’s an ill opinion fpred then | 


King. Who's there I fay ? how dare you thruft your felves | Even of your felf, Lord Cardinal. 


Into my, private Meditations ? 
Who am1I? ha? 

Norf. A gracious King, that pardonsall offences 
Malice ne’re meant . Our breach of Duty this wa’, 
Is bufinefS of Eftate ; in which, we come 
+ To know your Royal pleafure. 

King. Ye are too beld: 

Go too; Ple make ye know your times of bufinefs : 
{Is this an hour for temporal Affairs? ha ? 


Enter Wolfey and Campeius with a Commiffion. 


Who’s there ? my good Lord Cardinal? O my Wolfey, 

The quiet of my wounded Confcience 5 

| Thou art a care fit for the King; you're welcome, 

“| Moft Learned Reverend Sir, into our Kingdom, 

Ufeus, andit: my good Lord, have great care, 

i be not found a Talker. 

Wol. Sir, you cannot : 
I would your Grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference. 

King, We are bufie, go. 

Norf. This Prieft has no pride in him ? 

Suf. Nottofpeak of: 

I would not be fo fick, though for his place : 

But this cannot continue. . 
Norf. If irdo, Vie venture one heave at him. 
Suf. 1 another. [Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Wol. Your Grace has given a Precedent of Wifdom 

Above all Princes, in committing freely 

Your {cruple tothe voice of Chriftendom: _ 

Who can be angry now ? what Envy reach you? ' 

The Spaniard, ty’ by blood and favour to her, 

Muft now confefs, if they have any goodnefs, 

The Trial juft andnoble. Allthe Clerks, 

(i mean the learned ones in Chriftian Kingdoms) 

Have their free voices. Rome (the Nurfe of Judgment,) 

Invited by your Noble felf hath fent 

One genéral Tongue untous, this good man, 

This juft and learned Prieft, Cardinal Campems, 

Whom once more I prefent unto your Highnefs. 

King. And once more in mine armsI bid him welcome, 

And thank the holy Conclave for their Loves, 


4 


Wol. How ? ofme? 

Cap. They will not ftickto fay, youenvy’d him 
And fearing he would rife (he was{o virtuous) 
Kept hima foreign man ftill, which fo griev’d him, — 
That he ran mad, and dy’d. 

Wol. Heavens peace be with him: - y 
That’s Chriftian care enough: for living murmurers, — 
There?s places of rebuxe. He was a Fool, bn 
For he would needs be virtuous. That good fellow, — 
If command him, follows my appointment, of 
{ will havenone fo near elfe. Learnthis Brother, 
We live not to be grip’d by meaner perfons.. 

King. Deliver-this with modefty to th? Queen. 

[Exit Gardine 
The moft convenient place that I can think of, 
For fuch receit of Learning, is Black, Fryers : 
There ye fhall meet about this weighty buiinefs. 
My Wolfiy, fee it furnifh’d.. O my Lord, 
Would it not grieve an able man to leave 


So fweeta Bedfellow? But Confcience, Confciences i 
[ Exeutt. 


a> r 


Otis 4 tender place, and | muft leave her. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. — i 


An. Not for that neither, here’s the pang that pinch 
His Highnefs having liv’d fo long with her, and fhe _ 
So good a Lady, that no tongue could ever loge 
Pronounce difhonour of her; by my life, 

She never knew harm-doing: Oh, now after 

So many courfes of the Sun enthron’d, . 

Still growing ina Majefty and Pomp, the which 

To leave, athoufand fold more bitter, than _ : 

Tis fweet at firft t’ acquire. After this Proce 

To give her the avant, it is a pity 

tty move a Monfter. : 
La. Hearts of moft hard temper 

Melt and lament for her. as 

_ &n, QO’ Gods will, much better 


—— . 


oa . 
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‘ She ne’re had known Pomp ; though?t be temporal, 
4 Yet ifthat quarrel, Fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, ’tis a fafferance, panging 
As Soul and Bodies fevéring. 
" Old La. Alas, poor Lady, 
She’s Stranger now again. 
tin | Az. So much the more j 
de Mutt pity dropupon her 5 verily 
he I fwear, ’tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in Content, 
Than to be perk’d up ina gliftring grief, 
And wear a golden forrow. 
tk Old L. Our content 
ay «sf LS our beft having. 
; t Anne. By my troth, and Maiden-head, 
My I would not be a Queen. 
L Old L, Befhrew me, 1 would, 
i And venture Maiden-head fort, and fo would you 


For-alf this {pice of your’ Hypocrifie ; 
You that have fo fair parts of Woman on you, 
| Have (too) a Womans heart, which ever yet 
| Affected Eminence, Wealth, Sovereignty a ylinly 
Which, to fay footh, are Bleflings ; and which gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity i 
Of your foft Chiverel Confcience: would receive, 
If you might pleafe to ftretchit. 
4n. Nay, good troth. 
4n.No, not forall the riches under Heaven. 
Old as Tam, to Queen it: but I pray you; yee 
What think you cf a’ Dutchefs? have you limbs 
To bear that loadlof Title ? 
4n, No, in truth. 
Old L, Then yoware weakly made, pluck offa little, 
I would not be a young Count in your way, 
For more than bluthing comesto : If your back 
Cannot vouchfafe this burthen, ’tis too weak 
Ever foget a Boy. 
4n, How you dostalk ; 
| Ifwear again, I would notbe a Queen 
For all the world. . 
Old L. In faith for little England 


ve You'll venture an emballing: Imy felf ¢» reed 

y@ | Would for Carnardamphire, although there long’d : 
of _ {No more to th’ Crown but that : Lo, who comes here ? 
3 i, Eater Lord Chamberlain. 


L, Ch,Good morrow}Ladies ; what wer’t worth to know 
The fecret of your Conference ? 
___ An. My good Lord; : 
| Not your demand ; it values not your asking : 
{ Our MiftrefS Sorrows we were pitying. ‘ 
Cham, It was a gentle bufinefs, and becoming 
The action of good women, there is hope 
All will be well. 
_ An, Now| pray God, Amen. 
Cham. You bear a gentle mind,and heavenly bleflings 
Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, fair Lady, 
‘Perceive I {peak fincerely, and high notes ; 
_ | Ta’neof your many Vertues: the Kings Majefty 
| Commends his good opinion of you, to you; and 
| Do’s purpofe Honour to you no lefs flowing — 
Than Marchionef§ of Pembrook ; to which Title 
| Athoufand pound a year, Annual fupport, 
“Out of his Grace, he adds. - 
_4n. | do not know 
‘What kind of my obedience, I fhould tender 5 
More than my All, is nothing : Nor my Prayers 
Are not words duly hallowed, normy Withes 
More worth than empty vanities: yet prayers and withes 
Arealll.can teturn. “Befeech your Lordhhip, 
Vouchfafe to fpeak my thanks, and my obedience, 
| As from a bluthing Handmaid, to his Highnefs ; 
_ | Whofe Health and Royalty I pray for. 
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Old L. Yes,troth and troth: you would not be a’Queen ? 


Old L. *Tis ftrange; a three-pence bow’d now would 
(hire me, 


’ = Scribe, } 
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Cham. Lady ; 
I thall not fail v’approve the fair conceit 
The King hath of you. I have perus’d her well 
Beauty and Honour in her are fo mingled, : 
That they have canght the King : and who knows yet. 
But from this Lady may proceed a Gem : 
To lighten all this Ifle? Pleto the King, 
-And fay I {poke with you. 
An, My honour’d Lord. 
Old L. Why this it.is: See, fee, 
{ have been begging fixteen years in Court 
(Am yet a Courtier beggarly ) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 
For any fuit of pounds: and you, (oh fate) 
A very frefh Filhere; fie, fie, fie upon 
This compel?d fortune, have your mouth fill’d up, 
Befcre you open it. 
“in, This is ftrange to me. 
Old L. Vow taftes it? 1s it bitter ? Forty pence, no : 
There was no Lady once (’tis an old Story 
That would not bea Qveen, that would fhe not 
For all the mud in Egypt ; have you heard it? 
4n. Come, youare pleafant. 
Oid L, With your Theme, T could 
O’re-mount the Lark : Phe MarchionefS of Pembrook ? 
A thonfand poundsa year, for pure refpect ? 
No other obligation ? by my Life, 
That promifes moe thoufands : Honours train 
Is longerthan his fore-skirt ; by this time 
I know your back will bear a Dutchefs. Say, 
Are you not ftronger than you were ? 
4n, Gocd Lady, 
Make your {lf mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me out on’t. Would I had no being, 
If this falute my blood a jot ; it faints me 
To think what follows. 
The Queen is comfortlefS, and we forgetful 
In our long abfence : pray do not deliver, 
What here y’ave heard to her. 
Old L, What do you think me. 


? 


Scena Quarta. 


Trumpets, Sonnet, and Cornets. .Enter two Vergers, with 
Short filuer wands, next them two Scribes in the habits of 
Dottors : after them, the Bifhop of Canterbury alone ; af- 
ter him, the Bifhops of Lincoln, Ely, Rochelter, and Sr, 
Afaph = next them, with fome {mall asftance, follows a 
Gentleman bearing the Parfe, with the great Stal, and a 
Cardinals Hat : then two Priefts, bearing each a Silver 
Crofs: then a Gentleman-Ufher bare-headed, accompanied 
with a Serjeant at Arms, bearing a Mace : then two Gentle- 
men, bearing two great Silver Pillars ; after them, fide 
by fide, the two Cardinals, two Noblemen, with the} 
Snord and Mace. The King takes place under the Cloth } 
of State. The two Cardinals fit under him as Fudges. § 
The Queen takes place fome diftance from the King. The Bi- 
Shops place themfelves on each fide the Court in manner of a | 
Confiftory: Below them, the Scribes. The Lords fit next the 


Bifhops. The reft of the Attendants ftand in comvenient 
order about the Stage. ‘ 


Card. WhiP{t our Commiffion from Rome is read, 
Let filence be commended. mi ; 
King. Whats the need ? 
It hathalready publickly been read, 
And on all fides th’ Authority allow’d, 
You may then fpare that time. 
Card. Be’tfo, proceed. : 
Seri. Say, Henry K. of England,come into the Court, - 
Cryer. Henry King of England, &c. 
Kiag. Here, 
uu 


[Exit Lord Chamberlain, 
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Scribe. Say, Katharine Queen of England, — 
e into the Court. 
or By Katharine, Queen of England, &c. 

[The Queen makes no. anfwer, vifes out of her Chair, 
nous about the Court, comestothe King, and kyeels at 
his Feet. Lben. fpeaks. 

Sir, 1 defire you to dom: Right and Juftice, 
And to beltow your Pity on me 5 lor 
| am a moft poor Woman, and a ftranger, 
Born out of your Dominions: having here 
No Judge indifferent, nor no more aflurance 
Of equal Friendthip and Proceeding. Alas, Sir, 
| In what have I offended you ? What caufe 
| Bath my behaviour given to your difpleafure, 
That thus you fhould proceed to put me off, j 
And take your Good Grace from me ? Heaven witnefs, 
I have been to you a true and humble Wife, 
At all times to your Will conformable : 
Eyer in fear to kindle your Diflike, 
Yea, fabject to your Countenance : Glad, or forry> 
As | faw it inclin’d ?. when was the hour 
J ever contradicted your Deire 
Or made it not mine too? Or witch of your Friends 
Have I not ftrove to Love, althou i knew 
Sewere mine Enemy ?, What kiiend of mine, 
That had to him-deriv’d your Anger, did I 
Continue in my Liking ?: nay, gave notice 
He was from thence difcharg’d ¢ Sir, call to mind, 
That I have been your Wife, in this Obedience, 
Upward of twenty yeatss and have been bleft 
With many Children by you. Ifin the courfe 
And procefs of this time you can report, 
And prove it t90, againit mine Honour ought, 
My bond of W edlock, or my love and duty 
Againft your Sacred Perfon; in Gods name 
Turn me away: and let foul’ft Contempt 
Shut door upox me, and fo give meup : 
To thetharp’tt kind of Juftice.  Pleafe you, Sir, 
The King, your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince moft prudent, and an excellent _ 
‘And unmatch’d Wit and Judgment. Ferdinand 
My Father, King of Spa, was reckon’d one 
The wifeft Prince, that there had reign’d, by many 
A year before. Itvisnot to be queftion’d, 
That they had gather?d a wife Council to them 
Of every Realm, that. did debate this bufinefs, 
Who deem?d our Marriage lawful. Wherefore, I humbly 
Befeech you, Sir, to fpare me, till 1 may 
Be by my Friends in Spain advis’d ; whofe Counfel 
Iwillimplore. If not, Pt’ name of God 
Your Pleafure be fulfill’d. 
Wal. Youhave here, Lady, 
(And of your choice) thefe Reverend Fathers, men 
Of fingular lavearity and Learning: 
Yea, the elect o’th? Land, who are affembled 
\Toplead your Caufe. It fhall be therefore bootlefs, - 
‘That longer you defer the Court, as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectifie 
What is unfetled in the King. 
_ Camp. His Grace 
Hath fpoken well, and juftly; Therefore, Madam, 
vs fit this Royal Seflion do proceed, 
And that (without delay ) their Arguments. 
Be now produc’d, and heard. 

Queen. Lord Cardinal, to youl fpeak. 

Wol. Your pleafure, Madam. ‘ 

Qu. Sir, 1am about to weep ; but thinking that 
We area Queen, (or long have dream’d fo ) certain 
The Daughter of a King, my drops of Tears 
Pleturn tofparks of Fire. 

Wol. Be patient yet. - : 

Qu. twill, when you ate humble, naybefore, 
Or God will punifh me. Ido believe, - oe 


(nduc’d by potent Circumftances) that | 


ee ia 


ar parma 


.| Sovereign and Pious, could fpeak thee out} 
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You are mine Enemy, and make my Challenge. 

You fhall not bemy Judge. For it is you 

Have blown this Goal, betwixt my Lord and mes 
(Which Gods dew quench) therefore, I fay again, 
Lutterly abhor, yea, from my Soul 
Refufe you for my Judge, whom yetonce more 
[hold my moft malicious Foe, and think not 


| Atalla Friend to truth. 


Wol. \do profefs . 
You {peak not like:your felf, who ever yet 
Have ftood to Charity, and difplay’d th’ effedt 
Of Difpofition gentle, and of Wifdom toda 
O’re-topping Womans power. Madam,you do me wrong 
[have no fpleen againit you, nor injuftice oe 
For you, or any :; -howfar have proceeded, = 
Or how far further (fhall), is warranted luaye 
By a Commiflion from the Confiftory, WG 
Yea, the whole Conififtory of Rome. Youchargeme, 
That } have blown this Coal: Ido denyit, ‘H 
The King is prefent: If it be known to him, 
That I gainfay my.Deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my Falfhood, yea, as much 
As youhavedonemy Trrth. If he-know 
That lam free of your Report, he knows 
I am not of your Wrong: Therefore in him 
It lies to Cure me, and the'Cureis to isin ho 
Remove thef thoughts from you. The whichbefore | 
His Highnef fhali fpeak in, 1 do befeech Be ue 
You (gracious Madam) to unthink your fpeaking, 
And to fay no more. 
Queen. My Lord, my Lord, 
Iam afimple Woman, much too weak ali 
T’oppofe your Cunning.Y’are meek,and humble-mouth’d, 
You fign your Place and Calling, in fullfeeming, 
With Mecknefs.and Humility: But your heart 
Is cramm’d with Arrogance, Spleen, and Pride. 
You have by Fortune and his Highnefs Favours, , 
Gone flightly o’re low fteps, and now are mounted ~ 
Where Powers are your Retainers, and your words ~ 
(Dometticks to you) ferve your Will, as’t pleafe 
Your felf pronounce their Office. 1 muft tell yoa, 
‘You tender more your Perfon’s Honour, than 
Your high Profeflion Spiritual. That again 
I do refufe you for my Judge, and here 
Before you all, Appeal unto the Pope, 
To bring my whole Caufe ’fore his Holinefs, 
And to be judg?d by him. Oe 
She curtfies tothe Kings and offers to depart. 
Camp. The Queen is obftinate, ge 
Stubborn to Juftice, apt toaccufe it, and 
Difdainfulto be try’d by’t ; tis not well. 
She’s going away. 
King, Call her again. . a 
Cryer. Katharine, Q. of England, come into the Cott 
Gent. Uf. Madam, youare call’dback. 
Qu. What need you note it ? pray you keep your 
When you are call’d, return. Now the Lord helps _ 
They vex me pat my patience, pray you pafson — 
I will not tarry: no, nor ever more . 
Upon this bufinef$ my appearance make — 
In any of their Courts. 
[Exit Queen, and her 
King. Gothy ways, Kate, 
That man ith’ world, who fhall report ‘he has 
Abetter Wife, let him in nought be trufted, 
For {peaking falfe in that ; Thou art alone » 
(if thy rare qualities, fweet gentlenefs, 
Thy meeknefs Saint-like, Wife-like Government, — ee, 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts. A 


bei > 


Ai 


The Queen of earthly Queens: She’s Nobleborn: 

And like her true Nobility, fhe has 

Carried her felf towards me. 
Wol. Moft gracious Sir, 


— 


f, 


a 


4 
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| In humbleft manner I require your Highnefs, 
That it fhall pleafe youto declare in hearing 
Of all thefe ears (for where Iam robb’d and bound, 
There muft I be unloos’d, although not there 
At once, and fully fatisfi?d)whether ever I 
Did broach this bufinefs to your Highnefs, or 
Laid any fcruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the queftion on’t:. or ever 
| Haveto you, but with thanksto God for fuch 
] A Royal Lady, fpake one, the leaft, word that might 
| Be to the prejudice of her prefent State, 
Or touch of her good Perfon ? 
Kiag. My Lord Cardinal, . 
{ido excufe you; yea, upon mine Honour, 
I free you from’t: You are not tobe taught, 


|} That you have many Enemies, that know not 


Why they are fo, but like the Village Curs, 

Bark when their fellowsdo. By fome of thefe 

The Queen is put in anger , y’are excus’d: 

But will you be more juftif’?d ? You ever 

| Have wilh’d the fleeping of this bnfinefs, never Jefir’d 
{It tobe ftirr’d ; but oft have hindred, oft, 


_| The paflages made toward ic ; on my Honour, 


Ifpeak, my good Lord Cardinal to this point ; 
And thus far clear him. 


| Now, ‘what mov'd me to’t, 


{1 will be bold with time and your attention : 
} Chen mark th’inducement. Thus it came; zive heed co’t : 
My Confcience firft receiv’d a tendernefs, 


~{Scruple, and prick, on certain Speeches atcer’d 
| By th’ Bifhop of Bayon, then French Embailador, 


Who had been hither fent on the debating 

{ And Marriage ’twixt the Duke of Orleance, and 

Our Daughter AZary: Ith’ Progrefs of this bufinefs, 
E’re a determinate refolution, he 

(1 mean the Bifhop) did require a refpite, 

‘Wherein he might the King his Lord advertife, 


~\ Whether our Daughter were Legitimate, 


} Refpecting this our Marriage with the Dowager, 


bi {Sometimes our Brothers Wife. This refpite fhook 
a The bofomeof my Confcience, enter’d me,  _ 
| Yea with a fplitting Power, and made to tremble 


The region of my Breaft, which fored fuch way, 
} That many maz’d confiderings did throng 
'} And preftin with this Caution. Firft, methought 


|i ftood notin the finile of Heaven, who had 


_ | Or dyed where they were made, or fhortly after 
| This world had air’d them. Hencel took a thought, 


| This was a Judgment on me, that my Kingdom 


| (Well worthy the beft Heit ot? world) fhould not 
~ | Beglad in’t by me. 


Then follows, that 
| weigh’d the danger that my Realms ftood in 


~ | By this my Iffues fail, and'that gave to me 


| Many a groaning throw: thus hulling in 
The wild Sea of my Confcience, I did fteer 


| Towards this remedy, whereupon we are 
_ | Nowprefenthere together: that’sto fay, 
_ {1 meant to rettifiemy Confcience, which 


I then did feel ful fick, and yet not well, 


} Byallthe Reverend Fathers of the Land, 
| And Doctors Leatn’d. Firft, 1 began in private, 
With you, my Lord of Lincoln; youremember 


How under my Oppreflion I did reek, 
When bfirft mov’d you. 
B. Lin, Very well, my Liege, 
| _ King, Ihave {poke long, be pleas’d your felf to fay 
| How faryou fatisfvdme. 
_ Lin. So pleafe your Highnefs, eee 
‘The Queftion did at firft fo ftagger me, ~~ 


| Bearing a ftate of mighty moment int, 
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And confequence of dread, that I committed 
The daring ft Councel which I had to doubt 
And did intreat your Highnefs to this Courfe 
Which you are running here, “ 
King. | then moy’d you, 
My Lord of Canterbury, and got your leave 
To make this prefent Summons unfolicited, 


| Lleft no reverend Perfon in this Court, 


But by particular confent proceeded 
Under your Hands and Seals: therefore go on, 
For no dillike ith’ world againft the Perfon 
Of our good-Queen, but the fharp thorny points 
| Of my alledged reafons drives this forward: 

Prove but our Marriage lawful, by my Life 
And Kingly Dignity, we are contented 
To wear her mortal State tocome, with her 
(Katharine our Queen) before the primeft Creature 
That’s Parragon’d oth’? World. 

Camp. So pleafe your Kighnefs, 
The Queen being abfent, ’tis aneedful fitnefs, 
That we Adjourn this Court toa further day ; 
Mean while muft be an earneft motion 
Made to the Queen, to call back her Appeal 
She intends unto his Holinefs. 

King. 1 may perceive 
Thefe Cardinals trifle with me: Iabhor 


| This dilatory floth, and tricks of Rome, 


My Learn’d and well beloved Servant Cranmer, 

Prithee returpr,4 with thy approach, I know, 

My comfort it along : break upthe Court ; 

I fay, fet on, LExennt, im manner as they enter’d 


Atlus Tertius. Scena Prima: 


Enter Queen and her Woman, as at work: 


Queen, Take thy Lute, Wench, 
My Soul grows fad with troubles, 
Sing, and difperfe’em if thou can’{t: leave working: 


SONG. 


(yim with his Lute made Trees, 
And the Mountain tops, that freeze, 
Bow themfelves when he did fing. 
Tohis Mufick., Plants and Flowers 
Ever [pring , as Sun and Showers 
There had made a lafting Spring. 
Every thing that heard him play, 
Even the Billows of the Sea, 

Hung their Heads, and then lay by, 
In fweet Mufickis fuch Art, 

Killing care, and grief of heart, 

Fall afleep, or hearing dye, 


Enter aGentleman, 
Owee. How now? 
Gent. And’t pleafe your Grace, the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the Prefence. 
Queen, Would they fpeak with me? ? 
Gent. They will’d me fay fo, Madam. 
Queen, Pray their Graces 
Toceme near; what can be their bufinefs 
With me, a poor weak woman, fal’n from favour, 
I do not like their coming ; now! think on’t, 


They fhould be Good men, their affairs are righteous, ... f 


But, 4 Hoods make not Monks, 
Enter the two Cardjnals, Wolfey, and Campeius. 
Wolf. Peace to your Highnefs- 


Qu. Your Graces find me here part, of a Houfe wife, . 
Un 2 (1 


ae 
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} (L would be all) againft the worft may happen: 
| What are your pleafures with me, Reverend Lords ? 
Wol. May it pleafe you, Noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your private Chamber , we fhall give you 
The full caufe of our coming. 
Queen. Speak it here. 
There’s nothing I have done yet o’my Confcience 
Deferves a Corner: would all other Women 
Could fpeak this with as free a Soul, as I do: 
My Lords, I care not (fo much I am happy 
Above a number) if my actions 
Were try’d by every Tongue, every Eye faw’em, 
Envy and bafe opinion fet againft ’em, 
I know my life fo even. If your bufinefs 
Seek me out, and that wayI am Wifein; — 
Out with it boldly : Truth loves open dealing. 
Car.Lanta eff ergate mentis integritas (Regina Sereniffima. ) 
Queen, Good my Lord, no Latine; 
[am not fucha Truant fince my coming, —— 
As notto know the-Language, | havelivdin: — 
A ftrange Tongue makes my caufe more ftrange, fufpitions : 
Pray fpeak in Exglifh; here are fome will thank you, 
If you {peak truth, for their poor Miftrefs fake >. 
Believe me fhe has.had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 
The willing’ft fin I ever yet committed, 
May be abfolv’d in Enghfh. 
Card. Noble Lady, 
Iam forry my integrity fhould breed 
(And fervice to his Majelty and you) re 
So deep fufpition, whereall Faith was meant ; 
We come not by the way of Accufation, 
To taint that honour every good Tongue blefles ; 
Nor to betray you any way to forrow, 
You haye too. much, good Lady.: But to know 
How you ftand minded in the weighty difference 
Between the King and you, and to deliver 
(Like free and; honeft men.) our juft opinions, 
And comforts to your caufe. 
Camp. Moft honoured Madam, 
My Lord of York, out ofhis Noble nature, 
Zealand Obedience he {till bore your Grace, 
Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cenfure 
| Both of his truth and him (which was too far) 
Offers, asl do, ina fign of peace, 
\His Service, andshis Counfel. 
Queen. ‘Yo betray me. 
My Lords, I thank you both for your good wills, 
Ye {peak like honeft men, (pray God ye prove fo) 
But how to make yefuddenly an Anfwer 
In fucha pointof weight, fo near mine Honour, 
(More near my Life, I fear.) with my weak wit ; 
And to fuch men of Gravity and Learning ; 
An truth I know not. I was fet at work 
}Among my Maids, full little(God knows) looking 
}Either for fuch mon, or fach bufinefS 
WFor her fake that I have been, forI feel. 
|The laft fitofmy Greatnefs, good your Graces 
i£.et me have time and Council for my Caufe; — 
Alas, lama Woman friendlefs, hopelefs. 
Wol, Madam, 
You wrong the Kings love with thefe fears, 
/Your hopes and friends are infinite. 
| Queen, In England, ~~ d 
But little for my profit : can you think, Lord, 
‘That any Engl:fi-man dare give meCounfel? 
Or be a-known friend *gainit his Highnefs pleafure, 
| (Though he be grown fo defperate tobe honeft) 
| And dive-a Subject?’ Nay, forfooth my Friends, 
| They that mult weigh out my afflictions, = 
} They that my truft muft grow to, live not here, 
They. ate (as all my other comforts) far hence. 
pin —_ Sen Country, oe i 
7p. 1 would your Grace ae 
jwould leave your en and take my Counfel. 


| Upon what caufe wro 


—$—$$—$———$—S 
Queen, How, Sit ? : ay 
Camp. Put your main caufe into the King S protection, 

He’s loving and moft gracions. Twill be much * 

Both for your Honour better, and your Caufe : 

For if the Tryal of the Law o’re-take ye, 

Yow’! part away difgrac’d. 
Wol. He tells you rightly. te, 
Queen, Ye tell me what ye with for both, my ruin: 

Is this your Chriftian Counfel ? Out upon yey 

Heaven is above all yet; there fits a Judge, 

That no King can corrupt. 
Camp. Your rage miftakes us. ; 
Queen.The more fhame for ye ; Holy men] thought yey 

Upon my Soul, two Reverend Cardinal Vertues: . 

But Cardinal Sins, and hollow hearts I fear ye : ’ 

Mend’em for fhame, my Lords: Is this your comfort? 

The Cordial that ye bring a wretched Lady? 

A woman lott among ye, laugh’d at, fcorn’d ? - 

I will noc with ye half my miferies, 

[ have more Charity. But fay 1 warnd ye; 

Take heed, for Heavens fake take heed, lea 

The burthen of my forrows fall upon ye, 

Car. Madam, this isa meer diftraction, 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 
Queen, Ye turn me inte nothing. Woeuponye, i 
And all fuch falfe profeffors. Would you haveme 
(If you have any Juitice, any Pity, pis 
If ye be any thing, but Churchmens habit) 
Put my fick caufz into his hands that hates me ? 
Alas,, ha’s banifh’d me his Bed already, 
His Love too, long ago. Iam old, my Lords, 
Andall the Fellowfhip I hold now with him 
Is only by Obedience, What can happen 
To me, above this wretchednefs ? All your Studies 
Make me a Curfe, like this: 

| Camp. Your fears are worfe. 
Qu. Have lliv’d thus long (let me fpeak my felf, 

Since Virtue finds no Friends ) a Wife, a true one ? ig 
A Woman (I dare fay without Vain-glory) a 
Never yet branded with fufpition ? . 
Have I, with all my full Affections i 
Still met the King ? af him next Heav’n ? Obey"d hit: 
Been (out of fondnefs) fuperftitious to him ? + 

Almoft forgot my Prayers to content him ? 

And am I thus rewarded ? °tis not well, Lords. 

Bring mea conftant woman to her Husband, 

One that ne’re dream’d a Joy, beyond his plea 

And to that Woman (when fife has done moft) 

Yet willl add an Honour ; a great Patience. 
Car. Madam, youwander from the good 

We aim at. ; 
Queen. My Lord, 

I dare not make my felf fo guilty, 

To give up willingly that Noble Title 

Your Mafter wed meéto: nothing.but death 

Shall e’re divorce my Dignities. 

Card, Pray, hear me. ¢ 
Qu, WouldI had never trod this Engli(h Earth, 

Or felt the Flatteries that grow uponit: 8s 

Ye have Angels Faces, but Heaven knows your hearts | 

What fhall become of me now, w ady % orn 
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wretched L; 
A am the moft unhappy Woman living. 
Alas (poor Wenches) where are now your Fortunes: 
Ship-wrack’d upona Kingdom, where no Pity, «| 
NoFriends, no Hope, no Kindred weep for me? 
Almoft no Grave allow*d me ? Like the Lily to 
That once was Miftrefs of the F wifh’d, 
‘Vie hang my head, and perifh.. ~ aes 
| Car. If your Grace : 
Could but be brought to know our endsar 
| You’! feel more comfort. W hy fhould we (good L; 
ng you? Alas, our Places, 
‘The way of our Profeflion is againit it 5, Fic 


Weare to cure fuch forrows » Not to fow’em. 
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For goodnefs fake confider what you do, 
tHow you may hurt your felf, I, utterly 


'The hearts of Princes kiis Obedience, 

So much they love it; But to ftubborn Spirits, 
They fwell and grow as terrible as ftorms. 

_ I know you havea gentle, noble temper, 


5) | ASoul as even as aCalm; Pray think us, 
\ » Thofe we profefs, Peace-makers, Friends, and Servants. 
7 Camp. Madam, vou'll find it fo: 
_ | You wrong your Vertues 
_ | With thefe weak Womens fears. A Noble Spirit, 
‘ly | Asyours was, put into you ever cafts 
ity Such doubts as falfe Coyne from it. The King loves you, 
‘; | Beware you lofe it not: For us (if you pleate 
ie — | To truft us in your bufinefs) we are ready 
) | To ufe our utmoft Studies in your Service. 
a Qu, Dowhat you will, my Lords : 
_ }And pray forgive me, 
» ff Lhave us’d my felf unmannerly ; 
ky | You know Iam a Woman lacking wit 
_ | To makea feemly anfwer to fuch perfons. 
, } Pray domy fervice to his Majefty, 
' | He has my Heart yet, and fhall have my Prayers 
xy | WhileI-fhall have my Life. Come, Reverend Fatliers, 
ak Beftow your Counfellson me. She now begs 
| That little thought when fhe fet footing here, ~ 
) She fhould have bought her Dignities fo dear. 
mi! 
a Scena Secunda. 
1 
J Enter the Duke of Norfolk, Duke of Suffolk, Lord Surrey, 
ro aid Lord Chamberlain, 
“|, Worf. 1f you will now unite in your Complaints, 
Al, VAnd force them with a Conftancy, the Cardinal 
it) Cannot ftand under them, If you omit 
_ | fhe offer of this time, [cannot promife, 
_ | But that you hall fuftain moe new difgraces, 
© | With thefe you bear already. - 
‘Ott } Sur. 1 am joyful 
{ | | Tomeet the leaft occafion, that may give me 
} | pRemembrance of my Father-in-Law the Duke, 
ot | To be reveng’d on him. 
i) | Swf. Which of the Peers 


y | Have uncontemn?d gone by him, or at Ieaft 
_ |Strangely neglected ?. Whendid he regard 
| The itamp of Noblenefs.in any perfon 
‘Out of himfelf? 
| Cham. My Lords, you {peak your pleafures : 
_ | What he deferves of you.and me, I know : 
| What we can do to him(though now the time 
“Gives way to us) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his acce{S to th’ King, never attempt 
{Any thing-on him: for he hatha witchcraft 
_ | Over the King in’s Tongue. 
orf. O fear him not, _ 

| His fpellin that is out : the King hath found | 
_ | Matter againithim, that for ever mars 
_ | The Honey of his Language. No, he’s fetid 
| CNot to come off) in his difpleafure. 


. 


Low Sur. Sir, 


6 | Lfhould be glad to hear fach News as this 
ih, {Once every hour. 
9 Worf. Believe it, this is true. 

y . 


| AsI would with mine Enemy. 

Sur. How came 

_} His Practices to light ? 
Suf. Moft ftrangely. ; 
| Sar.O how? how ? 
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Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 


And came to th’ eye oth? King, wherein was read 
How that the Cardinal did intreat his Holinefs 
Yo ftay the Judgment oth’ Divorce; for if 
It did take place, Ido (quoth he) perceive 
My King is tangled in -aifection to 
A Creature of the Queens, Lady Aune Bullen, 
Sur, Ha’s the King this ? 
Suf. Believe it, 
Sar, Will this work ? 


Cham. The Wing in this perceives him, how he coafts 


And hedges his own way. But in this point, 
All his tricks founder, and he brings his Phyfick 
After his Patients death; the King already 
Hath married the fair Lady. 

Sur. Would he had. 

Suf, May yoube happy ia your with, my Lord, 
For I profefs you have it: 

Sur, Now all my joy 
Trace the Conjunction. 

Suf. My Amento’t. 

Vor. All mens. 

Suf, There’s order given for her Coronation ; 
Marry this is yet but young, and may be left 
To fome ears unrecounted. But, my Lords, 
She is agallant Creature, and compleat 
in mind and feature, I perfwade me from her 


[Exeuet, | Will fall ome bleffing to this Land, which fhall 


In it be memoriz2d. 

Sur. But will the King 
Digeft this Letter of the Cardinals? 
The Lord forbid. 

Wor. Marry, Amen, 

Suf. No, no: 
There bemoe Wafps that buz about his Nofe, 
Will makethis fting the fooner. Cardina] Campeius, 
Is ftoln away to Rome, hath ta’ne no leave, 
Ha’s left the caufe to th? King unhandled, and 
ls pofted as the Agent of our Cardinal, 

| To fecond all his plot. Ido affure you, 

The King cry’d Ha, at this. 

Cham, Now God incenfe him, 
And let himcry Ha, louder. . 

Worf. But, my Lord, 
When returns Crarimer ? yet 

Swf, He isreturn’d in hisOpinions, which 
Have fatisfi’d the King for his Divorce, 
Together with all famous Colledges _ 
Almoft in Chriftendom: fhortly (I believe) 
His fecond Marriage fhall be publifhed, and 
Her Coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call’d Queen, but Princefs Dowager, 
A Widow to Prince Arthur. 

Nor. This fame Cranmer?s 
A worthy Fellow, and hath ta’ne much pain 
[n the Kings bufinefs. 

Suf. He has, and we fhall {ee him 
For it an Arch-Bifhop. 

Nor. Sol hear. 

Suf. *Tis fo. 

Enter Wolfley. and Cromwel. 

The Cardinal. 

Nor, Obferve, obferve, he’s moody. 
Car. The Packquet, Crommel, 

Gav’t you the King ? 
Crom. To hisown hand, in’s Bed-chamber. 
Card. Look’d he oth’ infide of the Paper ? 
Crom. Prefently, : : 

He did unfeal them, and the firft he view’d, 

He did it with a ferious mind : a heed 

Was in hisCountenance. You hebad 

Attend him here this Morning, ~ 
Card. Is he ready to come abroad ? 

Crom. \ think by this he is. 
Uu 3 
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Suf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope mifcarried, 


Card, 


q 


| 


| 
j 


ae 


222 


Curd. Leave mea while. 
It fhall be to the Dutchefs of Alanfon, 
The French Kings Sifter ; He fhall tarry her. 
Anne Bullen? No: Vle no Anne Bullens for him, 
There’s more in’t than fair Vifage. Bullen? 
No, we'll no Bullens : Speedily | with 
To hear from Rome: The Marchionefs of Pembrook? 
Nor. He’s difcontented. 
Suf. May be he hears the King 
Does whet his anger to him. 
Sur. Sharp’ enough, 
Lord for thy Juftice. 
Car. The late Queens Gentlewortian ? 
A Knights Daughter. 
To be her Miftrefs’s Miftrefs ? the Queens Quetii ? 
This Candle burns not clear, ’tis I muft fhuff it, 
Then out it goes. What though I know her virtuous 
And well-deferving ? yet I know her for 
A fpleeny Lutheran, and not wholfome to 
Our caufe, that fhe fhould lie i’th’ bofom of 


| Our hard-rul’d King. Again, there is {prung up 


An Heretick, an Arch-one, Cranmer, one 
Hath craw’ld into the favour of the King, 
And is his Oracle. . 
Nor. He’s yex’d at fomething. 
Enter King reading of a Schedule. 


Sur. 1 would twere fomething that would fret the {tring 


The Maftet-cord on’s heart. 

Suf. The King, the King. 

King. What piles of Wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own portion? and what expence by th’ hour 
Seems to flow from him ? how, ith’? name of Thrift 
Does he rake this together ? Now, my Lords, 

‘Saw you the Cardinal ?. . 

Nor. My Lord, we have 
‘Stood here obferving him. - Some ftrange Commotion 
Is in his brain: he bites his lip and ftarts, 

Stops on a fudden, looks upon the ground, 

Then lays his Finger on his Temple : ftraight 
Springs out into faft gate, then itops again, 
Strikes his breaft hard, and anon, he cafts 

His Eyeagainft the Mcen, in moft ftrange Poftures 
We have feen him fet himfelf. 

King. It may well be, 

There isa Mutiny in’s mind. This morning, 
Papers of State he fent me to perufe, 

‘As [requir’d: and wot you what I found 

There (on my Confcience put unwittingly) 
Forfooth an Inventory, thus importing — 

The feveral parcels of his Plate, -his treafure, 
Rich Stuffs and Ornaments of Houfhold, which 
I find at fuch a proud Rate, that it out-{peaks 
Pofleflion of a Subject. 

Nor, Is Heavens will, 

Some Spirit put thisPaper inthe Packquet, 
To blefs your Eye withal. 

King. \f we did think 
His Contemplations were above the Earth, 
‘And fix’d on {piritual objects, he fhould fill 
Dwell inhis Mufings, but lam afraid 
His thinkings are below the Moon, nor worth — 
His ferious confidering. _ ibe 


1 


‘ 


King takes his Seat, whifpers Lovel, who goes to the Cardinal. 


Car. Heaven forgive me, 
Ever God blef$ your Highnefs. 
King. Good my Lord, 
You are full of Heavenly : 
Of your belt Grace, in your mind; the which 
You were now running o’re: you have fcarce time 
To fteal from Spiritual leifure, abrief fpan- 
Yo keep your earthly Audit, fure in that — 
Ideem you anill Husband, and am glad 


[Exit Cromwel. 


ftuff, and bear the Inventory 


cy 
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To have you therein my Companion. 

Car. Sir, f e 
For Holy Offices I have a time; a time 
To think upon the part of bufinefs, which 
I bear ith? State: and Nature does require 
Her times of prefervation, which perforce 
[her frail fon, among’ft my Brethren mortal, - 
Mult give my tendance to. 

King. You have faid well. 

Car, And ever may your Highnefs yoke together, 
(As I will lend youcaufe) my doing well, 

With my well faying. 

King. ”¥is well faid again, 

And"tisakind of good deed to fay well, ivi 
And yet words are no deeds. My Father lov’d you, 
He faid hedid, and with this deed did Crown 

His {word upon you. Since I had my Office, 

[have kept younext my Heart, have not alone 
Imploy’d you where high Profits might come home, 
But par’d my prefent Havings, tobeftow Ms 
My Bounties upon you. 

Car, What fhould this mean # 

Sur. The Lord increafe this bufinefs. 

King. Have I not made you A 
The Prime man of the State ? I pray you tell me, — 
if what I now pronounce, you have found true 
And if you may confefs it, fay withall is 
If you are tobound to us, or no. What fay you? 

Car, My Soveraign, I confefs your Royal graces 
Showr’d on me daily, have been more than could 
My ftudied purpofes require, which went ttn 
Beyond all man’s endeavours. My endeavours, 
Have ever come too fhort of my defires, © 
Yet fill’?d with my Abilities : Mine own ends 
Have been fo, that evermore they pointed’ 
Toth’ good of your moft Sacred Perfon, and 
The profit of the State: For your great Graces 
Heap’d upon me (poor Undeferver)I : 
Can nothing render but Allegiant thanks, 
My Prayersto Heaven for you ; my Loyalty 
Which ever has, and ever fhall be growing, 
Till death (that Winter) kill it. 

King. Fairly anfwer’d : 
A Loyal and Obedient Subject is 
Therein illuftrated, the Honour of it 
Does pay the Act of it, as ’'th’ contrary 
The foulnefs isthe punifhment. Iprefume, 
That as my hand has open’d Bounty to you, 
My Heart dropp’d:'Love, my Pow’r rain’d Honou 
On you, than any : So your Hand, and Heart. - 
Your Brain, and every Function of your Power. 
Should, notwithftanding that your bond of duty, — 
As ’twere in Loves particular, be more ae 
To me, your Friend, than any. 

Car. | do profefs, 
That for your Highnefs good, fever labour’d 
More than mineown: thatam, have, and willb 
(Though all the World fhould crack their duty toyou, 
And throwit from their Soul ; though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make’em, an 
Appear in forms more horrid, yet, my Duty 


| Asdoth a Rock againft the chiding Flood, 


And ftand unfhaken yours. 

King. ? Vis Nobly fpokens; ; 
Takenotice Lords, he has a Loyal Breaft, me 
For you haveften him open’t. Read o’re this, 
And after this, and then to Breakfaft w 2 
What appetite you have. 


Should the approach of this wild River break) © 


Exit King, frowning upon the Cardinal, the Nobles th 
ter him whifpering, and fmiling. 


Car. What fhould this mean ? 


A STEERS 


What fudden Anger’s this? How havel reap’d it ? 
He parted frowning from me, as if Ruine 
Leap’d from his Eyes. So looks the chafed Lion 
Upon the daring Huntfman that has gall’d him, 
Then makes him nothing. I muft read this Paper : 
I fear the Story of his Anger. ’Tis fo: 

This Paper has undone me: ”Tis th? Account 

Of all that World of Wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends, (indeed to gain the Popedom 
And fee my Friends in Rome.) O Negligence ! 

Fit for a Fool to fall by : What crofs Devil 

Made me put this main Secret in the Packet 


11 fent the King ? Is there no wayto cure this? 
M3 


No new device to beat this from his Brains ? 

J know ’twill ftir him ftrongly; yet I know 

A way, if it take right, in fpight of Fortune 

Will bring me off again. Whiat?s this? To the Pope ? 
The Letter (as I live) with all the Bufineis 

I writ to’s Holinefs. _ Nay then farewel : 

I have touch’d the highett point of all my Greatnefs, 
And from that full Meridian of my Glory, 

I haite now to my Setting, I fhall fall 

Like a bright Exhalation in the Evening, 

And no man fee me more. 


Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain, 


Norf. Hear the King’s pleafure, Cardinal, 
Who commands you 
To render up the great Seal prefently 
Into our hands, and to confine your felf 
To Afher-houfe, my Lord of Winchefter’s, 
*Till you hear farther from his Highneds, 
Car, Stay: 
Where’s your Commiflion ? Lords, words cannot carry 


| Authority fo mighty: 


Suff. Who dare crofs em, 
| Bearing the Kings will from his mouth exprefsly ? 
Car. Tilll find more than will, or words to do it, 


>. (I mean your Malice ) know, Officious Lords, 
| Idare, and muft deny it. Nowl feel 


Of what courfe Metal ye are molded, Envy: 
How eagerly ye follow my Difgrace 
As if it fed ye, and how fleek and wanton 


ae | Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruine ? 


Follow your envious courfes, Men of Malice ; 
You have a Chriftian warrant for em, and no doubt 
In time will find their fir Rewards. That Seal 


| You ask with fuch a violence, the King 


| (Mine, and your Mafter) with his own hand gave me: 


‘ | Bad me enjoy it, with the Place, and Honours 


es | During my life; and to confirm his goodnefs, 


eet Ty’dit by Letters Patents. 


| I anfwer, is moit falfe. 


Now, who'l take it ? 
Sur. The King that gave it. 
Car, It muft be himfelf then. 
Sur. Thouart a proud Traytor, Pricft. 
Car. Proud Lord, thou lyett : 
Within thefe forty hours, Surrey durft better 
Have burnt that Tongue, than faid fo. 
Sur. Thy Ambition, 
(Thou Scarlet finer ) robb’d this bewailing Land 
Of Noble Buckiigham, my Father-in-law, 


| The Heads of all thy Brother Cardinals, 
~\( With thee, 


and all thy beft parts bound together) 
Weigh’d not a Hair of his. Plague of your Policy, 
You fent me Deputy for Ireland, 

Far for his fuccour ; from the King, from all 

That might have mercy on the fault, thou gav'ft him ; 
WhiPft your great Goodnefs, outo holy pity, 


Abfolv’d him with an Ax, 

Wol. This, and all elfe 
This talking Lord can lay upon my credit, 
The Duke by Law 
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Enter to Wolfey, the Dukes of Norfotk and Suffolk, the 
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Found his deferts. How innocent | was 

From any private malice in his end, 

His Noble Jury, and foul Canfe can witnefs, 

If I lov’d many words, Lord, I fhould tel] you, 
You have as little Honefty, as Honour, 

That in the way of Loyalty, and Truth 

Toward the King, my ever Royal Matter, 

Dare mate a Sounder man than Surrey can be, 
And all that love his follies, 

Sur. By my Soul, : 

Your long Coat (Prieft) protects you, 

Thon thould’ft feel Bios. 

My Sword ith? life blood of thee elfe. My Lords, 
Can ye endure to hear this Arrogance ? 

And from this Fellow? If we live thus tamely, 
To be thus Jaded bya piece of Scarlet, 

Farewel Nobility: let his Grace go forward, 
And dare us with his Cap, like Larks. 

Car. All Goodnefs 
{s poifon to thy Stomack. 

Sur. Yes, that Goodnefs ; 

Of gleaning all the Lands-wealth into one; 

Into your own hands (Card?nal ) by Extortion: 

The goodnef$ of your intercepted Packets . 
You writ to the Pope, againft the King: your goodnefs 
Since you provoke me, fhall be moft notorious, ; 
My Lord of Norfolk, as you are truly noble, 

As you refpect the Common good, the State 

Of our defpis’d Nobility, our Iffues, 

(Who, if he live, will fcarce be Gentlemen) 

Produce the grand fum of his fins, the Articles 
Collected from his life. Tle ftartle you 

Worfe than the Sacring Bell, when the brown Wench 
Lay kifling in your arms, Lord Cardinal. 

Car. How much methinks I could defpife this man 
But that I am boundin Charity againft it. : 

Nor, Thofe Articles, my Lord, are in the Kings hand: 
But thus much, they are foul ones. 

Wol. So much fairer 
And {potlefs fhall mine Innocence arife, 

When the King knows my Truth. 
Sur. This cannot fave you: 
I thank my Memory, I yet remember 
Some of thefe Articles, and out they fhall: 
Now, if you can blufh, and cry Guilty, Cardinal, 
Yow ll thew a little Honetfty. 
Wol. Speak on, Sir, 
I dare your worft Objections: If I -bluth, 
It is to fee a Nobleman want Manners. 

Sur. I had rather want thofe, than my Head ; 
Have at you. 

Firft, that without the Kings aflent or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a Legate, by which power 
You mainrd the Jurifdiction of all Bifhops. 

Nor, Then, that inall you writ to Rome, or elfe 
To Foreign Princes, Ego & Rex meus 
Was {till infcrib’d = in which you brought the King 
Yo be your Servant. : 

Suf. Then, that without the knowledge 
Either of King or Council, when you went 
Embaflador tothe Emperour, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the Great Seal. 

Sur, Item, You fenta large Commiflion 
To Gregory de Caffado, to conclude 
Without the Kings will, or the States allowance, 

A League between his Highnefs, and Ferrara. 

Suf. That out of meer Ambition, you have caus’d 
Your Holy-Hat to be ftamp’d on the Kings Coin. 

Sur, Then, that you have fent innumerable fubftance, 
(By what means got, I Jeave to your own Confcience) 
To furnifh Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for Dignities, to the meer undoing 
Ofall the Kingdom. Many more there are, 

Which fince they are of you, and odious, 
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vot taiat my mouth with. Lord Chancellor, in your place. 
um, O my Lord, Card. That’sfomewhat fuddain. 
fs not a falling man too far ; "tis Virtue: But he’s a Learned man. May he continue 
‘js faults lye open to the Laws, let them Long in his Highnefs favour, and do Juftice : 
(Not you) correct him. My heart weepsto fee him fi or Truth?s-fake, and his Confcience 5 that his bones, 
So little, of his great Self. W hen he has run his courfe, and fleeps in Bleflings, 

Sur. { forgive him. May have a Tomb of Orphans tears wept on him, 

Suff. Lord Cardinal, the Kings further pleafare is, What more ? 

Becaufe all thofe things you have done of late Crom. That Cranmer is returned with welcome; 
By your power Legantine withinthis Kingdom, Inftall’d Lord Arch-bifhop of Canterbury, 

Fall into the compafs of a Premiunire ; Card, That’s News indeed. 

That therefore fuch a Writ be fued againft you, Crom. Laft, that the Lady Av, 

To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tenements, Whom the King hath in fecrecy long married, 
Caftles, and whatfoever, and to be — This day was view’d in open, as his Queen, 

Out of the Kings Protection. This is my Charge. Going to Chappel : and the voice is now 

Norf. And fo we’l leave you to your Meditations Only about her Coronation. oe | 
How to live better. For your ftubborn anfwer Card. There was the weight that pul?dmedown. 
About the giving back the great Seal to us, O Crommel, Ra) | 
The King fhall know it, and (no doubt) fhall thank you. The King has gone beyond me: All my Glories 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinal. in that one Woman I have loft forever. 

: [Exeunt all but Wolfey. | No Sun fhall ever ufher forth mine Honours, 

Wl. So farewel to the little good you bear me. Or gild again the Noble Troops that waited . 
Farewel? A long farewel to all my Greatnefs. Upon my fmiles. Go get thee from me, ry 
This isthe ftate of Mans to day he puts forth I am a poor fallen man unworthy now — 

The tender leaves of Hopes, tomorrow Blofloms, To be thy Lord and Mafter. Seekthe King, — 
“| And bears his blufhing Honours thick upon him: (That Sun, I pray may never fet) I have told him, 
The third day comesa Froft, a killing Froft, | What, and how true thou art, he will advance t 
And when he thinks, goodeafieman, fullfurely Some little memory of me, will ftir him 
His Greatnefs is a ripening, nips his Root, (I know his Noble Nature) not to let ae hin 
And theb he falls, asI do. I have ventur’d Thy hopeful fervice perifh too. Good Cromme, 
Like little wanton Boysthat fwim on Bladders - Neglect him not ; make ufe now, and provide 
This many Summers ina Sea of Glory, For thine own future fafety. 
But far beyond my depth: my high-blown Pride Crom. O my Lord, 2 
At length broke under me, and now has left me Muft I then leave you? Muft I needs nel 
Weary, and old with fervice, to the mercy So good, fonoble, and fo true a Mafter ¢ ; 
Of a rude ftream, that muft for ever hide me. Bear witnefs, all that have not hearts of Iron, 
Vain pomp, and glory of the World, I hate ye, With what a forrow Crommel leaves his Lord. 
I feel my heart new open’d. Oh how wretched : The King hall have my fervice ; but my prayers 
Isthat poor man that hangs on Princes Favours? For ever and for ever fhall be yours. 
There is betwixt that fmile we would afpire to, Card, Cromwel, \ did not think to fhed a tear 
That fweet Afpect of Princes, and their ruine, Inall my miferies: but thou haft forc’d me 
More pangs, and fears than Wars or Women have: (Out of thy honeft trath) to play the Woman. —- 
And when he falls, he falls like Lvc:fer, Let’s dry our Eyes: And thus far hear me, Crommel, — a. 
| Never to hope again. ‘ And when I am forgotten, as I fhall be, Te 
Enter Cromwel franding amaz’d. And fleep in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Why how now Crommel ? Of me more muft be heard of : Say, | taught thee 5 

Crom. 1 have no power to {peak, Sir. Say, Wolfey, that once trod the ways of Glory, 
Car. What, amaz’d And founded all the Depths and Shoals of Honour, — 

At my misfortunes ? Can thy Spirit wonder Found thee a way (out of his wrack) to rife int 
Agreat man fhoulddecline. Nay, and you weep A fare, and fafe one, though thy Mafter mifft it, 
Lam fal’n indeed. Mark but my Fall, and that that Ruin’d me: 

Crom, How does your Grace ? Cromwel, I charge thee, fling away Ambition, © 

Card. Why well: : By that fin fell the Angels: how can man then 
Never fo truly happy, my good Crommel, (The Image of his Maker) hope to winit ? 

I know my felfnow, andI feel within me, Love thy felf laft, cherifh thofe hearts that hate t 
A Peace above all Earthly Dignities, Corruption win not more than Honefty, 
A ftill and quiet Confcience. The King has cur’d me, Still in thy right hand, carry gentle peace bi 
I humbly thank his Grace : and from thefe fhoulders To filence envious tongues. - Be juft, and fear not: — 
This ruin’d Pillet, out of pity, taken - Let all the ends thou aim’ft at, be thy Countries, _ 
A load would fink a Navy, (too much honour.) _° | Thy God’s and Truth’s: then if thou fall’ft (0G 
Otis a burden, Crommel, ’tisa burden Thou fall’ft a blefled Martyr. ee 
| Too heavy fora man, that hopes for Heaven. Serve the King: and prithee lead me in: 
Crom, 1 am glad your Grace a There take an Inventory of all I have, 
Has made that right ufe of it. To the laft Penny, *tisthe Kings. My Robe, 

Card. \ hope, lhave + 3 And my Integrity to Heaven, is all, oY 
Lam able now (methinks) [dare now call mine own. O Cromwel, Cromwmd, 
(Out of a fortitude of Soul, I feel) =~ Had I but ferv’d my God, withhalf the Zeal 
To endure more Miferies, and greater far | I ferw’d my King: he would not in mine age 

| Than my weak-hearted Enemies dare offer. — Have left me naked to mine Enemies, 
What news abroad ? pe enpeatees hs F | Crom, Good Sir, have patience. 

Crom. The heavielt, and the workt, . Card. Sol have. Farewel Se cic ; 
Is your difpleafure with the King. : oe The hopes of Court, my hopes in Heaven do dwell. 

Card. God blefs him. f ae aes < 


} 


Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas oor is chofen 
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~ i he a, eee Se 
. 10. Certain Ladies or Countelles. with plain Circlets 
i : Gold without Flowers, ‘ f 
a Aitus Luartus. Scena Prima, Exeunt, firf* paffing over the Stace in Order aid State, and 
& then, A great Flourith of Trumpets, e 

i Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one another, : 

: 2. A Royal Train, believe me: the Ns 

Ly 1. Y?are well met once again. . Who?’s that bears the Scepter ? peers 
2. So are you. 1. Marquefs Dorfer, 

7 1. You come to take your Stand here, and behold And that the Earl of Surrey, with the"Rod. 

‘ The Lady Anne pafs from her Coronation. 2. A bold brave Gentleman. That fhould be 
i 2. Tis all my bufinefs. At our laft encounter, The Duke of Suffolk, 
i The Duke of Buckingham came from his Tryal. 1. Tis the fame: High Steward. 
y 1. ’Tisvery true. But that time offer’d forrow, 2. And that my Lord of Norfolk ? 
Ma This, general Joy. . i, Yes, 
| 2. Tis well: the Citizens : 2. Heaven blefs thee, 
3 Lam fure have fhewn at full their Royal minds, Thou haft the fweeteft face lever look’d on, 

el As let em have their tights, they are ever forward Sir, as} havea Soul, fhe is an Angel ; : N 
Bis Celebration of this day with Shews, Our King has all the Jndses in his Arms, 

' 4 Pageants, and Sights of Honour. And more, and richer, when he ftrains that Ladv. H 
E 1. Never greater, aes I cannot blame his Confcience, a } 
| Nor Ple affure you better taken, Sir. : 1. They that bear 

i -2. May I bebold to ask what that contains, The Cloath of Honor over her, are four Barons 

a, That Paper in your hands ? Of the Cingue-Ports. 

f 1, ¥es, tis the Lift : 2. Thole men a: happy, 

. Of thofe that claim their Offices this day, And fo are all, are near her, 

if By cuftom of the Coronation. ; I take it, fhe that carries up the Train, 

a The Duke of Swffolk_ isthe firft, and claims Is that old Noble Lady, Dutchets of Norfolk, 

(To be high Steward ; next the Duke of 2Vorfolk , 1, it is, and all the reft are Counteffes. 
He to be Earl Marfhal: you may read the reft. 2. Their Coronets fay fo, . Thefe are ftars.indeed.' 
2. Ithank you, Sir: Had! not known thofé cuftoms, | And fometimes falline ope: : 
mt I fhould have been beholding to your Paper : 1. No more of that. 
its But I befeech you what’s become of Katharine, Enter a third Gentleman, 
_ | The Princefs Dowager ? How goes her bufinefs ? I. God fave you Sir, Where have you been broiling ? 
= | = That I can tell you too: the Archbifhop 3. Among the croud rg th? Abby, where a finger 
_ [OF Canterbury, accompanied with other Could not be wedg’d in moré: Fanr ftifled 
_ | Learned, and Reverend Fathers of his Order, With the meer ranknefs of their joy. 
| [Held a late Court at Dunftable, fix milés off : 2. You faw the Ceremony ? 
From Ampthil, where the Princefs lay, to which 3. I did. 
SJ /She was often cited by them, butappear’d not: 1. How was it ? 
_ | And to be fhort, -for not Appearance, and 3. Well worth the feeing. 
at The Kings late fcrupie, by the main aflent 2. Good Sir, {peak it to us. 


‘Of all thefe Learned men, fhe was Divore'd, 


3. Aswellas lamable. Therichftream 
< And the late Marriage made of none effeét : 


Le ; Of Lords, and Ladies, having brought the Queen 
a | Since which, fhe was retiov’d to Kimbolton, To a prepar’d place in the Quire, fell off 
~ | Where fhe remains now fick. A diftance from her; while her Grace fat down 


To reft a while, fome half an hour, or fo, 

Ina rich Chair of State, oppofing freely 

The Beauty of her Perfon to the People. 
Believe me, Sir, fhe isthe goodlieft Woman 
That ever lay by man: which when the people 
Had the full view of, fuch a noife arofe, 

As the fhrowds make at Sea in a ftiff Tempeft, 
As loud, and to as. many tunes. Hats, Cloaks, 
Doublets, (I think) flew up, and had their Faces 
Been loofe, thisday they had been loft.. Such joy 
I never faw before. Great-belly’d Women, 
That had not half a week to go, like Rams 

In the old time of War, thould fhake the prefs 
And makeem reel before em. No man living 


_ | 1. Alas good Lady. 
4 ‘The Trumpets found: ftand clofe, 
The Queen is coming. [ Ho-boys. 


|The Order of the Coronation. 


Ait. Alively Flourifh of Trumpets. . 

‘412. Then two. Fudges. 

“113. Lord Chancellor, with Purfe and Mace before him. 

| 4 Quirifters finging. . [Mufick. 
“fis. Mayor of London, bearing the Mace. Then Garter 
| iwhis Coat of Arms, and oa his head he wore a Gilt 


ae =| Copper Crown. _ | Could fay, this is my Wife there, all were woven 
fi | 6. Marquels of Dorfet, bearing Scepter of Gold, on bis| So ftrangely in one piece, 
i Head 4 Demi-Coroual of Gold. With him, the Earl of} 2, But what follow’d ? 


Surrey, bearing the Rod of Silver with the Dove, Crown?d|| 
) with.an Earls Coronet, Collars of Effes. 

7. Duke of Suffolk, in his Robe of Ejftate , his Coronet on 
bis Head, bearing 4 long white Wand, as High Steward. 
With bin the Duke of Norfolk, with the Rod of Mar {hal- 


3- At length, her Grace rofe, and with modeft paces 
‘Came tothe Altar, where fhe kneel’d, and Saint-like 
‘Caft her fair Eyes to. Heaven, and pray’d devoutly. . 
Then rofe again, and bow’d her to the people: 

When by the Arch-bifhop of Canterbury, 


ote: Ship, .A Coronct on lis Head. Collars of Effes. She had all the Royal makings of a Queen; - . 
ae 8. ACanopy born by four of the Cinque-ports, ander it the) As holy Oy1,° Edward Confeflor’s Crown, _- . 
Queen in her Robe, in her hair, richly adorned with| The Rod, and Bird of Peace, and all fuch Emblems 
ie roa Crowned. On cach fide her the Bifhops of London | Laid Nobly on her : which perform’d, the Quire 
© | ‘and Winchetter. . | With all the choiceft Mutick of the Kingdom, 

| 9+ The old Dutche/s of Norfolk, iz 4 Coronal of Gold,| Together fung Te Deum, So fhe parted, 

i » wrought with Flowers, bearing the Queens Train, ~~ And with the fame full State pac’d back again = 
ee . ; o 
3 
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To York-Place, where the Feaft is held, 

i, olf, 

You muft no more call it York-place, that’s palt. 
For fince the Cardinal fell, that title’s loft, 
’Tis now the King’s, and call’d whitehal. 

3. [knowit: : 

But tisfo lately alter’d, that the old name 
Is frefh about me. 

2. What two Reverend Bifhops 
Were thofe, that went on each fide of the Queen ? 

3 Stokefly and Gardiner, the one of Winchefter, 
Newly prefer’d from the Kings Secretary : 

The other, London. 

2. He of Winchefter 
Is held no great good Lover of the Archbifhop, 
The virtuous Cranmer. 

3 All the Eand knows that : ; 
However yet there is no great breach, whenit comes, 
Cranmer will find a Friend will not fhrink from him. 

2. Whomay bethat, I pray you. 

3. Thomas Crommel, 

A man in much efteem with th? King, and truly 
A worthy Friend. The King has made him 
Mafter o’th’ Jewel Houle, 
And one already of the Privy Councel. 
2. He will deferve more. 
3. Yes without all doubt. 
Come Gentlemen, ye fhall go my way, 
Which is to th’ Court, and there ye fhall be my Gucfts: 
Something I can command: as 1 walk thither 
Ile tell ye more. 


Both. You may command us, Sir, [Exeunt, 


SS 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Katharine Dowager, fick, led between Griffith her 
Gentleman-Ufher, and Patience her Woman, 


Grif. How do’s your Grace ? 
Kath, O Griffith, fick to death: 
My Legs like loaded Branches bow to th? Earth, 
Willing ‘to leave their burthen: Reach a Chair, 
Sonow (methinks) I feel a little eafe. 
Did’ft thew ‘not tell me, Griffith, as thou leaf me, 
That the great Child of Honour, Cardinal Woljey 
Was dead? fat te OE 
— Grif. Yes, Madam : but I think your Grace 
Out of the pain you fuffer’d, gave no ear to’t. 
Kath, Prithee, good Griffith, tell me how de dy’d. 
Ifwell, he ftept before me happily . 
For my Example. — 
Grif. Well, the voice goes, Madam, * 
For after the ftout Earl Northumberland 
Arrefted him at York, and brought him forward 
Asa man forely tainted, to his Anfwer, 
He fell fick fuddenly, and grew fo ill, 
He could not fit his Mule, 
“Kath. Alas, Poot man. eee 
Grif. At laft, with eafie Roads he came to Leiceftey 
Lodg’d in the Abby; where the reverend Abbot, : 
With all his Covent, honourably receiv’d him ; 
To whom he gave theft words. O Father Abbot, 
| Anold nian broken with the ftorms of State, 
Iscome'to lay his weary bones among ye 
Give him a litele Earth for Charity. 
1So went to Bed; where eagerly his ficknefs 
Purfu’d him ftill, and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, which hehimfelf 
Foretold fhould be his laft, fall Repentance, © 
Continual Meditations, Tears, and Sorrows, 
He gave his Honours to the world agen, 
| His bleffed part to heaven, and flept in peace. 


Kath. So may he reft, 
His faults lie on him. st / : 
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to fpeak him, 
And yet with Charity : he was, a man 
Of an unbounded Stomach, everranking. 
Himfelf with Princes. One that by fuggeftion 
Ty?d all the Kingdom, Simony was fair play, 
His own Opinion was his Law. Ith? Prefence 
He would fay untruths, and be ever double 
Both in his words, and meaning. He was never 
(But where he meant to Ruin) Pitiful. 
His Promifes were, as he then was, Mighty : 
But his ah sie as he isnow, Nothing + 
Of his own Body he was ill, and gave 
The Clergy illexample. 
Grif. Noble Madam : 4 aaa 
Men’s evil manners: live in Brafs, their Virtues == 
We write in Water. May it pleafe your Highnefgs 
Tohear me f{pzak his Good now ? a 
Kath. Yes, good Griffith, 
I were malicious elfe, 
Grif. This Cardinal, 
Though from an humble Stock, undoubtedly 
Was fafhion’d to much Honour. From his Cradle | 


+ ae 


_| He was a Scholar, anda ripe, and good one: 


Exceeding wife, fair fpoken, and perfuading: — 
Lofty, and fouretothemthat lov’dhim not: 
But to thofe men that fought him, {weet as Summer — 
And though he were unfatisfiedin getting; = 
(Which wasa fin) yet in beftowing, Madam, 
He was moft Princely: Ever witnefs for him 
Thofe twins of Learning, that he rais’din you, 
Ipfwich and Oxford; one of which, fell with him, 
Unwilling to out-live the good that did it. iT 4 
The other (though unfinifh’d) yet fo Famous, 
So excellent inArt, and {till fo rifing, - 
That Chriftendom hall ever fpeak his Virtue. 
His Overthrow heap’d happinefs upon him: 
For then, and not till then, he felt himfelf, 
And found the Bleflednefs of being little. 
And to add greater honours to his Age | a 
Than man could give him; he dy’d, Fearing God. © 
Kath, After my death, 1 wifh no other Herald, 
No other Speaker of my living Actions, is 
To keep mine Honour from Corruption, 
But fuch an honeft Chronicler, as Griffith. Bee 
Whom I moft hated living, thouhalt mademe ~~ 
With thy Religious Truth and Modefty, wef 
(Now in his Afhes) Honour: Peace be with him. 


Patience, be near me ftill, and fet me lower. 


{ have not long to trouble thee. GoodGrifith, _ 

Caufe the Muficians play me that fad note ate 

I nam’d my Knell; whil’it I fit meditating A 

On that Celeftial Harmony, I go to. ua 
Sad and folemn Mufick, ‘ 

Grif. She is afleep : Good wench, let’s fit dows q 

For fear we wakeher. Softly, gentle Patience. 


wa 


The Vifion, Enter folemnly tripping one after another 
Perfonages, clad in white Robes, wearing on their he 
lands of Bays, and golden Vizards on their Faces, Brant 
of Bays or Palm in their hands, They firft Congee wnto Wt 
then Dance: and at certain Changes, the felt r10 bold 
Spare Garland over her Head, at which the other fou 
reverend Curtfies. Then the two, that held the Gar 
liver the fame to the other next two, who obferve 
order in their Changes, and holding the Garland 0 
~ Head. Which done, they deliver the fame Garlan 
_laft two, who likewife obfei ve the fame Order. At mbich ( 

wt were by Infpiration) fhe makes (in her fleepy feign 

joycing, and holdeth up her hands to Heaven. And fo aie 2 
thar Dancing vanifh, carrying the Garland with th 

The Mu fick continues. ot # 


Kath. Spirits of Peace, where are ye? are ye all g 


aaa 


— 


| And leave me here in wretchednefs, behind ye ? 
Grif.. Madam, we are here. ' 
Kath. It is not you, I call for, 
Saw ye-none enter, fince I flept ? 
Grif. None, Madam. REN 
Kath. No? Saw you not even now a blefled Troop 
Invite me toa Banquet, whofe bright Faces 
Caft a thoufand Beams upon me, like the Sun? 
They promis’d me eternal happinefs, 
And brought me Garlands (Griffith) which I feel 
lam not worthy yet to. wear: I fhall ailuredly. 
) Grif. lam mott joyful, Madam, fuch good Dreams 
Poflefs your Fancy. 4. 
Rath, Bid. the Mufick leave, 
‘They are harfh and heavy to me. [AMufick, ceafes. 
Patience. Do you note a 
How much her Grace isalter’d on the fudden ? 
How long her Face is drawn? How pale fhe looks, 
And of an earthy cold ¢ Mark her Eyes. 
Grif. She is going, Wench. Pray, pray. 
Pati. Heaven comfort her. 
: Enter a Meffenger. 
Méef. Ande like your Grace 
Kath. You area fawcy Fellow, 
Deferve wé nomore Reverence ? 
Grif. You are to blame, 
Knowing fhe will not lofe her wonted Greatnefs 
To ufe fo.rude behavior. Goto, kneel. 
Atef. | humbly do intreat your Highnefs Pardon, 
My hafte made me unmannerly. There is ftaying 
A Gentleman fent from the King, to fee you. 
Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith. But this fellow 
“Let me ne’re fee again. [Exit Meffenger. 
Enter Lord Capuchius. 
If my fight fail me not, 
You fhould be Lord Ambaflador from the Emperor, 
My Royal Nephew, and your name Capuchins. 
» Cap. Madam, thefame. Your Servant. 
Kath. O. my Lord, 
‘The times and titles: now are alter’d ftrangely 
With me, fince firit you knew me, 
But I pray you, 
What is your Pleafure with me ? 
Cep. Noble Lady, 
| Firft mine own fervice to your Grace, the next 
_ | The Kings requeft that 1 would vifit you, 
_ 1 Who grieves much for your weaknefs, and by me 
~ {Sends you his Princely commendations, 
_ | And heartily intreats you take good comfort. 
Kath. O my good Lord, that comfort comes too late, 
— -PTis like a Pardon after Execution 5 
| That gentle ‘Phyfick given in time had cur’d me: 
| Bet now 1 am paftall Comforts here, but Prayers. 
How does his Highnefs? 
Cap. Madam, in good health. 
Kath. So may he ever do, and ever flourifh, 


ft? | When I fhall dwell with Worms, and my poor Name 
me = | Banifh’d the Kingdom... Patience, is that Letter, 
{I caus’d_ you write, yet fent away. 
| Pat. No, Madam. 
tet Kath. Sit, 1 moft humbly pray you to deliver 
i | This to my Lord the King. 
if | Cap. Moft willingly, Madam. 
ft a: Kath, In which | have commended to his Goodnefs 
# |The Model of ourchafte loves, his young Daughter, 
iv ‘The dews of Heaven fall thick in Bleflings on her, 
a Befeeching him to give her virtuous breeding. 
i’ | She is young, and of a Noble modeft Nature, 
(7  |Thope fhe will deferve well, and alittle 
My | To love her for her Mother’s fake, that loy’d him, 
ae Heaven knows how dearly. 
je, My next poor Petition 
sil Is, That his Noble Grace would have fome pity 
_ | Upon my wretched Women, that foleng » 
it See 
A x ‘ 
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Have follow’d both my Fortunes, faithfully 
Of which there is not one, I dareavow : 
(And now I fhoukd not lye) but well deferye 
For Vartue, and true Beautyof the Soul 
For Honefty, and decent Carriage 
A right good Husband (let him be a Noble) 
And fure thofé:men are happy, that fhall have em; 
The laitis for my Men, they are the pooreft, 
(But Poverty could never draw ’em from me) 
That they may have their wages duély paid em, 
And fomething over to remember me by. 
lf Heaven had pleas’d to have given me longer life 
And able means, we had:not parted thus, 
Thefe are the whole Contents, and good my Lord, 
by that you love the deareft in this world, 
As you with Chriftian peace to Souls departed, 
Stand thefe poor Peoples Friend, and urge the King 
Todo me this daft Right. ) IB 

Cap. By Heaven | will, 
Or let me lofe the Fafhion of a man. 

Kath. I thank you, honeft Lord. Remember me 
[a 2{| humility unto his Highnefs : Lv 
Say, his long trouble now is pafling 
Out of this World. Tell him, in death I bleft him 
(For fo I will: ) mine Eyes grow dim. Farewell 
My Lord. Griffith farewel. Nay, Patience, 
You muft not leave me yet. I mult to Bed, 
Call inmore Women. WhenI am dead, good Wench, 
Let me be us’d with Honour, ftrew me over: - 
With Maiden Flowers, that all the world may know 
I was a chaft Wife tomy Grave: Embalm mé, 
Then lay me forth (although un-Queen’d) yet like 
A Queen, and Daughter to a King inter me. 
I can no more. 


° 


[Exeunt leading Katharine. 


Attus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Gardiner Bifhop of Winchefter, 4 Page with a 
Torch before him, met by Sir Thomas Lovel. 


Gard. It’s one a clock Boy, is’t not ?:’ 
Boy, It hath ftruck« 
Gard. Thefe fhould be hours for neceffities, 
Not for delights: times to repair our Nature 
With comforting repofe, and not for us 
To wafte thefe times. Good hour of night, Sir Thomas, 
Whither fo late ? 
Lov, Came you from the King, my Lord ? 
Gard, 1 did, Sir Thomas, and left him at Primero 
With the Duke of Sufolk, 
Lov, | muft to him too, 
Before he go to Bed. I’le take my leave. 
Gard. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovel, What?s the matter ? 
[t feems you are in hafte: and if there be 
No great offence belongs tot, give your Friend 
Some touch of your late bufinefs: Affairs that walk, 
(As they fay Spirits do) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder Nature, than the bufinefs 
That feeks difpatch by day. 
Lov. My Lord, 1 love yous 
And durit commend a Secret to your Ear 
Much weightier than this work. The Queen’s in Labour 
They fay 1m extremity, and fear’d ; 
Sheil, with the Labour, end. 
Gard, TheFruit fhe goes with 
I pray for heartily, that it may find 
Good time, and live: but for the Stocks Sir Thomas, 
I wifhit grubb’d up now. 
Lov. Methinks [ could 
Cry the Amen, and yet my Confcience fays, 


| She isa good Creature, and fweet Lady, do’s 


: ; Deferve 
NONE Sa er ec ee Oe ree SC ee nec een oe nee 
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Deferve our better wifhes. 
Gard, But Sir, Sir. 
Hear me, Sir Thomas, y? are a Gentleman 
Of mine own way, I know you are Wife, Religious, 
And lct me tell you, it will ne’re be well ; 
Twill not, Sir Zhomas Lovel, tak’t of me, 
Till Cranner, Cromwel, her two hands, and fhe 
Sleep in their Graves. 
Lov. Now, Sir, you fpeak of two 
The moft remark’d i?’ch’? Kingdom: as for Cromel, 
Befide that of the Jewel-houfe, is made Mafter 
O’th’ Rolls, and the Kings Secretary. Further, Sir, 
Stands in the gap and trade for moe Preferments, . 
With which the Time willload him. Th’ Archbifhop 
Is the King’s hand, or tongue, and who dare {peak 
One fylable againft him? 
Gard. Yes, yes, Sir Thomas, 
There are that dare, and I my felf have ventur’d 
To fpeak my mind of him: and indeed this day, 
Sir (I may tell it you) I think I have 
incens’d the Lords of the Council, that he is 
(For fo I know heis, they know he is) 
A moft Arch-heretick, a Peftilence 
That does infect the Land: with which they moved 
Have broken with the King, who hath fo far 
Given year to our Complaint, of his great Grace, _ 
And Princely Care, forefecing thofe fell Mifchicfs 
Our Reafons laid before him, hath commanded 
To morrow morning to the Council Board 
He be Convented. He's a rank weed, Sir Thomas, 
And we myft; root himout. From your Affairs 
I hinder you too long: Good night, Sir Thomas, 


om 7 [Exit Gardiner and Page. 
Lov. Many Good nights, my Lord, I reit your Servant. 


sartedtie . Enter King and Suffolk. 
| King. Charles, 1 will play no more to night, 
My mind's not-on’t; you are too hard for me. 
Suff. Sir; Idid never win of you before, 
King, But little, Charles, 
Nor fhall not when my Fancy’s on my Play. 
Now, Lovel;; from the Queen what is the News. 
Lov, 1 could not perfonally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her Woman 
i fent your Meflage, who retarn’d her thanks 
In the greateft humblenefs, and defir’d your Highnefs 
Moft heartily fo pray for her. 
King. What fay’it thou? Ha ? 
To pray for her, What, is fhecrying out? 


Lov Sofaid’ her Woman, and that her fuffrance made 


Almoft each pang, a death. 

King. Alas, good Lady. H 

Sif. God fafely quit her of her Burthen, and 
Wich gentle travail, to the gladding of 
Your Gighnefs with an Heir. 

King. *Tis midnight, Charles, 
Prithee-to Bed, and in thy Prayers rewember 
.| Thy eftate of my poor Queen. Leave me alone, 
For I muft think of that, which company 
Would not be friendly to. 

Suff. 1 with your, Highnefs 
A quiet nights and my good Miftrefs will 
Remember in my Prayers. 

King. Charles, Good night : 
Well, Sir, what follows? 

Emer Sir Anthony Denny. 

~~ Den. Sir, Thave brought my Lord the Archbifhop, 
As you commanded me. 

King, Ha? Canterbury ? 

Den, 1, my good Lord. 
- King, ?Tistrue: where is he, Denny ? 

‘Den, He attends your Highnefs pleafure. 
King. Bring him to us. 


Lov. This isabout that, which the Bifhop fpake, 


Lam happ 1y come hither, 


| How your ftate ftands i’th? world, with the whole worl 


[Exit Suffolk. 
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Enter Cranmer and Denny. ce 
LLovel feemeth to fray, 


King. Avoid the Gallery. 
Ha? | have faid, be gone. o 
[Excunt Lovel and Denny | 
Cran. 1am fearful: Wherefore frowns he thys? i 
Tis his Afpect of terror. All’s not well. AH 

King, How now, myLord? © 
You do defire:to know, wherefore 
I fent for you. 

Cran, It is my duty 
T? attend your Highnefs pleafure. 

King. Pray you arife, 
My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury: aH 
Come, youand I muft walk aturntogether: ) / > 
I have News to tell you. sil gis GR 
Come, come, give me your hand. : 
Ah my good Lord, I grieve at what I fpeak, 
And am right forry to repeat what follows, 
[ have, and moft unwillingly, of date 
Heard many grievous, | do fay, my Lord, ; % 
Grievous complaints of you ; which being confider’g.- | 
Have mov’d us, and our Council, that you fhall 7 
This morning come before us, whereI know 
You caniot with fach freedom purge your felf, 
But that till further Trial, in thofe Charges 
Which will require your Anfwer, you muft take 
Your Patience to you, and be well contented _ 
To make your houfe our Tower: you, a Brother of ts, 
It fits we thus proceed, or elfe no witnefs ae 
W culd come againft you. 

Cran. | humbly thank your Highnefs, 
And am right glad to catch this good occafion 
Moit throughly to be winnowed, where my Chaff 
: ge Corn ee fie afunder. ForIknow, - _ 

ere’s none ftands under more calumnious t gt 
Than I my felf, poor man. eum ow 
pe Stand up, good Canterbury, 

Thy Truth, and thy Integrity is rooted 

In us, thy Friend. Give me thy hand, ftand up, 

Prithee let’s walk. Now by my Holydame, n 

What manner of man are you? my Lord, Ilook’d 

You would have givenme your Petition, that 

I fhould have ta’ne fome pains, to bringtogether 7 

Your felf, and your Accufers, and to have heard you _ 

Without indurance further, ae 

__ Cran: Molt dread Liege, ie 

The good I ftand on, ismy Truth and Honefty: 7» ™ 

If they fhall fail, 1, with mine Enemies,’ 

Will triumph o’re my perfon, which I weighnot, 

Being of thofe Virtues vacant. I fear nothing 

What can be faid againft me. i 
King. Know you not oe 


Md?) a 


\ 


Your Enemies are many, and not fimall ; their practices 
Muft bear the fame proportion, and notever 
The Juftice and the Truth o’th? queition carries _ 
The due o’th’ Verdiét with it; at what eafe 
Might corrupt minds procure Knaves as corrupt 

To {wear againft you: Such thingshave been done. 
You are potently oppos’d , and with a Malice 

Of as great a fize. Ween you of better Ivck, 

I mean in perjur’d Witnefs, than your Mafter,. 

Whofe Minilter you are, -whiles here he liv’d 

Upon this naughty Earth? Goto, goto 

You take a Precipice for no leap of danger, 


| And woo your own deftruction. 


Cran. God and your Majefty 
Protect mine innocence, or | fallinto 
The trap is laid for me. 

King. Be of good cheer, 
They hall no more prevail, than we give way to: 
Keep comfort to you, and this mogning fee Ea = 
You do appear before them. If they thall chance 
In charging you with matters, to commit y ou : 
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, T he beft perfuafions to the contrary _ Butts. Uthink your Highnefs faw this many a day. 
Ny ‘Fail not to ufe, and with what vehemency King. Body ame: whercisic ? f 
; Th’ occafion fhallinftract you. If intreaties Butts. There, my Lord : 
»| Will render you no remedy, this Ring The high Promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, 
ty i Deliver them, and your Appeal to us Who holds his State at deor *mongift Purfevant oS 
There make before them. Look, the Good man weeps: -| Pages, and F oot-boys. 
He’s honeft, on mine Honour.. Ged’s bleft Mother, King. Ha? tis He indeed. 
I {wear he is true-hearted, anda foul Is this the Honour they doone another ? 
None better inmy Kingdom. Get you gone, ’Tis well there’s one above cm yet; I had thought 
(And do, as have bid you. [Exit Cranmer. | They had parted fo much Honeity among ’em, 
| He has ftrangled ‘all his Language in his Tears. At leait good Manners ; ‘as not thus to fuffer 
| Enter Old Lady. A man of his Place, and fo near our Favour 
|) Gent. within. Comeback : what mean you ? To dance attendance on their Lordihips pleafures, 
tf) Lady. Vienot come back, the tidiags that I bring And at the door too, like a Poft with Packets : 
. pv ill make my boldnefs,; Manners. Now good Angels Byholy Adary, (Butts ) there’s Knavery ; 
Fly o’re thy Royal Head, and fhade thy Perfon Let’emalone, and draw the Curtain clofe, 
i | Under their bleffed Wings. We fhall hear more anon. 
_ i King. Now by thy looks 
i guefs thy Meflage. Is the Queen deliver’d ? A Council Table brought in. with Chairs and Stools. and 
ay, 1, ardofa Boy. placed under the State, Enter Lord Chancellor, places him-} 
ul Lady, 1,1, my Liege ; Self at the upper end of the Table, onthe left hand: A Seat 
ii jJAndalovely Boy; the God of Heaven being left void above him, as for Canterburies Seat. Dukes} 
ly Both now, and ever bléfs her : ?Tis a Girl of Suffolk, . Duke of Norfolk, Surrey, Lord Chamber-.{ 
thi |)Promifes Boys hereafter. Sir, your Queen lain, Gardiner, feat themfelves in Order on each fidee|, 
3 | )Defires your Vifitation, and to be : Cromwel at lower ead, as Secretary, 
ty {Acquainted with this Stranger 5. ’tis as like YOU, ' 
(| As Cherry is to Chériy. Chan. Speak to the bufinefs; Mr. Secretary ; 
HW King, Lovel. ' Why are we met in Council ? 
Low. Sir. Crom, Pleafe your Honours, 
Kain ira been Gaadted Marks, , The chief Caufe concerns his Grace of Canterbury. 
tc to the Queen. [Exit King: Gard, Ha’s he knowled geofit? 
‘in Lady. Anbundred Marks ? By this light, lehamore:| Crom, Yes. 


‘An ordinary Groomis for fuch payment. 
I will have more,. or {cold it out of him. 

Said I for this, the Girl was like to him ? Ple 

‘Have more, or elfeunfay’t ; and now, while%tis hot, 
Vie put it to the iffue. [Exit Lady. 
rt : 


MP, > 
. Scena Secunda. 

sok 
‘id Enter Cranmer, Archbifhop of Canterbury. 
nea) Crap. J hopel am not too late, and yet the Gentleman 

That was ferit to me fromthe Council, pray’d me - ~ 

Tomake great'hafte. All fait ? What means this ?, Hoa? 
it! | Who waits there ? Sure you know me? 

Enter Keeper. © 
ht Keep. Yes, my Lord - 
ig | But yet Y cannot help you. 
Cran. Why? 143 
Keep. Your Grace muft wait till you be call’d for. 

em Enter Doctor Buts. 
tf Cran. So. 
seh Butts, This isa piece of Malice: 1 am glad 
git | L came this way fo haply. The King 
; | Shall underftand it prefently. [Exit Butts. 
yt | Cran.?Tis Butts, 
ai | The King’s Phyfician, as he palt along 
| Yow earneftly he caft his Eyes upon me: 
fi Pray Heaven he found not.my difgrace : for certain 
a This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me, 


}(God turn their Hearts, I never fought their malice ) 

Lr 9 quench mine Honour ; they would fhame to make me 
“Wait elfe at door: a Fellow Councellor ; 
_|*Mong Boys, Grooms, and Lackeys. 

But their Picafures “ghar dene 
“Muft be fulfili’d, and I attend with Patience. 


Enter the King, and Butts ata Window above. 


4 Butts. Ple thew M 
eit St. your Grace the ftrangeft ficht. 
; King. What?s that, Butts ? coe 


| Toit here at this prefent, and‘behold — 
| That Chair ftand empty: But we all are men | 


X x se 


Worf. Who waits there ? 
Keep. Without, my Noble Lords. 
Gard. Yes. 
Keep. My Lord Archbithop, 
And ha’s done half an hour to know 
Chan, Let him come in. 
Keep. Your Grace may enter now. a 
~~ [Cranmer-approaches the.Council Table. 
Chan. My good Lord Archbithop, ‘I’m very. forry 


your pleafires, 


In our own Natures trail, anttcapable ~~ 
‘Of our fiefh, few are Angels ; out of which Frailty 
And want of Wifdom, you that beft fhould teach us, 
Have mifdemean?d your felf, “and not a littfe, 
‘Toward the King firft,” then his Laws, in filling 
The whole Realm, by your teaching and your Chaphiins, 
(For fo we are inform’d) with new, Opinions 
Divers and dangerous, whithare Herefies; 
And not Reform’d, may prove pernicious. 

Gard. Which Reformation mutt be fudden tao, 
My Noble Lords, for thofe that tame wild Horfes, 
Paceemnot intheir hands to make ’em gentle ;- 
But {top their Mouths with ftubborn Bits, and fptr em 
’Till they obey the manage. If we fuffer 
Out of our eafinefs and childifh pity 
To one man’s Honour, this contagious ficknefs; 
Farewel all Phyfick : and what follows then?” 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole State-:, of late days our Neighbours; 
The upper Germany can dearly witnefs, 
Yet frefhly pitied in.our memories... pat 

Cran. My good Lords; hitherto,in all the Progrefs, — 
Both of my Life and Office, Thave labour’d; © ~~ 
And with no little ftudy, that'my teaching 
And the {trong courfe of. my.Authority, © 7. 
Might go one way, and {afely’; and the end” 
Was ever to do well: nor is there living, — 
(I fpeak it with a fingle heart, my Lords) ° 
A manthat more detefts, more ftirs againtt; 
Both in his private Confcience, and his Place, 


: oH - than f do: 
Defacers of a publick Peace, tha Pray 


oe 
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Pray Heaven the King may never find a heart 
Withlefs Allegiance in it. Men that make 
Envy, and crooked malice, nourifhment, — 
Dare bite the beft. 1 do befeech your Lordfhips, 
That in this cafe of Jultice, my Accufets, 
Be what they will, may fland forth Face to Face, 
And freely urge againft me. 

Suff. Nay, my Lord, 
That cannot be , youarea Counfellor, 
And by that Virtue noman dare accufe you. 


Gard.My Lord,becaufe we have bufinefs of more moment, 


We will be fhort with you. ’Tis his Highnefs pleafure 
And out confent, for better tryal of you, 

From hence yoube committed to the Tower, 

Where being but a private man again, 

You fhall know many dare accufe you boldly, 

More than (I fear) you are provided for. 


Cran. Ah, my good Lord of Wincheffer : 1 thank you, 


‘You are always my good Friend, if your will pafs, 
I fhall both find your Lordfhip, Judge, and Juror, 
You-are fo merciful. 1 fee your end, 

°Tis my undoing. Love and Meeknefs, Lordy _ 
Become a Church-man better than Ambition = 
Win ftraying Souls with modefty again, 

Caft none away. That I fhalt clear my felf, 

Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 

I make as little doubt, as you do Confcience 
In.doing daify wrongs. I could fay more, 

But Reverence to your calling makes me modetft. 

Gard. My Lord, my Lord, you area SeCtary> 
That’sthe plain truth; your painted glofs difcovers 
To men that underftand you, words and weaknefs. 
Crom. My Lord of Winchefter, yare alittle, 
By your good favour, too fharp, Men fo Noble, 
How ever faulty, yet fhould find refpe‘t 
For what they have been: “tisa cruelty, 

To load a falling man. 
Gard. Good Mr. Secretary, 
l cry your Honour Mercy ; you may, worft 
Of all this Table, fay fo. 
Crom. Why, my Lord ? 
| Gard. Do not | know you for a Favourer 
‘Of this new Sect? ye are not found. 

Crom, Not found? 

Gard, Not found, I fay. 

Crom, Would you were half fo honeft - | 
Men’s Prayers then would feek you, not their Fears. 

- G@rd. I fhall remember this bold Language. 

Crom. Do. 

Remember your bold life too. 
Cham. This is too much. 
Forbear for fhame, my Lords. 

Gard. {have done. 

Crom, Andi. _ - : 

Cham. Then thus for you, my Lord, it ftands agreed, 
I takeit, byall voices: that forthwith 
You be convey’d to th’ Tower a Prifoner ; 

There to remain till the Kings further pleafure 
Be known unto us; areyou all agreed, Lords? 

All, We are. 

Cran. Isthere no other way of Mercy, 
But maft needs to th” Tower, my Lords? 

Gard. What other _ ; 
Would you gas ? Youare ftrangely troublefome : 
Let fome o’th? Guard be ready there. ies 

Enter the Guard. 
Cran. Fot me? 
| Matt I golikea Traitor thither? 
Gard. Receive him, 
And fee him fafe Pth? Tower. mee 
Cran. Stay, good myLords, = 
Ihave alitile yet to fay. Look there, my Lords, 
By virtue of that Ring, 1 take my Caufe | 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 


|LhaveaSuit, which you muft not deny me. - 


Toa moft Noble Judg, the King my Matter. 
Cham, This is the King’s Ring. 
Suf. ’Tis no counterfeit. te a 
Suff. *Tishis right Ring, by Heav’n: Itoldyeall, J 
When we firft put this dangerous ftone a rowling, 
> Twould fall upon our felves. 
Norf. Do youthink, my Lords, 
The King will fuffer but the little Finger 
Of this man tobe vex’d ¢ 
Cham. Tis now too certain, 
How much more is his Life in value with him ? 
Would I were fairly out on’t. 
Crom. My mind gave me, 
In fecking Tales and Informations 
Againft this Man, whofe Honefty the Devil 
And his Difciples only envy at. ; 
Ye blew the Fire that burns ye : now have at ye. 


Enter King frowning on them , takes his Seat, 


Gard. Dread Soveraign, 
‘How much are we bound to Heaven, 
Indaily thanks, that gave us fucha Prince , 
Not only good and wile, but moft Religious : 
One that in all obedience, makes the Church 
The chief aim of his Honour, andtoftrengthen 
That holy duty of our dear refpect, ‘ 
His Royal felfin Judgment comes to hear 
The Caufe betwixt her, and this great offender. 
King. You were ever good at fudden Commendations) =. 
Bithop of Winchefter.But know, I come not we! Fe 
To hear fuch flattery now, andin my prefence, . , 
They are too thin, and bafe to hide offences, aaah 
To me youcannot reach. You play the Spaniel, Pe 
And think with wagging of your Tongue towin me: 
But whatfoe’re thou tak’ft me for, I’m fure : 
Thou haft a cruel Nature, anda bloody 5 — 
ood man, fit down: Now let me fee the proudeft : 
He, that dares moft, but wag his Finger at thee. 
By all that’s holy, he had better ftarve, 
Then but once think, this place becomes thee not. 
Sur, May it pleafe your Grace, z 
King. No, Sit, it doe’s not pleafe me, ee: 
Thad thought, 1 had had men of fome underftanding, 
And wifdom, of my Council, butIfindnone: 
Wasitdifcretion, Lords, tolet this man, 
This good man (few of you deferve the title} 
This honeft man, wait like a lowfie Foot-boy 
At Chamber door? and one, as great asyouare® — 
Why, whata fhame was this ? Did my Commillioa 
Bid ye fo far forget your felves? I gave ye “% 
Power, as he was a Counfellour to try him, 
Not asa Groom ; there’s fome of ye, Ifce, 
More out of Malice than Integrity, 
Would try himtothe ntmoft, had ye mean, 
Which ye fhall never have, while I do live. S 
Cham. Thus far, ~ tha vipa ttt 
My moft dread Soveraign, miayit like your Grace, _ 
‘To let my Tongue excufe all. What was purpos’d 
Concerning his Imprifonment, was rather “a 
(If there be faith in men) meant for his Tryal, 
And fair purgation to the world than malice, 
Pm fureinme. aig ; 
King. Well, well, my Lords, refpect him, 
Take him, and ufe him well, he’s worthy of it. 
I will fay thusmuch for him, if a Prince 
May be beholding to aSubje&t, 1 
Am, for hislove and fervice, fo to him. 
Make meno more ado, butallembrace him; _ 
Be Friends for fhame, my Lords: My Lord of Caste 


That is, afair young Maid that yet wants Baptifines 
You muft be God-father, and anfwerfor her. 
Cran. The greateft Monarch now alive may glory 


- 


eS 


mg 


| Unlefs we fwept them from the door with Cannons, 


_ | (You fee the poor reniainder) could diftribute, 
{1 made no fpare, Sir. 


~ | To mow ’em down before me : but if {par’d any 


}— Port. What fhould you do 
: a de th’ dozens ? Is this Moor-fields ¥ 
_ | tomufter in ? Or have we fome ftrange Indian with the 
"| great Toole; come to Court, the women fo befiege us ? 
| Blefs me! what a fry of Fornicationis at the door ? On 
_ | my Chriftian Confeience, this one Chriftning will beget a 
‘| thoufand,here will be Father, God-father,and all together. 


“ + 


Ix fuch an honour: how may I deferve it, 
That ama poorand humble Subject to you? 


Dutchefs of Norfolk, and Lady Marquefs of Lorfez ? 

Will thefe pleafe you? 

Once more, my Lord of Winchefter, I charge you 
Embrace, and love this man. 

| Gard. With atrue heart, 

And Brothers love I doit. 
Cran. And let Heaven 

Witnefs, how dear I hold this Confirmation. 


The common voice I {ee is verified 
Of. thee, which fays thus: Do my Lord of Canterbury 
A fhrewd turn, and he’s your Friend for ever: 


-| Come, Lords, we trifle time away: I long 


To have this young one made a Chriftian. 
| As I have made ye one, Lords, one remain - 


So I grow ftronger, you more Honour gain, = [ Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Noife and Tumult within: Enter Porter and bis man. 


Port, Yowllleave your noife anon, ye Rafcals: do you 
take the Court for Paris-Garden ; ye rude Slaves, leave 
your gaping. off ; 

___ Wathin, Good Mr, Porter, .1 belong to th’ Larder. 

_ Port, Belong to.th? Gallows,and be hang’d, ye Rogue : 
Is thisa place to roar in? Fetch me a dozen Crab-tree 
ftaves, and {trong ones; thefe are but {witches to em: 
Ile fcratch your Heads ; you muft be feeing Chriftnings ? 
Do youlook for Ale and Cakeshere, yournde Rafcals ? 

Man. Pray, Sir, be patient ; ’tis as much impoffible, 


To fcatter ’em, as?tis to make em fleep 

On May-day Morning; which will never be: 
We may as well puth againft Pauls, as ftir’em, 

_ Port, How got they in, and be hang’d ? 

- Man, Alas, { know not, how gets the Tide in ? 
As muchas one found Cudgel of four foot 


Port. You did nothing, Sir. : 
Man. Yam not Sampfor, nor Sit Guy, nor Colebrand, 
That had a head to hit, either young or old, 
He or fhe, Cuckold, or Cuckold-maker ; 
Let me ne’re hope to fee a Chine again, 
| And that I would not fot a Cow; God fave her. 

With, Do you hear, Mr. Porter ? 

Port. 1 fhall be with you prefently, good Mr. Puppy. 
Keep the door clofe, Sirrah. 

Man, \What would you have me do? 


} But knockem down 


| Man, The Spoons wilfbe the bigger, Sir: there is a 
| Fellow fomewhat near the door, he fhould be a Brafier by 
hisFace, for o” my Confcience twenty of the Dog-daycs 
| Row reign in’s Nofe; all that ftand about him are under 
the Line, they need no other penance: that Fire-Drake 


: did J hit three times onthe Head, and three times was-his- 


'Nofe difcharged againft me; he ftandsthete like a Mor- 
‘ter-pieceto blow us up. There was a Haberdafhers Wife 
of fall Wit,near him,that rail’d upon me,till her pinck’d 
|Porrenger fell off her Head, for kindling fuch a combutti- 
-At 
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King. Come, come, my Lord,you’d fj pare your Spoons : 
You fhall have two Noble Partners with you: the old 


King. Good Man, thofe joyful tears thew thy trae heart, 


_All comfort, joy in thismoit gracious Lad 


Eighth. 231 


On inthe State. I mift-the Meteor once, and hit that Wo 
man, who cryed out Clubs, when I might -fee from far 
fome forty Truncheons draw to her fuccour which 
were the hope o’th’ Strand, where fhe was quartered they 
fell on, I made good my place ; at length they came to th’ 
Broom-ftaff to me; I defi’d %em ftill, when fuddenly a 
File of Boyes behind em, Joofe thot} deliver’d fuch a 
thower of Pibbles,that I was fain to draw mine Honout in 
and let.”em win the Work;the Devil was amongit em, fl 
think furely, ° 
Por. Thefe arethé Youths that thunder at a Play-houfe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, that no Avdi-nce but the tri-, 
bulation of Tower- Ail, or the Limnbs of Lime-houfe, their 
dear Brothers are able toendure. © E have fome of em in 
Limbo-Patrum,and there they are like tojdance thefe three 


days; befides the running Banquet of two Beadles;that is to 
come, , : 


Enter Lord Chamberiain, el 
L. Cham. Mercy o’me: what a Multitude are here? 
' They grow ftill too? from all Parts they are coming, 

As if we kept a Fair here ? Where are thefe Porters ? 
Thefe lazy Knaves? Wave madéafihe hand, Fellows ? 
There’s a trim Rabble let in: are all thele Aa? 
Your faithful Friends o’th’ Suburbs?’ We fhallhave 

Great {tore of roont no doubt left forthe Ladies, 

When they pafs back ‘front the Chriftning ? 

Por. And’t pleafe your Honour, 

We are but Men) and what fo many may do; 

Nor being torn in pieces; we have Uojie « 

An Army cannot rule ?em, 

Cham, As 1 live, 

If the King blame me fort; Ple lay yevall 
By th’heels, and fuddenly: and on your Heads, 

Clap round Fines for neglect : yare'lazy Knaves; 

And here ye lyé baiting of Bombards,~ whet 
Ye fhould do Service.: Hark, the trumpets found; 

Th’are come already from the Chriftning ; 

Go break among the prefs, and find away Ot nee 
To let the troop pafs fairly ; or V’le find 
A Marfhalfey, fhall hold ye play thefe two Months, 

Por, Make way there, for the Princefs, 
Man, You great Fellow, *"_ ; 
Stand clofe up, or Plé make your head ake. yee ae 
Por. Youth’ Chamblet,-getup OF thrall, 82° 4" G 
Ple peck you o’re the pales elfe, : i oe o LExernt, 


a 


Stina Quarta, 


Enter Trumpets Sounding : Ther two Alder-men, L; Mayor, 
Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk with his Mar fhal?s ¥ 
Staff, Duke of Suffolk, two Noblemen, bearing great | 
ftanding Bowls for the Chriftning Gifts : Then four Noble- |i 

men bearing a Canopy, under which the Dutchefs of Nor- } 

folk, God-smother, wearing the Cli!d richly habited int: 

a Mamle, Oc. Train tirabya L. dy: Then follows the} 

Marchione/s of Dorfet, the other God-morber > and 

dies, Ihe Troop pafs once about the Stage, and Garter /pea 


Gart, Heaven, 
From thy endlefs Goodnefs fend profperous Life, 
Long, and ever happy, to the high and mighty 
Princefs of England, Elixabeth, 


Flourifh. Enter King and Guard. 
Cran. And to your Royal Grace, and the good Queen, 
My Noble Partners, and my felf thus pray 


“Heaven-ever-tard up to make Pareiitshapp 2 
May hourly fall upon ye. i. . 
King. Thank you good Lord Arch-bifhop ; 
What is her Name ? 
Cran, Elizabeth. 
AX 
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King. Stand up» Lord ; As great in admiration as her felf ; 
With this Kifs, take my Bleffing : God protect thee, So fhall fhe leave her Bleffednefs to One, 
Into whofe hand, I give thy Life. (When Heaven fhali call her from this cloud of darkne 


Cran, Amen. Wo from the facred A thes of her Honour i)) ; 
King. My Noble Goflips, y’have been too Prodigal, Shall Star-like rife, as Great in fame as the was, val 
I thank ye heartily: So fhall this Lady, And fo ftand fix’d. Peace, Plenty, Love, Truth, Terroyr E 
When fhe has fo much Englifh. That were the Servants to this chofen Infant, bets) 
Cran, Let me fpeak, Sir, Shall then be His, and likea Vine grow to him; 
For Heaven now bids me; and the words I utter, Where ever the bright Sun of Heaven fhall thine, 
Let none think Flattery 5 for they'll find’em Truth. His Honour, and the Greatnefs of his name, 
This Royal Infant, Heaven {till move about her, Shall be, andmake new Nations. He fhall fourith, 
Though in her Cradle, yet now promifes — And like a Mountain Cedar, reach bis branches, 
Upon this Land, a thoufand thoufand Bleflings, To all the Plains about him : Our Children’s Children 
Which time fhall bring to ripenefs : She fhall be, Shall fee this, and blefs Heaven. ; 
(But few now living can behold that Goodnefs) King. Thou fpeakett Wonders. 
A Pattern’ to all Princes living with her, Cran. Shefhall be to the Happinefs of Eagland, 
And all that fhall fucceed : Saba was never An Aged Princefs, many Days Shall fee her, 
More covetous of Wifdom, and fair Virtue And yet no Day without a deed to Crown it. 
Than this pure Soul fhall be. All Princely Graces Would 1 had known no more: But fhe muft dye, | 
That mould up a mighty Piece as this is, She muft, the Saints muft have her; yet a Virgin, — eo 
With all the Virtues that attend the Good, A moft unfpotted Lilly fhall fhe pafs % 
Shall {till be doubled on her. “Truth fhall Nurfe her, To th’ ground, and all the world fhall mourn her. ” 
Holy and Heavenly thoughts ftill Counfel her : King. O Lord Avchbifhop, 
She {hall be lov’d and fear’d. Her own fhall blefs her 5 Thou haft made me nowa Man: never,before 
Her Foes fhake like a Field of beaten Corn, This happy Child, did I get any thing. . 
And hang their heads with forrow : This Oracle of comfort, has fo pleas’d me, 
Good grows with her. That when | amin Heaven, I fhall defire Ne 
Inher daysevery man fhall eat in fafety, To fee what this Child does, and praife my Maker, 
Under his own Vine whathe plants, and fing I thank yeall. To you, my good Lord Mayor, vik : 
The merry Songs of Peace to all his Neighbours. And you good Brethren, 1 am much beholding: 
God fhallbe truly known, and thofe about her I have receiv’d much Honoar by your prefence, 
From her fhall read the perfect ways of Honour, And ye fall find me thankful. Lead the way, Lords, 
And by thofe claim their Greatnefs, not by Blood. Ye muitali fee the Queen, and fhe muft thank ye, ~~ 
Nor fhall this Peace fleep with her : But as when She willbe fick elf. Thisday, no man think 
The Bird of wonder dies, the Maiden Phenix, Has bufinefs at his houfe, for all fhall flay : 
Her Afhes new create another Heir, This little One fhall make it Holy-day. — 


He 


a 


TheEPILOGUE. 


28 is ten to one this Play can never pleafe All the expetted good w are like to hear, is 
All that arg here: Some come to take their eafe, For this Play at tlfipy time, 18 onby in 2 
‘| And fleep out-an Attor tmo 5 but thofe we fear The merciful conftruttion of good Womens 

W? have affrighted with our Trumpets : [otis clear, For fuch a one we fhewd em + if they {mile, 

They ll [ay it?s nanght. Others, to bear the City And fay rwill do, I kgow within a while, 

| Aousd extreamly, and to that’s witty, All the beft Men are ours, for "tis ll hap, 

Which we have not done neither, that I fear If they hold, when their Ladies bid? em chap, 


‘ 
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Troilus and Creflida, 


The PROLOGUE a ret fl 


| Be! Troy there lies the Scene : from Ifles of Greece 
The Princes Orgillous, their high Blood chafd, 
Have 0 the Port of Athens fent their Ships 
| Fraught with the Minifters and Inftruments 

Of Crucl War : Stxty.and nine that wore 

hgir Crownets Regal, from th? Athenian Bay 

Put forth toward Phrygia, and their Vow is made 
To ranfack Troy, mithin whofe ftrong Immures 

The ravifbd Helen, Menelaus Queen, 

Vith wanton Paris fleeps, and thats the Quarrel, 
To. Tenedos they come, 

And the deep-drawing Barks do there di fcorge 

Their Warlike fraughtage: now on Dardan Plains 
The frefh and yet unbriufed Greeks do pitch 

Their brave Pavilions, Priam’s fix-gated City, 
Dardangp aad Ty bria, Helias, Chetas, Trojan, 
D ¥ rales Sem } 


| And Antenonidus mith maffy Staples 

And corre/ponfive and fulfilling Bolts 

Stir up the Sons of Troy. 

Low £xpectation tackling skettifh Spirits; 

On one and other fide, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all onhaxard, Andbither am I come 

A Prologue arm’d, bur not in confidence 

Of Author’s Pen, or Aétor?s voice 5 but fuited 
In like conditions, as our Ar ument » 

To tell you (fair Beholders) that our Play 
Leaps ore the vaunt and fir filings of thofé Broils} 
Beginning in the middle: Starting thence AWAyy 
To what may be digefted in a Play: 

Lke, or find fault, do as your plea[ures are, 
Now good, or bad, tis but the chance of War, 


wba Adius Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Pandarus and Troilus, 
Troilus. 
i” 4 Allhere my Varlet, Ile unarm again. 
_~ | * Why thould 1 War without the Walls of Troy 
That find fuch.cruel-battel here within ? 
~ _ Each Trojan that is Malter of his heart, 


j Let him to Field, Ziotlzs alas hath none. 


Pan. Will this geer ne’re be mended ? 


(ftrength, 
Troi. Ths Greeks are 


ftrong, and skilful to their 


_| Fierce to their skill, and to their fiercenefS Valiant : 
; But Lam weaker than a Womans tear: 


| Tamer: than fleep, ‘fonder than ignorauce ; 


| Lefs valiant than the Virgin in the night, 
| And skillefS as unprattis’d infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this: 
} part, Ile not meddle nor make no farther. He that will 
| have a Cake out of th 


€ Wheat , muit necds tarry, the 
| grinding. . 
| Troi. Have I not tarried ? 
Pan. 1 the grinding ; but youmuft tarry the boultin 


For my 


Troi. Haye [ not tarried ? 


Pan. I, the boulting ; but you mufttarty the leav’ning. 
Troi. Still have I tarried. e 
Pan. 1, to the leavening: but here’s yet in the: word 

hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake, the 

heating of the Oven, ‘and the Baking ;.nay, you muft {tay 
the cooling too, or you may ‘chance to burn your lips, 

Troj. Patience her felf, what Goddefse’re fhe be, 
Dothlefler blench at fufferance, than I do: ynot-tep 
At Prian’s Royal Table | fit; usa 
And when. fair Creffida comes into my thoughts, 

So ( Traitor) then fhe comes, when fhe is thence—— 

Pan, Well ? seen 
She look’d yefternight fairer than ever I faw her look, 
Or any Woman elfe, F 

Troi. 1 was about. to tell thee, when my heart, ~' 

As wedged with a figh, would rive in twain, _ 

Left Hector, or my Father fhould perceive me: - 

I have (as when the Sun doth light a-fcorn) 

Buried this figh, in wrinkle of a finile: 3 

But forrow; that is couch?d in feeming gladnefs, 


g. {Is like that mirth Fate turns to fudden fadnefs, 


Pan. And her hair were not fomewhat darker » than 
Xx 3 Helens 


aap Tragedy of Troilus and Creflida. 


Fickas, well goto, there were no more comparifon be- | Troi. Better at home, if Would I might, were May, | 
tween the Women. But for my part fhe is my Kinfwo- | But to the fport abroad, are you bound thither ? 
man, I would not (as they term it) praife it, but I would eZine. In all {wift hatte. 

fome body had heard her talk yefterday, asi did: Ewil | Troi. Come, go we then together. 
not difpraife your Sifter Caffandra’s wit, but-—— Enter Creflid and her Man. 

Troi. O Pandarus i tell thee, Pandarus 5 Cre, Who were thofe went.by? 
When I do tell thegs,there my hopes‘lie dtown’d , Man. Queen Hecuba and Helen, 
Reptndt in how at Fathoms deep, | Cre. And Whither go they ¢ 
‘They 6 indrencitd I tell thee, | ammad . Man, Up to the Eaftern Tower, Z 
In Crefia’s Love. Thou anfwer’lt, the is Fair, Whof height commands as fubjectall the Vale) | = 
Pouraedn- the open Ulcer of my Hearr, » To fee the Battel’ ‘Hredtor, whofe patience, 

Her Eyes, her Hair ," her Cheek, her Gate, her Voice, | Is asa Vertue fix’d, to day was ovis 
Handleft in thy difcourfe. O that her Hand ! He chides Azdromache, and ftruck his Armerer, 
(in whofe comparifon, all whites are Ink And like as there were Husbandry in War 
Writing their own reproach) to whofe foft feizure Before the Sun rofe, he was harneft light, 
The Cignets Down Is harfh, and fpirit of Senfe .. | And to the Field goesshe , where every flower 
Hard as the Palm of Ploughman. This thou tell’ft me ; Did asa Prophet.weep what it forefaw, 

‘As true thou tell’it the; whiea I fay Tove her: / in FAGIirs waedithe 

But faying thus, inftead of Oytand Balm, Cre. What was his canfe of Anger ¢ 

Thou lay’it in every gath that love hath given me, Man. The noife goes this ; 

‘The Knife that made it. 2 | There is among the Greeks, 

Pan. i fpeak nomore than truth. A Lord of Trojan Blood, Nephew to Heffor, 

Troi. Vhou dolt not {peak fo much. : They call-him Aja. ) 

Pan. Faith, Vle not meddle int. Let her be as fhe’ is, Cre. Good; and what of him? : a 
if fhe be fair, “tis the better for her : and fhe be not, fhe} Afan. They fay, he is a very man per fe and ftandsalone.} 
ha’s the mends in her own hands" Cre. So do all Men, unlefs they are drunk, fick,or have 4 

Troi, Good Pandarus , how now, Pandarus ? no Legs. sich, (le 

Pan, have had my labour for my travel, ill thought | Adan. This Man, Lady,hath robb’d many Beaftsoftheir] 


LExewm,| 


‘on ofher, and ill thought on of you: Gone between and | particular additions, lie isas valiant as the Lyonchurlifh} 
ibetween, but fmall thanks for my labour. as the Bear, flow as the Elephant : a -man into whom na 
Troi. What art thou angry, Pandarus ? what with me ? | ture hath fo crowded humours,that his valour is ctutht into} 
Pan. Becaule fhe isKinto me; therefore fhe’s not fo | folly his folly fauced-with diferetion: There is no man hath |. 
fair as Helen, and Me. wefe.not.Kia to me, fhe would be | a Vertue, that he hath nota glimpfe of , nor anymanan} 
as fair on Fryday, as Helen is.on Swaday. But whatcare I ? | attaint, but he carries fome ftain of it. He is melanctio i“ 
I care not and fhe were.a Black-a-Moor, ’tisall one tome. ly without caufe, and metry againft the hair, he hat 
Troi, Say 1, the:isnot faire. . joints of every thing, but every thing fo out of 
Pan. \donot cate, whether you.do or no, She’saFool | that he is a gouty Bréareas, many hands and no wu 
to ftay behind her Father: Let her to the Grecks, -and fo | purblinded Argus, all eyes and no flake 1 ee 
Vic tell her the nexttime 1 fee her ; for my part, Ple Cre. But how fhould this man, that* makes ‘me fi 
meddle nor fhake. no.more ith’ matter, make Hettor angry? e 
Troi. Panddyns ? Man. They fay, he yefterday cop’d Heétor in 
Pan. Not I. tel and {track him down, the difdain and fhame 
Troi. Sweet Pandarus. : of hath ever fince kept Hector fafting and waking, 2 
| Pan. Pray you fpeak no more to me, I will leave all as AR Enter ‘ee 
\ found it, and there’s an end. LExit. Pand. Gre. Who comes here ? ae 
Sound Alarum. Man. Madam, your Uncle Pandarus, 
| _Troi. Peace you ungracious Clamors, peace rudeSounds, | Cre. Heétor?s a gallant man. 
Fools on both fides, Hele muft needs be fairy |. Man. As may be in the world, Lady. 
| When with your blood you daily paint her thus. Pan, What's that ? what?s that ? 
I cannot fight upon this Argument: a Cre,Good morrow, Uncle Pandarus, —~ 
{fis too fkarv’d a fubject for my Sword : Pan. Good morrow, CozenCreffid: what do you & 
But Pandarus: O Gods! How do you plagueme? of? good morrow, Alexander, how do you, Cozen ? when: 
|} canhot¢ome toCrtfid, but by P andar, were you at lim ? ee 
‘And he’s as teachy to be woo’d to woe, Cre. Thismorning, Uncle. aa 
As-the-is ftubborns chaft, againft all fute. Pan. What were you talking of, when I came Ta 
Tell se 24pollo for thy Daphnés Love Heétor arm’d and gone, ’re ye cameto Timm? Hele 
What Greffid i 5 what Pandar,, and what we: not up? was fhe ? ; 7 
|| Her beds pie ‘there fie lies, 4 Pearl, Cre. Hector was gone, but Helen was not up. 
| Between our ihm,” and where fhe refides M “. Pan. En fo + Hettor was ftirring early.. £49.44 
| Let it be call’d. the”mild and wandring flood ae paedticn Cre. That were we talking of, and ofhis Anger. _ ¢ 
| Our felfthe Merchant, and this failing Pandar Pan, Washe angry ? pan 1295, c! ere" 
| Our doubefit Hopes our Convoy and our Bark. “re, So he fays here. * ee 


wa MAUR cei FEneas. Pan. True, he was fo; I know the cane t00,, he? by a | 
| Ane. How now, Prince Troilus ¢ about him today 1 can tellthem that, and there’s Bi 
‘| Wh eforenotaficld? will not come far behind him, let them take hee i: 
voi, Becaufenot there 5 this womans anfwer forts, las ; 1 can tell them that too. 
ifh itis to be from thence: Cre, What is he angry too ? 
eas fromthefieldtoday? ©. Pan, Who, Troilus ? 

| Troilus isthe better man of the two. i dl 
) Cae. Oh Fupiter ; there’s nocomparifon. | | 

Pan. What not between Troilus and Heétor ? do you F 
know aman if you fee him ? Se ae 

Cre.. I, ifl ever faw him before and knew him. 

Pan, Well, | fay Troilus is Troilus, i 


se of Tid 
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nae 


Cre. Then you fay, as. fay, 
For I am fure he is not Aeétor. 
Pan. No, nor Heétor is not Troilus in fome degrees. 
Cre. ?Tis juft to each of them he is himfelf. 
Pan. Himfelf ? alas poor Froilusl would he were, 
Cre. So hes.” + 
Pan, Condition I had gone bare-foot to India. 
Cre. He isnot editor, 


dy; no, /#cétor isnot a better man than Zroilus. 
Cre. Excufe me. 
Pan. He is Elder, 
Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 


have his will this year. 
Cre. He fhall not neediit, if he have his own. 
Pan. Nor his qualities. 
Cre. No matter. 
Pan. Nor his Beauty. 
Cre, ?Twould not become him, his own?s better. 


i 


1 fo ’tis | muft confels) not brown neither. 

Cre. No, but brown, 

Pan. Faith, to fay truth, brown and not brown. 

Cre. Tofay thetruth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais’d his complexion above. 

Cre. Why Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Cre. Then Troilus fhould have too much, if fhe prais’d 
him above, his complexion is higher than his, he having 
colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a 
| praiG fora good complexion. | had as lieve Helens gol- 
" } den tongue had commended T7oilus for a copper nofe. 
| Pan. | {wear to you, 

Ithink Helen loves him better than Paris, 

Cre. Then she’sa merry Greek indeed, 

Pan. Nay, am fure fhe does, fhe came to him th’other 
day into the compaft window, and you know he has not 
pait three or four hairs on his chin. : 

Cre. Indeed a Tapfters Arithmetique may foon bring 
This particulars therein to a Total. ~ 
| Pan. Why he is very young, and yet will he within 

{three ponnd lift as much as his Brother Hector. 

Cre. Is he fo young a man, and fo olda lifter ? 

Pan. But to prove to you that Helen loves him, fhe 
came anid puts me her white hand to his cloven chin. 

Cre. Funo have mercy, how came it cloven? 


a | Pan. Why, youknow °tis dimpled, 
) {I think his fmiling becomes him better, than any man in 
pall Phrigia, 
— § Cre. Ob, he fimiles valiantly. » 
16 | Pan, Does he not ? 
a Cre. Oh yes, and ’twere a cloud in Autumn, 
Pan. Why go to then, but to prove to you that Helen 
vt? | loves Troilys. 
3 Cre. Troilus will {tand to the 
ib ‘Proof, if you?l prove it fo. 
Pan. Troilus ? why he efteems her no more,than I efteem 
onaddle Egg... 
| Cre. If you loveanaddle Egg, as well as youlove ani- 
Y | dle head, you would eat Chickens ith’ fhell. 
We _ Pan. \ cannot chufe but laugh to think how fhe tickled 
Aischin, indeed fhe hasa marvell’s white hand,{ mutt needs 
confefs, : 
Cre, Without the Rack. 
wag And fhe takesupon her-to fpy awhite hair on his 
in. ( 
y}! Cre. Alaspoor Chin ? many a Wartis richer. 


Pan. Butthere was fuch laughing, Queen Hecuba lancht 
i | that her Eyerun o’re. : mah : 
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Pan. Himfelf ? no? he’s not himfelf, would a were 
himfelf; well, the Gods are above, time muft friend‘or 
pend : well, Troilus, well, | would my heart were in her bo- 


Pan, Yl? othersnot come too’r, you fhall tel me ano- 
ther tale when th’others come to’t: Hector fhall not 


Pan. You have no judgment, Neece; Helen her felf 
fwore. thother day, that Zyoilus for a brown favour, (for 


| may fee moft bravely, Ple tell you them all by their names, 


Cre. With Milftones. 
Pan. And Caffandralanght. 
Cre, But there was more temperate & 
of her Eyes : did her Eyes rua a a here ak 
Pan,, And Heétor laught., 
Cre. At what was all this faughing.? 
Pan, Marty at the white hair, that Helen {pied on Froi- 
/us’s chin. 


Cre. And’had been.a green hair, I fhould have laught 
too. 

Pan. They lavght not fo much at the hair, as at his 
pretty anfwer, 

Cre. W hatavas his anfwer ? 

Pan. Quoth fhe, here’s but two and fifty hairs on 
your chin ; and one of them is white, . 

Cre, This is her queftion. 

Pan. Thavs true, make no queftion of that: two and 
fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white » that white hair is 
my Father, and all the reft arehis Sons. Fupiter, quoth 
fhe. which of thefe hairs is Paris, my Husband? The for- 
ked one, quoth he, pluck’t out and give it him: but there | 
was fuch langhing, aud Helen fo ‘blothe, and Paris fo 
chaft, andall the reft folavght, that it paft. 

_ Cre. So letit now, 
For it has been a great while going by. 

Pan. Well, Cozen, 

[told you a thing yeiterday, think on’t. 

Cre. Sol do. 

Pan. Vie be fworn *tis true, he will weep you an 
*twerea man born in April, [Sound a Retreat. 

Cre. And le {pring up in his tears, an twere a nettle | 
againft 24ay, 

Pan, Heark, they are coming from the field, fhall. we 
{tand up hereand fee them, as they pals toward Jinm ? 
good Neece do, {weet Neece Creffida, 

Cre. At your pleafure. ' 

Pan, Here, here, here’s an excellent place, here we. 


as they. pafs by, but mark-Z7oilus above the relt. 
Emer Hineas. 

Cre. Speak not fo loud. 

Pan, Vhat’s e£neas, is not that a brave Man ? he’s one 
of the flowers of Troy, {can tell you, but mark Trovus, 
you fhall fee anon. 

Cre. Who’s that ? Enter Antenor. 

Pan, That’s Antenor, he has a fhrew’d wit, I can tell 
you, and he’s a man good enough, he’s one o’th? foundeft 
judgment in Troy whofoever, and a proper man of perfon : 
when comes 7yo:lus ? Vlefhew youTroilus anon, if he fee 
me, you fhall fee himnod at me. 

Cre. Will he give youthe nod ? 

Pan. You fhall fee. 

Cre. If he do, the rich fhall have more. 

Exter Hector. 

Pan, That?s Heéfor, that, that, look you, that, there’s a 
Fellow. Go thy way Héeétor, there?s a brave man, Neece, 
O brave Heéfor ! Look how he looks? there’s a counte- 
nance; is’t nota brave Man ? 

Cre, O brave Man! 

Pan, \sanot? Itdoes a Mans Heart good » look you 
what hacks are on his Helmet, look you yonder do you 
fee? Look you there? There’s no jefting, laying on, 
tak’t off who will, as they fay, there-be hacks. 

Cre. Be thofe with Swords ? 

Enter Paris. .~ : Pe 

Pan. Swords, any thing he cares not 5 and the Devil 
come to him, it’sallone, by Godslid it does ones heart | 
good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Pares : look ye 
yonder, Neece; is’t not a gallant man too, is’t not ? Why, 
this is brave now: who faid he came hurt home to day? 
He’s not hurt, why this will do Aéeens’s heart good 
now, ha? Would I could fee Troilus now, you hall fee 
Troilus anon. 

Cre. Whofethat ? 

Ente 7 


The 


Enter Helenus. 

Pan, That's Helenus, marvel where Troilus is, that’s 
Helemis,\ think he went not forth to day ¢ that’s Helenus 

Cre. Can Helenus fight, Uncle ? 

Pan. Helenus, no: yes he’l fight indifferent well, 1 
marvel where Troilus is, heark, do younot heat the peo- 
le cry Troilus 2? Helenus isa Prieft. 

Cre. What freaking Fellow comes yonder ? 

; Enter Troilus. 
Where? Yonder? That’s Deiphobus. Tis Trot- 
Niece,hem; Brave Z7oilus, the Prince 
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| 


Pan, 
lus  There’s 2 man; 
of Chivalry. 

Cre. Peace, for fhame, peace. : 

Pand, Mark him, note him: O brave Troilus: look 
well upon him, Niece, look you how his Sword is bloodied, 
and his Helm more hack’d than Heétors, and how he 
looks, and how he goes, O admirable youth! he ne’re 

| fawthree and twenty. Gothy way Zroilus, go: thy way, 
| had ba. Sifter were a Grace, ora Daughter a Goddefs, 
| he fhould take his choice. O admirable man | Paris? Pa- 
|ris is durt to him, and I warrant, Helen to change, 
would give money to boot. 
Enter ‘common Souldiers. 

Cre. Here come more. 

Pan. Affes, Fools, Dolts, Chaff and Bran, Chaffand 
Bran ; Porridge after Meat. | could live and dye i’th’ Eyes 

| of Troilus, Nere look, ne’re look , the Eaglesare gone, 
Crows and Daws, Crows and Daws : I had rather be fuch 
aMan as Troilus, than Agamemnon, and all Greece. 
~ Gre, There is among the Greeks Achilles, a better Man 
than Troilus. 

Pan, Achilles? aDray-man, a 

Cre, Well, well. : 

Pan, Well, well ? Why, have youany diferetion ? Have 

| youany Eyes? Do you know what a man is ? Jsnot Birth, 
Beauty, good Shape, Difcourfe, Manhood, Learning,Gen- 
tlenefs, Virtue, Youth, Liberality, and fo forth, the Spice, 
and Salt that feafons a Man ? Ss 
| Cre. Iamine’d man, and then to be bak’d withno Date 
| in the Pye, for theathe man’s date isovut. | 

Pan, You are fuch another Woman, one knows not at 
what ward you lie. 

Cref. Upon my Back, todefend my Belly ; upon my 

| Wit, to defend my Wiles ; upon my Secrefie, to defend 

imine Honefty ; my Mask todefend my Beauty, and you 

s| coWefend all thefe - and at all thefe wards | lie at a thou- 
fand watches. 

‘Pan, Say one of your watches. 

Cre, Nay Ple watch you for that, and that’s one of the 
chiefeft of them too ; if | cannot ward what I would not 
havehit, I can watch you for telling how I took the blow, 
unlefs it {well paft hiding, and then it is paft watching. 

Enter Boy. 

Pan, You are fuch another. 

Boy. Sit, my Lord would inftantly fpeak with you. 

Pan. Where ? 

Boy. At your own Houle. 
| Pana. Good Boy, tell him I come, I doubt he be hurt. 

‘| Fare ye well, good Niece. 

Cref. Adieu, Uncle. 

Pan. Viebe with you, Niece, by and by. 

Cref. To bring, Uncle. 

Pan, 1, atoken from Troilus. 

Cref. By the fame token, you are a Bawd. [Exit Pand. 
Words, Vows, Gifts, Tears, and Loves full Sacrifice, 
He offers ‘in anothers enterprize: 

But more in Troilus thoufand fold I fee, 

Than in the Glafs of Pandar’s praife may be, 

Yet holdl off. Women are Angels wooing, 

Things won are done, the fouls joy lies in doing: 
That fhebelov’d, knows nought that knows not this : 
Men prize the thing ungain’d, more than it is. 
That fhe wasnever yet, that ever knew 

Love go fo fweet, as when defire did fue: 


Porter, avery Camel. 
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 “Archievment is command ungain’d, befeech, 

Therefore this Maxim out of love I teach; ag 

That though my heerts Content’s firmlovedothbear, {| 

Nothing of that fhall from mine Eyes appear. [Exit 

Sonnet. Enter Agamemnon, Neflor, Ulyfles, Diomedes, 

% Menelaus, with others. ae 
Agam, Princes : Pie 

What griéf hath fet the Jaundife on your Cheeks? ) - 

The ample Propofition that hopegmakes + a 

In all deligns begun on Earch below, 4 Ba 

Fails in the promis’d largenefs: checks and difafters- | 

Grow in the veins of Actions higheft rear’d. 1m 

As knots by the conilux of meeting fap, 

Infect the found Pine, and diverts his Grain 

Tortive and errant from his courfe of growth. 

Nor, Princes, is it pattegnew to us, 

That we come fhort of our fuppofe fo far, Lay 

That after feven years fiege, yet Troy Walls ftand, ~ 

Sith every action that hath gone before, S 

Whereof we have Record, Tryal did draw Ag 

Bias and thwart, not anfwering the aim,” 


it 


And chink them fhame, which are (indeed ) noughtelfe 
But the protraétive tryalsof great Foue, 
To find perfiltive Conftancy in men ? 

The finenefs of which Metal is not found Pires, 
In Fortunes love: for then, the Bold and Coward, — 
The Wile and Fool, the Artiftand un-read, 
The hard and foft, feem all affin’d, and kin. 

But inthe Wind and Tempeft of her frown, 
Diftinction with a loud and powerful Fan, 

Pufing at all, winnows the light away 5 

And what hath Mafs, or Matter by it felf, 

Lies rich in Virtue, and unmingled. , 

Neft. With due obfervance of thy godly Seat, 
Great Agamemnon, INeftor shall apply ce 
Thy lateit words. . 

In the reproof of Chance, 

Lies the true proofof men: The Sea being fmnooth 

How many {hallow bauble Boats dare fail 

Upon her patient breaft, making their way 

With thofe of noble Bulk ? 

But let the Ruffian Foreas once enrage 

The gentle Thetis, and anon behold 7 

The ftrong ribb’d Bark, through liquid mountalls 

Bounding between the two moift Elements, 

Like PerfesHorfe. Where’s then the fawcy Boat, 

Whofe weak untimber’d fides but even now a 

Co-rival’d Greatnefs? Either to harbourfled, 

Or made a Tot for lveptune. Even fo, Ce 

Doth Valours thew, and Valours worth divide 

In ftorms of Fortune. . 

For, in her ray and brightnefs, Af 

The Herd hath more annoyance by the Brize-r Yast" 

Than by the Tyger : But, when the fplitcing wine” 

Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oaks, |. pad 

And flyedfiéunder fhadey whythen *F\\e 

The thing of Courage, ae sek 

As rowz°d with rages withrage doth fympathize, 

And with an accent tun’d in felf-fame key, oe 
etires to chiding Fortune. F Reotuins. 1 «replies 

Olyf. Agamemnon, Mae 
Thou great Commander, Nerve, and Bone of 6rttfly © | 
Heart of our Numbers, Soul, and onlySpiti) 

In whom the tempers, and the minds of all ~ igh 
Should be fhutup ; Hear what Udpffes fpeaks>” 

Befides th’ applaufe and approbation 2 
The which(moft Mighty) for thy place and merit, — 
And thou moft reverend for thy ftretcht-out life, 

I give to both your Speeches, which werefuch, 
‘As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece ‘ 

Should hold up high in Brafs: and fuch again — 


ff) 
: 1s T 


Wh mend you 


¥ 


eas re Vieeg j, | 


eh” 


And look 


Infifture, 


Aga. Speak, Prince of Ithaca, and be’ of le 
That matter needlefs of importlefs burthen, 
Divide thy lips: then we are confident, 

When rank Therfites opes his Mattiek jaws, 
We bhall hear Mufick, Wit, and Oracle. 

Ulf. Troy, yet upon her Batis, had been down, 
And the great Heétor’s Sword had lack’da Mafter, 
But for thefe inftancest_ 

The fpeciality of Rule hath been neglected ; 


how many Grecian Tents do ftand 


courfe, proportion, feafon, form, 


Office, and cuftom, in all line of Order: 
And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol, 

In noble eminence, enthron’d and {phear’d 
Amidft the other, whofe Med’cinable eye 
Corrects the ill Afpects of Planets evil, 

And pofts like the Commandment of a King, 
Sans check, to goodandbad. But whenthe Planets 
In evil mixture to diforder-wander, 
What Plagues, and what Portents, what Mutiny ? 
What raging of the Sea? fhaking of Earth ? 
Commotion in the Winds? Frights, changes, horrours, 
Divert and crack, rend and deratinate 5 
The unity, and married calm of States : 
Quite from their fixture ? O, when Degree is fhak’d, 


| (Which isthe Ladder to all High defigns) 
| The enterprize is fick. How could Communities, 


QH, 
fs expect; 


Hollow upon this Plain, fo mgn h llow Factions, 
When that the GeneraPis pole Hive, not ll Fi e 
To whom the Forragers fhall@l repair, 2 


What Hony is expected? Degree being vizarded, 
Th’ unworthieft fhews asfairly in the Mask. 
The Heavens themfelves, the Planets, and this Center, 
Obferve degree, priority, and place, 


Degrees in Schools, and Brother-hoods in Cities, 


} Peaceful Commerce from dividible fhores, 


The Primogenitive, and due of Birth, 
Prerogative of Age, Crowns, Scepters, Lawrels, 
(But by Degree) ftand in Authentique place ? 
Take but Degree away, untune that ftring, 


Would lifttheir bofoms higher than the Shores, 
And make a fop of all this folid Globe: 
Strength would be Lord of imbecillity, 
And the rude Son would ftrike his Father dead : 


And App 


whofe endlefs jar, Juftice refides) 


etite (an univerfal Wolf, 


} So doubly feconded with Will, and Power) 


Muft make perforce an univerfal Prey, 


And laft, 
Great 


eat up himfelf. % 


amemnon, 


This Chaos, when Degree is fuffocate, 
Fallows the choaking : 


And this 


negleétion of Degree, is it 


4 That by a pace goes backward in a purpofe 
} It hath to 


climb. The Generals difdain’d 


-} And hark what Difcord follows: each thing meets 
‘|In meer oppugnancy. The bounded Waters 


4 Force would be right, or rather, Right and Wrong, 
| (Between les) 
~ | Would lofe their names, and fo would juftice too. 
{ Then every thing includes it felf in Power, 
{Power into Will, Will into Appetite, 
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As venerable Neftor (hatch’d in Silver) 
Should with abond of Air, ftrong asthe Axletree 
On which the Heavens ride, knit all Greeks ears 

To his experiencd tongue : yet let it pleafe both 
(Thou Great, and Wife) to hear Ulyffes {peak. 


Weft. Mott wifely hath Uyffes here difcover’d 
The Feaver, whereof all our Paerer is fick. 

Aga. The Nature of the ficknefs found, (UE 
What isthe Remedy? oe 


7 


Uh. The great Achilles, whom Opinion crowns 


The Sinew, and the Fore-hand of our Hoft 
Having his car full of his aiery Fame, : 
Grows dainty of his Worth, and in his Tent 
Lies mocking our Defigns. With him Patroclus: 
Upon a lazy Bed, . the live-long day : 
Bicaks fcurril Jeits, 

And with ridiculous and aukward action, 
(Which, Slanderer, he imitation calls) 

He Pageants us. Sometime; Bteat Asamemnon, 
Thy toplefs Deputation he puts on ; 

And like a {trutting Player, whofe conceit 

Lies in his Ham-ftring, and doth think it rich 
Yo hear the wooden Dialogue and found 

*T'wixt his itretch’d feotisg, and the Scaffoldage, 
(Such to be pitied, and o’re-refted femin gZ . 
He acts thy Greatnef$ in) and when he {pcaks, 
’Tis likea Chime a mending, with terms unfquar’d 
Which from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropt, 


| Would icem Hyperboles, At this fuity ftufh 


The large chills (on his preft-bed lolling) 
From his deep Cheft, laughs out a loud applaufe, 
Cries, excellent: "tis Azamenimon juft. 

Now play me Neffor; hum, and ftroke thy Beard 
Ashe, being dreft to fome Oration, 

That’s done, as neer as the extremeft ends 

Of Parallels 5 as like, as Vulcan and his Wife, 
Yet good Achilles {till cries, Excellent, 

’Tis Nejfor right. Now play him (me) Patroclus, 
Arming to anfwer ina Night-alarm, 

And then (forfooth) the faint defects of Age 
Mutt be the Scene of mirth, to cough and {pit, 
And with a Palfie fumbling on his Gorget, 

Shake in and outthe Rivet : and at this fport 
Sir Valour dies 5 cries, O enough Patroclus, 

Or, give me ribs of Steel, I hall fpilt all 

In pleafure of my fpleen. And in this fathion; 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, fhapes, 

Severals and generals of Grace exact, 
Atchievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the Fiéld, or fpeech for Truce; 
Succefs or lofs, what is, or isnot, ferves 


As {tuff for thefe two, to maké Paradoxes. arodves and ~ 


eine 


? 


Neff. And in the Imitation of thefe twain, 427m sek ry 


Wh6 (as Ulffes fays) Opinion crowns 

With an Imperial voice, manyare infect : 
Ajax is grown felf-will’d, and bears his head 

In fuch a rein, in fullas proud a place, 

As broad Achilles, and keeps his Tent like him ; 
Makes factious Feafts, rails on our ftate of War, 
Bold as an Oracle, and fets Therfites 

A Slave (whofe Gall coins flanders like a Mint,) 
To match usin comparifons with Dirt, 

To weaken and difcredit our expofure, 

How rank f{Gever rounded in with danger. 


Ulyf. They tax our policy, and call it Cowardife, 


Count Wifdom as no member of the War, 
Fore-{tall prefcience, and efteem no act 
But thatof hand: The ftill and mental parts, 
That docontrive how many hands fhall ftrike 
When fitnefS calls them on, and know by meafure 
Of their obfervant toyl, the Enemies weight, 
Why this hath not a fingers dignity : 
They call this Bedwork, Mapp’ry, Clofet-War, 
So that the Ram that batters down the Wall 
For the great fwing and rudenefs of hispolze, 
They place before his hand that made the Engine, 
Or thofe that, with the finenefs of their Souls, 
By Reafon guide his Execution. : 

"Nef. Let this be granted, and Achilles horfe 


Makes 


nc 


2 


| 


| That comes from 77oy. 


Makes many Thetis Sons. , [Tucket. 
Aga, What Trumpet? Look Menclaus, _ 
Men. From Troy. 

Enter FEneas. 
Ava. What.would you ’foreour Tent ? 
vtne. Is this great Agamemnon’s Tent, I pray you? 
Ava, Even this. : 
e#ne. May one that isa Herald, anda Prince, 
Do a fair meffage to his Kingly ears? 
Aza. With furety ftrohger than Achilles arm, 

Fore all the Greekifh heads, which with one voice 

Call Agamemnon Head and General. 
eAne. Fair leave, and large fecurity. How may 

A ftranger to thofe moft Imperial looks, 

Know them from eyes of other Mortals ? 

Ara. How? 
cAine, 1; Task, that I might waken reverence, 

And on the Cheek be ready with a blufh 

Modeft as morning, when fhe coldly eyes 

The youthful Phabus : 

Which is that God in Office guiding men ? 

Whichis the high and mighty Asamemnon ? 

Aga. This Trojan fcornsus, or the men of Troy 

Are ceremonious Courti¢ts. 
e4ne. Courtiers as free, as debonair; unarm’d, 

As bending Angels: that’s their Fame, in peace: 

But when they would feem Souldiers, they have galls, 

Good Arms, ftrong joynts, trie Swords, and Foves accord, 

Nothing fo fullof heart. But peace, e4neas, - 

Peace Trojan, lay thy finger on thy lips, 

The worthinefs of praife diftains his worth, 

if that he prais’d himfelf, bring the praife forth: 

What the repining Enemy commends, 

That breath fame blows, that praife fole pure tranfcends. 
Aga. Sir, youof Troy, call you your felf, eZineas ? 
cine. 1, Greek, that ismy name. 

Aga. What’s your Affair, I pray you ? 
e#ne. Sir pardon, ’tis for Agamemmnon’s ears, 
Aga, Hehearsnought privately, 


ene. Nor I from Troy come not to whifper him, 
I bring a Trumpet to awake his éar, ; 
To fet his fenfe on the attentive bent, 


_| And then to fpeak. 


Aga. Speak frankly as the wind, 


‘It isnot Agamemnons fleeping hour; ~ 
_ | That thou fhalt know, Zrojan, he is awake, 
. | Hetells thee fo himfelf. es i 


e#ne. Trumpet blow loud: 
Send thy brafs voice through all thefe lazy Tents, 


| And every Greek of Mettle, Iethim know, 


We have; great Agamemnon, here in Toy, 
1A Prince-call’d Heétor, Priam’is his Father : 


‘| And to this purpofe fpeak : Kings, Princes, Lords 


What Troy means fairly, fhall be fpoke alowd. 
: Sages oe [The Trumpets found. 


‘Who in this dull and long continu’d Truce 
Is rufty grown, he bad me takea Trumpet, 
If there be one amongit the fair?it of Greece, . 
That holds his Honour higher than his eafe, 
That fecks his ptaife, more than he fears his peril, 
That knows his Valour, and knows not his Fear, 
That loves his Miftrefs more than in Confeffion, 
a ith truant vows to her own lipshe loves} — 

nd dare avow her Beauty, and her Worth, 
{n other arms than hers : to him this Challenge. 
Hektor, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 


| Shall make it good, or do his beft to do it. 


He hath a Lady, wifer, fairer, truer, 

Than ever Greek did compaf$ in his arins, 

And will tomorrow with his Trumpet call, 
Midway between your Tents, and Walls of Tvoy, 
To rowze a Grecian that is true in love. 

Ifany come, Afeétor thall honour him: 


a 


Pointing on him. 


| (Although particular) fhall give a-fcantling et i 
| Of good or bad, unto the General : "eta 
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If none, hell fay in Zycy when heretires, Te 
The Grecian Dames are fun-burnt, and not worth — 
The fplinter of a Lance: Even fo much. 


Aga. This fhall be told our Lovers, Lord neat, t 


If none of them have Soul in fuch a kind, 


We'left themall at home: But weareSouldiers, | 


And may that Souldier a meer Recreant prove, 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love; 
If thenoneis, or hath, or means to be, 

That one meets Hector, if none, Ple be he. 

Nef. Tell him of Weftor, one that was a Man 
When Heéfor’s Granfire fuckt ; heisoldnow, _ 
But if there be not in our Grecian mould, 

One Nobleman, that hath one {park of Fire 

Toanfwer for his Love ; tell him from me, 

I’le hide my Silver Beard in a Gold Beaver, 

And in my Vantbrace put this wither’d brawny 

And meeting him, will tell him, that my Lady 

Was fairer than his Grandam, andas chafte 

As may be inthe world: his yquth in flood, 

le pawn this truth with my three drops of Blood. 
e“Ene. Now Heavens forbid fuch fcarcity of youth, 

Ulyf. Amen: : 

Aga. Fair Lord eAineas, 

Let me touch your hand: ; 
To our Pavillion fhallI lead you firft: 
Achilles fhall have word of this intent, 


So fhall each Lord of Greece from Tent to Tens fs ¢ 


Your felf thall feaft with us before you go, 
And find the welcome of a Noble Foe. 
Manent Ulyfles and Neftor, 

Ulf. Neftor. Fa 

Jef. What fays Ulyffes ? 

Ubf. I have a young conception in my brain, _ 
Be you my time to bring it to fome fhape, 

Nef. What ist? | 

Uf. This tis : eed 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots: the feeded Pride | 


| That hath to this maturity blownup 
[In rank Achilles, muft or now. be cropt, — 


Or (fhedding) breed a Nurfery of like evil 
To over-bulk us all. 
Neft. Well, sand how ? be 
Ulyf. This challenge, that the gallant Aeéfor fen 
However it is fpread in. general Name, © 
Relates in. purpofe only to Achilles. re: 
Neft. The purpofe,is perfpicuous even as fubitang 
Whofe groffnefs little Characters fum up, 
And in the publication make no ftrain, 
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren, 
As banks. of Libya, though (4pollo knows) ot 
’Tis dry enough, will with great {peed of judgmenty; 


I, with celerity, find Zeétor’spurpofe 9 


Ulyf. And wake him to the anfwer, think you? i 
Nest. Yes, tis moft meet; whom may you elie o 


'| That can from Heétor bring his honour off, 
| If not Achilles, though’t be a fportful Combat, 


‘| Yet in this Tryal much Opinion dwells. 


For here the /vojans tafte our dear’ft re pute 


| With their fin’ft Palate: and truft to me, Ubjfes, 
| Our imputation fhall be odly poiz’d 


In this wild action. For the fuccefs 


And in fach Indexes, although fmall Pricks ; 


| To their fubfequent Volums, there is feen a ik VSR 
| The baby figure of the Giant-mafg | 


Of things to come at large, It is fuppos’d, 
He that meets Hector, iflues from our choices... : 

And choice being mutual act of all our Souls, — 

Makes Merit her clection, anddoth boyl =< 
As’twere from forth us all; a mandiftil’d 
Out of our Virtues; who mifcarrying, gj 'h 
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h What heart from hence receives the conq’ring part Aya. Cobloaf. 
To ftecl a ftrong Opinion to themfelves, Ther, He would pun thee into thivers with his fift, as 
i Which enterrain’d, Limbs aré his inftruments, a Sailor breaks a bisket. ? 
In no lefs working, than are Swords and Bows Aja. You whorfon Cur; 
i Directive bythe Limbs. Ther, Do; do. 
, Ulf. Give pardon to my fpeech: 4ja, Thou ftool for a Witch: 
| Therefore ’tis meet, Achilles meet not Helfor : Ther. 1, do, do, thou fodden-witted Lord: thou haft 
Let us (like Merchants) thew our fowleft Wares; no more brain than I have in mine elbows: An Afinico pAfh-ne 
And think perchance they’ll fell: if not, may tutor thee. Thou {curvy valiant Afs, thou art here 
ln The luftre of the better, yet to few, but to threfh Trojans, and thou art bought and fold a- 
} Shall fhew the better. Do not confent, mong thofe ofany wit, like a Barbarian Slave. If thou ufe 
That ever Heétor and Achilles meet : to beat me, I will begin at thy heel, and tell what thouart 
| For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou. 
! Are dogg’d with two ftrange Followers. Aya. Youdog. . 
Ry Neff. | fee them not with my old eyes: What are they ? Ther. You {curvy Lord. 
m Ulf. What glory onr Achilles thares from Heétor, Aja. You Cur. 
} (Were he not proud) we all fhould wear with him: Ther. Adars his Wdiot: do rudenefs, do Camel, do, do. 
| But he already is too infolent: Enter Achilles, and Patroclus. 
And we were better parch in Africk, Sun Achil. Why how now, Ajax? wherefore do yo this 2 
ii. | Phan in the prideand falt fcornof his Eyes, . How now, Therfites? whats the matter, man ? 
ig’ [Should he {cape Hector fair. If he were foyl’d, Ther. You fee him there, do'you? 
| " Why then we did our main Opinion crufh Achil. 1; what’s the matter ? 
In taint of our beft man. No, make a Lott’ry, Ther. Nay look upon him, 
And by device let blockith Ajax draw Achil. Soldo, what?sthe matter? ~ 
The fort to fight with Hector : Among our felves, Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 
Give him allowance as the worthyer man, Achil, Well, why t do fo. 
1 For that will Phyfick the great Myrmidon | Ther. But yet you look not well upon him: for whofo- 
Mf Who broyls in lowd applaufe, and make him fall ever you take him tobe, he is Ajax. 
His Creft, that prouder than blew Jris bends. Achil. 1 know that fool. 
If the dull brainlefs Ajzx come fafe off, her. 1, but that fool knows not himflf. 
Weill drefs him up invoices: if he fail, Aja. Therefore I beat thee. : 
Yet go we under our Opinion {ftill, Thers Lo; lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters, lifs 
That we have better men. But hit or mifs; evafions have ears thus long. I have bobb’d his Brain 
il, | Our projects life this fhape of fence affumes, more than he has beat my Bones: I will buy nine Spar- 
Ajax imploy’d plucks down Achilles Plumes. 3 rows fora Penny, and his Pia Adater is not worth the ninth 
Nef. Now Ulffes, 1 begin to rélifh thy advice; part ofaSparraw. This Lord ( Achilles) Ayax, who wears 
And I will give a taft of it forthwith his wit in hisbelly, and his guts in his head, Ile tell you 
ride To Agamemnon, go we to him ftreight ; what | fay of him. 
Two Curs fhall tame each other, Pride alone Achil, What? 
} Mutt tar the Maftiffs on as’twere theirbone. [Exeunt.| Ther. | fay, this Ajax 
Enter Ajax and Theriites. Achil, Nay, Good Ajax, 
Aja, Therfites. Ther, Has not fo much wit———< 
Ther. Agamemnon, how if he had Biles (full) all over | — _Achil. Nay, I muft hold you. : 
iin’ | generally. Ther. As will ftop the Eye of Helens Needle, for 
Aja. Therfites ? whom he comes to fight. 
Ther, And thofe Biles did run, fay fo; did not the} _Achil. Peace, fool. 
aft |General Tun, were notthat a botchy core ? Ther, 1 would have peace and quietnefS, but the fool 
Aja. Dog. will not: he there, that he, look you there. 
Ther. ‘Then there would come fome matter fromhim: Aja, O thou damn’d Cur, I fhall 
\I fee none now. Achil. Will you fet your wit to a Fools ? 
| Aja. Thou Bitch-Wolfs Son, canft thou not hear ? Ther. No J warrant you, fora fools will fhame it. 
ug | Feel then. [Serskes him. | Pat. Good words, Therfites, 
; Ther. The Plague of Greece upon thee, thou Mungrel | _Achil. What’s the quarrel ? 
beefzwitted Lord. vw “ja. \ bad thee, vile Owl, go learn me the tenure of 
ii Aja. Speak then, you whinid'ft leaven, fpeak, I will |the Proclamation, and he rails upon me, 
we | \Deat thee into handfomnefs, : ; Ther. 1 ferve thee not. 
Ther. 1 {hall fooner rail thee into wit and holinef$: but |: Ajax. We'll, go to, go to. 
‘ts I think thy Horfe will fooner con’ an Oration, than thou |; Ther. I ferve here voluntary. 
; learn a Prayer without book: Thou canft ftrike, canlt | _Achil. Your laft fervice was fufferance, "twas not vo- 
thou? A red Murren o’thy Jades tricks. luntary, no man is beaten voluntary : Ajax was herethe 
f Aja. Voads-ftool, learn me the Proclamation. voluntary, and you asunder an Imprefs. 
We Ther. Doeft thouthink, I have no fencethou ftrik’ftme| 7) her. E’ne fo, agreat deal of your wit too lies in your 
Aja. The Proclamation. (thus ? | Sinews, or elfe there be Liars: “Heéfor fhall have a great 
Ther, Thouart proclain’d aFool, I think. catch, if he knock out either of your brains, he were 
b “ja. Donot Porpentine, do not: my F ingers itch. as good crack a fufty Nut with no Kernel. - 
Ther. 1 would thou didft itch from head to foot, and) -dchil. What with me too, T) herfites ? ; 
Thad the {cratching of thee, I would make thee the loth- Ther. There’s Ulyffés, and old Neffor, whofe Wit was | 
fom’ft fcab in Greece, mouldy e’re their Granfires had nails on their toes, yoke 
4ja. | fay, the Proclamation, you like draft-Oxen, and make you plough up the wair. 
Ther, Thou grumbleft and rayleft every hour on Achil-|  _Achil. What ? what ? 
A les, and thou art as full of envy at his Greatness, as Cerbe-| Ther. Yes, good footh, to Achilles, to Ajax, to— 
| rus is at Proferpina’s beauty. 1, that thou bark?’#t at him. Ajax. 1 fhail cut out your tongue. 
Aja. Miftrefs Therfites. Ther. *Yis no matter, I fhall fpeak as much as thou 
Ther, fhould’it ftrike him: afterwards. 
“if As : : Pat; 
A, . : 
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Pat. No more words, Ther fites. 
Ther. \.will hold my peace when Achilles Brooch bids 


me, fhall i? 

Achil. There’s for you, Patroclus, 

Ther. 1 will fee you hang’d like Clotpoles, e’re 1 come 
any more to your Tents, will keep where there is wit 
tirting, and leave the Faction of fools. Exit. 
Pat. A good riddance. 


Achil. Marry this,Sir, is proclaim’d through all our hoft, 
That Heétor by the fifth hour of the Sun, 

Will with a Trumpet, ’cwixt our Tents and Froy, 
To morrow morning call fome Knight to Arms, 
That hath a Stomach, and fuch a one that dare 
Maintain I know not what: tis trafh, Farewel. 
Ajax. Farewel ? who fhall anfwer him ? 

Achil. | know not, *tis put to Lott’ry : otherwife 
He knew his man. 


Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris, avd Helenus. 


Pi. After fo many hours, lives, fpeeches {pent, 
Thus once again fays Neftor from the Greeks, 
Deliver Helen, and all damage elfe 
(As honour, lofsof time, travel, expence, . 
Wounds, friends, and what elfe dear, that is confunrd 
Ia fot difgeftion of this Cormorant War) 
Shall be ftruck off. Aeétor, what fay, you to’t? 
fect. Though no man lefler fears the Greeks than |, 
As far as touches my particular: yet, dread Psa, 
There is no Lady of more fofter bowels, 
More fpungy to fuck in the fenfe of fear, 
More ready to cry out, Who knows what follows, 
Than Heétor is: the wound of peace is furety, 
Surety fecure: but modeft doubt is call’d 
The Beacon of the wife: the Tent that fearches. 
To’th bottom of the worft. Let Helen go. 
Since the firft Sword was drawn about this Queftion, 
Every Tithe Soul mong{t many thoufand difmes, 
Hath been as dear as elem, I mean of ours: 
If we have loft fo many Tenths of ours 
To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us 
(Had it our name) the value of one Ten 5 
What merit?s in thatfeafon, which denies 
The yielding of her up ? 

Troi. Fie, fie, my Brother : aie 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a King 
(So great is our dread Father) ina Scale : 
Of common Ounces? Will you with Counters fum 
The pat proportiof of his Infinite ? 
And buckle in a waft, moft fathomlefs, 
With {pans and inches fo diminutive, 

As fears and reafons? Fye for godly fhame ? 
‘| Hel, No marvel, though you bite fo fharp at reafons, 
Youare empty of them, fhould not our,Father 
Bear the great fway of his affairs with reafons, 
Becaufe your fpeech hath none, that tells him fo? 


You know an Enemy intends you harm: 

You know, a Sword imploy’d is perillous, 

And reafon flies the object of all harm : 

Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 

A Grecian and his Sword, if he do fet 

The very wings of reafon to his heels : 

Or like a Star diforb’d. Nay , if we talk of reafon, 
And flye like chidden Adercury from Jove, 

Let’s hut our Gates and fleep: Manhood and Honour 


With this cramm’d reafon: reafon and refpect 

| Makes lovers pale, and luftichood dejet. __ 

‘| Heét, Brother, fhe is not worth, ~~ 7 
What fhe doth coft the holding, ae Wi 

Troi. What’s ought, but as tis valu’d ? 

Hiei. But value dwells not in particular will,. 


; * 


Aja, O, meaning you, I will go learn more of it. [Exit. 


_ Troi. You are for dreams and ilumbers, Brother Pricft, 
You fur your Gloves with reafon : here are your reafons, 


Should have hard hearts, would they but fat their thoughts 
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It holds his eftimate and dignity, 
As well wherein tis precious of it felf, 


As in the prizer: ?Yis made Idolatry, 
To make the Service greater than the God ; 
And the will dotes, that is inclinable 
To what infectioufly it felf affects, 

Without fome image of th? affected merit. 
Troi. 1 take to day a Wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduét of my Will ; 

My Will enkindled by mine cyes and cars, 
Two traded Pilots twixt the dangerous fhores 
Of Will and Judgment.. How may! avoid 
(Although my Will diftaft what is elected) 
The Wife I chofe, there can be no evafion 


We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant, 
When we have fpoil’d them; nor the remainder Viay 
We do not throw in unrefpective place, , | 
Becaufe we now are full. It was thought meet, 

Paris thould do fome vengeance on the Greeks; — 

Your breath of full confent bellied his Sails, ; 
The Seas and Winds (old Wranglers) took a Truce, 
And did him fervice ; he touch’d the Ports defir’d) 
And for an old Aunt, whom the Greeks held Captive, 
He brought a Grecian Queen, whofe youth and fi 
Wrinkles Apollos, and makes ftale the morning, 

Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our Aunt: 

ts he worth keeping 2. Why, fheisaPearl, 
Whofe Price hath launched above a thoufand Ships, — 
And turn’d Crown’d Kings to Merchants. 

1¢ you’l avouch,: twas Wifdom, Paris went, 

(As you muft needs, for you all cry’d, Go, go:) — 
If you?i confefs, he brought home Noble Prize, 
(As you muft needs, for you all clapt your hands). 
And cry’d, ineftimable ; why do you now era 
The iffue of your proper Wifdoms rate, , 

And doa deed that Fortune never did, 

Begger the eftimation, which you priz’d. 

Richer than Sea and Land? O Theft moft bafe! 

That we have ftollen what we do fear to keep. 

But Thieves, unworthy of a thing fo ftoln, 

That in their Countrey did them that difgrace, 

We fear to warrant in our Native place. 


Enter‘Caflandra with her hair about her eats. 5 
Cre. Cry, Trojans, cry. ae 
Priam. What noife? what fhriek is this? . 30% 

Troi. *Tis our-mad Sifter, 1 do know her voices 5) 
Caf. Crys Trojans. — 
Hee. \t is Caffandra. 70 
Caf. Cry, Trojans; cry ; lend me’ten thoufand eye 5 
And [| will fill them with Prophetick tears. Se 
Hee. Peace, Sifter, peace. Be 
mid-age and wrinkled old, 


oth 


Tre iy 


Cry, Trojans, cry, a Helen and a woe 3 
‘Cry, cry, Zroy burns, -or-elfe let Helen go. 


Of Divination in our Sifter work ) 
Some touches of remorfe ? Or is your Blood 
So madly hot, that no difcourfe of reafon, 
Nor fear of bad Suecefsin a bad caufe, 
Can qualifie the fame ? 

Troi, Why Brother Hector, 
We may not think the juftnefs of eachat » 
Such and no other than event doth form itgeuddie 3 
Nor once deject the courage of ourmifids, = 
Becaufe Caffandra’s mad, her brainfick raptures 
Cannot diftaft the goodnefsofa quarrel, 


: 


ee ame a a eer eh et 


= a 


Toblench from this, and to ftand irmby honour, . 


V3 Se Oe 


i—7 
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ee se 


Hec. Now, youthful Troilus, do not thefe hightbai®) 


te ful 


| Ofany true decifion. 


js 
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3 ‘Which hath our feveral Honours all engag’d 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 


| amnomore touch’d, than all Priam’s Sons, 


| And ove forbid, there fhould be done amongit us 


Such things as might offend the weakeit {pleen, 
To fight for, and maintain. 

Par. Elfe might the world convince of Levity, 
Aswell my undertakings, as your counfels : 


But I atteft the Gods, your full confent 


Gave wings to my propenfion, and cutoff © 
All fears attending on fo direa project. ~ 
For what (alas) can thefe my fingle arms ? 
What propugnation is inone mans valour 

To ftand the pufh and enmity of thofe 

This quarrel would excite? Yet, I proteft, 
Were I alone to pafs the difficulties, 

And hadas ample Power, asI have Will, 


Paris fhould ne’re retract what he hath done, 


Nor faint in the purfuit. 
Pri, Paris, you {peak 


| Like one befotted on your {weet delights 5 


You have the Honey itill, but thefe tlie Gall, 
So to be valiant, is no praifeatall. 

Par. Sir, I propofe not meerly to my felf, 
The pleafures fuch a beauty brings with it: 
But 1 would have the foyl of her fair Rape 
Wip’d off in honourable keeping her. 
What Treafon were it to the ranfack’d Queen, 
Difgrace to your great worths, and fhameto me, 
Now to deliver her pofleflion up, - 
On terms of bafe compulfion ? Can it be, 
That fo degenerate a {train as this, 
Should once fettfootfn your generous bofoms > ¥ « 
There’s not the meaneft fpirit on our party, 
Without a Heart to dare, or Sword to draw, 
When Helen is defended : Nor none fo Noble, 
Whofe Life were ill beftow’d, or death unfam’d, 
Where Helen is the Subject. Then Cl fay) 
Well may we fight forher, whom we know well, 
The Worlds large fpaces cannot parallel. 


Het. Paris, and Troilas, you have both faid well : 
[And ma ths Caufe and Queftion, now in pee, 
{ Have gloz’d, but fuperficially , not muc 
Unlike young hea whom-4ri ftorle thought Aye enh 
| Unfit to hear Moral Philofophy, at ped 
| The Reafons you alledge, do more conduce 
{To the hot paflion of diftemper’d blood, 


Than to make upa free determination 


*Twixt right and wrong : For pleafure and revenge, 


Have Ears more deaf than Adders, to the voice 
Nature craves 
All dues be rendred to their Owners!; now 


} What nearer debt in all humanity, 

| Than Wife is tothe Husband ? If this Law 
| Of Nature be corrupted through affection, 

| And that great minds, of partial indulgence, 


To their benummed willsrefift the fame, 
There is a Law in cach well-ordered Nation, 


| To curb thofe raging appetites that are 
| Moft difobedient and refractory. 


If Helen then be Wife to Sparta’s King, 
(As it is known fhe is) thefe Moral Laws 


| OF Nature, andof Nationg, fpeak aloud 


To have her back return’d. © Thus to perfift 


| In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 


But makes it much more heayy..  Hector’s opinion 
Is this ingvay of truth: yet ne’re the lefs, 

My fpritely Brethren, 1 propend to you 

In refolution to keep Hele ftill 5 . 

For ’tisa caufe that hath no mean dependance, 
Upon our joint and feveral Dignities. 


Troi. Why ? there youtouch’d the Life of our defign : 


Were it not Glory that we more affected, 
Than the performance of our heaving fpleens, 


f 
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1 would not wifh'a drop of Zrojan blood, 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Heéor; 
She isa Theam of Honour and Renown, 
A Spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 
Whole prefent courage may beat down our Foes, 
And Fame, in time to come, canonize us. 
For prefume, brave Heétor would not lofe 
So rich advantage of a promis’d Glory, 
As fmiles upon the fore-head of this action, 
For the wide V Vorlds Revenue. 
Fiect, Lam yours, 
You valiant Of-[pring of great Priamus; 
I havea roifting challenge fent amongft 
The dulland fagtious Nobles of the Greeks, 
V Vill ftrike amazement to their.drowfie Spirits: 
I was advertis’d, their great General flept, 
W hiPit Emulation inthe Army crept : 
This | prefume will wake him. 
Enter Therfites folus. 

Now, now, Therfites ? what loft in the Labyrinth of thy 
Fury ? Shallthe Elephant 4jax, carry itthus ? He beats 
me, and! railat him: O worthy fatisfaction, would it 
were otherwife : that I could beat him, whil’ft he rail’d 
at me: Sfoot, V’le learn to Conjure and raife Devils, but 
Ple fee fome iflue of my {piteful execrations. Then there?s 
Achilles, a rare Engineer. If Troy be not taken till thefe 
two undermine it, the walls will ftand till they fall of 
themfelves. O thou great Thunder-darter of Olympus, 
forget that thou art Youve the King of Gods: and AZercury, 
lofe all the Serpentine craftof thy Caduceus, if thou take 
not that little little lefs than little wit from them that 
they have, which fhort-arm’d ignorance it felf knows, is 
fo abundant fcarce, it will not in circumvention deliver a 
Fly froma Spider, without drawing the maflie Lrons and 
cutting the web: after this, the vengeance on the whole 
Camp, or rather the bone-ach, for that methinks is the 
curfe dependant on thofe that war for a Placket. I have 
faid my Prayers, and Devil, Envy, fay, Ament VVhat 
ho? my Lord Achilles ? 

Enter Patroclus. 
. Patr. VVho’sthere ? Therfies, Good Therfites come 
in and tail. i priest 

Ther. 1f1 could have temembred a guilt counterfeit, 
thou would’ft not have flipt out of my Contemplation, 
but itis no matter, thy felf upon thy felf. The common 
Curfeof mankind, folly and ignorance be thine in great 
Revenue 3 Heaven blefs thee from a Tutor, and Diicipline 
come not near thee. Let thy blood be thy direction till 
thy death, then if fhe that lays thee our, fays thou art a 
fair Coarfe, Ile be fworn and fworn’upon’t, fhe never 
fhrowded any but Lazars, Amen. VVhere’s Achilles ? 

Patr. V Vhat, artthou devout ? waft thou, in a Prayer ¢ 

Ther. 1, the Heavens hear me. 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. VV ho’sthere ? 

Patr. Therfites, my Lord. 

Achil. VV here, where, art thou come ? why, my cheefe, 
my digeftion, why haft thou not ferv’d thy felf into my 
Table, fo many meals ? Come, what?s Agamemnon ? 

Ther. ThyCommander, Achilles, then tell me, Patro- 
clus, what’s Achilles? 

Patr. Thy Lord, Therfites: then tell me, I pray thee, 
what’s thy felf ? 

- Ther. Thy knower, Patrocius : then tell me, Patroclus, 
what art thou? . 

Patr. Thou may’ft tell, that know’ft. 

Achil. © tell, tell. ish 

Ther. Pe decline the whole queftion : gel rego 
mands Achilles, Achilles is my Lord, 1am Patroclus’s 
knower, and Patroclus isa Fool, 

Patr. You Rafcal. 

Ther. Peace, Fool, 1 have not done. . 

Achil. He isa priviledg’d man, proceed, Therfites. 

Ther, Agamemnon isa Fool, Achilles is a Fool, Ther- 

Yy : fites 


LE xeunt, 
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jites isa Fool, and, as aforefaid, Patroclus is a Fool. 
Achil. Derive this: come? 
Ther. Agamemnon is aFool to offer to command Achil- 
les, Achilles is a Fool to be commanded of Agamemnon, 
Therfites isa Fool to ferve fuch aFool: and Patroclus is a 
Fool pofitive. 
' Patr. Why ama Fool ? 


Enter Agamemaon, Ulyfles, Neftor, Diomedes, Ajax, 
: and Chalcas. 


Ther. Make that demand tothe Creator, it fu‘lices me 
thou art. Look you, who comes here? 
 Achil. Patroclus, Vie fpeak with no body: come in 
with me, Zherfites. (Exit, 
Ther. Here is fach Patchery, fuch Jugling , and fuch 


Knavery: all the argument is a Cuckold anda Whore, a): 


good quarrel to draw-emulatious Factions, and bleed to 
death upon : Now the dry Serpigo on the fubject, and 
War and Lechery confound all. 
Agam, Where is Achilles ? 
Patr. Within his Tent, but ill difpos’d, my Lord. 
Agam. Levit be known to him that we are here. 
He fent our Mefiengers, and welay by 
Our appertainments, vifiting of him : 
Let him be told of, left perchance he think 
We dare not move the queftion of our place, 
Or: know not what we are. 
Pair. 1 fhall fo fay to him. : 
Ulyf. We law him at the opening of his Tent, 
He is not fick. 

. Aja. Yes, Lion-fick, fick of a proud heart: you may 
calkit Melancholy if you will favour the Man, but by my 
head, tis pride ; but why, why, let him fhew us the caufe ¢ 
A word, my Lord. 

Nef. Whatmoves Ajax thus to bay at him ? 

Ub. Achilles hath inveigled his Fool from him, 
eft. Who, Therfites ? 

Ulyf. He. 

Nej?. Then will Ajax lack matter , if he have loft his 
Argument. 

Ulf No, youfec he is his Argument, that has his Ar- 
gument, Achilles. 

Weft, Allthe better, their fraction is more our wifh 
thantheir Faction , but it wasa ftrong Counfel that a 


Ulyf. The amity that Wifdom knits not, Folly may 
eafily untye. Enter Patroclus. 
Here comes Patroclus, . 
Nef. No Achslles with him ? 
Ulf. The Elephant hath joints, but none for courtefie ; 
His Legsare legs for neceflity, not for flight. - 
Patr. Achilles bids me fay, he is much forry, 
fany thing more than your fport and pleafure, 
Did move your Greatnefs, and this noble State, 
To cali vypon him; he hopes it isno other, 
But for your health, and your digeftion-iake ; 
An after Dinners breath. 
Aga, Hear you, Patroclus : 
We are too well acquainted with thefe anfwers : 
But. his evafion wing’d thus fwift with fcorn, 
Cannot outflye our apprehenfions, 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon, 
Why we aferibe it to him, yet all his virtues, 
(Not virtuoufly of his own part beheld) 
Do in our Eyes, begin to lofe their glof; 
And like fair Fruit in an unwholfom dith, 
Arelike to rot untafted , go and tell him, 
We come to {peak with him, and you fhall not fin, 
{I£ youdo fay, we think him over-proud, — 

And under-honeft : in felf-aflumption greater 
Than in the note of judgment : and worthier than himfelf. 
Here tends the favage ftrangenefs he puts on, 

Difguife the holy ftrength of their command + 


I need 


} And add more Coles to Cancer, when he burns ~~ 
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And under write in an obferving kind _ 
His humorous predominance, yea, watch . 
His pettifh lines, his ebbs, his flows, as if — 
The paflage and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tide. Go tell him this, and add} 
That if he over-hold his price fo much, 
We'll none of him; but let him, like an Engine 
Not portable, lye under this report. _ 
Bring action hither, this cannot go to war: 
A ftirring Dwarf, we do allowance give, 
Beforea {leeping Gyant: teli him fo. 
Pat. | fhall, and bring his anfwer prefently, 
Aga. In fecond voice we'll not be fatisfied, 
We come to fpeak with him, Ubfes,enter you. | 
Exit Ulyfts.| 

Aja, What is he more than another ? : : _ : 
Aga, No more than what he thinks heis, 

Aja. Ishe fo much? do you not think, he thinks hige 
felf a better Man than I am? re i 
Aga. No quefticn. j ui 
Aja. V Vill you fubfcribe his thought, and fay, heis? 
Aga. No, Noble Ajax, you areas ftrong, as valiant, 

wife, nolefs noble, much more gentle, and altogeth 
more tractable. : 

Aja. V Vhy fhouldaMan be proud? How doth 
grow ? I know not what it is. is 

Aca. Your mind isthe clearer, Ajax, and yout virtues 
the fairer; he that is proud, eats up himfelf, Prideis his 
own Gilais, hisown Trumpet, his own Chronicle, and 
what ever praifes it {clf but in the deed, devoursthe deed | 
in the praile. eo a 

Enter Ulyffes.. ees 

Aja. 1 do hate a proud Man, ast hate the engendring | 
of Toads. ae i 

Net. Yet he loves himfelf : is’t not ftrange? 

Ubs. Achilles will not to the field to morrow, - 

Aga, V Vhat?s his excufe ? 

Ulf. He dothrely on none, 

But carries on the ftream of his difpofe, 
VVithout obfervance or refpect of any, 
In will peculiar, and in felf-admiflion. 

Aga, VVhy, willhe not upon our fair requeft; 
Untent his perfon, and fhare the Ayr.with us? 

Ub/--Things fall as nothing, for requefts fak 
He makes important: pofleft he is with greatnefs, 

And {peaks nottohimfelf, but with a pride 

That quarrels at felf-breath. Imagin’d wrath — 
Holds in his blood fuch fwoln and hot difcourfe, 

That ’twixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom’d Achilles in commotion rages, 

And batters gaint it felf ; what fhouldi fay? = 
He is foplaguy proud, that the death-tokensofit = 
Cry no recovery. Mies 

Ava, Let Ajax go to him. 
Dear Lord, go you and greethimin hisTent; 
Tis faid he holds you well, and will be led iS 
At your requett a little from himfelf. 

Uhf. O, Agamemnon, let it not be fo. rey, 
VVe’ll confecrate the fteps that Ajax makes, = 
VVhen they go from Achilles ; thall the proud Lord; 
That baftes his arrogance with hisown feam, _ ; 
And never fufiers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, fave fuch*asdo revolve 
And ruminate himielf; Shall he be worfhipt, 
Of that we hold an Idol, more than he ? ee 
No, this thrice worthy, and right valiant Oe 3 cat 
Mutt not fo ftaul his Palin, nobly acquir’d, ‘ack 
Nor by my will aflubjuzate his Merit, as: cis ae 
Asamply titled, as 4ciréles is, by going to Achilles, | 
That were toenlard his fat already pride, at 
With entertaining great Hyperion, 

This Lord go to him? Fupsrer forbid, 
And fay in thunder, chiles go to him. 


ays 


Neft. O this is well, he rubs the vein of him. 
D:o. And how his filence drinks up his applaufe. 


o’re the Face. 
Aga. O no, you thal not go. ee 
4ja, And abe proud with me, [’le phefe his Pride : let 
me go to him. 
Vb/. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. 
Aya. A paultry infolent Fellow. 
Neft. How he defcribes himfelf, 
Aja. Can he not be fociable ? 
Ubf. The Raven chides blacknefs, 
Aya. Vile let his humours blood. 
Aga. He will be the Phyfitian, that fhould be the Patient. 
Aja. And all Men were a my mind. 
Ulyf. Wit would be out of fafhion. 
Aja. A thould riot bear it fo, a fhould eat Swords firft : 
fhall pride carry it? ye wig 
| Neff. And ’twould, you'ld carry half, wy half 
_ Ubf. A would have ten hares. 
Aja, (will knead him, Ple make him fupple, he’s not 
yet through warn. ; 
Weft. Force him with praifes, pour in, pour in, his 
Ambition is dry. 
Ulyf. My Lord, you feed too much on this diflike. 
Neff. Our noble General, donot do fo, 
Dio. You mutt prepare to fight without Achilles. 
Ubf. Why, tis this naming of him doth him harm. 
Here isaman, but ’tis before his Face, 
I will be filent, 
Neft. Wherefore fhould you fo? 
He is not emylous, as Achilles is, 
Ubf. Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 
4j2. Ahorfon Dog, that fhall palcer thus with us, 
would he were a Trojan. 
Net, What a vice were it in Ajax now 
Ulyf. 1f he were proud. 
Dw. Or coyetous of praife, 
Vby..1, or furly born. 
Djo, Or ftrange, or felf-affected. , 
Ul. Thank the Heavens L.. thou art of fweet compofure 
Praife him that gotthee, fhe that gave thee fuck : 
Fame bethy Tutor, and thy parts of Nature 
Thrice fam’d beyond, beyond all erudition ; 
But he that difciplin’d thy arms to fight, 
Let Mars divide Eternity in twain, 
And give him half, and for thy vigor, 
Bull-bearing Alo his addition yield 
To finewy Ajax J will not praife thy wifdom 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a fhore, confines 
Thy {pacious and dilated parts; here’s We/for 
Inftructed by the Antiquary times : 
He muft, he is, he cannot but be wife. 
But pardon, Father Neffor, were your days 
As green as Ajax, and your Brain fo temper”d, 
You fhould not have the eminence of him, 
| But be as Ajax. 
Aja. Shall J call you Father ? 
UbJ.!, my good Son. 
Dio. Be rul’d by him, Lord Ajax. 
Ubf: There is no tarrying here, the Hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket : pleafe it our General, 
To call together all this ftate of war 5: 
Frefh Kings ate cometo Troy, to motrow 
| We mutt with all out main of power ftand faft : 
| And here’s a Lord (come Knights from Eaft to Weft, 
And cull their flower) Ajax thal) cope the beft. 
| 4@. Go we to Council, let ‘Achilles fleep ; 


| Light Boats may fail fwift, though greater bulks draw 
deep. [ Exceune,  Maufick founds within, 


: Exter Pandarus, and a Serqant. 
Pan, Friend, you, pray youa word: Do not you fol- 
low the young Lord Paris ? 
Ser. 1, Sir, when he goes before me; 
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Aja. \fl goto him, with my armied Fift; (le path him 


fing certainly. 
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Pan. You depend upon him, I mean ? 

Ser. Sir, I do depend upon the Lord. ; 

Pan. Yow depend upon a Noble Gentleman { T thoft 
needs praife him. , 

Ser. The Lord be praifed. 

Pan. You'know me, do you not? 

Ser. Faith, Sir,’ fuperficially. 

Pan. Friend, know me better, Iam the Lord Pais us, | 

Ser, Thope.l thal! know your Honour better. 

Pan. \ dodefire it. e 

Ser, You are in the ftate of Grace ? ES ace 

Pan. Grace, not fo; Friedl, Honout’ and Lordthip dre 
my Titles: What Mufick is this ? 

Ser. 1 do but partly know Sir : 

Pan. Know you the Mificians ? 

Ser, Wholly, Sir. 

Pan, Who play they 'to?! 

Ser, To the hearers, Sir, 

Pan, Avwhofe pleafiiré; Friend? 

Ser. Atmine, Sir, and theirs that love Mufick; 

Pana Command, Imean, Friend.” 

Ser. Who thall Icommand, Sir ? 

Pan. Friend, we underftiind not ofe another: at too 


it is Mufick in pats, 


) courtly, and thou art toocunning. At whofe requeft do 


thefe Men play ? 

Ser, That’s to’t indeed, Sit : marry, Sir, at the requeft 
of Paris, my Lord, who?s there in perfon; with him the | 
mortal Venus,the heart blood of Beauty, loves invifible foul. | 

Pan. Who? my Coufin Creffide, 

Ser. No, Sir, Helen, could you not find out that by her 
attributes ? 

Pan. Itfhould feems Fellow, that thou haft-not feen the 
Lady Creffida. I come to {peak with Paris from the Prince 
Troilus :1 will make a complementalaflault upon him, for 
my bufinefs feethes. 

Ser. Sodden bufine&, there’sa ftew'd phrafe indeed, 

Enter Paris and Helena, ; 

Pan, Fait be toyou, my Lord, and toall this fair com- 
pany: fair defiresin all fair meafure fairly guide them, 
ges to you, fair Queen, fair thoughts ‘be your fair | 

illow. bt ae i 
: fel. Dear Lord, yoware full of fair'words, 

Pan. You {peak your fair pleafure, fweet Queen : fair 
Prince, here is good broken Mofick. 

Par. You have broken it, Coufin : and by my Tife you 
fhall make it whole again; you fhall piece it out with 2 
piece of your performance. Neél;he is fullof harmony, 

Pan. Ttily,; Lady, no. 

Hel. O, Sir. age 

Pan, Rude in footh, in good footh very rude. 

Par, Well faid, my Lord : well, you fay fo in fits, 

Pan. | have bufinefs to my Lord,déat Quéen ; my Lord 
will you vouchfafe me a word ? 

Hel. Nay, this hall not hedge us out, wel hear you 


Pan. Well, {weet Queen, you are pleafant with me : 
but, marry thus, my Lord, my déar Lord, and moftéftec. 
med Fricnd, your Brother Troilus. 

_ Hel. My Lord Pandarus, hony-fweet Lord. 

Pan. Go to, fweet Queen, goto, 
Commends himfelf moft affectionately to you. 

Hel, You fhall not bob us out of our melody ; 
If you do, our melancholy upon your head. 

Pan. Sweet Queen, 
faith ee 

Hel. And to make a fweet Lady fad, is a fower offence, _ 

‘Pan. Nay, that fhall not ferve your turn, that fhall it 
not in truth la. Nay, I care not ‘for fach wé rds, no, no. 
And, my Lordjhe defires you, that if thé King calf for, 
him at Supper, you will make his éxcufe. 

Hel, My Lord Pandarus, egy ; 

Pan, What fays my fweet Queen; my very; very fweet 
Queen? SV She Frc ae 
Par. What exploit?s in hard; where fups he to night : 

Vy y 2 Res = Fel, 


fweet Queen, that’s a fweet Queen 


but my Lord., 
Pan. What fays my fweet Queen ?, my Coufin will fall 
out with you. ' 
F#m You mult not know where he fups. 
Par. With my difpofer, Creffida.’ 
Pan. No, no, no fuchmatter,, you are wide, come, 
your difpofer is fick. rset’ 
Par.. Well, Vle make excules) orn x 
Pan, 1, good.my.Lord : why thouldyou fay, Creffida? 
no, your poor difpofer’s fick. 
Par. \{py. ste ti 
Pan. You fpy,. what do you, Spy ?,Come , give me an 
‘Inftrument now, {weet Queen. : 
Hel. Why .thisiskindly done... 
Pan. My Niece is horrible in love with a thing you have, 
fweet Queen. 
Hel, She fhall have it, my Lord;, 
Paris. Pate : 
Pan. He ? no, fhe’lknone of him,.they twoare twain. 
Hel. Falling in after falling out,may make them three. 
Pan. Come, come, Ple hear no. more of this, Ple fing 
you a Song now. soaitt 
Hel, 1,1, prithee now: by my,troth, fweet Lord, thou 
halt a fine fore-head,  antiemenee: wets: Lik 
Pan, 1, youmay, you may. | 
Hel. Let thy Song.be Love:: this'Love will undo us all. 
Oh, Cupid, Cupid, Spd (eae 
Pan. Love? I, that it fhall Pfaith. 
Par. 1, good now, Love, Love, nothing but Love. 
Pau. In good troth it begins fo, 


if it be not my Lord 


Love, Love, nothing 
For O, Loves Bow _ j 
. Shoots.both Buck, and Doe: 
The Shaft confounds not that it wounds, - 
But tickles frill the Sore : : 
Thefe Lovers cry, ob ho they dye 
. Yet that-which. feems they mound to kell, 
Doth turn ob ho, to haha be : 
So dying love lives frill, 
O hoa while, buthaha ha, 
O hogroans out for ba ka ha——hey ho. 


but Love, frill more: 


Hel, In Love Pfaith to the very tip of the Nofe. . 

Par, He eats nothing but Doves, Love,and that breeds 
hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, . and hot 
thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deedsis Love... 

Pan, Is this the generation of Love? Hot blood, hot 
thoughts, and hot deeds, why they are Vipers, is Love a 
generation of Vipers ? 

‘Sweet Lord, who’s a field to day.? 

Par. Hettor, Deiphobus, Helenus,, Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Zyoy. I would fain have arm’d to day, but 
my ZVell would not have it fo. 
Hoy chance my Brother Trorlws went not ? 

del. He hangs the lip at fomething ; 
ae ae p at fomething ; you know all, 
- Pan, Not I, hony-fweet Queen : I Jon 
they {ped to day : ‘ * = = = 
You’l remember your Brothers excufe ? 

Par, Toa hair. 

Pan. Farewel, fweet Queen. 

Hel. Commend me to your Niece. 

Pan. 1 will, fweet Queen. [Sound a Retreat, 

Par. They’re come from Field: letus to Priam’s Hall, 

To greet the Warriors. Sweet Helen, I muft woo you, - 
To help unarm our Hetor : his ftubborn buckles, | 
| With thefe your white enchanting Fingers toucht, 
_| Shall more obey, than to the edg of Steel, 
Or force of Greekifh finews, you fhall do more 
Than.ali the [land Kings, difarm great Hector, 
Feel. *Twill make us proud tobe yourServant, Paris: 
Yea, what he hall receive of usinduty,  _ 


get a fire. 


The Tragedy of Troilus and Creffida. 


Gives us more palm in Beauty than we have : ie 
Yea, over-fhines our felf. | 


LExewnt,| 
S a 


Sweet above thought, I love thee. 

Enter Pandarus, and Troilus?’s Adan, x 

Pan. Wow now, where’s thy Mafter, at my Coufin 
Creffidas ? 


Man. No, Sir, he ftays for you to conduct him thither. H at 


Enter Troilus. 

Pan. O, here hecomes: How now, how now? 

Troi, Sirrah, walk off. 

Pan, Have you feen my Coufin? 

Troi. No, Pandarus : \ ftalk about her door 
Like a ftrange Soul upon the Stygian banks . 
Staying for waftage. O be thou my Charon, . 
And give me {wift tranfpdrtance to thofe Fields, 
Where I may wallow inthe Lilly beds oe 


Propos’d for the deferver. O aentle Pandarus,. fe 


From Cupids fhoulder pluck his painted wings, 

And flyswith me to Creffid. 
Pan, Walk here i?th’ Orchard, le bring her ftraight. 

LEait Pandarus 

Troi. 1 am giddy ; expectation whirles me round, 

Th’ imaginary relifhis fo {weet, Tag 

That it inchants my fenfe: what will it be 

When that the watry'palats tafte indeed i 

Loves thrice reputed Weétar ? Death, I fearme 

Sounding deftruétion, or fome joy toofine, 

Too fubtile, potent, and too fharp in fweetnels, 

For the Capacity of my ruder powers; 

I fear it much, and I do fear befides, 

That I fhall lofe diftinétion: in my joys, 

As doth a Battle, when they charge on heaps 

The Enemy flying. = 

Enter Pandarus.. 

Pan. She’s making her ready, fhe’l come ftr 


ight; youl 
muft be witty now, fhe does fo blufh, and icicle wind} 


fo fhort, as if fhe were fraid witha fprite: Ile fetch her 
it is the prittieft villain, fhe fetches her breath fo thor 
a new ta’en Sparrow. (Exit F 
Troi. Even fuch a paffion doth embrace my bofo 
My Lieart beats thicker than a feavorous Pulfe, 
And all my powers do their beftowing lofe, 
Like vaflalageat unawares encountring 
The Eye of Majefty. — 
Enter Pandarus and Creflida. 
Pan. Come, come, what need you blufh ? 
Shame’s a Baby; herefhe is now, fwear the oat! 
to her, that you have {worn to me. What are you gonea 
gain, you muft be watcht ere you be made tame, mu 
you? come your ways, come your ways, and you dra 
backward well put you i’th’ Files - why do you not fj 
to her ?Come draw this Curtain, and lets fee your Pit 
Alas the day, how loath you are to.offend day light # 
*twere dark yowld clofe fooner. $0, fo, rub on, a# 
the Miftrefs ; how now, akifs in fee-farm ? build t 
Carpenter ; the Ayrisfweet. Nay, you fhall fight 
Hearts out e’rel part you. The Faulcon, aéthe - 
for all the Ducks ?th’ River: goto, goto. ae 
Troi. You have bereft me of all words, Lady. 
Pan. Words pay nodebts ; give her deeds: but fhe’ 
bereave you o’th’ deedstoo, if fhe call your a ivity 1) 
queftion : what, billing again ? here’s in witnefs whereof 
the Parties interchangeably. Come in, ea be 80, 
| eit Pand. 


Cref. More dregsthan water, 
Troi. Fears make Devils of Cherubins 5 


truly. bios a 
Cref. Blind fear, thatfeeing reafon leads , finds fafer a 


footing 


* lr 
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a 
mage! 


a 


footing, than blind reafon, ftumbling without fear: to 
fear the worft, oft cures the worfe. 

Tro. O let my Lady apprehend no fear, 
In all Cupid’s Pageant there is prefented no Montfter, 

Cref. Nor nothing monftrous neither ? 

Troi, Nothing, but their undertakings, when we vow 
to weep Scas,live in Fire,eat Rocks, tame Tygers , think- 


ing it harder for our Miltrefs to devife impofition enough, 


than for us toundergo any difficulty impofed. This is 
the monftrofity in love ( Lady,) that the will is infinite, 
and the execution confin’d ; that the defire is boundlefs, 
and the act a {lave to limit. 

Cref. They fay all Lovers fwear more performance 
than they are able, and yet referve an ability that they 
never perform vowing more than the perfection of ten; 
and diicharging lefs than the tenth part of one. They 
that have the voice of Lions, and the act of Hares, are 
they not Monfters ? 

Troi. Are there fuch ? fuch are not we: Praife us as we 
are taftcd, allow us as we prove: our head fhall go bare, 


till merit crown it: no perfection in reverfion hall havea 


praife in prefent : we will not name defert before his birth, 
and being born, his addition fhall be humble : few words 
to fair faith. Tyroilxs thall be fuch to Creffida, as what En- 
vy can fay worft, fhall be a mock for his truth 5 and: what 
truth can ipeak trueft, not truer than Zralus, 

Cref, Will you walk in, my Lord ? 


Enter Pandarus, 


Pan. What, blufhing ftill? have you not done talking 
et? 


Cref. Well, Uncle, what folly commit, I dedicate to 
ou. 
. Pan. | thank you for that: 
you, youl give him me: 
chide me for it. 
Troi. Youknow now 
word and my firm faith. 
Pan. Nay, Vie give my word for her too: our kindred 
though they be long ¢’re they are wooed > they are: con- 
{tant being won ; they are Burs, I can tell you, they’! 
{tick where they are thrown. 
Cref. Boldnefs comes tome now, and brings me heart : 
Prince Tro:lus, 1 have lov’d you night and day, for many 


if my Lord get a, Boy of 
be true to my Lord, if he flinch, 


your Hoftages: your Unckle’s 


| weary Months. 


Troi. Why was my Creffida then fo hard to win-? 
Cref. Hard to feem won: but I was won, my: Lord, 
With the firft glance that ever : pardon me, 
If I confefs much, you will play the Tyrant; 
Hove you now, but not till now fo much 
But I might mafter it; in faithI lye: inal 
My thoughts were like unbridled Children, gréwn 


» | Yoo head-ftrong for their Mother : fee we Fools, 
"| Why have I blab’d ? who fhall be true to us, 


When we are fo unfecret to our felves? : 
But though! lov’d you well, I. wooed you not, 
And yet good faith I witht my felf a Man: 
Orthat the. Women had mens priviledge 
Of {peaking firft. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue, 
For inthis rapture I fhall {urely peak 
The thing I fhall Tepent: fee, fee your filence 
Coming indumbnefs, from my weaknefs draws 
My Soul of Counfel from me. Stop my mouth. 
Troi. And thali, albeit fweet Mufick iffues thence. 
Pan, Pretty, Viaith, 
Cref My Lord, T do befeech:you pardon me, 
*T was not my purpofe thusto beg akifg: 
tam afham’d 5 O Heavens, what have I done! : 
For this time will! take my, leave, my Lord. 
Tro. Your leave, {weetCrefid? 
_ Pan. Leave! and you take leave till to Morrow mMmor- 
ning shea c: 


Cref. Pray you, content you, 


~The Tragedy of Troilus and Creffida. 


Troi. What offends you, Lady ? 
Cref. Sir, mine own company. 
Troi. You cannot fhun your felf. 
Cref. Let me go and try: 

{ haveakind of felf refides with you: 

But an unkind felf, that it felf will leave, 

To be anothers Fool. Where is my Wit ? 

I would be gone: 1 fpeak I know not What. 

“ roi. Well know they what they fpeak, that § peak fo 
wifely. 

Cref, Perchance, my Lord, I thew more craft than love. 
And fell fo roundly to a large Confeflion, 
To angle for your thoughts: but you are wife, 

Or elfe you love not: for to be wife and love, 
Exceeds mans might, that dwells with Gods above. 

Troi. O. that | thought it could be in a woman ; 
And if it can, I will prefume in you, ; 
Lo feed for ay her lamp and flaties of love, 
To keep her conftaney in Plight and youth, 
Out-living beauties outward, with a mind 
That doth renew {wifter than blood decays: 
Or that perfwafion could but thus convince 
That my integrity and truth to you, 
Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Of fuch a winnowed purity in love: 
How were I then up-lifted ! but alas, 
I am as true, as truth?s fimplicity, 
And fimpler than the infancy of truth, 

Cref. In that Ple war with you. 

Tro. O vertuous fight, 

When right with right wars, who fhould be moft right ? 
True Swains in love, thal} inthe world to come 

Approve their truths by Troilas, when their Rhimes, 

Full of proteft, of oath, and big compare, 

Want fimilies: truth tir?d with iteration, 

As true as Steel, as plantage to the Moon, 

As Sun to day, as Turtle to her mate, 

Aslron to’Adamant; as Earth to th? Center:(, £9 ne 


me, 


Ss 


Yet after all comparifons of truth, 

(As truths Authentick author to be cited) 

As true as Zyotlas, thall crown up the verfe, 

And fanétifiethe numbers, 

. €ref. Prophet may you be: 

If I be falfe, or fwerve a hair from truth, 

When time is old and hath forgot it felf, 

When water-drops have worn the {tones of 7; 10Y, 

And blind oblivion fwallow’d Cities Up, 

And mighty States characterlefs are grated 

To dufty nothing ; yet let memory, 

From falfe to falfe;' among falfe Maids in love, 

Upbraid my falfehood, when they’ave faid as falfe, 

As Air, as Water, as-Wind, as fandy Earth ; 

As Fox to Lamb; as Wolf to Heifers Calf; © 

Pard to the Hind, or Stepdame to her Son ; 

Yea, let themfay, to ftick the heart of falfehood, 

As falfe as Creffid, 
Pand. Goto, abargain made: feal it, fealit, Mle be, 

the witnefs , here} hold your hand: here, my Coufins, 

if ever you prove falfe to one another, fince | have take 

fuch pains to bring you together, let all pitiful goers 

between be call’d to the worlds end after my name: calJ 

them all Panders ; let all conftant men be T; roiluffes, all 


falfe Women Creffida’s, and all brokers between, Panders ; 
fay, Amen, 


Troi. Amen. 
Cref. Amen. 
Pand. Amen. ee ; 
Whereupon I will fhew you a Chamber, which Bed , be- 


caufe it thall not {peak of your pretty encounters, prefs it 
todeath: away. 


And Cupid grant all Tongue-ty’d Maidens here, 
Bed, Chamber, and Pander, to provide this geer, 
. LExeunt, } 
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Enter Ulyiles, Diomedes, Neftor, Agamemnon, Mene- 
laus, and Calcas. 


Cal. Now, Princes, for the fervice I have done you, 
Th’ advantage of the time prompts me aloud, 
To call for recompence: appear if to your mind, 
That through the fight I bear in things to come, 
I have abandon’d Zroy, left my pofleflion, 
incuri’d a Traytors name, expos’d my felf, 
From certain and pofleft conveniencies, 
To doubtful Fortunes, fequeftring from me all — 
That Time, Acquaintance, Cuftom, and Condition, 
Made tame, and moft familiar to my nature : 
And here to do you ferviceam become _ 
‘As new into the World, ftrange, unacquainted, 
{do befeech you, as in way of tafte, 
To give me now alittle benefit, : 
Out of thofe many regiftred in promife, 
Which you fay live to come in my behalf. 
Aga. 
mand ? Vee ‘ 
Cal. You havea Trojax prifoner, call’d Axthenor, 
Yefterday took : Troy holds him very dear. - 
Oft have you (often have you, thanks therefore) 
Defir’d my Creffid in right great exchange, 
Whom Troy hath ftilldeni’d: but this Axthenor, 
I know is fucha wreft in their affairs, 
That their negotiations all mmuft flack, 
Wanting his manage: and they will almoft 
Giveus a Prince oth’ blood, a Son of Priam, 
In change of him. Let him be fent, great Princes, © 
And he fhall buy my Daughter : and her prefence 
Shall quite ftrike off all fervicel have done, 
In moft accepted pain. . 
Aga. Let Diomedes bear him, 
And bring us Creffid hither ; Calcas fhall have 
What he requefts of us: good Diomede, 
Furnifh youfairly for this enterchange ; 
With all, bring word, if Hector willto morrow 
Be anfwer’d in his Challenge. Ajax is ready. 
| Dio. This fhallI undertake, and’tisa burthen 
WhichI am proud to bear. 


Enter Achilles, and Patroclus in their Tent. 


Ulyf. Achilles ftands ith’ entrance of his Tent; 
Pleafe it our General to pafs ftrangely by him, 
As if he were forgot: and Princesall, - 
| Lay negligent and loofe regard upon him 5 
jIwillcome laft, *tis like he’ll queftion me, 


Why fach unplaufive Eyes are bent? why turn’d on him ° 


AIf fo, Ihave decifion medicinable, 
To ufe between your ftrangenefs and his pride, 
-\Which his own will fhall have defire to drink ; 
It may do good, Pride hath no other glafs 
To fhew it felf, but Pride : for fupple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud mans fees, 
Agam. Weelexecute your purpofe, and put on 
A formof ftrangenefs as we pafs along, 
So do each Lord, and either greet him not, 
Or elf difdainfully, which fhall fhake him more, 
Than if not look’t on, Iwifllead the way. 
Achil. WWhat, comes the General to fpeak with me ? 
You know my mind. Ple fight no more ’gainft Troy. 
Aza. What fays Achilles, would he ought with us ¢ 
Nef. Would yon, my Lord, ought with the General ? 
Achil, No. Se ee: 
Nef. Nothing, my Lord. 
Aca. The better. © 
Achil, Good day, good day. 
Men. How do you? how do you? 
Achil. What does the Cuckold fcorn me ? 
Ajax. How now, Patroclus ? 


What would’t thou of us, Zrojan ? make de- 


(Exit. 


itera of Tis ad Cred. 


Achil, Good morrow, 4Yax. 
Ajax. Ha. 

Achil. Good morrow. 

Ajax. }, and Good next day too. 


Achil, What mean thefe Fellows ? know they nor 4! 
chilles ? 


To fend their {miles before them to Achilles ; 


To come as humbly, as they us’d to creep to holy Aicies re i 


Achil, WhatamI-poor of late? = 
Tis certain, Greatne({s once fal’n out with Fortune 
Muft fall out with Men too : what the declin’d is, 
He fhall as foon read in the Eyes of others, 
As feel in his own fall: for Men like Butter- flies, 
Shew not their mealy wings, but tothe Summer; 
And not a Man, for being fimple Man, 
Hath any Honour, but Honour’d by thofe Fonours 
That are without him ; as Place, Riches, Favour 
Prizes of accident, as oft as merit : a 
Which when they fall (as being flippery ftanders) 
The lovethat lean’d on them as flippery too, it 
Doth one pluck down another, and together — 
Dye in the fall: But ’tis not fo with me, 
Fortune and I are Friends, 1 do enjoy 
Atample point all that I did poflefs, pee 
Save thefe men’s looks, whodo methinks findout 
Something not worth in me fuch rich beholding, 
As they have often given. Here is Uiyfes, 
Ple interupt his reading : How now, Ulyffes ? 

Ubf. Now, great Thetis Son. 

Achil, What are you reading ? 

Ub/. A ftrange Fellow here 
Writes me, that man, how dearly ever parted, 
How much in having, or without, or in, 
Cannot make boaft to have that which he hath; 
Nor feels not what he ows, but by reflection , 
As when his virtues fhining upon others, 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the firft giver. 

Achil, This is not ftrange, Ulyfes, 
The beauty that is born here in the Face, 
The bearer knows not, but commends itfelf, __ 
Not going from it felf, but eyeto eyeoppos’d, 
Salute each other, with each others form. 


f 


| For fpeculation turns not to it felf, 
Till it hath travell’d and is married there 


Where it may fee it felf ; thisis not ftrange at all. 
Ulyf. I do not ftrain it at the Pofition, 

Itis familiar; but atthe Authors drift, 

Who inhiscircumftance, exprefly proves 

That no man is the Lord of any thing, Oe 

( Thougha and of him there is much confifting,) — 

Till he commmunicate his parts to others : oe 

Nor doth he of himfelf know them for ought, 

Till he behold them formed in th’ applaufe, 


Where they’re extended : who like an arch reverb’rates io 


The voice again , or like a gate of Steel 
Fronting the Sun, receives and renders back. 
His Figure, and his Heat. I was much rapt in this, — 
And appreliended here immediately i 
The unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, what a man is there?a very Horfe, ig 
That has he knows not what Nature,what things there 
Moft abject in regard, and dcar in vfe ; oe 
What things again moft dear in the efteem, 

And poor in worth : now fhall we fee to morrow, 
And a¢t that very chance doth throw upon him? — 
Ajax renown’d / O Heavens, what fome men do, 
While fome men leaveto do! om 

How fome men creep in skittifh fortunes Hall, 
VVhiles others play the Idiots inher eyes: — 

How one man eats into anothers Pride, 

VVhile Pride is feafting in his wantonnefs 

To fee thefe Grecian Lords; why, even already , 


CEs) 
Patr, They pafsftrangely : they were us’d to bend, if . 


a 
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Nau, 
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~ When Fame fhall in her Ifland found her Trump; 


They clap the lubber 4ja* on the fhoulder, 
As if his foot were on brave Hector’s breaft, 
And great Troy fhrinking. 
Achil. (do believe it, — 
For they paft by me; as Mifers do by Beggars, 
Neither gave to me good word, nor good look : 
VVhat, are my deeds forgot ? 
Ulf. Time hath (my Lord) a wallet at his back, 
VVherein he puts alms for oblivion - 
A great-fiz’d Monfter of ingratitudes : 
Thofe fcraps are good deeds paft, 
Which are devour’d as faft as they are made, 
Forgot as foonasdone: perfeverance, dear my Lord, 
Keeps Honour bright: to have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fafhion, like arufty Mdle, 
In monumental mockr’y : take the inltant way, 
For Honour travels in a Streight fo narrow, 
Where one but goes abreaft, keep then the path, 
For Emulation hath a thoufand Sons, 
That one by one purfue; if you give way 
Or hedge afide from the direct forth-right, 
Like to anentred Tide, they all rufh by, 
And leave you hindmoft, 
Or like a gallant Horfe fal*n in firft rank, 
Lye there for pavement totheabject, near 
O’re-run and trampled on : then what they doin prefent, 
Though lefsthan yours in paft, muft o’retop yours: 
For time is like a fafhionable Hoft, 
That flightly thakes his parting Gueft by th’ hand ; 
And with his arms out-ftretch’d, as he would flye, 
Grafps inthe comer : the welcome ever finiles, 
And farewels goes out fighing: O let not virtue feck 
Remuneration for the thing it was: for Beauty, Wit, 
High-birth, vigor of Bone, defert in Service, 
Love, Friendfhip, Charity, are fubjects all 
To envious and calumniating time: 
One touch of nature makes the whole World kin; 
That all with one confent praife new-born gauds, 
Though they are made and moulded of things pait, 
And go to duft, that is a little gilt, 
More laud in gilt o’re-dufted. ; 
The prefent Eye praifes the prefent object. 
Then marvel not, thou great and compleat Man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worfhip Ajax ; 
Since things in motion ’gin to catch the Eye, 
‘Than what not ftirs, the cry went outon thee, 
‘And ftill it might, and yet it may again, 
If thou would’ft not entomb thy felf alive, 
And cafe thy reputation inthy Tent, 
Whofe glorious deeds, but in thefe fields of late, 
Made emulous miflions ’mongft the Gods themfelves, 


- | And drave great Mars to Faction. 


Achil. Of this my privacy, 
I have {trong reafons. ; 
 Ubf. But ’gainft your privacy, 
‘The reafons are more potent and heroical : 
Tis known, Achilles, that you arein love 
VVith one of Priam’s Daughters, 
Achil. Ha? known? 
_Ubyf. Is that a wonder ? 
The providence that’s in a watchful State, 
| Knowsalmoft every grain of Pluto’s Gold 5 
Finds bottom in th? uncomprehenfive deeps 
Keeps place with thought ; and, almoft like the Gods, 
{ Does thoughts unveil in their dumb Cradles : 
There isa Myftery (with whom relation 
| Durft never meddle) in the foulof ftate; 
‘Which hath an operation more divine, 
Than Breath or Pen can give expreflure to : 
| All the commerce that you have had with Zroy, 
As perfectly is ours, as yours, my Lord. 
And better would it fit Achilles much, 
To throw down Heftor than Polyxena, | 
But it muft grieve young Pyrrhus now at home, - 
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And all.the Greeksh Girles fhall tripping fing, 
Great Heéfor's Silter did Achilles win ‘ 

But our Gteat_4jax bravely beat down him, 
Farewel, my Lord: I, as your Lover, {peak = 
The Fool flideso’re the lce that you fhould break: 

Patr. Yo this effect, Achilles, have | mov’d you: 

A woman impudent and mannifh grown, 

Is not more loath’d, than an effeminate man, 

In time of action : 1 ftand condemn’d for this ; 

They think my little ftomach to the war, 

And your great love to me,, reltrains you thns- 
Sweet, rouic your felf: and the weak wanton Cwpid 
Shall from your neck unleofe his amorous fold, 

And likea dew-drop from the Lions mane; 

Be fhook to airy air. 

Achil, Shall Ajax fight with Heéor ? JEG 

Patr. 1, and perhaps receive much Honour by him, 

Ackil. | fee my Reputation is.at ftake, 

My Fame is threwdly gored, 

Patr, O then beware : 

Thofe wounds heal ill, that men do give themfelves: 
Omiflion to do what is neceflary, 

Seals a Commiilion to a blank of danger, 

And danger, like an Ague, fubtly taints 

Even then when, we fit idly. in the fun. i 

Ach:l. Go call Therfites hither, fweet Patroclus, 
Ile fend the Fool to jax, and defire him 
T’invite the Trojan Lordsafter the Combat 
To fee us here unarm’d: 1 have a Womans longing, 
An appetite that I am fick withall, 

To fee great Heétor in the weeds of peace, 

. ‘ Enter Therfites. 

To talk with him, and to behold his vifage, 
Even to my full of view. A labour fav’ds 

Ther. A wonder, 

Achil, What? . 

Ther. Ajax gocsup and down the Field, asking. for 
himfelf, 

Achil, How fo ? 

Ther. He mutt fight fingly to morrow with Hetfor, and 
is fo prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling, that 
he raves in faying nothing. ' 

Achil. How can that be? 

Ther. Why, he ftalks up and down like a Peacock, 2 
ftride and a ftand : ruminates, like an Hoftefs, that hath no 
Arithmetiqne, but her Brain to fet down her reckoning ; 
bites his lip with a politique regard, as who fhould fay, 
there were wit in hishead, and *twoud ont ; and fo there } 
is , butit lies as coldly in him, as Fire ina Flint, which | 
will not fhew without knocking. The man’s undone for 
ever 3 for if Heétor break not his Neck i’th? Combat, hee’) 
break’t himfelfin vain-glory. He knows not me: I faid, 
good morrow Ajax. And he replies, thanks Agamemnon. 
What think you of this man, that takes me for the Gene- 
ral ? He’s growna véry Land-fih, languagelefz, a Montter, 
a Plague of Opinion, a man may wear it on both fides like 
a Leather Jerkin, 

Ackil. Thou muft be nry Embaflador to him, Therfites. 

Ther. Whol? while he?ll anfwer no body: he pro- 
fefles not anfwering ; fpeaking is for Beggars : he wears his 
Tongue in’s Aris : I will put on his prefence ; let Patrocliss 
make bis demands to me,you fhall fee the Pageant of Ajax. 

Achil, To him, Patroclzs, tell him, | humbly defire the } 
valiant Ajax, to invite the moft valorous Hettor, to come 
unarm’d to my Tent, and to procure fafe conduct for his | 
perfon, of the magnanimous; and moft illuftrious, fix or fe- } 
ven times honour’d Captain, General of the 7¢¢ian Ar- 
my, Agamemnon, &c. do this. 

Patr, Jove blefs great Ajax, 

Ther. Hum. ee 

Patr, 1 come from the worthy Achilles, 

Ther. Ha? Taee 

Patr. Who moft humbly defires you to invite Heétor 
to his Tent. Ther, 
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The. Hnm. Roufehim, and give him note of our approach, eG 
*Patr, And to procure fafe conduct from Agamemnon, * With the whole quality, whereof I fear 
Ther. Agamemnon ? We hall be much unwelcome, 
Par. 1, my Lord. FExe. That I aflure you: 
Ther. Ha ?. Troilus had rather Troy were born to Greece, 
Patr. What fay you to’t. Than Creffid born from Toy. 
Ther. Godb’you, with all my, Heart. Par. There is no help : : 
Patr. Your anfwer, Sir. The bitter difpofition of the time will have itfo. hae 
Ther. Lf to morrow be a fair day, by eleven a Clock it On, Lord, wee’l follow you. iM ae! |i 
will go one way,or other ; howfoever, he fhall pay for me |. Fine, Good morrow all. [Exit Eneas,| 
ere he has me. . Par, And tell me, Noble Déiomede 5 faith tell metrue, | 


ie 
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Patr. Your anfwer, Sir. Even in the Soul of found good: fellowfhip, 
Ther. Fare you wel with all my heart. Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen moft ? 
Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ? My felf, or AMenelaus ? 
They: No, but he’s out a tune thus: what Mufick will he |. Diom. Both alike, 

| be in when Heéfor has knockt out his brains, I know not: He merits well to have her, that doth feek her, 


} 


but 1 am fure none, unlefs the Fidler Apollo get his Sinews Not making any {cruple of her foylure, 
to make Catlings on. With fucha Hellof pain, and world of charge. 
Achil. Come, thou fhalt bear a Letter to him ftraight. And you as well to keep her that defend her, 
Ther. Let me carry another to his Horfe; for that’s the | Not palating tho taft of her difhonour, 
more capable creature. : _ | With fuch a coftly lofs of wealth and friends; — 
Achil. My mindis troubled. like a Fountain ftirr’d, He, likea puling Cuckold, would drink up” 
And I my felf fee not the bottomof it. The Lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ; 
Ther. Would the Fountain of your mind were clear You like a letcher, out of whorifh Loins, 
again, that I might water an Afg at it : Vhad rather bea} Are pleas’d to breed out your Inheritors : 2 hig 
Tick in a Sheep, than fuch a valiant ignorance. Both merits poiz’d, each weighs no lefs nor 
But heas he, which heavier fora Whore. Fig age: 
Enter at one Door Fineas with a Torch, at another Paris, Par. You are too bitter to your Country-woman, = 4 
Deiphobus, Anthenor, Diomede the Grecian, with Torches. |. Dio. She’s bitter to herCountrey: hearme, Paris, 
; For every falfe, drop in her baudy Veins no Pat 
Patr. See ho, whois that there ? A Grecians life hath funk: for every Scruple 
Deip. It is the Lord «4aeas. Of her contaminated Carrion weight, 
e4ne. Isthe Princetherein perfon? A Trojan hath been flain. Since fhe could fpeak, 
Had I fo good occafion to lie long | She hath not given fomany good words breath,’ 
As youPrince Paris, nothing but Heavenly bufinefs, ‘As for her Greeks and Trojans fuffred death. 
Should rob my Bed-mate of my company. Par. Fair Diomede, you do as Chapmen do, 
Diom. That’s my mind too: good morrow,Lord ~4zeas, | Difpraife the thing that you defire to buy: 
Par. A valiant Greek, e4xeas, take his Hand, But wein filence hold this virtuewell; 
Witnefs the procefs of your fpeech within ; Well not commend, what we intend to fell. | 
You told how Diomede, in a whole week by days 
Did haunt you in a Field. 
eAne. Health to you, valiant Sir, 
During all queftion of the gentle Truce : 
But when I meet you arm’d, as black defiance, 
| As heart can think, or courage execute, Troi, Trouble-him not: 
Diom, The one and other Diomede embraces, To Bed, to Bed: fleep killthofe pretty Eyes, 
Our Bloods are now in calm; and fo long health - And give as foft attachment to thy Sences, 
But when contention, and occafion meet, As Infants empty of all thought. 
By Youve, Pe play the Hunter for thy life, Cref. Good morrow then. 
With all my Force, Purfuit, and Policy. ase alt Trot. 1 prithee now to Bed. 
c4ne, And thou fhalt hunt a Lion that will flic , Cref. Are you a weary of me ? 
With his Face backward, in humane gentlenefs: °° ¢ © | Troi. O Crefida! but that the bufy.days 19 oils 
Welcome to Troy ; now by Anchifes’s life, | Wak?d by the Lark, has rouz’d the Ribald Crows, ~ 
Welcome indeed : by Venus hand I {wear, And dreaming Night will hide our Eyesno longer: ~ at 
No Man alive can love in fucha fort, I would not from thee. ‘yt ee 
The thing he meansto kill, more excellently. Cref: Night hath been too brief, it 
Diom. We fympathize. Yove let -Eneas live Troi. Belhrew the Witch! with venemous weight 
(If to my Sword his fate be not the glory) As hideoufly as Hell, but flies the grafps of love, bs | 
A thoufand compleat courfes of the Sun : With wings more momentary, fwifter than thought: ~ 
But in mine emulous Honour let him die, You will catch cold and curfe me. 6 jet te 
With every joynt a wound, and that to morrow. |" Cref. Prithee tarry, you men will nevertarty 5 
| eae. We know each other well. O foolith Creffida, I might have ftill heldoff,) > 
Dio. Wedo, and long to know each other worfe. © | And then'you would havetarried. Heark there’s one Up 
Par. This is themoft defpightfulft gentle greeting, | Paw. within, Wihat’s all the doors opem here?) 
Thenobleft hateful love, that e’re I heardof, Troi, It is your Uncle. — . ey 
What bufinefs, Lord, fo carly ? PB iar - = ep Baten Pandaras.: » 1 Vigaies 
<Aéne. \ was fent for to the King ; but why, 1 knownot. | Cref. A Peftilence on him : now will hebg mocking : 
Par. His purpofe meets you ; it was to bring this Greek | 1 fhall have fucha life. 10 di Eo OS 
To Calchas’s houfe: and there to render him, Pan. How now, how now? how go Maiden-heads? 
For the enfreed Asthenor, the fait Crefid: | Hear, you Maid: where’s my Coufin Creffid ne 
Lets have your company 3 or if you pleafe,  Cref, Gohang your felf, you naughty mocking Und 
Hafte there before.us, I conftantly do think ‘You bring me to do——and then you flout metoo. 
(Or rather call my thought a certain knowledge) ~ Pan. Todo what? todo what? let her fay, what: 
My Brother Troilus lodges thereto Night. — ‘What have I brought youtodo? 9 0 if 


+) 
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Cref. Come, come; befhrew your heart: you’! ne’re be 
good, nor fuffer others. 

Pan. Ha, ha: alas poor wretch: a poor Chipochia, haft 
not flept tonight ? would he not (a naughty man) Jet it 
fleep: abug-bear takehim. = [One knocks. 

Cref. Did not f tell you ? would he were knock?d i?th? 
head. Who’s that at door ? good Uncle, go and fee. 

My Lord, come you again into my Chamber : 
You fmite and mock me, as if I meant naughtily.: 

Troi. Ha, ha. 

Cref. Come, yow aredeceiv’d, I think of no fuch thing. 
‘How carneftly they knock: pray youcome in.  [.Kuzock, 
I would not for half Tray have you feen here. [ Bxceune. 
| Pan, Whos there? what’s the matter ? will you beat 
down the door ? How now, what’s the matter ? 

ene, Good morrow Lord, goad morrow. 

Pan, Who’s there, my Lord e4xeas? by my troth | 
knew you not : what news with you fo early ? : 

eine. Is not Prince Troidus here ? 

- Pan. Here? what fhould ke do here? 

c4ne. Come, he ishcre,my Lord, do not deny him : 
It doth import him much to fpeak with me. 

Pan. \s he here fay you? 7tis more than I know, Plebe 
fworn: For my own part, I came in late; what fhould 
he do here ? 

ene. Who, nay then : Come, come, youll do him 
wrong, e’re y’ are ware: youll be fotrue to him, to be 
falfe to him: Do not yow know of him, but yet go fetch 
Nim hither, go. ; 

Enver Yroilus. 
Tro. How now, what’s the matrer ? 
eine. My Lord, | fearce have leifuce to falute you, 


| My matter is fo rafh: thereis at hand, 


Paris your Brother, and Deiphobus, 

The Grecian Diomede, and our Anthenor 
Deliver’d to us, and for him forth-with, 
E’re the firft Sacrifice, within this hour, 

We mutt give up to Diomedes hand 

The Lady Creffida. 

Tro. \sit concluded fo? 

ene, By Priam, and the general State of Troy, 
They are‘at hand, and ready to effect it. 

Troi. How many atchievments mock me ? 
I will go meet them: and my Lord e4neas, 
We met by chance, you did not find mehere. 

ene. Good, good, my Lord, the fecrets of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Pandarus and Creflid. . 

Pan. st poffible ? no fooner got but loft: the Devil 
take Avthenor, the young Prince will go mad: a plague 
upon Axthenor ; ¥ would they had broke’s neck. 

Cre/. How now ? what’s the matter ? who was here ? 

Pan, Ah, ah! Gi 

Cref. Why figh you fo profoundly ? where’s my Lord ? 
gone? tell me, fweet Uncle, what’s the matter ? 

Pan. Would I were as deep under the earth, as I am 
above. 

Cref. O theGods! what’s the matter ? 

Pan, Prithee get thee in: would thou hadft ne’re been 
born; 1 knew thou would’ft be hisdeath. O poor Gen- 
tleman: aplague upon Asthenor. 

Cref. Good Unele, | befeech you, on my knees, I be- 
feech you, what’s the matter ? 

Pan, Thou muft be gone, wench, thou muft be gone , 
thou art chang’d for dathenor : thou muft to thy Father, 
and be gone from Troilus : twill be his death : "twill be 
his bane, he cannot bear it. 

Cref. O you immortal Gods ! F will not 0. 

Pan, Thou mutt. : 

Créf, | will not, Uncle: Thave forgot my Father. 

i knowno touch of confanguinity: 

No Kin, no Love, no Blood, no Soul fo near me, 
As the fweet Trosdss : O you Gods divine! 
Make Creffid’s name the very crown of falfhood,; 
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If ever fhe leave Troilus: time, and death 

Do to this body what extremity you can i 

But thé ftrong Bafe and building of my love 

‘ as the Sumario ofithe: earth, 
rawing all things toit, I will goi ; 
Pan. Lie. ‘leas — Pe 
Cref. Tear: my! bright Hair, and {cratch my praifed 

cheeks, : 

Crack my clear voice with fobs, and break my heart 

With founding Troilus, 1 will not go from Troy.  LExit. 


Enter Paris, Troilus, Eneas, Deiphobus, Anthenor, 
ry and Diomedes. 


Par, Itis great morning, and the hour prefixt 


Comes faft upon: good my Brother Troilus, 
Tell you the Lady what fheis to do, 

And hafte her tothe patpofe.. 
tr Walk into her hoofé': 

le bring her to the Grecian-prefently + 
And.to his hand whet} aelieee — of 
Think it an Altar, and thy Brother Troilus 
A Prieft, there offering to. iv his heart, 

Par. | know, what tis to love, 

And would, as I fhall pity, I could help. 
Pleafe you walkin, my Lords. 
Enter Pandarus avd Crefiid. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cref.. Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The grief isfine, full perfect that I tafte, 
And no lefs ina fenfé as ftrong, as that 
Whichcaufeth it. How-can ft mod’rate its 
If I could temporife withmy affection, 
Or brew it to a weak andicolder palat, 

The like allayment could/I give my grief? 

My love.admits do qualifying crofs. 
Enter Troilus. 

No more my grief, in fuch a precious lofs. : 

Pan. Here, here, here he comes, a fweet Duck: 

Cref. O Troilus, Troilus, 

Pan. What a pair of fpectacles is here? let me embrace 
too: oh Heart, asthe goodly faying is; O-Heart, heavy 
Heart, why fitteft thou without breaking? where he. an 
{wers again; becaufe thow canft not cafe thy fmart by 
friendfhip, nor by fpeaking : there was never atruer time; 
let uscaft away nothing, for we may live to have need of 
fuch a Verfe; we fee it, we feeit: how now, Lambs? 

Troi. Crefid, blove thee in fo ftrangea purity; 

That thebleft Gods, asangry with my fancy, 
More bright in zeal, than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow totheir Deities, take thee from me. 

Cref, Havethe Gods envy ? 

Pan. 1,41, 1, ’tistoo plaina cafe. 

Cref. Andis it true, that mufb go from Troy? 

Trot. A hateful truth. 

Cref. What, and from Troilustoo ? 

Troi, From Troy, and Froilns, 

Cref. Ist poflible ? 

Troi. And fuddenly, where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, juftles roughly by 
Alltime of paufe: rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoyndure: forcibly prevents 
Our lock’d embrafures:; ftrangles our dear vows, 

Even inthe birth of our own labouring breath. * 

We two, that with fo many thoufand fighs 

Did buy each other, muft poorly fell our felves, 

With the rude brevity and difcharge of one; 

Injurious time, now with a Robbers hafte 

Crams his rich Theevery up, he knows not how. 

As many farewels as be ftarsin Heavens. 

With difting& breath, and confign’d kifles to them, 

He fumbles up inaloofeadiens 
And fcants us with afingle famifht kifs, 
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Diitaiting with the Salc of broken tears. 
Enter Fineas: 
eA£neas withins My Lord, is the Lady ready? 
Tros. Hark, you are cal?’d: fome fay the Genius fo 
Cries, come, to him that inftantly muft die. 

Bid them have patience ; fhe fhallcome anon, 
Pan, Whereare my tears? rain, to lay this wind, of 

my Heart will be blown up by the Root. 

Cref. 1 muft then to the Grecians ? 

Troi. No remedy. 

Cref. Awoful C refid mong{t the merry Greeks. 
Toi. When fhallwe fee again ? 

Hear me, my Love : be thou but true of Heart. 
Cref. L true ? how now? what wicked deem Is this ? 
Troi. Nay, we mutt ufe expoftulation kindly, © 

For it is parting from us: i 

I fpeak not, be thoa true, as fearing thee : 

For I will throw my Glove to death himfelf, 

That there’s no maculation in thy Heart 

But bethoutrue, fayl, to fafhionin + 

My fequent Proteftation : be thou true, 

And I will fee thee. 

Cref, O youfhall beexpos’d, my Lord, to dangers 

Asinfinite, asimminent: but }’le be true. 

Tyoi, And Ile grow friend with danger ; 

Wear this Sleeve. 

Cref, And youthis Glove. 

When fhall I fee you? ; 
Troi. 1 will corrupt the Grecian Centinels 

To give thee nightly vifitation ; 

But yet be true. 

Cref. O Heavens, be true again £ 
Troi, Hear why 1 fpeak it, Love: 

The Grecian youths are full of quality, 

Their loving well compos’d, with gift of Nature, 

Flowing and fwelling o’re with Arts and exercife s 

How novelties may move, and parts with perfon, 

Alas, a kine of godly. jealoufie, 

Which I befeech you call a vertuous finy 

Makes nie afraid, 

Cref. O Heavens, you love me not! 
Tro. Dyelaviliainthens = 

In this I do not call your Faith in queftion 

So mainly as my merit: I cannot fing, . 

Nor heel the high Lavolt , not fweeten talks 

Nor-play at fubtle games 5 fair Virtues all: 
To which the Grecians are moft prompt and pregnant : 
Butl cantell thatin eachgrace of thefe, 
There lurks a {till and dumb-difcourfive devil, 
That tempts moft cunningly : but be not tempted. 
Cref: Do not think, 1 will, 
Tro. No, but fome thing may be done that we will not: 
And fometimes we are Devils to our felves, 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
| Prefuming on theit changeful potencie. 
e#neas within, Nay, good my Lord. 
Troi. Come kifs, and jet us part. 
_ Paris within, Brother Troilus, 
Troi. Good Brother, come you hither, 
And bring «4zeas and the Grecian with you. 
Cref. My Lord, will you be true ? 
Troi. Whol? alas it ismy vice, my fault: 
While others Fith with craft for great Opinion, 
1, with great truth, catch meer fimplicity ; 
Whilt fome withcunning gild their Copper Crowns, 
With truth and plainnefs1 do wear mine bare. 
Enter the Greeks. 
Fear not my troth; the moral of my Wit 
Is plain and true, there’s all the reach of it. 
Welcome, Sir Diomede, here is the Lady 
Which for Asthenor we deliver you. 
At the Port (Lord) I’le give her to thy hand, 
And by the way poflefs thee what fhe is. 
Entreat her fairs and by my Soul, fair Greck,’ 
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if e’re thou ftand at mercy of my Sword, 


Name Creffid, and thy life fhall be as fafe 
As Priam is in Jhon, 


For by the dreadful Plwso, if thou dort not, 


sd, 


Diom, Fair Lady Creffid, 
So pleafe you, fave the thanks this Prince expects: 
The luftre in your Eye, Heaven in your cheek, 
Pleads your fair ufage, and to Diomede 
You fhall be Miftrefs, and command him wholly. 
Troi. Grecian, thou doft not ufe me courteoufly; 
To fhame the Seal of my Petition towards, 
| praifing her. Ltellthee, Lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-foaring o’re thy praifes, 
Asthou unworthy to be call’d her Servant: 
I charge thee ufe her well, even for my charge: 


(Though the great bulk Achilles be thy Guard) ~ 
Ple cut thy Throat. ig 
Diom, Oh be not mov’d, Prince Troilus 5 
Let me be privileg’d by my place and meflage, 

To be a fpeaker free: when I am hence, 
le anfwer tomy luft: and know, my Lord, 
Ple nothing do on. charge: to her own worth 
She fhall be priz’d: but that you fay, be’t fo; 
le fpeak in my Spiritand honour, no. specae 
Troi. Come tothe Port. Pletell thee, Diomede, 
This Brave fhall oft make thee to hide thy Head: 
Lady, give me your hand, and as we walk, ener of 
To our own felves bend we our needful talk. 
[Sound 


Trumpet, 
Par. Hark, Heétor’s Trumpet. ng: 
eAne. How have we fpent this morning ? i 
The Prince muft think me tardy and remils, ei 
That fwore to ride before him in the Field. ‘e 
Par, ?TisTroilus fault: come, come, to Field withhim.| — 
? Eset | 
Dio. Letus make ready ftreight. i 
eAne. Yea, with a Bridegroom’s frefhalacrity 
Let us addrefsto tend on Heétor’s heels : 4 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 
On his fair worth, and fingle Chivalry. FR 
% 
Enter Ajax armed, Achilles, Patroclus, Agamemnon, } 
nelaus, Ulyffes, Neftor, Calcas, Oe. 
rs Vig. 
Aga, Here art thowin appointment frefh and fait, 
Anticipating time. With ftarting courage, ay 
Give with thy Trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax, that the appauled-Air 
May pierce the head of the great Combatant, — 
And hale him hither. 9 
Aja, Thou Trumpet, there’s my Purfe ; fem 
Now crack thy Lungs, and fplit thy Brafen Pipe + 
Blow villain, till thy fphered Bias Cheek a, 
Out-fwell the Cholick of puft 4quilon: a 
Come, ftretch thy cheft, and let thy Eyes fpout Blood: 
Thou blowelt for Hector. ‘iad 
Ubff. No Trumpet anfwers. 
Aclul, ?Tisbut early days. 
Enter Diomede and Creflid. =i 
Aga. Ist not young Déomede with Catcas Daughter: 
Ulf. ?Tis he, 1ken the manner ofhis Gate, 
He rifes onthe Toe: that Spirit of his ee 
In afpiration lifts him from the Earth. — 
Aga, Is this the Lady Creffid ? s 
Dio, Even the. ; acts 
Aga. Moft dearly welcome to the Greeks, fwee 


Lady. . ha 7 
Neft. Our General doth falute you with a RUS. ae 
Ulyf. Yet is your kindnefs but particular 5 *6wer¢ better Be 

fhe were kift in general. eee 
‘Nest. And very courtly counfel ; Ple begin. Somucn) 

for Neftor. ae ane 

Achil. Vie take that Winter from your Lips: fair Late a 

Achilles bids you welcome. } ‘Ment. a 


| And wide unclafp the Tables of their thoughts, 


Men. | had good argument for killing once. 

Patro, But that’sno argument for kiffling now 3 
For thus pop’d Parss in his hardiment. 

Ulf. Oh deadly gall, and theam ofall our feorns, 


‘| For which we lofe our heads, to gild his horns. 


Patro, The firft was Adznelaus kifs, this mine; 
Patroclus kifles you. _ 

Men, Oh this is trim. 

Patr. Paris and 1 kifs evermore for him. 

Men. Vie have my kifs, Sir : Lady, by your leave. 

Cref. In kiffing do you render, or receive ? 

Patr, Both take and give. 

Cref. Pie make my match to give, 

The kifs you'take is better than you give: therefore no 
kifs. 

Men. Vle give you boot, Ple give youthree for one. 

Cref. Youare an odd Man, give even, or give none. 

Men, An odd Man, Lady ? every man is odd. 

Cref. No, Parisis not; for you know ’tis true; 
| That youare odd, and he is even with you. 

Men, You fillip me o’th’ head. 

Cref. No, Ple be fworn. Bas 

Ulyf, It wereno match, your Nail againft his Horn - 
May I, fweet Lady, beg a kifs of you? 

Cref. You may. _ 

Ulyf. 1 do detire it. 

Cref. Why beg then. 

Uf. Why then for Venws fake, give mic akifs: 
When Helin isa Maid again, and his 

Cref. | am your debtor, claim it when tis due. 

Ulf. Never’s my Day, and then a kifs of you. 

Diom. Lady, a word, lle bring you to your Father. 

Neft. A Woman of quick Sence. 

Ulyf. Fie, fie upon her : 
There’s language in her Eye, her Cheek, her Lip; 
Nay, her Foot fpeaks, her wanton Spirits look out 
At every joynt, and motive of her Body : 

Oh thefe encounters fo glib of Tongue, 
That give a coafting welcome e’re it comes $ 


To every tickling Reader: fet them down, 


For fluttith fpoils of opportunity ; 
| And Daughters of the game. 


[ Exeunt. 


Enter all of Troy, Hector, Paris, Aineas, Helenus, and 
Attendants. 


All, The Trojans Trumpet. 
“ga. Yonder comes the Troop. 
cine. Hail all you ftate of Greece: what fhall be done 


4 To him that Victory commands ? or do you purpofe, 


A Vie€tor fhall be known: will you, the Knights 

Shall to. the edge of all extremity _ 

Purfue each other 5 or shall be divided 

|By any voice, or order of the Field: Aeéor bad ask ? 


The Knight oppos’d. : 

| e4ne. VE not Achilles, Sir, what is your name ? 

| Achil, Vf not Achilles, nothing. . 
e£nc. Therefore Achilles: but what e’re, know this, 

In the extremity of great and little : 

Valour and Pride excel themfelves in Heéfor ; 

The one almoft as infiniteas all, 

The other blank as nothing: weigh him well - 

And that which looks like Pride, is Courtefie : 

This Ajax is half made of Heétor’s Blood, 

In love whereof, half Heétor ftay’s at home: 

Half heart, half hand, half Heétor, comes to feck 

This blended Knight, half Trojan and half Greek, 

Achil. & Maiden Battel then? OT perceive you. 

Aza, Here is Sir Diomede: Go gentle Knight, . 
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‘Coufin, all honour to thee. 
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Stand by our Ajax: as you and Lord e&peas 

Confent upon the order of their fight; 

So be it 5 either to the uttermoft, 

Or elfea breach: the Gombatants being kin 

Half itints their ftrife, before their {trokes begin. 
Ch They are cppos’d already. 
ya, What Trojan is that fame, that looks fo heavy ? 
Ubf. The youngett Son of Raiam, 

And a true Knight ; they call tim Troilus ; 

Not yet mature, yet matchlef ‘itm of word, 

Speaking in deeds, and deedlefs in his Tongue ; 

Not foon provok’d, nor being provok’d, foon calin’d ; 

His heart and hand both open, and both free : 

For what he has, he gives, what thinks, he thews 5 

Yet gives he not till judgment guidevhis bounty, 

Nor dignifies an impair thought with Breath : 

Manly as Actor, but mere dangerous; 

For Heétor in his blaze of wrath fubfcribes 

To tender Objects; but he in heat of Action 

ls more vindicative than jealous love. 

They cail him Troilws; andon him erect 

A fecond hope, as fairly built as Heé#or, 

Thus fays e£xeas, one that knows the youth, 

Even to his inches: and with private Soul, 

Did in great Jon thus tranflate him to me. 
Aga. They are in action. 
Neff. Now Ajax hold thine own. 
Troi. Hettor thou fep’it, awake thee. 
Aza. His blows are well difpos’d there, Ajax. [Trumpers 
Diom. You muft no more. ceafe. 
e4ne. Princes, enough, fo pleafe you. ; 
“ja. Lam not warm yet, det us fight again. 

_ Diom. As Heétor pleafes. 
Fiect, Why then will I no more: 

Thou art, great Lord, my Fathers Sifters Son} 

A Coufin German to great Priams Seed: 

The obligation of our Blood forbids 

A gory emulation ’twixt us twain : 

Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan fo, 

That thou could’ft fay, this hand is Greciam all; 

And this is Trojan: the Sinews of this Leg ~ _ 

All Greek, and this all Troy: my Mother’s Blood 

Runs on the dexter Cheek, and this Sinifter 

Bounds in my Father?s: by Jove multipotent, 

Thou fhould’ft not bear from me a Greekifh member 

Wherein my Sword had not impreflure made 

Of our-rank fead: but the juft Gods gainfay, 

That any drop thou borrow’dit from thy Mother, 

My facred Aunt, fhould by my mortal Sword 

Be drain’d. Let me embrace thee, Ajax: 

By him that thunders, thouhaft lufty Arms; 

Hettor would have them fall upon him thus, 


[ Alavam, 


“ja, {thank thee, Heéfor : 
Thouart toogentle, and too free a man; 
Icameto kill thee, Coufin, and bear hence 
A great addition, earned in thy death. oe 
Heit, Not Neoptolem#fo mirable, $4y'¢, 1.2 Ath 
On whofe bright Creft, Fame with her loud’t (O yes) 
Cries, This is he, could promife to himfelf, 
A thought of added Honour, torn from Heéfor, 
eine, There is expectance here from both the fides: 
What further you will do: 
He, We ll anfwer it: | 
The iffue is embracement : Ajax, farewel: 
Aja. {f I might in entreaties find fuccefS, 
As-feld I have the chance; I would defire 
My famous.Coufin to our Grecian Tents. > 
Diom, ?Vis Agamemnon*s with, and great Achilles 
Doth long to feeunarm’d the valiant Heéor. 
Hcék, -neas, call my Brother Troilas to me: 
And fignifie this loving enterview 
Tothe expectors of our Trojan part : 
Defire them home. Give me thy hand, my Coufin: 


imp 


I wil] 


a nn ee 
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ieee Bi! |: _—— 
with thee, and fee your Knights. To feat with me, and fee me at my Tent. ale 
Enter Agamemnon and the refh, i Achill. \ {hall foreftal thee, Lord Ubffes, thou ; 
Aja. Great Asamemnon comes to meet us here. Now Heétor I have fed mine Eyes on thee, 
Heit. The worthieft ofthem, tell me name by name: have with exact view perus‘d thee, Heétor, 
But for Achilles, mine own fearching eyes And quoted joynt by joynt. 
Shall find him by his large and portly fize. Heth, is this Achilles? 

Ava. Worthy of Arms: as welcome asto one, Achil. 1 am Achilles. , jah 
That would be rid of fugh an Enemy. Hett. Stand fair, 1 prithee, let me look on thee, 
But that’s no welcome : | nderftand more clear, Achil, Behold thy fill. 

What’s. paft and what’s to. come, is ftrew’d with husk’s Heé. Nay, | have done already. 

And formle( ruin of oblivion: Achil. Thouart too brief, I will the fecond time, 

Butinthis extant moment, faith and troth, As I would buy thee, view thee, limb by limb, 

Strain’d purely from all hollow bias drawing, Heét. O like a Book of fport thou’lt read meo’re: 
| Bids thee with moft divine integrity, But there’s more in me. than thou underftand’ft, " 

From heart of very heart, great Heétor, welcome. Why doeit thou fo opprefs me with thine Eye ? og 

Heét. \ thank thee, moft imperious Agamemnon. Achil, Tellme, you Heavens, in which part of his Body 

Aga. My well fam’d Lord of Z7oy, to lefS to you. Shall I deftroy him? Whether there, or there, or there, 

Men. Let me confirm my Princely Brothers greeting, That I may give the Local wounda name, eae 
You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. And make diftinét the very breach, where-out He 

Hei, Whom mui we anfwer ? Hettor*s great Spirit flew. Anfwer me, Heavens, 

e#ne. The Noble Aéenclaus. Heét. It would difcredit the bleft Gods, Proud Man, 

Hef. ©, youmy Lord, by Mars his gauntlet, thanks, | To anfwer fuch a Queftion : Stand again ; 44 
Mock not, that I affect th’ untraded Oath, Think? thou to catch my life fo pleafantly, 
Your quondam wife {wears ftillby Venus Glove; As to prenominate in nice conjecture, Foti 
She’s well, but bad me not commend her to you. Where thou wilt bit me dead ? 

“Men, Name her not now, Sir, fhe’s a deadly Theam. Achil, \ tell thee, yea. ps Rast 
Heét, O pardon, | offend. Hit, Wert thou the Oracle to tell mefo, 
| Neft. I have (thou gallant Trojan) feen thee oft Pld not believe thee: henceforth guard thee well, 
| Labouring for deftiny, make cruel way For Pie not kill thee there, nor there, nor there, 
Through ranks of Greekifh youth, andI have feenthee, | But by the Forge that {tythied A4ars his Helm, 
| As hot as Perfewss Spur thy Phrygean Steed, Dle kill thee every where, yea o’re and o”re, 
And feen thee feorning forfeits and fubduements, You wifeit Grecians, pardon me this brag, ent 
'| When thou haft hung thy advanced Sword th’ Air, His infolence draws folly from my Lips, aad 
| Nor letting it decline on the declined : But Ple endeavour Deeds to match thefe Wotds; 
| That I have faidunto my ftanders by, Or may I never— ‘peas 
| Lo Gupiter is yonder, dealing life. Ajax. Do not chafe thee, Coufin: 
-| And I have feen thee paufe, and take thy breath, | And you Achilles, let thefe threats alone 
'| When that a Ring of Greeks, have hemm’d thee in, Till accident, or purpofe bring you to’t. 
i| Like an Olympian wraftling. Thishave1 feen, ; You may have every day enough of Heétor, 
‘| But this thy countenance (itill lockt in Steel) If you haveStomach. The general ftate, I fear, 
{I never faw till now. I knew thy Grandfire, Can fcarce intreat you to be odd with him. 
| And once fought with him 5 he wasa Souldier good, - Heét, I pray you, letus fee you in the Field, 
| But by great Adars (the Captain of us all,) We have had pelting Wars fince you refus’d 
Never like thee, .. Let an Old Man embrace thee, The Grecian’s Caufe. 
|| And.¢worthy Warrior) welcome to our Tents. Achil. Do’ thow intreat me, Heétor ? 
e4ne, Tis the old Neffor. To morrow dol meet thee, fellasdeath, 
| zac#. Let me embrace thee, good old Chronicle, ' | ToNight, all Friends. 
| That haftfo long walkt hand in hand with time: Heit. Thy hand upon that match. % 
Moft Reverend Neffor, 1am glad to clafp thee. Aga, Firft, all you Peers of Greece go to my Tent, . 
Neft. Twould my Arms could match thee in contention, | Theré inthe full convive you: Afterwards, a 
As they contend with thee in courtelic. As Heétors leifure, and your bounties fhall 
Heél, 1 would they could. Concur together, feverally intreat him. 4 
* Nest. Ha? by this white beard ld fight with thee to | Beat loud the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow. . ' 
‘| morrow. Well,welcome. welcome ; I have feen the time--- | That this great Souldier may his welcome know. LE#m% 
| Ulf. 1 wonder now-how yonder City ftands, Troi, My Lord Ulyfes, tell me, 1 befeech you,» 
| When we have here her Bafe and Pillar by us. Inwhat place of the Field doth Calcaskeep? «| 
- Hett. | know your favour, Lord Uly/fes, well. Ulyf. At Menelaus Tent, moft Princely Troilus, ; 
WA, Sir, there’s many a Greek. and Trojan dead ; There Diomede doth feaft with him to Night, 
Since firft Ifaw yourtfclf and Diomede Who neither looks on Heaven, nor on Earth, 
{In Zion, on your Greekifh Embafie. | d bent of amorous view 
| Ub. Sir, 1 foretold youthen what would enfue, 
| My Prophecy is but half his journey yet 5 
|For yonder Walls that partly front your Town: 
{Yond Towers, whofe wanton tops do bufs the Clouds, . 
| Mutt kifs their own Fect. «eee 
Hie&#,. 1 muft not believe you: : . As gentle tell me, BAGS 
| There they ftand yet: and modetftly I think, This Creffidain Troy, had fhe no Lover there, 
The fall of every Phrygian Stone will coft sa That wails her abfence ? ‘ 
A drop of Grecian Blood : the end crowns alleen. =| . Zr. O Sir, to fach as boafting fhew their fears, 
And that old common Arbitrator, Time, .- ~—«| A mock is due: will you walk on, my Lord? 
Will one Day end it. a aay ES She was belov’d, fhelov’d; fheis, anddoth. 

Ulyf. Soto himwe leave it. Sate tae But ftill, {weet love is Food for Fortunes th. [Exeun 

Moft gentle, and moft valiant Heéfor, welcome; Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 
‘| After the General, I befeech you next ci ) Achil, Vie heat his Blood with Greekifh W 


I will go eat 


me! 


Patrociits, let ug Feaft him to the height. 

Pa:r. Here comes Ther fites. 

Eater Therfites. 

* Achil, How now, thoucore of Envy ? 
Thou cruity batch of Nature, what’s the news ? 

Ther. Why, thou Picture of what thou feem’ft,and Ido] 
of Idiot-worlhippers, here’sa Letter for thee. 

Achil, From whence, Fragment ? 

Ther, Why, thou full dith of Fool, from Troy. 

Paty, Who keeps the Tent now ? 

Ther, The Surgeon’s Box, or the Patient’s Wound. 

Patr. Wellfaid, Adverfity, and what need thefe tricks? 

Ther. Prithee be filent, Boy, 1 profit not by thy talk, 
thou art thought to be Achilles’s male Varlet. 

Patr. Male Varlet, you Rogue? What’s that ? 

Ther. Why, his mafculine Whore. Now the rotten 
difeafes of the South, Guts-griping, Ruptures, Catarrhs, 
Loads 0’ gravel i’th’ backs, Lethargies, cold Palfies, and the 
like, takeandtake again fuch prepofterous difcoveries. 

Patr. Why, thou damnable box of Envy, thou, what 
mean’{t thou to Curfe thus ? 

Ther. Dol Curfethee ? 

Pair, Why no,. you ruinous Butt, you whorfon indi- 
ftinguifhable Cur. 
| Ther, No? Why art thouthen exafperate , thou idle 
| immaterial skein of fleyd Silk , thou green Sarcenet flap 

for afore Eye, thou toflel of a Prodigals Purfe, thou ? Ah, 
how the poor World is peftred with fuch water-flies, di- 
minutives of Nature. ; 

Patr, Out gall. 

Ther, Finch Egg. 

Achil, My {weet Patroclus, 1 am th’warted quite 
From my great purpofe in to morrows battel : 
Here is a Letter from Queen Hecuba, 

A Token from her daughter, my fair Love, 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 

An Oath that I have fworn. I will not break it, 
Fall Greck,, fail Fame, Honour, or go, or ftay, 
My major Vow lies here 5 this I’le obey : 

Come, come, Ther/ites, help to trim my Tent, 
This night in banqueting mutt all be fpent. 
Away, Patroclus. 


(Exit. 
two may run mad: but if withtoo much brain, and too 
little blood, they do, ’le be a Curer of Mad-men. Here’s 
Agamemnon, an honeft Fellow enough, and one that Joves 


{good transformation of Swpiter there his Brother, the 


| Bull, the primitive Statue, and oblique memorial of Cuc- 


{kolds, a thrifty fhooing-horn in a chain, hanging at his 
{Brothers Leg ; towhat form, but that he is, fhould wit 
larded with malice, and malice forced with wit, turn him 
to? to an Afswere nothing, heis both Afs and Ox; to 
an Ox were nothing, he is both Ox and Afs, to be a 
Dogg, a Mule, a Cat, a Fitchew, a Toad; a Lizard, an 
Owl, a Puttock, or a Herring without a Roe, I would 
Not care: But to be Aenelaus, 1 would confpire againft 
Deftiny. Ask me not what I would be, if Iwere not Zher- 
fites: for \ care not to be the Lowfe ofa Lazar, fo I were 
not Menelaus, Hoy-day, Spirits and Fires. 


| Enter Hector, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulyfts, Neftor, Dio. 
mede, with Lights. 


Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong. 
_ Aja. No, yonder ’tis, there where we fee the Light. 
Het, | trouble you, 
Ajax. No, not awhit. | - 
Enter Achilles. 
Ulyf. Here comes himfelf to guide you. ; 
Achil, Welcome brave Hector, welcome Princes all. 
Azam. So, now fait Prince of Troy; I bid good night, 
Ajax commands the Guard to tend on you, - 
Fett. Tharks,and good night to the Grek’s General, 
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Ther, With too much blood, and too little brain, thefe | life : fhe’s noted. 


Quails, but he has not fo much Brain as Ear-wax; and the | with your words. 


Men. Good night, my Lord. 
Het, Good night; {weet Lord Afenelaus, 
_ Ther. Sweet. draught: {weet guoth a? 

{weet Sure. Server” 

Achil. Good night, and welcom, both at once to thofe 
that go, or tarry. "ee 

4ga. Good night. 

“chil, Old Nejfor tarties, and you too, Didmede 
Keep Hector company aa hour or two. ‘ 

Dio. Icannot, Lord, I have important bufinefs, 
The tide whereof is now 5 Good night, great H:étor, 

Hee, Give me your hand. 

bf. Follow his Torch, he goes to Clchas’s Tent 
Ple keep you company. ‘ 

voz. Sweet Sir, you honour me. 

Het. And fo Good night. 

Achil. Come, come, entérmy Tent. .  [Exeunt. 

Ther. That fame Diomed?sa falfe-hearted Rogue, a moft 
unjuft Knave; I will no more truft him when he leers, than 
I will a Serpent when he hiflés: He will {pend his mouth 
and promifé, like Brabler the Hound; bat. when he per- 
forms, Aftronomers foretel it, that itis prodigious, there 
will come fome change :) The Sun borrows of the Moon, 
when Diomede keeps his word. I will rather leave to fee 
Heitor, than not to dog him: they fay, he keeps a Trojan 
Drab, and ufes the Traytor @alchas his Tent. (le af. 
ter——Nothing but Lechery ? All incontinent Varlets. 

LExeunt, 


{weet Sink, 


Exter Diomede. 
Dio, What are you up here, ho? fpeak. 
Chal. Who calls? . 
Dio. Diomede, Calchas,{ think, where’s your Daughter ? 
Chal. She comes to you. 
Enter Troilus, avd Ulyfles. 
Ulf. Stand where the Torch may not difcovert us. 
Enter Creilid. 
Troi. Creffid come forth to him. 
Dio. How now, my charge ? j ey ayes 
Cref. Now my fweet Guatdian: hark, a word with you. 
Trot. Yea, fo familiar ? 
Ulyf. She will fing any man at firft fight. 
Ther, Andany man may find her; if he can take her 


Dio. Will you remember ? 
. Cref. Remember ? yes. 
Dio, Nay, but do then ;, and let your mind be coupled 


Troi. What fhould-fhe remember ? 

Ulf. Lift. . 

Cref. Sweet honey, Greek, tempt me no more to folly. 

Ther. Roguery. 

Dio, Nay, then. 

Cref. Ple tell you what. 

Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pin, you are a forfworn—— 

Cref:1n Faith cannot * what would you have me do? 

Ther, A jugling trick, to be fecretly open. 

Dio. What did you fwear you, would beftow on me ? 

Cref.1 prethee do not hold me to mine Oath 3 
Bid me do any thing but that, fweet Greck, 

Dio. Good night: 

Troi. Hold, Patience. Ps 

Ulyf. How now, Trojan? ‘ 

Cref. Diomede. 3 

Dio. No, no, good night: Ple be your Fool no more- 

Troi. Thy better mutt. . 

Cref. Hark, one word in your Ear. 

Troi. O Plague and Madnefs! ge . 

Ulf. You are mov’d, Prince, let us depart, 1 pray you, 
Left your difpleafure fhould enlarge it felf . 
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous 3 
The time right deadly: 4 befeech you go. 

Troi, Behold, I pray you. 

Ulyf.Nay, good my Lord go off: ; 
You flow to oe diftraétion: come; my. Lord. 

Z 


Troi: 
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~ Troi. 1 pray thee itay? 
Ulyf. You have not patience, Come. 


il] not {peak a word. 
MY Dia, iad fo good night. - 
Cref. Nay, but you part in anger. ‘ 
Troi. Doth that grieve thee ? O withered truth! 
Ubf. Why, how now, Lord? 
Trot. By Youve, | will be patient. 
Cref. Guardian ? why, Greek? 
Dio. Fo, fo, adieu, you palter. : 
Cre. In faith, 1 do not: come hither once again. 
Ulyf. You fhake, my Lord, at fomething 5 will 
You will break out. 
Troi. She ftroaks his Cheek. 
Ulyf. Come, come. 
Troi. Nay, ftay, by Jove, I will not {peak a word. 
There is between my will, and afl offences, 
A guard of patience, flay a little while. 
Ther. How the Devil Luxury with his fat Rump, 
Potato Finger, tickles thefe together : fry, Lechery, 
Dio. But will you then ? 
Cref. In Faith I will go; never truft me elfe. 
Dio. Give me fome token for the furety of it. 
Cref. Plefetch you one. 
Ulyf, Youhave {worn patience. 
Tre:. Fear menot, {weet Lord. 
[willnot bemy felf, nor have cognition 
Of what I feel : I amall patience. 
Enter Creffid. 
Ther. Now the pledge, now, now, now. 
Cref. Here, Diomede, keep this Sleeve. 
Troi. O Beauty ! where is thy Faith? 
Ulyf. My Lord. 
Troi. 1 will be patient, outwardly { will. 
Cref. You look upon that Sleeve, behold it, well : 
He lov’d me: O falfe Wench : give’t me again. 
Dio. Whofe was’ ? 
Cref. It isno matter now I have’t again. 
I will not meet with youto morrow night: 
I prithee, Diomede, vifit me no more. 
Ther. Now fhe fharpens : well faid Whetftone. 
Dio, 1 fhall have it. 
Cref. What, this ? 
Dio. I, that. 
Cref. O allyouGods! O pretty, pretty pledges 
Thy Mafter now lies thinking in his Bed, 
Ofthee and me, and‘fighs, and'takesmy Glove, 
And gives memorial dainty kiffes to it : ; 
As1 kifs thee. Ba, 
Dio. Nay, donot fnatch it from me. 
Cref. He that takesthat, takes my Heart withall, 
Dio. Ihad your Heart before, this follows it. 
Troi. 1 did fwear patience. 


se 


Ple give you fomething elfe. 
* Dio. Vwillhave this : whofe was it ? 

Cref, \t isno matter. Z 

Dio. Come tell me whofe it was ? 

Cref. > Twas one that lov’d me better than you will. 
But now youhave it, take it. 

Dio. Whofe was it ? 

Cref. By all Diana’s waiting Women yonder, 
And by her felf, dwill not tell you whofe. 

Djo. To morrow willl wear it on my Helm, 
And grieve his Spirit that dares not challenge it. 


[t fhould be challeng’d. 


I willnot keep my word. 
Dio. Why then farewel, 

Thou never fhalt mock Diomede again. 

- ref. You hall not go? one cannot {peak a word, 

But it ftreight flarts you. 9 
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Troi. 1 pray you flay 5 by Heil, and all Hells torments, 


you go? | Minds f{way’d by Eyes, are full of turpitude. 


and | Of every fyllable that here was {poke : 
fry. | But if] tell how thefe two did co-act , 


Was Creffid here ? 


Cref. You fhall not have it, Diomede : faith you fhall not, Divides more wider than the Sky and Earth, 


Trot. Wert thou the Devil, and wor’{t it on thy horn, 


Cref. Well, well, *tis done, ’tis paft, and yet itisnot, 


\ E A , ys 1 ed 
Me 


Dio. 1 do not like this fooling. 
Ther. Nor 1, by Pizto : but that that likes not me, plea 
fes me beft. : 


£ 


Cref. Good night : | prithee come: 
Troilus, farewel ; one Eye yet looks on thee, 
But with my Heart, the other Eye doth fee——__, 
Ah poor our Sex; this fault inus! find, : 
The error of our Eye, directs our mind. 
What error leads mufterr : O then conclude, 


- — 


Ther. A proof of ftrength fhe could not publih mo 
Unlefs fhe fay, my Mind isnow turn’d Whore, 

Uhs. Al?s done, my Lord. 

Tro. it is. 4 

Ubf. Why ftay we then? al 

Tro, To make a recordation to my Soul, 


Shall I not lye in publifhing a truth @ 

Sith yet thereis acredence in my Heart, 

Au efperance fo obftinately ftrong, 

That doth invert that teft of Eyes and Ears ; ae 
As if thofe Organs had deceptious Functions, 
Created only to calumniate. . aes 


Ulyf. I cannot conjure, Trojan. 
Troi. She was not fure. 
Ulyf. Mott fure fhe was. fit 
Trot. Why, my negation hath no taft of madnef. _ 
AUbf. Nor mine, my Lord : Creffid was here but now. 
“ Trot. Let it not be beliew’d for woman-hood: 
Think we had Mothers; do not give advantage 
To ftubborn Criticks, apt without a Theme 
For depravation, to{quare the general Sex, 
By Creffid’s rule, Rather think this not Crefid. 
Uly/. V Vhat hath fhe done, Prince, that can foyle i 
Mothers ? ee | 
Troi. Nothing atall, unlefs that this were the, — 
Ther. VVillhe fwagger himfelf out on’s own Ey 
Troi. This fhe? no, thisis Diomede’s Creffid; 
If Beauty havea Soul, this isnot fhe: 
If Souls guide vows, if vows are Sanétimony ; 
If Sanctimony be the'Gods delight : - 
If there be rule.in unity.it felf, 
Thisis not fhe: O.madnefs of difcourfe/ ; 
That Caufe fetsup, with, and againft thy felf, 
By foul Authority : where reafon can revolt “OM 
VVithout Perdition, and lofs aflumeall Reafon, 
| VVithout Revolt. Thisis, andisnotCrefid: 9 
| Within my Soul, there doth conducea fight 
Of this ftrange nature, that a thing infeparate, 


| 

ter 
7 
‘ 


i & 


And yet the fpacious breadth of thisdivilion, 
| Adinits no Orifice for a point as fubtle, 
As Ariachnes broken woof fo enter; ™ : ie 
| Inftance, O inftance‘ ftrong as Plato’s Gates ; 
Creffid is mine, tied with the bonds of Heaven 5 
Inftance, O inftance! {trong as Heavenitfelf,; = 9} 4 
| Thebonds of Heaven are flipt, diffolv’d, andloosd: =} | 
And with another knot five finger’d tied, a 
The fractions of her Faith, orts of her Love : ce 
| The fragments, fcraps, the bits, and greafie Reliques, | 
Of her-o’re-eaten Faith, are bound to Diomede. == | 
Ulf. May worthy Troilusbehalfattached = == 
VVith that which here his paflion doth expres? - | 
Troi, 1, Greck, and that {hall be divulged well 
| InCharacters, as red as Aars his heart ; 
| Inflam’d with Venus; never did young manfancy 
| With fo Eternal, and fofixtafoul 
| Hark, Greek: as muchas IdoC reffida love’; 
So muchby weight, hate I her Déomede : 


es ™ - a oh ; 7 
. 
—_ ? 
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I Sh A Sn “teat 
He That Sleeve is mine, that he?l bear in his Heim : Unar m thee, go,and doubrthou not, brave Boy, 
’ Were it a Cask compos’d by Wulean’s skill, Vle ftandto-day, for theejvand.me, and Troy. 
My Sword fhould bite it : Not the dreadful {pout, Troi. Brother, you have a vice of mercy an'you § 
i, | Which Ship-men do the Hurricano call, Which better: fies Lion, thanaMan. 
My ? ora Fare = te t? goo n 
‘ |Conftring’d in mafs by the Almighty% ichins. far. |  4ett, What vice is that? good T7o:: > nie for it. 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Weptuec’s ear los Trot. When! many timés'the Captive Greeraz falls, 
| In his defcent, than fhall my prom; pted Sword | Even in the fan and wind.of your fair Sword, 
4 Falling on Diomedhs | You bid them rife, and live. 
~ | Ther. He’l tickle it for his Concupy. Het. Otis fair play: 
Troi. O, Creffid! O falfe Cre/ id’ falfe; falfe, falfe; Troi. Fools play, by Heaven, Hector. 
, | Letall untruths ftand by thy ftained. name, Ht. Gow now ? how now ? 
¥ And they”! feem glorious. Troi. For th? love of ali the.Gods 
rt Ulf. O contain your felf : Let’s leave the Hermit pity-with our Mothers ; 
hay + Your Paflion draws ears hither. And when we have our Armors buck ted on 
mt Enter Eneas. The venom’d vengeance ride upon our Sivord 
e/ine, I have been feeki ng you this hour, my Lord: Spur them to rueful work, rein them from rutt 
Heféor by this is arining him in Troy. Fictt, Fie, Savage, fie. 
| Ajax, your Guard, ftays to conduct you home. Troi, Hector, then tis wars: 
i Troi. Have with Your F y courteous Lord, adieu : Heth, Tr ils, { would net have you fight to day. 
Farewel, revolted fair : ede, Troi. Who thould with-hold me? 
Stand falt, and wear a Catt of thy head: Not. Fate, Obedience, nor the hand of Adars, 
Uy. Pie bring yout ¢ ie G: gs. Beckning with fiery Truncheon my retire; 
Tro. Accept diftracted t thanks. Not Priamus, and Alecubaion knees 5 cee 
[Ee ft Troilus, Fneas, and uly ffes. | Their Eyes o’re-galled with recourfe of Tears; 3 
he Ther. Would I could meet that Rogue Diomede, 1| Nor you, my Brother, with your true Sword drawn, 
ili” | would croak like a Raven : I would bode, 1 would bode + Oppos’d to ‘hinder me, fhould ftop my way $ 
_ | Patroclus will giveme any thing for the _intellige ace, of | But by my ruin. 
this Whore: the Parrot will not-ds more for an “Almond; Enter Priam and Caflandra; 
than he for a commodious drab : Lechery, Lechery, ftill Caf. Lay hold upon him, Priam, = hin fat : 
wars and Lechery, nothing elie holds fathion. A burning | He is thy Grutch 5 now if thou lofe ti thy ftay, 
Devil take them. - S L£xit.| Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on'thee, 
of a | Fall all together. 
185i Enter Hector; azd Andromache: | Priat..Goine, Hester, come, go back : 
shod: Thy Wife hath dr eamt > thy Mother hati had viffons, 
ta And. When was my Lord fo ingently temper’d, | Caffandra doth forelee ; "and I my felf, 
me | 10 ftop his Ears againit adr: tL? : Am likea Prophet fuddenly euttipt, 
Boe Dharm, unarm,and donot fight to day. To tell thee that this day is Ominous : 
id Heét, You train me to offs i: gey you gone, Therefore comeback. * pat Jti ewe 
an ()| BY the everlafting Gods, ; Heel. eEneas is afield, iw 
And, My Dreams will fare > prove ominous to the day. And I do ftand engag’doto many Greeks) 2<iin2, S798 
ree Figtt. No more, T fa y. Even in-the faith of valour toappear vs oa@y. tos * 
onal Enter Caffandta, This morning to them. oY 
li: Caf. ighers i ismy Brother Heétor ? Priam, \, but thow hhaltnot goie 
| And, Here Sifter Saray d, and bloody 1 in intent: fieét. 1 muft not breakymy Faith: 
mT Confort with me in loud and deat Petition ; You know me dutiful, therefore, dearSir, 2° 
"""} Purfue we himon knees: for I have dreamt Let me not fhame reff pect ; but give me leave 
_} Of bloody turbulence; and this whole night To-take that-conrfe:by your confent and voice, 
, _ |Hath nothing been but ihapts, and forms « of flaughter._ W hich-youdo here forbid mey: Royal Pum, 
? Pr Caf. -O, tis true. sy Caf.. OQ, Priam, yie Id mat to him: 
by Het. Ho? bid my ‘Trumpet found. : And. DO not; dear'bather. 
vith Caf. No notes of ally, for the Heavens, fweet Brother: | — 4eit. Andromache; am offended with you: 
| Rot Heét. Be gone, | f airs the Gods Haye heard me {wear: Upon the love yombearane,: get youtin. : 1 
rons | Caf. The Godsare deaf to to hot and peevifh Vows; <<. PEt Andromache 
fi | They are polluted O! gs, more abhorr’d Troi. This foolifh, dreaming, fuper — Gi irl; 
ke) Than fpotted J Livers in Makes alk thefe’ bddements. 19 
at Azd, O be perf Caf. Ofarewe|sdeardietior * Adored 
ii, | To ohare by being jnft Look how thou dieityidoktow thy Bye-turns pale s 
| For we would < oun it Look how thy wourtels do bleed at manyvents ; 
And rob in the be! de Hark how Troy roars;! how: Aecnba cries out ; 
Gi 1 Caf. It isthe par p: 2 es ftrong the Vow; How poor Ard: ome! he fhriis her doloursterth ; 
gsi} But Vows toevery-purpofe mull net hold: Behold: diftraction, frenzy,‘and amazements 
it == | Unarm, “fweet™ Hetty. Like witlefS.A nticks, Oneanother meet) 
of | Heét. Hold you fill; | fay ; Andall cry, Heétor, “Hettor’s dead : Q: Fitton | 
, } Mine Honeur kee s the weather of my Fate Troi. Aways) 2uo1omne 
[ot | Lifeevery men ho dsdear, Bt ch the dear man Caf. Farewel : yet, fott: Fide ttor ,} take my jeave $ * 
if! | Holds Honour far'itoreprécious-dear than Life. Thou dot thy felf, and all-our Troy deceive. 
yi "Enter Troilus. } Heth: You are amavdy pimy Liege, at herexelaint: 
i | How now, young man Pamean’lt thon to: fight to day ? | Goin and cheetthe Town, we'll forrhiand fight? 
af? a And, Cafjaidre, Calt my E ater. £0. Perfuade, | Do deeds of praife, and teil you themprar night. 
ut? we eter. Calla nara. Priam, Fereyraka the Gods with fatety ftand about thee. 
Het, No Fa f ung Troilus = » doffthy harnefs, Youth. + pari? « [Alar V7 
fo! lam to day 77 : of Chal Troi. They ate at ity’ tharks prowl. Biomeie, believe 
Let grow thy Si ne ut heir kn ots be ftrongs. Sri aie L come tolofe my Army or ivi seen 
esac tempt not y 2 1€$ Of t! i wear. me } uberis 3 
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Enter Pandar. 

Pand. Do you hear, my Lord? do you hear? 

Troi. What now ? 

Pand. Here’s a Letter come from yond poor Girl. 

Troi. Let me read. 

Pand, Awhorfon tifick, a whorfon rafcally tifick, fo 
troudlesme: and the foolifh Fortune of this Girl, and 
what one thing, what another, that I fhall leave you one 
o’th’days ; andI have a Rheum in mine Eyestoo, and fuch 
an achin my Bones, that unlefsa Man were curit I cannot 
tell what to think on’t. What fays fie, there? 

Troi, Words, words, nieer words, no matter from the 
Heart : i 
Th’effect doth operate another way. 

Go wind to wind, there, turn and change together : 
My love with: words and errors ftill fhe feeds ; 
But edifies another with her deeds. 

Pand. Why, but hear you ? 

Troi. Hence, brother Lacky 3 Ignominy and Shame 
Purfue thy life, and live aye with thy name. 

Alarum. 
Enter Therfites in excur fion 

Ther, Now they are clapper-clawing one another, [le 
go lookon: that diflembling abominable varlet, Diomede, 
has got that fame fcurvy, doting, foolifh young Knaves 
Sleevé of Troy, therein his Helm: 1 would fain fee them 
meet, that, that fame young Jrojan afs, that loves the 
Whorethere, might fend that Greekijo Whore-malterly 
Villain, with the Slceve, back to thed:flembling luxurious 
Drab, ofa flecvele{s errant. O?th’tother fide, the Policy 
of thofe crafty {wearing Rafcals; that ftale old Moufe- 
eaten dry-cheefe, JVe/for : and that fame dog-fox Upffes is 
not prov’d worth a Black-berry.. They fet me up. in Poli- 
cy, that mungril Cur Ajax, againft that Dog of as bad 
akind, Achilles. AndnowistheCur jax prouderthan 
the Cur Achilles, and willnot arm to day. Whereupon 
the Grecians began to proclaim Barbarifm; and Policy 
grows into an ill opinion. ’ 

Enter Diomede, and Troilus. 
Soft, here comes Sleeve, and th’ other. 

Troi. Flynot: for fhould’ft thoutake the River Sty., 
I would fwim after. 

Diom. Thou do’ it mifcall, retire : 

I donot flye, but advantagions:carey 
With-drew me from the odds of multitude : 
Have at thee... me 

Ther. Hold thy Whore, Grecran: now for thy Whore, 

Trojan ; .Now. the Sleeve, now the Sleeve. 
Enter Hector. 

Fleét. WW hat art thou,Gveek ? artthou for Hettor’s match? 
Art thou of Blood, and Honour ? ; 

Ther. No, no: Lama Rafeal ;a Scurvy railing Knave; 
a very filthy Rogue. ’ 

Het. 1do believe thee, live. 

Ther. Godvamercy, that thon wilt believe me; but a 
plague Se nae for frighting mes: what’s -be- 
come of the Wenching Rogues? think, they have fwal- 
lowed oneanother. I would laugh at that miracle——yet 
ina fort, Lechery-eats it felf; Ile feek them. >. [Exxit. 

Enter Diomede and Servan. 

Dio, Go, go, my Servant, take thou Troilus’s Horfe ; 

Prefent the fair Steed tomy Lady Creffid : 

Fellow, commend my Service to her Beauty : 

Tellher, I havechattis’d the amorous Trojan, . 

And am her Knight by proof. “a, ke 

Ser. Igo, my Lord. Enter Agamemnon. — 

Aga. Renew, renew, the fierce Polydamus 
Hath beat down Menon: Baftard Adargarelon 
Hath Doreus Prifoner, , 

And ftands, Coloffus wife, waving his beam, 
Upon the pathed comrfes of the Kings, 
Epiftropus and Cedus, Polysines is lain; 
Amphimachus, and Thous, deadly hurt ; 
Patroclus tne or flain, and Palamedes 


LExeunt. 
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Sore hurtand bruifed ; the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers, hafte we, Diomede, 
To re-inforcement, or we perifh all. 

: Enter Nettor:! 

No Go bear Patroclus’s Body to Achilles, 
And bid the Snail-pac’d jax arm for fhame, 
There is a thoufand /eétors in the Field : 

Now here he fights on @alathe his Horfe ; 
And there lacks work: anon he’s there a-foot, 
And there they flye or dye, like fcaled Sculs, 
Before the belching Whale: thenis he yonder, 
And there the ftraying Grecks, ripe for his edge, 
Fall down before him, like the Mower’s Swath; . oi 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves and takes; a 
Dexteri-y fo obeying appetite, - e 
That what he will, hedoes, and does fo much, 
That Proofis call’d Impoflibility. 1 
Enter Ulyfles. a: 

Ub. Oh, Courage, Courage, Princes : great Achilles 
Isarming, weeping, curfing, vowing Vengeance, 
Patroclus’s wounds have rouz’d his drowfie blood, 
Together with his mangled Afyrmidons, ae Ws 
That nofelef, handlefs, hackt, and chipt, come tohim: 
Crying on Heétor, Ajax hathloft a Friend, . 
And foams at Mouth, and he isarm’d,.and atit: 
Roaring for Tvoilus; who hath done to daj, 
Mad and fantaftick execution ; ne | 
Engaging and redeeming of himfelf, 

With fuch a carelefS Force, and forcelefs Care. = = | 
Asif that luck, in very fpight of cunning,bad himwinall, | 
| ; Enter Ajax. a 

Aja. Troilus, thou Coward, Troilus. 

Dio. 1, there, there. riienn 

Weft. So, fo, we draw together. 

: Enter Achilles, 
Achil. Where is this Heétor ? 
Come, come, thou Boy-killer, fhew thy Face :_. 
Knowwhatit isto meet Achilles angry. = 
Hettor, where’s Heétor ? 1 will none but Heétor. 
ws Enter Ajax. Sag 
Aja, Troilus, thou Coward Troilus, thew thy head. 
Enter Diomede... 7s 

Diom. Troilus, \ fay, wheres Troilus ? 

4a. What would’ft theu ? 

dio. 1 would correé& him. 

Aja. Werel the General, 

Thou fhoul’dit have my Office, 
E’re that Correction : Troilus, { fay, what, Troila 
Enter Troilus. 
Troi. Oh Traytor Diomede! 
Turn thy falfe Face, thou Traitor, 


Cay 


e 
| And pay thy life, thou oweft me for my Horfe. 


Dio, Ha, art thou there ? . sia IE 
Aja. Vie fight with him alone, ftand, Diomede. 
Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon. 
Trot. Come both you cogging Greeks, have at you? 
| | [Est Tio 
V% Enter Hector. ae 
Heét. Yea,Troilus ? O well fought,my youngelt Bi 
eid cs Enter Achilles. oe 
Achil. Now dol fee thee; haveat thee, Heifor. — 
Heét. Paufe, if thou wilt. ia 
Achil, \ do difdain thy Courtefie, proud Trojan 5 
Be happy that my Arms are out of ufe: reer. | 
My reftand negligence befriend theenow, YY 
But thou anon fhalt hear of me again : 
Till when, go feek thy Fortune. 
Het. Fare thee well: 
I would have been much more a freflier Man, 
Had I expected thee : how now, my Brother ? 
Enter Troilus. 
Troi. Ajax hath ta’ne «4neas ; fhallit be ? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious Heaven, 
He fhall not carry him: Vle be ta’ne too, 


Coe 


tt, 


w tay) 


rbring him off: Fate,hear me whai i fay ; 
Iwreak not, though thou endmy Life to day. 
Exter one 17 Armour. 
Heit. Stand, ftand, thou Greek, 
Thou art a goodly Marx: ; 
No? wiltthou not? [like thy Armour well, 
Ple-fruhit, and unlock the Rivets aif, 
But Ple be Matter 6fit : wilt thou notybealt, abide ? 
Why then fly on, Ple hunt thee for thy Hide. [éxir. 
Enter Achilles with Myrmidons: 
Achil, Come here about me, you my A4yrmidons : 
Mark what I fay; attend me where 1 wheel: 
Strikenot a ftroak, but keep your felves in breath ; 
And when I have the bloody Heétor found, 
Empale him with your weapons round about: 
In felleft manner execute your Arms, _ 
Follow me, Sirs, and my proceeding’Eye ; 
Itis decreed, Aveétor the great mult dic. 
Enter Therfites, Menefaus,-azd Paris. 
Ther. TheCuckold, and the Cuckold-maker are at it: 
now Bull, now Dog, loo; Paris, ?loo, now my double 
hen’d fpartow ; 7 loo, Paris, ’loo; the Bull has the game: 
*>ware.Horns, ho. 


Ect, 


[Exit 


[Exit Paris, avd Menckaus. 
Enter Ba ftard. 

Baft. Turn, Slave, and fight. 

Ther. \Whatart thon ? 

Baft. A Baftard Sonof Priam’s. 

Ther. t ama Baftard too, I love Baftards, I ama Ba- 
ftard begot, Baftard inftructed, Baftard in mind, Baftard 
in valour; in every thing illegitimate: One Bear will not 
bite another, andwheretore fhould one Baftard? Take 
heed, the quarrel’s moft ominous tous: If the Son of a 


Whore fight fora VVhore, he tempts Judgment: fare- 
wel, Baitard. 
Baff. The Devil take the Coward. LExeuct, 


Enter Hector, 
Heit, Moft putrified Core fo fair without : 


Thy. goodly Armour thus hath coft thy Life. 


Now ismy days work done , Vle take good breath: 
Reft Sword, thou haift thy fill of Blood and Death. 
Enter Achilles, and bis Myrmidons. 

Achil. Look, Heétor, how the Sun begins to fet; 

How ugly Night comes breathing at-his heels, 

Even with the veil and darking of the Sun. 

To clofe the day up, /Heétor’s Life is done. 

_ Heé. Lam unarm’d,. forgothisvantage, Greck. 
Achil. Strike, Fellows, ftrike, this is the Man | feek. 

‘So, Ilion, fall thou : now, Zroy, fink down : 

Here lies thy Heart, thy Sinews, and thy Bone. 


{ On, Afrmidons, cry youallamain, 
| Achilles hath the mighty Adeétor flain. 
|} Hark, a Retreat upon our Grecian part. 


[ Retreat. 


Gree. The Trojan Trumpets founds the like, my Lord. 
| Achil. The dragon wing of Night,o’re- fpreads the Earth. 
} And, Stickler-like, the Armies feparates , 

‘My half fupt Sword, that frankly would have fed, .. 
‘Pleas’d with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed, 

Come, tye his Body to my Horfes Tail ; 
Along the Field, I will the Zrojaw trail. 
Sound Retreat, 


[Execunt: 
Shout. 


> 
Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menclaus, Neftor, Diomede, 
and the reft marching. 


' Aza. Hark, hark, what fhout is that ? 


Neff. Peace Drums, 
Sold. Achilles, Achilles, Hetloy’s flain, Achilles, 


} 
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| In bealtly fort,dragg’d through the fhdmeful Fie!c, 
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| Dz. The bruit is, Hector flain, and by Achilles, 
ya. If it be fo, yet braglefs let it be: 
| Great Hecior was aman as good as he. 
Aga. March patiently along; let oncbe fent 
| To pray Achriles fee us at out Tent. 
| Ifin his death the Gods have us befriended, 
| Great Zreyis ours, and our sharp Wars are ended. 
; | Exceunt. 
Enter Feneas, Paris, Anthenor and Deiphobus. 


cEne, Stand hoy yet arewe Mafters of the Field, 
Never go home; here ftarve we out the night. 

Enter Troilus. 

Tro. Heétor is flain. 

All. Hektor } the Gods forbid. 

Troi. Hes dead: and at the Murtherers Horfes tail, 


Frown on, you Heavens, effect your rage with {peed : 
Sit Gods upon your Throns, and fmileat Troy. 
I fay at once, let your brief Plagues be mercy, 
And linger not our fure deftrudtions on. 
etn. My Lord, you do difcomfort all the Hoft. 
Troi, Youunderitand me not, that tell me fo: 
I do not {peak of flight, of fear, of death, 
But dare all imminence, that Gods and Men 
Addrefs their dangersin. Heétor is gone : 
Who bhall tell Priam fo ? or Hecuba? 
Let him that will a fcriech-oul ay be call’d, 
GointoTZ7voy, and fay there; Heifor’s dead : 
There is a word will Préam turn to ftone; 
Make wells, and 2Niobs of the Maids and Wives 3 
Cool ftatues of the youth , and in a word, 
Scare Troy out of felf. But march away 
Heétor isdead: there is no more to fay. 
Stay yet: you vile abominabie Tents, . . 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian Plains ; 
Let Titan rife, as early as he dare, 9° , 
Ile through,and through you, and thou great fiz’d coward, 
No fpace of Earth fhall funder our two hates, 
Ile haunt thee, likea wicked Confcience ftill, 
That mouldeth Goblins fwift, as frenfies thoughts. 
Strike a free march to Troy, with comfort go: 
Hope of revenge, Shall hide our inward woe. 
Enter Pandarus. 
Pand, But hear you? hear you ? 
Troi. Hence brothel, lacky, ignominy and fhame 
Purfue thy Life, and live aye with thy name.  [Exewnt. 
Pan.A goodly med’cine for mine aking bones : oh world, 
world, world! thus isthe poor Agent defpis’d: Oh Trai 
tors, and Bawds ; how earneftly are you fet a work, auc 
how. ill requited ? why should our endeavour be fo de- 
fir’d, and the performance fo loath’d ? What Verfe for 
it? what Inftance for it ? let me fee, — 
Full merrily, the Humble Bee doth fing, 
Till he hath loft his honey, and his fting ; 
And being once fubdw’din armed tail, 
Sweet Honey, and fweet Notes together fail. 
Good Traders in the Fleth, fet this in your painged cloaths, 
As many as be here of Pandars Hall, 
Your Eyes half out, weep ont at Pandar’s Fall, 
Or if you cannot weep, yet give fome groans ; 
Though not for me, yet for your aking bones 
Brethren and Sifters of the hold-dore Trade, 
Some two months hence, my will fhall here be made : 
It fhould be now, but that my fear is this, 
Some galled Goofe of Winchefter would hifs : 
Till then, le fwear, and feek about for eafes; 


And at that time bequeath you my difeafes. [E-xeunt. | 
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Enter a Company of Mutinous Citizens , with Staves, Clubs, 


avd ot ber VW caporsy 


1 Citizen. 


Efore we proceed any further, hear me fpeak. 
B All. Speak, Speak. 


i Cit. You areal} aenentivde rather to die than to 


famifh ? 

All, Refolv’d, fefolv’d. 6 

1, Cit. Firft, you know, Caius Martius is chief Enemy 
'to the People. 

All, We know’t: 

1 Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll ee Corn at our own 

rice. Ista. Werdict ? 

All, No more talking on?t, Let it bé done, away, away. 

2 Cit. One word,. good Citizens: 

1 Cit. We are accounted poor Citizens, the Patrici- 
ans good: what: Authority: furfeits on, ‘would relicve us ; 
If they would yieldus: but the faperfluity, while it were 
wholefom, wemight guefs they: relieved us humanly : 
But they think. weare toodear: , the: leannefs that afflicts 
us, the object of our Mifery, isasan’ Inventory to parti- 
cularife their abundance, out fufferance is again to them. 
Let us revenge this with our Pikes, e’re we become Racks. 
For the Gods know, 1 fpeak this in hunger for Bread, not 

eo 
: ome ied “pat proceed efpeciall y again Caius 
Martins? 

All, Againft him fink: He's @ very Dog; to the Com- 
monalty. | ; 

2 Cit. Ba der 
ee ts Very wre; and could be content to give him good 
report forts “bacthat he pays himfelf with being proud. 

All. Nay» but fpeak not maticioully. 

1 Cite: —— what he hath done ‘F amoutls y, 
he did itto that endi: though fofe confcienc’d men can’ be 
content to fay it was for his Country, he didit to” pleafe 
his Mother,; and'to be partly proud, which hei is, even to 
thevaltitude of his virtue. 
- 2 Cit. What he cannot help i in his Nature , you ac- 
count a Vice inhim: You muft in no way fay, he is Cove- 
tous. 

1 Cit, If l-muft not, I need not be barren of Accufa- 
tons, he hath faults (with furplus) totire in repetition. 

iE ; [Shouts within. 


you what Services he-has done for his 


LANUS 
Scena Prima. 


What fhouts are thofe? The other fide o’th? City =o ia 
why ftay we prating here? Toth’ Capitol, iz 
Ail, Come, come. 
1 Cit, Soft, who comes here? 
Enter Menenius Agrippa. 
2.Cit. Worthy: Azenenius Agrippa, one that. hath re . 
lowd the People.” 7 
1 Cit. He’sone honeft stipe roo all the-reft were fo 
Men. What works-my-Country-men in hand? .- 
‘Where go you with your Bats and @lubs ? The matte 
‘Speak, 1 pray you. am 
2 Cit. Our bufinefs is not unknown to th? sénat,i 
have had inkling this fortnight, what we intend to 
whichnow we'll fhew’m in deeds : T! hey fay, poor Si 
have ftrong Breaths, they fhall know we have ff 
Arms too. © 
Men, Why Matters, my good Friends, mine honelt 
Neighbours, will you undo. your felves ? rae 
2Cit, We cannot, Sir, we are undone already. 
Men. \ tell you, Friends, moft charitable care 
Have the Patricians of you, for your wants, 
Your fuffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the Heaven with your Staves, as lift thenr 
Againft the Roman ies whofe courfe wilk on"? 
The way it.takes : cracking ten thoufand Curbs ~~ 
Of more ftrong link’dafunder, than canever 9 
Appear in your impediment. For'the Dearth, 
The Gods, not the Patricians make it, and 
Your Knees to then (not Arms) muft help. Alack 
Youare tranfported by Calamity 
Thither, where more attends you, and you flandet 6 
The Helms o’th’ State; whorcare. for you, like Fathers 
When you curfe aa. as Enemies. 
2 Cit.Care for us ? True — t 


fapp 
pa ally any w holefome AS eftabli fhed again 


Rich, and provide more piercing Statutes daily, 
up aud reftrain the Poor. Ifthe Wars cat us: mot uP. 
will, and there’s all the love they bear’ Us. i 
Men, Richer’ you muft 
Confefs your felves wondrous Malicious, ' 
Orbe accus’d of Folly. 4 fhall tell you 
A pretty tale, it may be you have heardit, 
But fince it ferves my purpofe, I will venture 
To feale’t a little more, | 
2Cit. Well, 


chain y 
, the 


.{ Like labour withthe reft, whereth? other Infrument 


.| What could the Belly anfwer,? 


|Your moft grave Belly was)deliberate,, 
~ | Not rath like his Accufers,, and! thusanfwered’'s 


| Of the whole body.- Butif you do remember, 


e {The ftreageft Nerves,. and: final infeviour Veins 


| And leave me but the Bran. Whar fay you tort? 


-| And. you, the mutinous Members: 
’ | Their Counfels, and 


at 


bie hear it, Sir: yet you mutt not think, 

To fobb off our difgrace witha tale: 

But and’c pleafe you deliver. 

| Men, There wasatime, whenall the bodies Members 
Rebell’d againft the Belly , thus.accus’dit; 

That only like a Gulf it did remain 

P th’ mid’ft o’th’ Body, idle and unactive, 

Still cubbording the Viand, never bearing 

S 

Did fee, and hear,, devife,, inftrué:, walk, feel, 

And mutually participate, did minifter 

Untothe Appetite, and affegtion. common 
Of the whole Body, the Belly anfwer.?d ; 

|) 2Cit. Well, Sir, what anfwer made the Belly. 

| Men. Sir, \ fhall tell.you with a kind/of {mile, 

Which ne’er came fromthe Lungs, but even-thus : 

For look you, I may make the Belly finile, 

As well as fpcak ; istauntingly reply?d 

To th’ difcontented Members, the mutinous parts 

That envied his-receit : even fomoftt fitly, 

As you malign out Senators, for that 

They are not fuch as you. 

| 2Cit. Your Bellies,anfwer : What. 

The Kingly Crown’d head, the vigilant Eye, 

‘The Counfellor Heart, the Anm our Souldier, 

Our Stced the Leg;. the Tongue our Trumpeter 3 

With other Muniments and petty helps 

lirthis our Fabrick,, if that they 

Men, What then? For me, this fellow fpeaks. 
What then ? What then? 

2 Cit, Should by the Cormorant Belly be refbrain’d, 
Whois the fink o’th’ body. 
Men. Wells, what, then? 
2Ci.. THe former Agents, 


if. they did complain; ’ 


Men, | will tell:you,, : 
If you’! beftowa fmalf (of what you have little) 
Patience a while, you’it hear the Belliesanfwer, 

2 Cit» Yare long about it. [ 

Mien. Note:me,this,, good: Friend) 


True is it, my incorporate Friends ( quoth he) 
That I receive the general Food arfrit 
Which you do live upon : and fit itisy,. 
Becaufe Iam the Store-Houfe, and the Shop 


I fend it through the Rivers of your Blood 
| £ven.to.the Court, th? Heart, to th? feat oth? 
And through the Cranks and Offices of Man, 


nh 


Berain,. 


From me receive that.natural competency 
Whereby they live. And though that allat once, 
| (You, my good. Friends, this fays the Beliy)ymark! me, 
22,Git, A, Sir, wells welli - 5201 
Men. Though all at once, cannot 
See what:lido deliver out to-each; 
‘Yet! can make my Audit vp;othanalk 
4 Fromme. do back receive:tlie fowr of val, 


2 Cit, It wasananfwet, how 


apply you this ? 
Aé&n, The Senators of Rome, 


ane this: good Belly 5:: 
:: Bor examine 
their Care; dijgeft‘things rightly; 
| Louching the Weal oth? Common; you fhall find 
No.publick benefit. which youreceive, ; 
Butit proceeds, ov comes\ fromithen tooyou, 
And no way from your felves... What do you think ? 
You, the great Toe of this 2.6 
‘2 Cit. I the great Toe ? Why the great Toe? 
Men. For that being one oth? low bafeft, pooreft 
Of this moft wife Rebellion, thou goct formoft: 
Thou-Rafeal, that art wort iff Blood to tun, sek 
Lead’ firféte win sonic vantage. iNOW. aiSteas 


’ 


i 


5 BE 
Ae 
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And hews down Oaks with rufhes. Hang 


And call him Noble, tha 
Him vile, that was-your 
That in thefe feveral places of the City, = 

You cry againft the Noble Senate, who *" 

(Under the Gods) keep you in awe, which elfé 
Would feed on one another ? What’s their feeking ? 


The City is well ftor?d. 


They’l fit by th? Fire} atid‘prefume to Kaow 
What’s done i?th? Capitol : 
Whotthrives,and who-déclines : Side Factions 
ConjeCtural Marriages, making parties ftrong, 
And feebling fuch as ftand 
Below their cobled Shoes. 
Would the Nobility lay-afide their Ruth; ~ 
And let me ufe my Sword, 
With thoufands of thefe quarter’d Slaves, as high 
As I could pick my Lance. ? 


Yet are they pafling cowardly. But, 
What faysthe other Troop ? 


259 
But make you ready. your ftiff Bats and Clubs, 
Kome, and her Rats, are at the point of Battel; 
The one fide muit have Bail. 

Enter Caius Martius. 
Hayl, Noble A4artius, 

Mar. Thanks, What?s the matter, you diflen 
That rubbing the poor itch of your Opinion 
Make your felves Scabs. 

2 Cit, We have ever your. good word. 

44, He that. will: give good words to thee, will flatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, you Curs, 
That like not Peace, nor War? The one affrights you, 
The other makes you proud. He that traftsto you, 
Where he fhould find you Lions, finds you Hares: 
Where Foxes, Geefeyou are: No furer, no, 

Than is the coal of Firé upon the Ice, 
Or Hailftone in the Sua. Your Virtue is, 
To make him worthy, whofe offence fubdues him, 
And curfe that Juftice did it, Who deferves Greatnefs, 
Deferves your Hate: and your Affeétions are 
A fick mans Appetite ; who-defites moft that 
Which would encreafé his evil. He that depends 
Upon your favours, fwims with finns of Lead, 

ye: truft yes 
With every Minute you: de change a Mind, 
t was now your Hate : 
Garland. “Whats the matter, 


tious Rogues? 
? 


Men. For Corniat their own rates, whereof they fay, 


Mar, Hang’em: They fay, 
Who’s like torife, al 
>and give out], 


not in their liking, 
They fay, there’s Grain enough, 


Pde make a Quarry 


Mtn. Nay, thefe are almoft throughly perfiraded': 
For though abundantly they lack difcretion, 


I befeech you, 


Mar. They are diflolv’d ;. Hang ’em; 
They faid they were an hun gry, figh’d forth Proverbs, 
That Hiinger broke Stone walls - that Dogs muft eat, 
That Meat was madéfor Mouths. That the Gods fent not}, 
Corn for the Rich men only: With thefe fhreds 
They vented their Complainings, which being anfwer’d 
And a Petition granted them, a ftrange one, : 
To break the heart of generofity, : 

And make bold’ power look pale, they threw their 
Asthey would hang them on the horns o’th? Moon, 
Shooting their Emulation. oe St 
_ Men, What is granted them ? | bell 

Mar. Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar wifdoms, 

Of their own choice... One’s Funins Brutus, vill 
Sicinius Velutus, andl know not. S’death, 
The rabble fhould have firft unroo’ft the City 
E’re fo prevail’d with me's it will in time auc 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater Theme 
For Infurrections arguing. © e. 

AMén, Thisis ftrange, s a 

Mar, Go get you home,. you Fragments, 

_ Enter a Meéffinger haffily. 
Me, Where’s Caius Martins? ~~ 

Mar. Here: what's, the matter? 

Mf. The News is, Sir, the Volfeies are in Arms, 

“Mar: 1am glad ont, then we fhall have means to 


? 


Caps. 


vent 
Our | 
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Our, mn ifty fuperfluity. See our beft Elders. 


Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius’ Brutus, Cominius, Titus 


Lucius, with other Senators, 


1 Sen. Martins, tis true, that you have lately told us, 
The Volfcies are in Atms. 
Mar. They have a Leader, 
Tyllus Aufidins that will put you tort : 
I fin in envying his Nobility : 
And‘were I any thing but what lam, 
I could wifh me only, he. 
Com. You have fought together 


“Mar. Were half to half the World by th’ ears, and he 


Upon-my party, Pde revolt to make 
Onely my Wars with him. Hes a Lion 
That 1am proud to hunt. 
1, Sen, Then worthy Matrins, 
Attend upon Comins to thefe Wars. 
Com. \t is your former promife. 
Mar. Sir, it is, 
AndI am conftant: Titus Lucius, thou 
Shalt fee me once more {trike at Tllus’s Face. 
What-art thou iff 2, Stand’ft out? 
Tit. No, Caius Martins, 
Ple lean upon one Crutch, and fight with Pother , 
E°re ftay behind this,bufinels. 
Men, Ohtrue-bréd. aid 
Sen. Your, company to’th? Capitol, where I know 
Our greatéft Friends attend use >. 
Tit. Lead you.on: Follgw,Caminius, we mult, follow 
you, right worthy your Prioritic. Piicy 
Com, Noble: Martius. : a 
Sen, Hence to your homes, be gone. 
Mar. Nay, Jet them follow, | - 
The Volfcies haye much Corn: take thefe Rats thither 
To gnawtheir Garners. Worfhipful Mutners, 
Your valour puts well forth: Pray, follow. 
«LC izens 
« Sicia. Was ever man fo proud, as is this AZartins ? 


Nl not Spare to gitd the Gods. 


the 


F 


iTo th? utmoft of a man, and giddy cenfure 
‘Will then cry out of Adartius Oh, if he 
Had born. the bufinefs. : 

| Sic: Befides, if things go well, 

Opinion, that fo flicks.on Adartins, shall 
{Of his demerits fob Cominius. 


Bru. Come ‘halfall’ Comininis’s Honours are to Martius, 
'Though Adartins earp?d them not: and all his faults , 
'To Martins {hall be Honours, though.indeed . ,. 
{In ought he merit not. Se es ee 
Sic. Let’s hence, and hear, . Poe eee 
How the difpatch is made, and if w at fafhion, 
More than his fingularity, -he goes, 7? 
‘Upon this prefent Action = 4, tee 


aye RES RSS 
Bru, Lev’s along. = Hitt eis 2 


MS \ 


uc pee eae mr 
ESTES NER-LiGHI OW | 


[Exeunt, 
fieal away, Maneat Sicin, and Brutus. 


-| nour would become fuch a Perfon, that it was no better 
-| than Pi@ture-like to hang by th’ wall, if Renown made 


a 3 


one 


, 


Coriolanus: 


Emer Tullus Aufidins with Senators of Coriolus, 


1 Sen, So, your Opinion is, Aufidtus, 


\, That they of Rome are entred in our Counfels, 


And know how we proceed. 
Auf. Isit not yours ? 
Whatever hath been thought on in this State, 
That could be brought to bodily act, e’re Rome 
Had circumyention? °tis not four Days gone _ 
Since I heard thence, thefe are the words, I think 
i have the Letter here, yes, here it is; 
They have preft a power, but it is not known 
hether for Eaft or Weft: the Dearth is great, 
The People Mutinous: And it is rumour’d 
Cominius, Martius your old Enemy, 
(Who is of Rome worfe hated than of you) 
And Titus Lucius, a moft valiant Roman, 
Thcfe three lead on this Preparation 
Whither ’tis bent : moft likely, tis for you? 


1 Confider of it. 


1 Sew. Our Army’s in the Field : 
We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready 
To anfwer us. 

Auf, Nor did you think it folly, + ene ane 
To keep your great pretences veil’d, "till when 


They needs muft fhews themfelves, which in the hatching 
| {t feem?’d appear’d to Reme, By the difcovery, Sia 


We fhall be fhertned in onr aim, which was 
To take in many Towns, e’re (almoft) Kome 
Should know we are a-foot. 
2 Sen. Noble Aufidius, 
‘Take your Commiflion, hie youto your Bands, 
Let us alone to guard Coriolus : 
If they fet down before’s, for the remove 
Bring up your Army : But (1 think) you?! find 
Th? have not prepar’d for us. ERS TA 
Auf, O; doubt not that, 
I fpeak from certainties. Nay more, 
Some parcels of their-Power are forth already, 


| And only hitherward, I leave your Honours. 


If we, and €atus Martius chance to meet, 
Tis fworn between us, we fhall ever ftrike, 
?Till one can do no more. 

All. The Gods afliit you. 

Auf. And keep your Honours fafe. 

1 Sen, Farewel. 

2 Sen. Farewel. 

All, Farewel. 


Enter Volumnia and Virgilia, Mother and Wife to Ma 


They fet them down on two low Stools, andSem, \ 


Volu. 1 pray you, Daughter, fing, or exprefs yon 


‘ina more comfortable fort: 1f my Son were my H 


band, I would freelier rejoyce in that abfence wherein! 
won Honour, than in the embracements of his Bed 
where he fhould thew moft love. When yet he was but} 
tender-bodied, and the only Son of my Womb, Wi 
Youth with Comlinefs pluck’d all gaze his way : Wi 
for a Day of Kings entreaties, a Mother fhould not * 
him an Hour from her beholding, I confidering how Ho- 


not ftir, was pleas’d to let him feck Danger, where he 
was like to find Fame: Toa cruel War J fent him, from 
whence he return’d, his Brows bound with Oak. 1 tell 
thee, Daughter, I {prang no more in joy at firft hearing 
he was aMan-child, than now in firft’feeing he had pro- 
ved himfelfa Man. seapegeet Se 
‘ Hee But had. he died in the bufinefs, Madam, 10 
then? MR at 
Volum. Then his good Report fhould have been 
Son, I therein would have found iflue. Heare me Pp 


ea - 
¥ 


j 


i 


+ fagain: or whether his fall enrag’d hith, or how éwas; he) 


{ fefS fincerely, had I a dozen Sons each in my love alike, 
and none Jefs dear than thine, and my good Adzrtins, | 
had rather had eleven dye Nobly for their Countrey, than! 


one voluptuoully furfeit out of Action. 


Enter a Gentlewoman, 


Gent, Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to vilit you. 
Virg. Befeech yov, give me leave to retire my felf. 
_ Folum. Indeed thou fhalt not : 
{ Methinks, I hear hither your Husband’s Drum : 
See him pluck Aufidius down by th? Hair : 
(As Children from a Bear ) the Yolfcies fhunning him : 
Methinks J fee him ftamp thus, and call thus, 
Come on, ye Cowards, you were'got in fear 
Though you were born in, Rome 5 his bloody brow, 
With his mail’d*hand, then wiping, forth he goes 
Liketo a Harveft-man, what’s task’d to mow, 
Or all, or lof his hire. 
Virg. His bloody Brow ? Oh Fapiter, no Blood. 
Volum. Away, you Fool; it more becomes a Man 
Than gilt his Trophy. The breft of Hecuba 
When the did fuckle Hector, look’d not lovelicr 
| Than Heétors Forehead, when it fpit forth Blood 
At Grecian Swords contending: tell Valeria 
We are fit to bid her welcome. (\Bxit Gent. 
Virg. Heavens blefs my Lord from fell Avfidins, 
| Vol. He'll beat Aafidins’s Head below his Knce, 
And tread upon his Neck. 


Enter Valeria with an Ufher, and a Gentlewoman. 
Val, My Ladies both, good day to you. wg 
_* Vol. Sweet Madam. , ) 
Vir, Lam glad to fee: your Ladyhhip. | 
Val. Howdo'you both? You are manifeit Houfe-keep. | 

ers. What are you fewing here ? A fine fpot in good} 
faith... How does your little fon? i 
Vir, \ thank your Lady-fhip: Well, good Madan: 
Vol. He had rather fee the Swords, and hear a Drum, 

4 than look upon his Schoolmafter. : 
4 Val. A my word'the Fathers Son: Ple fwear tis a. 
| very pretty Boy. Amy trothT look’d upon hima Wea- | 
nefday half an hour together: h’as fuich a-confirm’dcoun- | 
tenance. «I faw him run after’a’ gilded Butverfly, ‘and | 

| when he caught“ it; ‘he let it go again, and after ic again, | 
4 and over and over he comes, anduip again, and caught it | 


| 


‘did fo fet his teeth, and tear it. 
thammockt it. — 
Vol. One o’s Fathers moods.» | 
Val, Indeed la, ,?tisa Noble Child. 
Virgs A-Ctack, Madam. i ; 
Val. Come, lay alide your ftitchery, I muft have you 
play the idle Hufwife with me this afternoon. 
Virg. No( good Madam) 
I will not out ‘of Doors. 
Val. Not out.of Doors ? 
~ Vol: She fhall, fhe fhall. 
Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience } Ple'rot over the 
threfhold, tillmy Lord, return from the'W ars. 
Val.” Fie, you confine your felf moft unreafonably : 
Come, you muft go vifit the good Lady that lies in. 
Virg. 1 willwith her fpeedy ftrength, and vifit her with 
my Prayers, but I cannot go thither. | 
Vol. Why, -I pray you? ©): sans 
Virg. *Tis notto favelabour, for that I want Jove. 
Val. You would be another Pe#élope: yet they fay, all 
the Yarn fhe fpun in “7 ess abfenes} did bat fill /rhaca 
full of Mothes. Come, f would your Gambrick were fen- 
fible as your Finger, that you might leave pricking it for 
pity. Come, you fhall go with us. 
: ae No, good Madam, pardon me, indeed f will not 
orth. At: Sano 


~ - - : 


Oh, I warrant how he’ 


» 
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1 L with you"much : 
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and Pie tell you excell nt 


Fal, In truth Ja go with me, 

News of your Husband. 
oY, 1 9m Ot 

3s Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet. 
_ Fal. Verily | donot jeft with you: ¢} 
tromduimoait Nighe. 

Vrs Indecd, Madam 3 

Fal. In earch io’sitrue; Theard a Senator fpeak jt 
Thus it is: the:/icies have an Army forth, acaint wh, 
iss: rc tbirac AtIny torth, againit whom 
OnE the:Geieral-is.cone, with one part of our Re 
ee. } ower? SYour Lord, and Tituseducius are fet dows” 
| before: their City Cerdoin:, they nothing. doubt prevarl- 

ing, and to makesitebrief Wars. This is ttue on mis: 
— and fo, } pray, go with us. 

wr. Givemcexcufe, good Madam, I will cbey you‘in 


1¢re came News 


everything hereafter: 


- et 
Yol, Let tier’ alone, Lady, as fe is now,. * 


| She will but difeaie éurbetter mirth, 


2 Pialoin roth, 1 think the would : 
rarcyou well then. ~Come;'good fiweet Lady. 


Prithee, Virgilia, warn thy “iolomnefs cut a Door, 


| 4nd go along withms: 


Virg. Iho, 


At 2 word, Madam y 


indeed 1 muft not, 
mirth. 


Val, Well, then farewel, [Exeunt Ladies. 


ae ete rer F a $s ; a 
| Eater Mariius, Titus Lucius, with. Drum and Colours 
9 


‘J ry 1 ". 
eid Soiaurs, as before ihe City Coriolus : 
ffeazer,— 

Sa Be Ss 


mith C, pt 174 
to them a 4 


Afart. Yonder comes News: 
A Wager they have met. 

Luc. My Horie to yours, no. 

Mar, ’ Vis done. 

Luc, Agreed, 

Mar, : Say, ha’s our General met the Enemy ? 

Me. They lyc in view ; but have not fpokeas yet. 

Luc, So, the good Horfeis mine. 

Mart. Ple buy him of you. 

Luc. No,Vle not fe'l,nor give him: Lend him you, will, 
For half a hundred years; Summon the Town. 

Mar; How-far off licsthefe Armies? ~ 

Atef. Within this mils_and half, 

Mar. Then-thall we hear their Larum, and they Ours. 
Now, Mars, | .prithee make us quick-nr work: 
That we with fmoaking, Swords may march from hence: 
To help our fielded Friends. Come, blow thy blaft. 


(gens 


They fonud a Parley, -.; Ex ter two Senators with others on 


the Walls of Coriolus: ~*> tape 
Tullus Anfidins, is he.within your Walls? 

rena, No, nora Man that fears you lefs than he, 
That’s lefler than a little: [ Drum afar off. 
Hark, our Drums 
Are bringing forth oar Youth : We! break our Walls 
Rather, shah whey fhailpound us up ; our Gates, 
Which yet feem fhut, we have but pirmd with Rufhes 
They?! open.of themflves. Hark you far off. 


[Alarum far off. 


| Theteis:Asfidins. Litsvhat work hemakes 


Amongf yourcloven Army. 
Mar, Oh, they are-at it. 
Luc. Their noife be our inftruction. Ladders, hoe. 


Enter the Army of rhe Volfcies. 


Mar. They fear us not, but iflue forth their City. 
Now put your Shiclds before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof shan Shields. 

Advance, brave Titus, \ 
They do difdain us much beyond our Thoughts, 


Which makes me fweat with wrath. Comeon, my fellows 
: H e 


| 3 Rom. A Murrain on’t, 


| 


my 


= 
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| For a fecond courfe of Fight. 
Mar. Sir, praife me not : ty 
My work hath yet not warm’d me. Fare you well r. ; 
The Blood drop, israther Phyfical toy Se 
Than Dangerous to me. To Aufidins, thus! will Fe 4 
git} 


He that retires, Vle ee nim for a Volfcze, 

And he {hall feel mine eage- 

ite pat ‘le }Lomans ee beat back, to their Trenches. 
; Enter Martius Curfing. 

Mor. Aljthe contagion of the South, light on you, 
You thames of Rome: you Herd of Biles and Plagues 
Plaifter you o’re, that you may be abhorr’d 
Farther than feen, and one infect another 
Avainft the Winda mile: You Souls of Geefes 
That bear the fhapes of Men, how have you run 
From Slaves, that Apes would beat ? Pixtoand Hell, 
All burt behind, backs red, and faces pale 
With flight and agued fear ? mend, and chargehome; . 
Or by the Fires of Heaven, I’le leave the Foe, 

And make my Wars on you - Look to’t: Come on, 
If you'l ftand faft, well beat them to their Wives, 
As they us to our Trenches followed: 

"Another Alarum, and Martins folloms them to 

the Gates, and is fhut in. 
So, now the Gatesare ope: now prove good Seconds; 
’Tis for the Followers, Fortune widens them, 
Not for the Flyers: Mark me, and do the like. 
Enter the Gates. 

1 Sol, Fool-hardinefs, not 1. o 

2 Sol, Nor lI. : 

1 Sol. See they have fhut him in. 

‘All, To th’ pot I warrant him. 

Enter Titus Lucius. 

Tit, What is become of Afartius? 

All. Slain (Sir) doubtlefs. Z iy 

1 Sol, Following the Flyers at the very heels, 
With them he enters ; who upon the fadden 
Clapt to their Gates‘ he is himfelf alone, 

To anfwer all the City. 

Lic. Oh Noble Fellow! 
Who fenfibly out-dares his fencelefs Sword, 
And when it Bows, ftand’ft up: Thouart left, 
A Carbuncle intire, as big as thou arc, 
Were not foricha Jewel. Thou waft a Souldier 
Fven to Calves with, not fierce and terrible 
Only in ftrokes, but with thy grim looks, and 
The Thunder-like percuflion of thy founds ‘ 
Thou mad’ft thine Enemies fhake, asif the World 
Were feavorous, and did tremble. 


[ Alarum continues. 


Martins, 


Enter Martius bleeding, affauleed by the Enemy. 


+1 Sol. LookSir. 
Luc, O, tis oe ce; eon atk 
Let’s fetch him off, or make remain a ike. 
ope ? [Thy fight, and all enter the City. 


Enter certain Romans with fpoils, 


1 Rom. This will I carry to Rome. 
2 Rom, And | this. ; 
I took this for Silver. LExeunt. 
[ Alarum continues fiill a far off. 


Enter Martius, avd Titus with a Trumpet. 


Mar, See here, thefe Movers, that do prize their hours 


| Atacrack’d Drachm, Cufhions, Leaden Spoons, 


irons ofa Doit, Doublets that Hangmen would 

Bury with thofe that wore them, thefe bafe Slaves, 
Ere yet the fight be done, pack up, down with them. 
And hark, what noife the General makes: To him, 
There is the Man of my Souls hate, Aufidius, 

Piercing our Romans : Then Valiant Titus take 
Convenient Numbers to make good the City, 


Whilft I with thofe that have the Spirit, will hafte 
To help Cominius. 

Li, Worthy Sir, thou bleed’ft, 
Thy exercife hath been too violent, 


Luc. Now the fair Goddefs Fortune, (and 
Fall deep in love with thee, and her great charms 
Mifguide thy Oppofers Swords, bold Gentleman : 
Profperity be thy Page. 

Mar, Thy Friend no lefs, fl ies 
Than thofe-fhe placeth higheft : So farewel: 

Luc. Thou worthieft Martins, 

Go found thy Trumpet in the Market-place, 
Call thither all the Officers o’th’ Town, , 
Where they fhall know our mind? Away. [Exeunt, 
Enter Cominius as it were in retire, with Souldiers, 


Com. Breathe you, my friends,well fought, we are come 
Like Romans, neither Foolifh in our ftands, (of 
Nor Cowardly in retire: Believe me, Sirs, oe 
We fhall be charg’dagain, Whiles we have ftruck 
By interims and conveying gufts, we have heard ; 
The Charges of our Friends. The Roman Gods 
Lead their fuccefles, as we wifh our own, 

May give you thankful Sacrifice. “Thy news / 

: Enter ‘a Meffenger, _ 

Mef. The Citizens of Coriolus have iflued, 

And given to Lucius and to AMdartins Battel. 

| faw our Party totheir Trenches driven, 

And then I came away. y= 
Com. Though thou fpeakeft truth, Ke 

Methinks thou 
Mef. Above an hour, my Lord. 

Com. ?Tis not a mile: briefly we 
How could’ft thou in a mile confound an hour, 
And bring thy News fo late? pk 

Mef. Spies of the Volfcies 
Held mein chace, that I was forc’d to wheel 
Three or four Miles about, elfe had I, Sir, 

Half an hour fince, brought my report. 

- Enter Martius. 

Com. Whofe yonder, 

That does appear as he were Flea’d? O Gods, 

He has the ftamp of Adartius, and 1 have 

Before time feen him thus. 

Mar. Come! too late ? Be. 

Com. The Shepherd knows not Thunder from a Taber, 
More than I know the Sound of Afsrtins’s Tongue 
From every meaner Man. 

Mar. Come I too late? 

Com, 1, if you come not in the Blood of others, 

But mantled in your own. 
Mar. Oh! let me clip ye : 

In Armsas found, as when I woo’d in Heart, 

As merry as when our Nuptial Day was done, 

And Tapers burnt to Bedward. ola 
Com, Flower of Warriors, how is’t with Titus Lnows 
Mar. Aswitha Manbufied about Decrees: 

Condemning fome to Death, 


> gti 


es 
= 


and fome to Exile, 


Ranfoming him, or pitying, threatning th’ other; Z a, ie; 


Holding Coriolus in the name of Rome, 
Even likea fawning Grey-hound in the Leafh, 
To let him flip at will. 
Com, Whereis that Slave | , 
Which told me they had beat you to your Trenches? 


Where is he? Call him hither. 


Mar. Let himalone, 


He did inform thetruth : But for our Gentlemen, | 


The common file, (a Plague Tribunes for them) _ 
The Moufe ne’re fhunn’d the Cat, as they did budge 
From Rafcals worfe thanthey. 


Com. But how prevail’d you? 


fpeak’ft not well. How long is’t fnce? yet 


heard their Drums. a 


| \ 
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That both our Powers, with fmiling Fronts encountring,| 


Steere 


The Tragedy of Coriolanus. .. 263 


Mar, Will the time ferve totell? I do not think: And the Gods doom him afier. 
j Where isthe Enemy ? Are you Lords o’th? Field? Auf, If | fie, Adartins, hollow me like a Hare. 
{lf not, why ceafe you till youare fo? Mar, Within thefe three hours Tillys 
Com. Martins, we have at difadvantage fought, Alone I fought in your Coriolus Walls, 
And did retire to win our purpofe. And made what work 1 pleas’d : Tis pot my Blood 
Mar. How lies their Battel? Know you on what fide | Wherein thou feeft me maskt, forthy Revense 
they have plac’d their Men of traft ? Wrench up thy power to th’ highelt. 7 
Com. As I guels, Martius, Auf. Wert thou the Heétor, 
Their Bands th’ Vaward are the Ancients That was the whip of your brage?d Progeny, 
“Of their belt trait: Ore them Aufidins, Thou fhould’ft not {cape me here. 
Their very heart of Hope. Here they fight, and certain Vol{cies come to the aid of 
Maur. 1 do befeech you, Aufid. Martius fights till they be driven in breathless, 
By all the Battels wherein we have fought, Officious and not valiant, you have fham’d me 
| By th’ Blood we have fhed together, In your condemned Seconds. 


By th’ Vows we have made 
To endure Friends, that you dire¢tly fet me Flourifh. Alarum, A Retreat is founded, Enter. at sone 


Againit Avfidius, and his Antiats, Door Cominius, with the Romans: At anoth 
And that you not delay the prefent (but Martius, mith hie. Actes Scarf, let a oad 
Filling the Air with Swords advanc’d) and Darts, 


We prove this very hour. Com. IfI fhould tell thee o’re this thy Days work, 


Com, Though | could wifh Thou’lt not believe thy deeds: but Ple report.it, 
You were conducted toa gentle Bath, Where Senators fhall iningle tears with finiles, 
And Balms applied to you, yet dare | never Where great Patricians fhall attend, and fhrug, 
Deny your asking, take your choice of thofe th’ end admire : where Ladies fhallbe frighted, 
That beft can aid your action. And gladly quak’d, hear more: wherethedull Tribunes, 
Mar. Thofeare they That with the fufty Plebeians, hate thine Honours, 
That moft are willing , if any fuch be here? Shall fay againft their hearts, we thank the Gods 
(As it ’twere finto doubt) that love this painting Our Rome hath fucha Souldier. 
Wherein you fee me fmear’d, if any fear Yet camft thou toa Morfel of this F ealt, 
Leffler his perfon, than an ill report: Having fully din’d before. 
If any think, brave death out-weighs bad life, 
And that his Country’s dearer than himfelf, Enter Titus with his Power, from the P wr fsit 
Let him alone, (or, fo many fo minded) $558 
Wave thus, to exprefs his difpofition, Titus Lucius, Oh General : 
And follow A4Zartius. Here is the Steed, we the Caparifon ; 
They all fhout, and wave their Swords, take him ap it their Hadit thou beheld 
Arms, and cast up their Caps. Mar. Pray now, no more: 
Oh me alone, make you a Sword of me: My Mother, who has a Charter to extol her Blood, 
| Ifthefe thews be not outward, whichof you When fhe does praife me, grievesme: = 
But is four Volfcies ? None of you, but is Thave done as you have done, that’s what I can, 
Able to bear againft the great Aufidins. Induc’d as you have been, that’s for my Country : > 
A Shield as hardas his. A certain number He that has but effected, his good will, ot 
(Though thanks to all) muft I feleé&t from all: Hath overta’ne mine Act. 
The reft fhall bear the bufinefs in fome other fight Com. You fhail not be the.Grave of your deferving, 
As caufe will be obey’d: pleafe you to march, Rome mutt know the value.of her own: 
And four fhall.quickly draw out my Command, ”T were a Concealment worfe than a Theft, 
Which Men are beft inclin’d. | No lefs than a Traducement, et 
- *Com. March on, my fellows : : To hide your doings, and to filence that, 
Make good this oftentation, and you fhall Which to the {pire and top of praifes vouch’d, 
Divide in all, withus. {Exemt.| Would feem but modeft : therefore, I befeech you, 


In. fign of what you are, not to reward 
Titus Lucius, having fet a Guard npan Cotiolus, going | What youhavedone, before our Armyhear me. 
with Drum and Trumpet toward Cominius , axd Caius | 4447. 1 have fome wounds upon me, and they fmart 
Martius, Enters with a Lieutenant, other Souldiers, and To hear themfelves remembred. 
iy Com, Should they not: : 
f Well might they fefter *gainft ingratinde, 
Luc. So, let the Ports be guarded; keep your Duties | And tent themfelves with death: of all the Horfes, 


As I have fet them down. If Ido fend, difpatch Whereof we have ta’ne good, and good ftore of all, 
Thofe Centuries to our aid, the reft will ferve The Treafure in this Field atchiev'd, and City, 
Fora thort holding , ifwe lofe the Field, We render you the tenth, to be ta’ne forthp. 
We cannot keep the Town. Before the common diftribution, 

Lien. Fear not our care, Sir. Atyour only choice. Sy 

Luc. Hence; and fhut your Gates upon’s : Mar, \ thank you; General : 


| Our Guider come, toth? Xowan Camp conduct us. [Exit. | But catinotmake my heart confent to take 

! [ Alarum as in Battel, | A Bribe, to pay my Sword : I do refufe it, 
And ftand upon my common part with thofes 

Enter Mattius and Aufidius at feveral Doors. That have beheld the doing. 


Mar, Vie fight with none but thee, for I do hatethee |4 long flourifh. They all ery, Mattei Martius, caf? Hp 
| Worfe than a Promife-breaker. =... : their Caps and Laknces > Cominius avd Lucius ftand 


Auf, We hate alike: a Vaan bared 
Not 4frick owns.a Serpent I abhor Fee Mer eo ee : 
More than thy Fame and Envy: Fix thy Foot: _ Mar. May thefe fame Inftruments, which you prophane, 


Mar. Let the firft Budger die the othersSlave, » Never found more ; when Drums and Trumpets aes se 
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(ch? Field prove flatterers, let Courts and Cities be 
Made of ail falfe-facd foothing : 

When Steel grows foft, as the Parafites Silk, 
Let himbe made an Overture for th’? Wars: 
Nomore, I fays for that I have not wafh?d 

My Nofe that bled, or foil’d fome debile wretch, 
Which without note, here’s many elfe have done, 
You fhout me forth in acclamations hyperbolical, 
As if Llow’dmy little fhould be dicted 
In praifes, fawe’d with Lies. 

Com. Yoo modeft are you: 
‘More cruel to your good report, than grateful 

Tous, that give you truly : by your patience, 

If againft your felt you be incens’d, we’ll put you 
(Like one that means his proper harm) in Manacles, 
Then reafon fafely with you: Therefore be it known, 
As to us, to allthe World, that Carus Martius 
Wears this Wars Garland: in token of the which, 

My noble Steed, known to the Camp» I give him, 
With albhis trim belonging, and from this time, 

For what he did before Corsolus, call him, 

With all th? applaufe and clamor of the Holt, 


Martins Cains Coriolanus, Bear th? addition Nobly ever ? 


Flourifh. Trumpets found, and Drums. 
Omnes. Martins Caius Cortolanus, 
Mar. \ will go-wath : 
And when my Face is fair, you fhall perceive 
Whether I blufh, or no: Howbeit, 1 thank you. 
I mean to ftride your Steed, and at all times ; 
To under-creft your good Addition, 
Toth’ fairnefs of my power. 
Com. So, to ourTents.» sss 
Where, ’re we do repofe us, we will write 
To Rome of our fuccefs : you Titus Lucius” 
Mutt to Coriolus back; fend usto Rome —— 
The beft, with whom we may articulate, 
For their own good, and ours. 
Luc. \fhall, my Lord. © . 
Mar. The Gods begin to mock me ; 
I that now refus’d moft Princely gifts, 
| Am bound to beg of my Lord General. 
Com, Take’t, ’tis yours, what is’t ? 
| Mar. |fometime lay here in Cortolus, 
At.a poor mans Houfe: ‘He us’d me kindly. 
| He cry’d to me: I faw him Prifoner : ~ 
| But then ye oe sitce ae my view, 
| And wrath o're-whelm’d my pity: 1 requeft you 
| To give my poor Hoft freedom. 
| Com. Oh well bege’d: 
| Were hethe Butcher of mySon, he fhould 
| Be free as is the Wind, deliver him, Zitus. 
| Luc, Martins, his name. 
Mar. By Jupiter, forgot : 
‘lt am weary, yea my Memory is tir?d: 
| Have we no Wine here ? 
| Com. Go weto our Tent: 
The Blood upon your Vifage dries, tis time 
it fhould be look’d too: come. 


A Flowrifh. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius, bloody, with 


tmo on three Sduldters. 


Auf. The Town is tase. 

Soul, ?Twill be deliver’d back on good Condition. 
Auf. Condition ? : 

{1 would I were a Roman, For T-cannot, 

|| Being a Volfere, be, that lam. Condition? © - 

|| What good Condition can a Treaty find 

/|Ral? part that is at mercy ? five times, Martius, 

‘| bhaye fought wich thee ; fo often haft thou beabme: 
And would?it do fo, I think, fhould we encounter . 

_| As oftenaswe eat. By the Elements, 

‘}if @re again L meet him beard to beard 
-|He’s mine, orl am his: Mine Emnlation ~~ 


-LExeunt. 


Hath not that honour in’t it had: For where 
{ thought to crufh him in an equal Force, mi 
True Sword to Sword: Pie potch at him fome way, 
Or Wrath, or Craftmay get him. 
Sol. Hes the Devil... «Oil 
Auf, Bolder, though not fo fubtle : my valor’s poifon’d 
With only faffering ftain by him’: for him aH 
Shall flie out of it felf, nor fleep, nor fangiuary, 
Being naked, fick; norPhane, nor Capitol; « 
The Prayers of Priefts, nor time of Sacrifice : 
Embarquements all of Fury fhall lift up 
Their Totten Priviledge, and Cuftom ’gainft 
My hate to Martius.. Where | find him, were it 
At home , upon my Brothers Guard, even there ~ ‘a 
Againft the Hofpitable Cangon, ‘would I i 
Wath my fierce hand in’s heart. Go you to the Cit 
Learn how ’tisheld, and what they are that mult — 
Be Hoftages for Rome. 
Sol, Will not you go? 
Auf, \ am attended at the Cyprus Grove. I pray 
(Tis South the City Mill) bring me word thither « 
How the World goes, that to the paceof it. ~~ 
{ may fpur on my Journey. 
Sol, I fhall, Sir- 


Adtus Secundus. 


Enter Menenius with the two Tribunes of the People 
Sicinius avd Brutus. ‘ie 
Men, The Augurer. tells me, we Shall have New 1 
Night. ok ; , 
Bru. Good or bad ? . E eee 
Men, Not accotding to the Prayer of the People, for 
they love not: Martins, ' wegith “ae 
Sicin. Nature teaches Beafts to know their Friends, 
Men. Pray you, who does the Wolf love? ~~ ” i 
Sicin. The Lamb. ab 
Men. |, to devour him, as the hungry Plebeians would 
the Noble Afartins. iol 
Bru. He’s a Lamb indeed, that baes like a Bears” 
Men. He’s a Bear indeed, that lives like a Lambe © 
You two are Old Men, tell me one thing that I fhaltas 


pele 
Both, Well, Sir. 
Men, \n what enormi 


Men, Becaufe you tal 
angry ?! 


for a very littl 
lof. Patienc 


+3 hes ; 
TRapemied vet see 
Men. Why then you fhould difcover a brace of. 


‘ 


~ | | | | a he Tragedy of Goriolanus. 


» | meriting, proud, violent, tefty Magiftrates (alias F ools) the Phyfician : The moftiSoveraign Prefcription in geal 


as any in Rome, 


Sicin. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 


sy [°° Aten. 1 am’known to be a humorous Patrician , 2and! 
tone that loves acupof hot Wine withnot a drop of allay- 
Said to be’ fomething imperfect. in-favou- 
ring the firft Complaint, hafty and Tinder-like upon, to 


» fing Tiber.in’t : 


trivial motion: One, that converfes mote with ‘the But- 
tock of the Night, than ‘the. 
; |ning. WhatI think utter, and fpend my Malice in:my 

Breath. . Meeting two fuch Weals-men as you are ( lcan- 

not call you Licurguffes) if thedrink you give me, touch 

my Palat adverfly, 1 make a crooked face at it. Ican fay, 
your Worthips have deliver’dythe matter well, when 

j find the Afs in compound with the Major part of 

your Syllables. And though I mutt be content to bear 
| with thofe, that fay you are Reverend Grave, yet they lye 

deadly, that tell you have good Faces; if you fee this in 

the Map of my Microcofm, follows it that 1 am known 

well enough too? VVhat harm can your Befom Con- 
‘I Tfpectuities glean out of this Character, if 1 be known 
well enough too ? 

Bru, Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough. 

Men. You know neither me, your felves, nor any 
thing : you"are ambitious for poor Knaves Caps and 
Legs: You weat outa good wholefom Fore-noon, in 
hearing a Caufe between an Orange-wife, and a Faufet- 
feller, and then rejourn the Coutroverfie of three-pence 
‘Ito a fecond day of Audience. VVhen you are Hearing a 
‘matter between a Party and Party, if you chance to be 
pinch’d with the Cholick, you make Faces like Mum- 
mérs, fet up the bloody Flag ‘againit all Patience, and 
in roaring for a Chamber-pot, difinifs the Controverfic 
Vbleeding, the more intangled by your hearing : All the 
}Peace you make in their Caufe, is calling both the Parties 
)Knaves. You area Pair of itrange ones. 

Bru. Come, come, you are well underftood to be a 
perfecter gyber for the Table, than a neceflary Bencher 
in the Capitol. ; 

Men. Our very Priefts mnft become Mockers, if they 
fhall encounter fuch ridiculous Subjects as you are, when 
| you fpeak beft unto the purpofe , it is not worth the wag- 
ging of your Beards, and your Beards deferve not fo 


\beintomb’din an Afles Pack-faddle, yet you muft be 
| faying, Aartius is proud : who in acheap eftimation, 1s 
| worth all your Predecefiors fince Dencalion, though per- 
| adventure fome of the beft of ?em were hereditary Hang- 
men.Good-e’en to your Worfhips, more of your Conver- 
1 fation would infect my Brain, being the Heardfmen of the 
Bealtly Plebeians. | will be bold to take my lcave of you. 

as [Brutus avd Sicinius. Ajide. 


Enter Volumnia and Valeria. 


| How now(my as Fair as Noble)Ladies,and the Moon were 


a fhe Earthly, no Nobler ; whither do you follow your Eyes 
| fo faft ? ; 
¢ | _ Volum, Bonourable Menenins, my Boy, Martius, apptoa- 
i ches : for the love of Juno let’s go. : 
f Men. Ha? Martius coming home: 
1 Volum.1,worthy Menenins,and with moft profperous Ap- 
_ | probation. 
o |” Aten. Take my Cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee : hoo, 
| | Martius coming home ? 
i 2 Ladies. Nay, tis true. 
hy Volum, Look, here’s a Letter from him, the State hath 
“ | another, his Wife another, and (1 think) there’s one at 
' | home for you. fete 
By Menta A will make my very houfe reel to night: 
| ALetter for me ? = 
_ Virgil. Yes,certain, there’sa Letter foryou, I faw’t. 
y Menen. ALetter for me? it gives me an Effate of fe- 
Wi ven yearshealth ; in which time, 1 will make a Lip at 


|| better report thana Horfe-dtench. Is he not wounded? 


with thé Fore-head of the Mor- 


PAufidius got off. 


| honourable a Grave, as to ftuffa Botchers Cufhion, or to’ 
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is but Empericktiques, and: to this Prefervative, of no 
he was wont to come home wounded ? 
Virgil. Oh na,aioj nd. 
Volum. Oh, he is wounded, L thank the Gods fort; 
_Adenen. So do \too, ifhe be not too much: brings a 
Victory in his Pocket? the wounds become him. 
_ Folum, On’s Brows + Mdenemias he comes thé third 
time home with the Oaken'Garlanda jsi)) >... 
Menen.. Has he difciplin’d»dxfidins foundly 2.0). - 
Volum, Titus Lucius writes, they, fought together , but 


Menen, And ?twas time for him-too, V’le warrant him 
that: and he had ftay’d by him,\ I;would not have jbeen 
fefiddious’d, for all the Chefbsin Cor‘olus, and the Gold 
that’sin them. . Is the Senate pofleit of this? 03 

Volum, Good Ladies, let?sogo..~Yes, yes, yes; The 
Senate has Letters from the General, wherein he gives 
my Son the whole Name of the War, he hath in this 
Action out-donc his former Deeds doubly. wiry 

Valer. \n troth there’s woudrous things fpokeof him. 

Menen. Wondrous ? Ij L-warrant-you,: and, not with: 
out his true Purchafing: 6 Asi 

Virgil. The Gods grant them true. 

Volum, True? pow waw. 

Mene. True ? Vle be fworn they are true; where is 
he wounded, God fave your good Worthips.?. Adartins 
iscoming home: he has morecanfe tobe proud: ,where 
is he wounded ? ) 

Volum, Vth? Shoulder, and:i’th’ left. Arm, there. will 
be large Cicatrices:tofhew the People,when he fhall ftand 
for his place : he receiv’d in the Repulfe of Tarquin feven 
hurts ’th? Body. 

Men, One Pth’ Neck, dnd twoi’th’ Thigh, there’s nine 
that I know. - 

Volum: He had, -before his. laft \Expedition, twenty 
five Wounds. upon ‘him. 

Men. Now it’s twenty feven, every gahh was an Ene- 
mies Grave: Hark,» the: Trumpets. 

i yoo occ LA Shout, and F lourifh; 
Volum, Thefe are the Ufhers of Adartins : 

Before him, he carries Noife;: 

And behind him, he lcaves Tears + 

Death, that dark Spirit, !in’s nervy Arm doth lye, 
Which being advane’d, declines, and then Men dye, 


A Sonet. Trumpets found. Enter Cominius the General, and 
Titus Lucius : between them Coriolanus, Crown'd with an 
Oaken Garland,with Captains and Souldsers ,and a Herald, 


Hera. Know, Rome, that all alone A4artins did fight 
Within Coriolus Gates; where he hath won, 
With Fame, a Name to Martius Caius: 
Thefe in Honour follows, A4artins Cains, Coriolanns. 
Welcome to Xome, renowned Coriolanus. 
Sound. Flourifh. 

All, Welcome to Rome, renowned Cortolanus, ‘ 

Corio, Nomore of this, it does offend my heart ; pray 
now no more. 

Com. Look, Sir, your Mother. . 

Corio, Oh! youhave,1 know; petition’d all the Gods 
for my Profperity. [Kaeel:, 

Volum, Nay, my good Souldier, up : 

My gentle A4artius, worthy Cains, / 
And by deed-atchieving Honour newly nam"d, 
What is it (Coriolanus ) mutt [ call thee ? 

But oh, thy Wife. . 

Corio, My gracious filence, hail: : 
Would’ thou have laugh’d, hadI come Coffin’d home, 
That weep’t to fee me Triumph? Ah, my Dear, 

Such Eyes the Widows in Coriolus wear, : 
And Mothers that lack Sons. 

Men, Now the Gods Crown thee. 

* Aaa 


Com, 
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Com. And live you yet? Oh my fweet Lady, - 
-. Kolum. 1 know not where to turneijy > f 
Oh welcome home : and welcome General, 
And y’are welcome albobis 31 

Men. Ahundred thoufand Welcomes : 
Icould' weep, and Icould laugh, 
lam light, and-heavy 50 welcome : 

ACurfe begin at very! rooton’s Hearty. 
That isnot glad to fee thee. . 
You are Three, that Rome ifhould dote ons «. 
Yet by the Faith of Men,:'we have ©): 
Some old Crab-treeshere at, home, 

That will not be grafted to your Relifh. . 
Yet welcome Warriors::: 7° 
We call aNettle, bata Nettle 5 - 

And the faults of Fools but Folly. 

Com, Ever right: © \.0< 

Cor; Menenins, ever, ever. -: 

Hera. Give way. there, and goon. 

Cor. Your Hand,:and yours & 
Frein our own Houfe Ido fhade my 
The good Patricians mufb be vifited,' 
From whom I have receiv’dinot only Greetings, 
But with them, change of Honours. | 

Volum. 1 have lived, 7) “19 
To fee inherited my very Withes, 
And ‘the Buildings of my Fancy : 
Only there’s one thing, wanting,, 
Which (1 doubs not) butcour Kome: 

| Willcaft upon thee. 
| Cor. Know, good Mothers -nsore 
I had rather be their Servant in my 'wayqoo. 0. 
| Than fway-with themim theirs. £29019): 0 lo (il to) 
[ Flourifh..: °: Cornets, 
dl ow) Lab Ebenst iin State, as before. 


Com, On, to the Capitol. 
Eater Brutus avd Sicinius. 


Pardon 


head, 


Bru. Ml-Tongues Speak ofthim, acd. the! bleaved fights | 


Are fpectacled to fee him. — Your prathng Nurfes. ./ 
Into a rapture Jets her Babyorys, 0) 1h > 
While the chatshim: the; Kitchin Ade/kimspins:« 
Her richeft Lockratn ?bout her reechy neck, 
Clambring the Wallstoeyeshim 2) 9% 
Stalls, Bulks, Windows, are {mother?’dsup,. 
Leads fil’d, and Ridgéschor?’doys 0% (fair 
With variable ions ;"all agreeing 
| In earneftnels to fee him. féld-fhown Flamins 
Do prefs ’mong the popular Throngs, and puff 
To wina vulgar flation> our veil’. Dames 
Commit the War of White andDamesk 
In their.nicely gawded’Checks, to th? wanton fpoil 
Of Phebus burning Kifles: facha poother, 
As if that whatfoever-God, who leads him, 
Were flily creptintohishumane powers, 
And gave him graceful-pofture. 
Sicin, “On the fadden, I warrant him Conful. 
Bru. Then our Office may, during his Power, go fleep. 
Sicin. He cannot temp’rately“eanfport his Honours, 
| From where he fhould *begin> andsendy 'but will 
\Lofe thofe he hath won 
Bru, \n that there’s comfort. 
Sici, Doubt not, 
Phe Commoners, for whom we ftand, ‘but they 
Upon 'their ancient malice, will forget 
With the leaft caufe;/thefe his new Honours, 
Which that he will give them, make aslittleiqueftion, 
As he is proud ‘to do’t. 
Bru. \ heard him fwear 
| Were he to ftand for Conful, never would he. 

Appear ?’th’ Market-place, nor on him put » 
TheNaples Veiture of humility, 
Nor fhewing (asthe manner is) his Wounds: 
To th? people, beg their ftinking breaths. 


Sicin, Vis right. ie 
Bru. \twas hiswords? > 


'yOhhe would miG it, rather than carry it, ~~ 
But by the fuit of the Gentry tohim, * - ) 
And the defixe.ofi the Nobles... me 


 -eSicin-dawath no, better, than haye' him hold that pur. 


pose, aad te put it in execution. 
Brun, 2 Vis mot like; he. will. 


ot Le . i ey Sais H , 
Seeia.; Itfhalbe to him then, as our good wills, 2 fire 


| deftrudtion. ,, 


‘| no better a ground. 


| ftand forsConfulthips ? 


Bru. Soit mutt fallout ai 

}To-him, or’our Authorities, foranend,, 

| We! muft faggelt the Pooples in what hatred: 
Hecftillhath held them ;, that to’s power he would ~ 


Have mace-¢hem Mules, filenc’d their Pleaders, 
And difproportioned their Freedoms; holding the oe 
In humane Action, and Capacity,..... .) an. nt 
Of no more Soul, nor fitnefs for the World, 
Than Gamelsintheit War, who have their Proyand ; 


Fi 


Only for bearing Burthens, and fore blows 
For finking under then. 

Sicin, This (as you fay) fuggefted, 
At fome time, when his foaring infolence. 
Shall teach the People,. which time fhall not 
If he be put upon’t, and that’s as eafie, 
As to fet Dogsion Sheep, willbe his fire. 
To kindle their dry Stubbley and their Blaze 
Shall darken-him for ever. - Blea 

Enter a. Meffenger. 

Bru. What?s the matter ? 5 

Adeff, You are fent for tothe Capitol: _ 
Tis thought, that Adartins fhall be Conful : aed 
I have feen the dumb menthrong tofeehim, 
And the:blind to hear him {peak : Matrons flung Glov 


cy ee 


Ladies and Maids their Scarfs, and Handkerchiefs, — bi 


ait 


Upon him, as he pafs’d: theNoblesbended 
As to:Yoves Statue, andthe Commonsmade 
A Showre, and Thunder, withtheir Caps, and Shouts:* 
I never faw the like. oe 
» Bru. Let’s to the Capitol, 

And carry with us Ears and Eyes 


. saaes Spear, “Ay 
tiated 


for th? time, 


But Hearts forthe event. 


Sicin, Haye with you. 


- | Enter two Officers, to lay Cufhions, as it were, 4 


1 Of. Come, come, they are almoft here: 
2 Off Three, they fay : but?tisthought 
Coriolanus will carry it. : 

1 Of. That?sa brave Fellow, but he’s veng} 


| and loves not the Common People. 


2 0f. *Faith, there have been many great men 
have flatter’d the People, who ne’re loved themand 

be many that they have loved, they know not whet 

fo that if they love they know mot why , they ha 
Therefore, for Coriolanus neither 
mahifefts the 


care whether they love, or hate him, eft 
and out of his 


knowledgehe has in their.difpofition, 
ble carelefnefs lets them plainly fee’t. 3 
1 Off. If he did not care whether he had their tc 


oe 


no, he waved indifferently, *twixt doing them neithe 


good, nor harm: but he feeks their hate with gr 
devotion,thanthey.can render it him; and leaves nol 
undone, that may fully difeover him their Oppolite: 
to feem to affedtthe Malice aud Difpleafurcof the | 
ple, isasbad, asthat which he diflikes, to flatter 
for their love. aegs 


nyt 


v 


" 


7 Nevo 
# ¥ q 
suatiget Ls 
way | 


were a Malice, that giving it felf the Lye, would pluck 
reproof and rebuke from every Ear that heard it. 
My 1 Off. Nomore of him, he’s a worthy man: make 
may, they are coming. 
fy ASonet, Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the Peo- 
*, ple, Littors before them, Coriolanus, Menenius , Comi- 
nius the Conful : Sicinius and Brutus take their places by 
ks themfelves : Coriolanus frands. 
oo 
thy: Men. Having determin’d of the Yolfcies; 
kh - J And to fend for Titus Lucius: it remains, 
jy | Asthe main Point of this our after-mecting, 
"| To gratifie his Noble fervice, that hath 
Wj, 4 Thus ftood for his Country. Therefore pleafe you; 
igs | Moft Reverend and Grave Elders, to delire, 
yg; «=| Fhe prefent Confal, and laft General, 
In our well-found Succefles, to report 
A little of that. worthy Work perform’d 
me | By Martins Caius Coriolanus: whom 
aly We met here, both to thank, and to remember 
ye With honours like himfelf. 
1 Sex. Speak, good Cominius : 
cl Leave nothing out for length, and make us think 
. Rather our State’s defective for requital, 
Than we to ftretch it out. Matters o’th’ People, 
We do requeft your kindeft Ear, and after, 
| Your loving motion toward the common Body, 
it Fo yield what pafles here. 
Mt Sicin, We are convented upon a pleafing Treaty , and 
itt} have Hearts inclinable to Honour, and advance the Theam 
tu = Fofour Aflembly. : 
ks, Bru. Which the rather we fhall be bleft to do , if he 
nd remembet a kinder value of the People, than he hath 
made | hereto priz’d them at. 
apy dl Men. Thats off, that’s off: I would you rather had 
been filent: Pleafe you to hear Cominius {peak ? 
| Bra. Moft willingly: but yet my Caution was more 
NM | pertinent than the rebuke you giveit. 
Men. He loves your people, but tye him not tobe their 
Bedfellow : Worthy Comnius, fpcak. 
Coriolanus rifes, azd offers to go away. 
yt,’ | Nay, keep your place. 
| WSenat. Sir, Coriolanus, never fhame to hear 
he’ | hat you have Nobly done. 
_ | 1 Corio, Your Honours pardon: : 
ntth | had rather have my Wounds to heal again, 
_ + Than hear fay how | got them. a 
og | Bree. Sir, T hope my words dif-bench’d you not ? 
a Corio. No, Sir, yet oft, 
, | When blowshave made me ftay, I fled from words. 
ke You footh’d not, therefore hurt not: but your People, 
y y | Llove themas they weigh——— 
a Men. Pray now, fit down. 
i ot Corio, ‘1 had rather have one fcratch my Head ?’th’ Sun, 
me _ | When the Alarum were ftruck, than idly fit 
a“ To hear my Nothings monfter’d. [Exit Coriolanus. 
w Men, Matters of the People, 
Your multiplying Spawn how can he flatter ? 
al? That’s thoufand to one good one, when you now fee 
oi’ | He had rather venture all his Limbs for Honour, 
ba Than oneo’s Ears-to hear it. Proceed Commius. 
a’ Com. I fhalllack Voice: the Deeds of Coriolanus 
i — } Should not be utter’d feebly = it is held, 
al That Valour is the chiefeft Virtue, and 
;! — \ Moft dignifics the Haver: ifitbe, 
. The man! fpeak of cannot in the World 
i Befingly counter-poys’d.» At fixteen years, 


‘When Tarquin made a Head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others: ourthen Dictator, ~ 
Whom with all praife I pointat, faw him fight, 


iif When with his Amazonian Chin he drove 
oi The brizléd'Lips before him : he beftrid 
i } An o’re-preft Roman, and i’th’ Conful’s view 


Be M4 oe 
<a , 2 
shen ~ 4 ~~ =\ ee 
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Slew three oppofers: Targuins {elf he met 

And ftruck him on his Knee: in that days feats 
When he might act the woman in the Scene : 
He prov’d beft man i’th? Field, and for his meed 
WasBrow-bound with Oak. His Pupil-age 
Man-entred thus, he waited like a Sea, 

And in the brunt of feventeen Battels fince, 

He Jurcht all Swords oth? Garland ; for this laft, 
Before, and in Coriolus, let me fay 

I cannot fpeak him home: he ftopt the flyers, 

And by his rare example made the Coward 

Turn terror intofport: as Waves before 

A Veffslunder fayl, fo men obey?d, 

And fell below his Stem: his Sword (Deaths ftamp) 
Where it did mark, it took from Faceto Foot : 
He wasa thing of Blood, whofe every motion 
Was trimm’d with dying Cries: alone he entred 
The mortal Gate 9’th’ City, which he painted 


| With fhunlefs defamy : aidlefscame off, 


And witha fudden re-inforceme nt itruck 
Cortolus, likea Planet : now all’s this, 

When by and by thédin of War ’gan pierce 

His ready fence, then ftreight his doubled Spirit 
Requickned what in flefh was fatigate, 

And tothe Battel came he, where he did 

Run reeking o’re the lives of Men, as if 

*Twere a perpetual fpoyl; and till we call’d 
Both Field and City ours, he never ftood 
Toeafe his Breaft with panting. 

Aten, Worthy man. 

Senat. He cannot but with meafure fit the Honours 
which wedevife him. 

Com. Our fpoils he kickt at, 

And look’d upon things Precious, as they were 
The common Muck @’th? World: he covets lefs 
Than Mifery it felf would give, rewards his deeds 
Withdoing them, and is content 

To fpend the time, toend it. 

Men. He's right Noble, let him be call’d for 

Senat. Call Cortolanus. 

Off. He doth appear. 

Enter Coriolanus. 

Men. The Senate, Cortolanus; are well pleas’d to make 
thee Conful. 

Corio, 1 do owe them ftill my Life, and Services. 

Men, \ethen remains that you do fpeak to the Peo- 

le. 

Corio. | do befeech you; 

Let me o’re-leap that Cuitom: for I cannot 

Put on the Gown, ftand naked, and entreat them 
For my Wounds fake, to give theirfuffrage: ~ 
Pleafe you that I may pafs this doing. 

Sicin. Sit, the People muft have their Voices, 
Neither will they bate one jot of Ceremony: 

Men, Put them not to’t : 

Pray you go fit you to the Cuftom, 
And take to you, asyour Predeceflors have, 
Your Honour with your form. 

Corio. It is a Part that I fhall blufh in Acting, 
And might well be taken from the People. 

Bru, Mark you that. 

Corio. To brag untothem, thus I did, and thus, 
Shew them th’unaking Skars, which I fhould hide; 
As if { had receiv’d them for the hire 
Oftheir Breath only. : 

Men, Do not ftand upon’t : 
Werecommend to you, Tribunes of the People, 
Our purpofeto them, and to our Noble Conful 
With we all Joy, and Honour. : 

Senat, To Coriolanus come all Joy and Honour. 

Flourifh Cornets. - 
Then Exeunt, Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 

Bru, You fee how he intends to ufe the People. 

Sici. May they perceive’s intent : he will require them 

* Adeas As 
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As ifhe did concemn what he requelted, 
>in them to give. 
Pers "Cone we'll inform them 
Of our proceedings here on th’ Market place, 
I know they doattendus. A 
Enter feven or eight Citizens. 

1 Cit. Once if he do require our Voices, we ought not 
todeny him. ine i 
2 Cit. Wemay, Sir, ifwe will. nt 

3 Cit. We have power inour felves to doit, but itis 
a power that we have no power to do: For , if he fhew 
us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to put our 
Tongues into thofe wounds, and fpeak for them : So, if 
he tell us his noble deeds, we muft alfo tell him our noble 
acceptance of them. Ingratitude 1s monftrous, and for the 
multitude to be ingrateful, were to make a Montfter of 
the multitude ; of the which, we being Members, fhould 

bring our felves to be monftrous Members. : 

Cit. And tomake us no better thought of a little 
help will ferve : for once we ftood up about the Corn, 
he himfelf ftuck not to call us the many-headed Multi- 
tude. 

3 Cit. We have been call’d fo of many, not that our 
heads are fome brown, fome black, fome auburn, fome 
bald, but that our wits are fo diverfly Colour’d; and tru- 
ly,I think, ifall our wits were to iffie out of one Scull, 
they would flye Eaft, Welt, North, South, and their con- 
fent of one direst way, fhould beat once to all the points 
oth? Compas. 

2Cit. Think you fo? Which way do you judge my 
wit would flye? sg ; 

3 Cit. Nay your wit will not fo foon out as another 
mans will, °tis ftrongly wedg’d up ina Block-head: but 
if it were at liberty, ’twould fare Southward. 

2 Cit. Why, that way ¢ : 

"3 Cit. To lofe itfelf in aFog, where being three parts 
melted away with rotten Dews, the fourth would return 
for Confcience fake, to help to get thee a Wife. 

> Cit. Youarenever without your tricks, you may, 
you may. : 

3 Cit. Are youallrefolved to give your Voices ? But 
that’s no matter, the greater part carries It, I fay. Ifhe 
wouldincline to the People, there was never a Worthier 

man. 


Enter Coriolanus in a Gown of Humility, with Menenius. 


Here he comes, and in the Gown of Humility , mark his 
behaviour : we are not to ftay all together, but to come 
by him where he ftands, by ones, by twos, and by threes. 
He’s to make his requefts by particulars, where every one 
of us has a fingle Honour, in giving him our own Voices 
with our own Tongnes, therefore followme, and I’ledi- 
rect you how you fhall go by him. 
All, Content, content. 
Men, Oh, Sir, you are notright; have yqu not known 
The worthieft men have don’t ? 
Corio. What muft I fay, I pray, Sir ? 
Plauge upon’t, I cannot bring — 
My Tongue to fuch a pace. Look, Sir, my wounds, 
1 got them in my Countries Service, when 
Some certain of your Brethren roar’d, andran 
| From the noife of our own drums. 
Men, Oh me the Gods, you muft not fpeak of that, 
You muft defire them to think upon you. 
Corio. Think uponme? Hang em, 
I would they would forget me, like the Virtues 
Which our Divines lofe by em. 
Men. Yow) mar all, 
Ple leave you: Pray youtpeak to ’em, I pray you 
In wholefome manner. 
~ Enterthree of the Citizens. 
Corio, Bid them wafh their Faces, 
And keep their Teeth clean: So here comesa brace, 


LExit. 
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You know the caufe (Sir) of my ftanding here, kil 
3 Cit. We do, Sir, tellus what hath brought you tot.) 
Corio. Mine own delfert. oe 
2 Cx. Your owndefert ? 

Corio. 1, not mine own defire. 

3 Cit. How, not your own defire ? 

Corio, No, Sir,. twas never my defite yet to trouble th 
poor with begging. 

3 Cit. You mutt think, if we give you any thing, 

hope to gain by you. 3 
Corio. Well then pray, your price o’th’ Confalfhip, ? 

1 Cit. The priceis, to ask it kindly. an 
Corio. Kindly, Sir, 1 pray let meha’t: 1 have wounds 
to fhew you, which fhall be yours in private: your good} 
Veice, Sir, what jay you? ; 
2 Cit. You fhall ha’t, worthy Sir. 
Corio. A match, Sir, there’sin all two worthy Ve 
begg’d: I have your Alms, Adieu. ; 
3 Cit. But this is fomething odd. ’ «ae 
2 Cit. And twere to give again : but ?tisno matter: — 
Excunt. Enter two other Citizens. 
Corio. Pray you now, if it may ftand with the tune 
your Voices, that I may be Conful, I have here the Cufto- 
mary Gown. ‘onah A 
1. You have deferved Nobly of your Country, and you 
have not deferved Nobly. ect ah ma 
Corio. Your Enigma ? WE 
1. You have been a fcourge to her Enemies, you have} 
been a Rod to her Friends, you have not indeed loved} — 

the Common People. i) 
Corio, You fhould account me the more Virtuous, that} — 

I have not been common inmy Love; I will, Sir, flatter] 

my fworn Brother, the People to. earn a’ dearer eftimati-} 


on of them, ’tis a condition they account gentle : and fince # 
the wifdom of their choice, is rather to have my Hat} 
than my Heart, I will pra@tife the infinuating nod, and 
off to them moft counterfeitly, that is, Sir, 1 wall co 
feit the bewitchment of fome popular man, and g 
bountiful to the defires: Therefore, befeech you, 1 
be Conful. a 
2.. We hope to find youour Friend : and therefo 
you our Voices heartily. 
i. You have received many wounds for your 
trey. 
Corio. I will not Seal your knowledge with 
them. Iwill make much of your Voices, and fo trout 
you no farther. 
Both. The Gods give you joy, Sir, heartily. 
Corio. Moft fweet Voices: 
Better it is to dye, better to ftarve, 
Than crave the hire, which firft we do deferve. 
Why in this Woolvifh Gown fhould I ftand here, — 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 
Their needlefs Vouches? Cuftom calls me to’t: 
What Cuftom willsinall things, fhould we dot? 
The Duft on antique Time would lie unfwept, 
And mountainous Error be too highly heapt, 
For truth too’re-peer. Rather than fool it fo, 
Let the high Office and the Honour go, 
Toone that would do thus. lam half through, - 
The one part fuffer’d, theother willldo, 
Enter three Cxtizens more. 
‘Here come more Voices. 
Your Voices? for your Voices I have fought, ~ 
Watch’d for your Voices: for your Voices, bear 
Of Wounds, two dozen odd: Battels, thrice ix 
Ihavefeen, and heard of: for your Voices, 
Have done many things, fome lefs, fome more + 
Your Voices? indeed I would be.Conful. ’ 
1 Cit, He has done Nobly, and cannot gowithout 2 
honeft Mans Voice. eae cea fr 
2Cit. Therefore let him be Conful : the Gods give} 
him joy, and make him goodFriendtothe People. = | 
Al, Amen, Amen. God favethee, NobleConful | 
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Sicin, You may, Sir. Bru, Get you hence inftantly, and telJ thofe Friend 
Corio, That Pile ftraight do : and knowing my felf again They have chofe a Conful, hr will from them take 


ty Corio. VVorthy Voices. And pafs’d him unelected. 
hi Bru, Did you perceive, 
Enter Menenius, with Brutus, and Sicinius. Ae did folicit you in free Contempt, 
When he did need your Loves: and do you think 
Men. You have ftocd your Limitation : That his Contempt shall not be bruifing to you : 
Ye, | And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voice, Whien he hath Power tocrufh ? Why had your Bodies 
| Remains,that inth’ Oficial Marks invefted, No Heart among you ? Or had you Tongues, to cry 
yi | You anon do meet the Senate. Againft the Rectorfhip of Judgment? 
ba Corio. Ys thisdone? = * Sicin, Have yon, e’re now, deny?d the Asker : 
i | Sici. The Cultom of Requeft you have difcharg’d : And now again, of him that did notask, but mock 
| The People do admit you, and are fummon’d Beitow your fu’d-for Tongues ? : 
m) | Lo mect anon upon your Approbation. 3 Cit. He’s not confirm’d, we may deny him yet. 
an Corio. Where? at the Senate-houfe ? 2 Cit. And will deny him - 
"| Sici. There, Coriolanus, l’le have five hundred Voices of that found. 
| Cori, May I change thefe Garments ¢ 1Ciz.],twice five hundred,and their Friends,to piece em. 
me 


By Repair to th’ Senate-houfe. : Their Liberties, make them of no more Voice 
ty | 4&2. Vle keep you company. Will you along ? Than Dogs, that are as often beat for Barking, 
i é Bru. We ftay here for the People. As therefore kept todo fo. 
Bags Sicin Fare you well. : LExennt Coriol. and Men. Sicin, Let them afflemble: and on a fafer Judgment, 
cle He ha’sit now : and by his Looks, methinks All revoke your ignorant Election : Enforce his Pride, 
+ 4°Tis warmat’s heart. : And his old Hate unto you : befides, forget not, 
BS Bru, With a proud heart he wore his. homble Weeds: | With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 
| Will you difmifs the People ? How in his Suit he fcorn’d you: but your Loves, 
I Enter the Plebeians. — Thinking upon his Services, took from you 
he Sici. How now, my Matters, have you chofe this man ? | Th’apprehention of his prefent portance, 
iti |) 1 Cit, He has our Voices, Sir. Which moft gibingly, ungravely, he did fafhion 
Me Bru. We pray the Gods, he may deferve your loves. After the inveterate Hate he bears you. 8 
Re: 2Cit. Amen, Sir: tomy poor unworthy notice, Bru, Lay a fault onus, your Tribunes, 
elt He mock’d us, when he begg?d our Voices. That we labour’d (no impediment between) 
ni 3 Cit. Certainly he flowted us down-right. But that you muft caft your Election on him. 
tea, 1 Cit, No, ’tis his kind of fpeech, hedid not mock us.| — Sici. Say, you chofe him,more after our Commandment, 
ent 2Cit. Not oneamongit us, fave your felf, but fays Than as guided by your own true Affections, and that 
la, | He us?d us fcornfully: he fhould have fhew’d us Your minds, pre-occupi’d with what you rather muft do 
gio, § His Marks of Merit, Wounds receiv’d for’s Country, Than what you fhould, made you againft the grain 
mile 4 © Sicin. Why fo hedid, 1 am fure. To Voice him Conful. Lay the fault on us. 
ate} All. No; no no man faw ’em. Bru, 1, fpareus not: Say, we read Lectures to you, 
you," | 3Cit. He faid he had Wounds, How youngly he began to ferve,his Country, ‘ 
t } Which he could fhew in private : : How long continued, and what ftock he fprings of, 
the | And with his Hat, thus waving it in fcorn, The Noble Houfe 0’th’ AZartians : from whence came 
* }I would be Conful, fayshe : aged Cuftom, That Ancus Martius, Numa?s Daughter’s Son : 
ot je | But by your Voices, will not fo permit me. Who after great Hoffilcus here was King, 
” | Your Voices therefore : when we granted that, Of the fame Houfe Publius and Quintus were, 
ij | Here was, I thank you for your Voices, thank you That our beft Water brought by Conduits hither, 
: — |Your moft fweet Voices : now you have left your Voices And Nobly nam’d, fo twice being Cenfor, 
: Thave no further with you. Was not this Mockery ? Was his great Anceftor. 
ra Sicin. Why, either were you ignorant to fee’t ? Sici, Onethus defcended, 
Or fecing it, of fuch Childifh friendlinefs, That hath befide well in his perfon wrought, 
‘| Toyield your Voices? } To be fet high in Place, we did commend 
| Bru. Could-you not have told him, To your remembrances: but you have found, 
| As you were leflon’d;, when he had no Power, Scaling his prefent bearing with his paft, 
| But was a petty Servant to the State, That he’s your fixed Enemy; and revoke 
i. | | He was your Enemy, ever fpake againf{ =~ Your fudden Approbation. 
Your Liberties, and the Charters that you bear Bru. Say, you ne’re had don’t, 
th? Body of the Weal: and now arriving (Harp on that ftill) but by our putting on : 
iP Ag place of Potency, and fway oth’ State, And prefently, when you have drawn your N umber, 
i A If he fhould ftili malignantly remain Repair to th’ Capitol. 3 
ji” | Faft Foetoth’ Plebeiz, your Voices might All. We will fo : almoft all repent in their Election. 
_ | Be Curfesto your felves. You fhould have faid, [Exeunt Plebesans, | 
ai _ | That as his worthy Deeds did claim no lefs Bru. Let them goon: 
~ 4 Than what he ftood for : fo his gracious Nature This Mutiny were better put in hazard, 
_ | Would think upon you, for your Voices, and - Than ftay paft doubt, for greater : 
_ | Tranflate his Malice towards you, into Love, If, ashis Nature is, he fall in rage ee 
i, | Standing your friendly Lord. With their refufal, both obferve and anfwer - 


The vantage of his anger. 


| As you were forc-advis’d, had toucht his Spirit, Sicin, Toth?Capitol, come : 
5 | And try’d his Inclination: from him pluckt, We will be there before the ftream o’th’ People : 
yi | Either his gracious Promife, which youmight And this fhall feem, as partly tis, their own, - 
vs As caufe had call’d you up, have held him to; Which we have goaded onward. . LExeunt. 
) 


_ | Which eafilyendures not Article, . dAttus 
| Tying him to Syght, fo putting him to Rage, *Aa 3 
You fhould have 


= 


ell 
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Adlus Tertius. 


Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, all the Gentry, Co- 
minius, Titus Lucius, avd other Senators. 


Corio. Tullus Aufidius then had made new head. 
Lu. He had, my Lord, and that it was which caus’d 
Our fwifter Compolition. 
Corio. So then the Volfcies ftand but as at firft, 
Ready whentime fhall prompt them, to make road 
Upofi’s again. 
Com. They are worn (Lord Conful) fo, 
That we fhali hardly in our ages fee 
Their Banners wave again. 
Corio. Saw you Aufidius ? 
Lu. On fafe-gard he came tome, and did curfe 
Againft the Yolfcies, for they had fo vilely 
Yielded the Town : he is retired to Antium, 
Corio. Spoke he of me ? 
Lu. He did, my Lord. 
Corio. How ? what ? 
Lu. How often he had met you Sword to Sword : 
That of all things upon the'Earth, he hated 
Your Perfon moit : That he would pawn his Fortunes 
To hopelefs Reftitution, fo he might 
Be @all’d your Vanquifher. 
Corio. At Antium lives he? 
Lu, At Antium, 
Corio. I with! hada caufe to feek him there, 
To oppofe his hatred fully. Welcome home. ) 
Enter Sicinius, avd Brutus. 
Behold, thefe are the Tribunes of the People, _ 
The Tongues oth? Common Mouth, I dodefpife them: 
For they do prank them in Authority, 
Againft all Noble fafferance. 
Sicin. Pafs no further. . 
Corio, Hah ? what is that ? 
Bre, It willbe dangerous to go on—No further. 
Corio, What makes this change ? 
Men, The matter ? 
Com. Hath he not pafs’d the Noble, and the Commons ¢ 
Bru. Cominius, no. 
Corio. Have | had Children’s Voices ? 
Senat. Tribunes give way, he fhall to th? Market place. 
Bru. The People are incens’d againft him. 
Sicin. Stop, or all will fall in broyl. 
Corio. Are thefe your Herd ? 
Mult thefe have Voices, that can yield them now, 
And ftraight difclaim their Tongues? what are your Offices? 
You being theit Mouths, why rule you not their Teeth ? 
Have you not fet them on ? 
Men. Be calm, be calin. 
Corio, It is a-purpos’d thing, 
Tocurb the will of the Nobility: 
Suffer’t, and live with fiuch as cannot rule 
Nor ever will be ruled. 
Bru, Call’t not a Plot: 
The People cry you mock’d them: and of late, 
When Corn was given them, gratis, yourepin’d, 
Scandal’dthe Suppliants for the People, call’dthem 
Time-pleafers, Flatterers, Foes to Noblenefs. 
Corio. Why this was known before. 
Bru, Not to them all. 
Corio, Have you inform’d them fithence ? 
Bru, How ? | inform them? 
Com. You are like to do fuch bufinefs. 
~ Bru, Not unlike each way to better yours.’ 
Corio. Why then fhould Ibe Conful? by yond Clouds 
Let me deferve fo ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow Tribune. 


Sica. You fhew too much of that, 


and grows by Plot, 


? 


For which the People ftir : if you will pafs 
To where you are bound, you muft enquire your 
Which you are out of, witha gentler Spirit, 
Or never be fo Noble as a Conful, 
Nor yoak with him for Tribune. 
Men. Let’s be calm. se r 
Com. The People are abus’d: fet on, this palfesnw 
Becomes not Rone : Nor has Coriolanus ; * paltring Leg 
Deferv’d this fo difhonoured Rub, laid falfely 
Ith’ plain way of his Merit. 
Corio. Tellme of Corn! this was my fpeech, 
And I will fpeak’t again. iy 
Men, Not now, not now. 
Senat, Not in this heat, Sir, now. 
Corio. Now, as.I live, I will. 
My Nobler Friends, I crave their pardons: 
For the mutable rank-fcented Many, 
Let them regard me, as I do not flatter, 
And therein behold themfelves : I fay again, 
In foothing them, we nourifh ’gainft our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Infolence, Sedition, © 
Which we our felves have plowed for, fow’d and fcatter’d, 
By mingling them with us, the honor’d Number, 
Who lack not Virtue, no, nor Power, but that 
Which they have given to Beggars, a 
Men, Well, no more. : 
Senat. No more words, we befeech you: 
Corio. How ? ho more ? 
As for my Country, I have fhed my blood, 
Not fearing outward force: So fhall my Lungs 
Coin words till their decay, againft thofe Meazels 
Which we difdain fhould Tetter us, yet fought 
The very = pegets them. 
Bru. Youfpeak o’th’ People, asif you were 2 God 
To punifh , not a Man of vee satcitee reek oa me 
Sicin, ?Twere well, we let the People know’t, ; 
Men, What, what? his Choler ? a 
Cor. Choler ? Were I as Patient as the midnight-ile 
By Jove, *twould ke my mind. a 
Sicin. It isa mind that fhallremain a Poifon 
Where it is, not poifon any further. 
Corio. Shall remain ? 
Hear you this, Tritox of the AGnnones ? Mark 
His abfoluteShall ? 
Com, *Twas from the Cannon. / 
Corio. Shall ? O God! but moft unwife Patricians: | 
You grave, but wreaklefs Senators, have you thus : 
Given Hydra here to chuie an Officer, 
‘That with his peremptory Shall, being but 
The horn, and noife o’th’ Moniters, wants not Spirit 
To fay, he’llturn your Current in a Ditch, 
And make your Channel his ? if he have power, 
| Then vail yourIgnorance: ifnone, awake 
Your dangerous Lenity: if you are Learn’d 
Be not ascommon Fools; if you are not, ie 
Let them have Cufhions by you. You are Plebeians, 
If they be Senators : and they are no lefs, 
V Vhen both your voices blended, the great’ft talt 
Moft palatstheirs. They chufe their Magiftrate, 
And fucha oneas he, who puts his Shall ; 
His popular Shall, againftagraver Bench 
Than ever frown’d in Greece, By Yove himfelf 
It makes the Confuls bafe ; and my Soulakes 
Toknow, when two Authorities are up, 
Neither Supream, how foon Confufion Ze 
May enter ’twixt thegapof Both, and take | 
The one by th’ other. oa 
Com. VVell, onto th? Market-place. sa 
Corio. V Vhoever gave that Counfel, to give forth 
The Corn o’th’ Store-houfe, gratis, as twasusd © 
Sometime in Greece —__—. ae 
Men. Weil, well, no more of that. ; oe 
Cor. Though there the People had more abfolute powe! 5} — 


way, 


6 Ot 


you 


ae if 


T fay,they nourifh’d difobedience, fed the ruin of the State. 


t ae 


Bru. Why thail the People give 
One that fpeaks thus, their Voice? 
Corio, Vlegive my Reafons, 
More worthy than their Voices. They know the Corn 
Was not our recompence, refting well aflur’d 
They ne’re did fervice for’t, being preft to th? War, 
Even when the Navel of the State was touch’d, 


; Did notdeferve Corn Gratis. Being ith? War, 
a: Ml Mutinies and Revolts, wherein they fhew’d 


PValour, fpoke not forthem. Th’ Accufation 
lich they have often made againft the Senate, 
| Allcaufe unborn, could never be the Native 

‘| Of our fo frank Donation. Well, what then ? 
How fhall this Bofom-multiplied, digeft 


‘; | | TheSenates courtefie? Let deeds exprefs 
_ | What’s liketo be their words.. We did requeft it, 
_ | | Wearethegreater Pole, and in true fear 
i, «| They gave us our demands. Thus we debafe 
ee «| The Nature of our Seats, and make the Rabble 


_4Call our Cares, Fears; which willin time 
' Break openthe Locks o’th’ Senate; and bring in 
_ |The Crows to peck the Eagles. _ 
, Men. Come, enough. 
Bru. Enough, with ovet-meafure. 
Corio, No; take more, 
What may be fwora by, both Divine and Human, 
Seal what I end withal. This double worfhip, 
-| Whereon part does difdain withcaufe, the other 
Infult without all feafon ; where Gentry, Title, Wifdom, 


bs) Cannot conclude, but by the Yea and No 
a Of general ignorance, it muft omit 
fg Real Neceflities, and give way the while 
_ | To unftable Slightnefs : purpofe fo barr’d, it follows, 
nett ie Nothing is done to purpofe. Therefore, befeech you, 
A ~ 4 Youthat willbe lefs fearful, than difcreet, 
ot “~~ | That love the Fundamental part of State 
ey 4 More than you doubt the change of’ : that prefer 
ight: | A Noble life, before a Long, and wih, 
._. | | To jump a Body with a dangerous Phyfick, 
lt | That?s fure of death without it: at once pluck out 


| The Multitudinous Tongue, let them not lick 
| The fweet which is their poifon. Your difhonour 
| Manglestrue judgment, and bereaves the State 
"| Of that Integrity which fhonld becom’t: 
_} Not having the power to do the good it would 
| Forth’ ill which doth controul’t. 
Bru, H’as faid enough. : 
Sicin. H’as fpoken like a Traytor, and fhall anfwer 


_ | To th’ greater Bench, ina Rebellion : 
“When what’s not meet, but what muftbe, was Law, 
| Then were they chofen: in abetter hour, 
} Let what is meet, be faid it muft be meet, 
+ And throw their power i’ch? duft. 
| Bru. Manifeft Treafon. 
Siem, Thisa Conful? No. 


mt | | As Traytors do. . 

it) | Corio. Thou Wretch, defpight o’re-whelm thee : 
ici, | What fhould the People do with thefe bald Tribunes ? 
ee | On whom depending, thcir obedience fails 


Enter an Fedile? 


| ~<Bru, The €diles, ho , Let himbe apprehended. 

| Sicin, Gocall thePeople, in whofe name my Self 
| Attach thee asa Traiterous Innovator ¢ 

__ | AFoe to th’ publick Weal. Obey, I charge thee, 


follow to thine anfwer. 
vio. Hence old Goat. 
We'll Surety him. . 
Com) Ap?d Sir, handsoff. re = 
Corio, Hence rotten thing, or I fhall fhake thy bones 
— | Outof thyGarments. 
Sicin. Helpme, Citizens. 


” 
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They would not thred the Gates: This kind of Service 


| fpeak. 


of Coriolanus. O71 


Enter a Rabble of Plebeians wth the Fdiles. 


Aen, On both fides more refpect. 
Siciv. Here’she, that would take from you all your 
power. 
Bru. Seize him, e4£diles. 
Ail. Down with him, down with him. 
2 Senat. Weapons, Weapons, VVeapons: 
[They all buftte about Coriolanus. 
Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens: what hoe: 
Sicimus, Brutus, Cortolanus, Citizens: 
“lll, Peace, peace, peace, ftay, hold, peace. 
Men, V What is about tobe? Iam out of Breath, 
Confufion’s near, I cannot fpeak. You Tribunes 
To th? People : Coriolanus, patience: fpeak,good Sicinius. 
Sicin. Hear me, People, peace. . 
Ail, Levs hear our Tribune: peace, fpeak, fpeak, 
Sici, You areat point tolofe your Liberties: 
Martins would have all from you ; AZartius, 
VVhom late you have nam?d for Conful. - 
Min. Fie, fie, fie, this is the way to kindle, not to 
quench. 
Sena. Tounbuild the City, and to lay all flat, 
Sict. VVhat is the City, but the People ? 
All. True, the People are the City. 
Sru, By the confent of all, we were eftablifhed the 
Peoples Magiltrates. : 
All. You fo remain. 
Men, And foare like to do. 
Com. That is the way to lay the City flat, 
To bring the Roof to the Foundation, 
And bury all, whichyet diftindtly ranges, 
In heaps, and piles of ruin. 
Sici. This deferves death. 
Bru, Or let us ftand to our Authority, 
Or let us lofe it - we do here pronounce, 
Upon the part o’th’ People, in whofe power 
We wercelected theirs, Adartins is worthy 
Of prefent Death. 
_ Sicin, Therefore lay hold of him: 
Bear him to th? Rock Tarpeian, and from thencé 
Into Deftraction caft him. 
Bru, -Adiles feize him. 
All Ple. Yield, Martius, yield. 
Aen, Hear me one word, ’befeech you Tribunes, hear 
me but a word. 
eAEdiles, Peace, peace. 
Men. Be that youfeem, truly your Countries friend, 
And temp’rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redrefs. 
Bru, Sir, thofe cold ways, 
That feemlike pradent helps, are very poyfonous, 
Where the difeafe is violent.. Lay hands upon him, 
And bear him tothe Rock. [Corio. draws his Sword, 
Corio. No, Pie dye here: 
There’s fome among you have beheld me fighting, 
Cometry upon your felves, what you have feen me. 
Men, Down with that Sword, Tribuncs withdraw a 
while. Ts 
Bru. Lay hands upon him. 
Men, Help Martius, help; you that be noble, help 
him young and old. 
All, Downwith hirh, down with him. [Exeunt. 
[Jn this Mutiny, the Tribunes, the fEdiles, and 
the People ave beat in, : 
Men. Go, get you to our Houfe: be gone, away; 
All will be naught elfe. : 
2 Senat. Get you gone. = 2 : 
Com. Stand faft, we haveas many Friends as Enemies. 
Men, Shall it be put to that ? ae 
Senat. The Gods forbid : ; 
J prithee, noble Friend, home to thy houfe, 


Leave 


A IE 
er 
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Leave us to cure this Caufe. 

Men. For tis a Sore upon us, 

You cannot Tent your felf: begone, *befeech you. 

Com. Come Sir, along with us. 

Men. | would they were Barbarians, as they are, 
Though in Rome litter’d: not Romans, as they are nots 
Though calved ith? Porch o” th’ Capitol : 

Be gone, put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue, 
One time will owe another. 
Com. On fair ground, I could beat forty of them. 
Men. could my felf take up a Brace o’th’ beft of them, 
yea, the two Tribunes. ; : 
Com. But now tis odds beyond Arithmetick, 
And Manhood is call’d Fool’ry, when it ftands 
Againft a falling Fabrick. Will you hence, 
Before the Tag return, whofe Rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o’re-bear 
What they are us’d to bear. 

Men, Prayyoubegone: 
[te try whether my old Wit be in requeft 
With thofe that have but lictle: this muft be patcht 
With Cloth of any Colour. 

Com. Nay, come away. ote 
[Exexnt Coriolanus avd Commius. 

Patri. This man has marr’d his Fortune. 

Men, His Nature is too noble for the World: 
He would not flatter Weptune for his Trident, 
Or Jove, for’s power to. thunder : his Heart?s his Mouth: 
What his breaft forges, that his tongue muft vent, 
Andbeing angry, does forget that ever _ 
He heard the name of Death. [A nile within. 
Here’s goodly work. 

Patri. 1 would they werea-bed. 

Men, \ would they were in yber. : 
What the vengeance, could he notifpeak ’em fair ? 

Enter Brutus, avd Sicinius with the Rabble again. 

Sicin. Where is this Viper, . 

That would depopulate the City,and be every man himfelf? 
| Men, You worthy. Tribunes. 

Sicin, He fhall be thrown’down the Tarpeian Rock 
With rigorous hands: he hath refifted Law, 

And therefore Law fhall fcorn him further Tryal 

Than the feverity of the Publick Power, 
Which he fo fets at nought. 

1 Cit. He fhall well know the Noble Tribunesare 

| The Peoples mouths, and we their hands. 

All, He fhall fure out. 

Men. Sit, Sit. 

Sicin, Peace. . 

| Men. Do not cry havock, where you fhould but hunt 
With modeft. warrant. 

Sicia. Sir, how conrft that you have holp 
To make this refcue? 

Men. Hear me fpeak; As Ido know 
The Confuls worthinefS, fo can I name his faults, 

Sicim. Conful? what Confil ? 

Men, The Conful Coriolanus. 

Bru. He Conful ? 

All. No, no, no, NOs no. 
Aden. If by the Tribunes leave, 

And yours, good People, 
I may beheard, I would crave a word or two, 
The which thail turn you to no further harm, 
Than fo much lofs of time. 

~ Sicin, Speak briefly then, 
For we are peremptory to difpatch 
This viperous Traitor to eject him hence 
Were but one danger, andto keep himhere 
Our certain death : hernias z 


He dies to night. in es eS 
Gods forbid 2 gas : 


Men. Now the good G 
That our Renowned Rome, whofe gratitude 
Towards her deferved Children, is enroll’d 
In Youes own Book, like an unnatural Dam 


et 


a 


Should now eat up her own. 


Sicin, He’sa Difeafe that muft be cut away. 
Méen, Oh, he’s a Limb, that has but a Difeafe 5 , 
Mortal, to cut it off, te cure it, eafie. ; 

What has hedone to Rome, that’s worthy death? 

Killing our Enemies, the Blood he hath loft 
(Which I dare vouch, is more than that he hath, 
By many an Ounce) he droptit for his Country: 
And what is left, to lofe it by his Country, 
Were tous all that do’t,.and fuffer it 
A brand to th’ endo’th’ World. 
Sicin, Thisis clean kam. 
Bru, Meerly awry : a’ bs 
When he did love his Country, it honour’d him. - 
Men. The fervice ofthe Foot 


; Being once gangren’d, isnot then refpected 


For what before it was. 
Bru. We'll hear no more: 
Purfue him to his Houfe, and pluck him thence; 
Left his Infection being of acatching nature, 
Spread further. 
Men. One word more, one word : 
This Tiger-footed-rage, when it fhall find 
The harm of unskann’d {wiftnefs, will (too late) f 
Tye Leaden pounds to’s heels. Proceed by Procefs, 
Left Parties (as he is belov’d) break out; 
And fack great Rome with Romans. 
Bru. If it were fo 
Sicins What doye talk ? 
Have we not had a taft of his Obedience ? 
Our Adiles fmote, our felves refifted, come: 
Men. Conlider this: He has been bred ?th? Wars 
Since a could draw a Sword, and is ill-{chool’d 
{n boulted Language, Meal and Bran together 
He throws without diftinction. Giveme leave, 
Ple goto him, and undertake to bring him in peace, ~ 
Where he fhall anfwer by a lawful Form ies 
(in peace) tohis utmoft peril. 4 
1 Sen, Noble Tribunes, a4 
It is the humane way: the other courfe 
Will prove too bloody, and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. é 
Sic. Noble Aéenenins, be youthen asthe Peoples Officer: 
Mafters, lay down your Weapons. d 
Bru, Go not home. 2%. <i 
Sic. Meet on the Market-place: we'll attend you there, 
Where, if you bring not A4Zartins, we'll proceed 
In our firft way. mie 
Men, Vie bring himtoyou. 
Let medefire your company: he muft come, 
Or what is worft will follow. . ag 
Sena. Pray you let’s to him, [ E-veunt omnes. 
Enter Coriolanus with Nobles. gah 
Corio, Let them pull all about mine Ears, prefentme — 
Death on the Wheel, orat wild Horfes heels, a 
Or pile ten Hills on the Zarpeian Rock, 
That the Precipitation might down ftretch 
Below the beamof fight, yet will I ftill 
Be thus to them. Sirs gee tPE 
Enter Volumnia. 
Noble. You do the Nobler. ~ 
Corio. 1 mufe my Mother spi 
Does not approveme further, who was wont 
To cal] them Woollen Vaflals, things created ie ¢ 
To buy and fell with Groats, to thew bare heads 


| In Congregations, to yawn, be ftill, and wonders 


When one but of my Ordinance ftoodup 
To {peak of Peace, or War, I talk of yous: “4 
Why did you wifh me milder ? Would youhavemeé =f 
Falfe tomy Nature? Rather fay, Iplay © 
The Mani am. ES SA 
Volum. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sit. 2 

I would have had you put your power well omy 
Before you had worn it out. — gett eae 


| You adapt your Policy; How is it lefs or worfe 


| Not by your own inftruction, nor 
_| That are but roated in your Tongue : 


& Though but Baftards, and Syllables 
| Of no allowance;:to your bofoms truth. 


__ |For the inheritance of their loves, and fafegard 
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Which often thus correcting thy ftout heart 
Now humble as the ripeft Mulberry, ‘ 

That will not hold the handling: or fay to them; 
Thov art their Souldier, and being bred in broyls 
Haft not the foft way, which thou dof confef§ 
Were fit for thee to ufe, as'they to claim, 

In asking their good loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thy felf (forfooth) hereafter theirs fo far, 
As thou haft power and perfon. 

“en, This but done, 
Even as fhe fpeaks, why their hearts wete yours: 
For they haye Pardons, being ask’d, as free, 
As words to little purpote. 

Volum, Prithee now, 
Go and berul’d: although I know thou hadft rather 
Follow thine Enemy ina Fiery Gulf, - 
Than flatter him in a Bower. 


_ Enter: Cominius: 
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Corio. Let’s go. 
}__ Yel. You might have been enough the man you are, 
With ftriving lef to be fo. Lefler had been 
The things of your difpofitions, if 
You had not fhew’d them how ye were dif pos’d 
E’re they lack’d power to crofs you. 
Corio. Let them hang. 
Volum, 1, and burn too. 
Enter Menenius with the Senators. 
Men. Come, come, you. have been too rough, fomething 
toorough: you muft return, and mend it, 
Sen, There’s no remedy, ; 
Unlefs by not fo doing, our good City 
Cleave in the midft and perifh. 
Volum, Pray be counfell’d ; 
Ihave a Heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a Brain that leads my ufe of Anger 
To better vantage. 
Men, Wellfaid, Noble Woman: 
Before he fhould thus ftoop to th? heart, but that 
The violent fit oth? time craves it as Phyfick 
For the whole State ; I would put mine Armour on 
Which I can fcarcely bear, 
Corio, What muft 1 do ? 
Men. Return.to th? Tribunes, 
Corio. Well, what then ? what then ? 
Aden, Repent what you have fpoke. 
Corio, For them ? I cannot doit to the Gods, 
Muft I then do’t to them ? 
Volum, You are tog abfolute, 
| Though therein you can never be too Noble, 
But when extremities fpeak. I have heard you fay, 
Honour and Policy, likeunfever’d friends, 
th? War do grow together : Grant that, and tell me 
In Peace, what each of them by th’other lofe, 
} That they combine not there ? 
Corto. Tufh, tuth. 
Men. A good demand. 
Volum, If it be Honour in your Wars, to feem 
The fame you are not, which for your beft ends 


Here is Cominius. 
Com. 1 have been ith? Market place, and Sit, ’tis fit, 
You make ftrong party, or defend your felf - 
By calmnefs, or by abfence: alls in anger, 
Méen, Only fair fpeech 
| Com, I think 
Spirit. 
| Volum. He muft and will: 
Prithee now fay you will, dad go about it. 
| Corso. MuftI go thew them my unbarb’d Sconce? 
Mutt I with my bafe Tongue give to my Noble Heart 
A Lye, that it muft bear well? I will do’t: 
Yet were there but this fingle plot, to lofe 
| This Mould of Martins, they to Daft thould grind if, 
| And throw’t againft tle Wind. To the Market place: 
| You have put me now.to firch a part, which never 
| I fhalk difcharge to th? Life; "> 
} Com. Come, come, wel prompt you. 
| _ Volum. I prithee now, fweet Son, as-thou haft fig 
| My praifes madeithee lfirft aSouldier : { 
To have my praife for this, ~performa part 
| Thou haft not done before. 
Corio. Well, Amuftde’t:) >: 
Away my difpofition, . and poflef me 
| Some Harlots Spiric : my Throat of War be turn’d, 
Which quicr’d with my Dram intoa Pipe, 
Small asan Euauch, or the Virgin voice 
That Babies lull a-ileep: The-finiles of Knaves 
Tent-in my Cheeks, and School-boys Tears take up 
The Glafles ofmy-fight: A Beggars Tongue 
Make motion through my Lips, and my Arm’d Knees 
Who bow’d but in my Stirrop, bend like his 
That hath receiv’d an Almes. | will not do’t; 
Left I furceafe to honour mine own Truth, 
And by my Bodies Adtion, teach my Mind 
A moft inherent bafenefs, 
Volum. At thy choicethen: 
To beg of thee, it is niy more dif-honour, 
Than thou of them. 2 Come all to ruine, let 
Thy Mother rather feel thy Pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous Stoutnefs : For I mock at Death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou lift, 
Thy Valiantnef§ was mine, thou fuck’{t it from me: 
But own thy Pride thy felf. 
Corio. Pray be content: 
Mother, I am going to the Market place: . 
Chide me no more. Ple Mountebank their Loves, 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov’d 
Of all the Trades in Rome. Look, I am going : 
Commend me to my Wife, Ple return Conful, 
Or never truft to what my Tongue can do 
Ith? way of Flattery further. wes8 F 
Volum. Do your Will, : [Exit Volumnia, 
Com. Away, the Tribunes do attend you: Arm your 
To anfwer mildly : for theyare prepar’>d  _  (felf 
With Accufations, as I hear, more ftrong 


> 


twill ferve, if he can thereto frame his 


That it fhall hold Companionfhip in Peace 
With Honour, asin War ; fince that to both 
It ftands in like requeft. 
‘Corio, Why force you this ? 
_ Volum, Becaufe, that 
Now it lies you on to {peak to th’ People: 
by the matter 
Which your Heart prompts you to, but with fuch words 


Now, this no more difhonours youat all, 
} Than to take ina Town with gentle words, 
Which elfe would put you to your F ortune, and 
The hazard of much Blood. 
I would difftmble with my Nature, where 
My Fortunes and my Friends at ftake, requir’d 
I thould do fo in Honour. Iam in this 
Your Wife, your Son: thet Senators, the Nobles, 
And you, will rather thew our general Lowts, 
How you can frown, than fpenda fawn upon em, 


Of what that want might ruine. 
Men, Noble Lady 


? 4 
Come go with us, fpeak fair : you may falve fo, 
Not what is dangerous prefent, but the lofs 

| Of what is paft. a 

Volum. \ prithee now, my8on, 

| Go to them, with this Bonnet in thy hand, - 

And thus far having ftretcht it (here be with them), 
Thy Knee fling the Stones: for in fach bufinesS 
Attion is elogyence, and the Eyes of th? ignorant 
More learned then the cars, waving thy head, 
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on you ? 


re uponyouyet. 2 
wees The word is, Mildly. Pray you let us go> 


Let them accufe me by Invention : I 

Wiil anfwer in mine Honour. 
Men, 1, but mildly. 
Corio. Well, mildly be it then, Mildly. 


Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 


Bru. Inthis Point charge himhome, that he affects 
Tyrannical Power : if he evade us there, 
Inforce him with his envy to the People, 
And that the Spoil got on the Antiats 
Was ne’re diftributed. What, will he'come ? 

Enter an Edile. 

eAdile, He's coming. 

Bru. How accompanied ? 

Adil, Withold AMdenenius, and thofe Senators 
That always favour’d him. | 

Sicin, Have you a Catalogue 


Of all the Voices that we have procur’d, fet down by th’ 
(Pole : 


c#dile, 1 have: 7tis ready. 
Sicin, Have you collected them by Tribes? 
c“dil, Lhave : tis ready. nest] 
Sicin. Affemble prefently the People hither: 
And when they hear me fay, :it fhall be fo, 
th’ right and ftrength o?th’ Commons: be it either 


For Death, for Fine, or for Banifhment, then let them, 


If I fay Fine, cry Fine; if Death, cry Death, 
Infifting on the old Prerogative 
| And power i’th’ Truth o’th? Caufe. 
Edil. ¥ fhall inform them. ‘ = | 
Bru. And when fuch ‘time they have begun to cry, 
Let them not ceafe, but.withadiniconfus’d, 
|Inforce the prefent Execution | * “5 
Of what we chance to Sentence: 
‘| c#dil, Very wells 60° 2 / Siac 
Sicin, Make them be ftrong, and ready for'this hint 
When we fhalhapto giwethem. = 0 1 
Bru. Go aboutit, . 
Put him to Choler ftreight, he hath been us’d 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth’ 
OffContradiction: Being once chaft, he cannot 
Be réin’d again to Temperance 5 thenhefpeaks > * 
What’s in his heart, and that is there which looks 
Withus to break his neck. 


Enter Coriolanus , Meninius, ‘4d Cominius, with others. 


Sicin. Well, here he comes- 
Men. Calmly, 1 do befeech you. 
{| Corio. f, asan Hoftler, that for the pooreft piece 
_| Will bear the Knave by th’ Volume: 
/| Th’ honour’d Gods 
Keep Rome in fafety, and the Chairs of Juftice 
_| Supplied with worthy men, plant love amongft you, 
Through our large Temples, with the fhews of Peace, 
And not our ftreets with War. 

1 Sen, Amen, Amen. 

Men, A Noble with. 


Enter the Adile with the Plebetans. 


Sicin. Draw.near, ye People. 

#dile. Liftto your Tribunes: Audience 5 
‘| Peace, I fay. 

Corio. Firft, hear me fpeak. — 

Both Tri. Well, fay: Peace: ho. 


Corio, Shall be charg’ no further than this prefent - I fay it fhall be fo. © 


Mutt all determine here?» 
Sicin, 1 do demands Oe Pe cae 
If you fubmit you to the Peoples Voices, 
_ | Allow their Officers, and are content : 
ae fuffer lawful Cenfure for fuchfaults — 


- 


[ Exeunt. 


As thall be prov’d upo 


Corio. 1am content. 

Mene, Lo, Citizens, he fays he is Content : - 
The warlike Service he ba’s done, coulider; Think 
Upon the wounds his Body bears, which thew 
Like Graves i’th? Holy Church. yard. 

Corio. Scratches with Bryars, Scars to move 


| Laughter only. 


Men, Confider further : 
That when he fpeaks not like a Citizen, 
You find him like a Souldier > do not take 
His rougher Actions for malicious founds : 
But as | fay, fuch as become a Souldier, 
Rather than envy you. 
Com. Well, well, no more. 
Corio. What is the matter, 
That being paft for Conful with full Voice ; 
Iam fo difhonour’d, thatthe very hour’ 
You take it off again ? 
Sici. Anfwer to us. 
Corio, Say then: tis true, I ought fo. he 
Sici, Wecharge you, that you have contriy’d to take Ae 
From Rome all feafon’d Office, andtowind ==] 
Your felf unto a Power Tyrannical, of 
For which you are a ‘S'raytor to the People. e 
Corio. How ? Traytor ? ck ree 
Mene, Nay, temperately: your promife. - 
Corio. The Fires ?th’ loweft Hell, Fould inthe People: 
Call me their Traytor, thou injurious Tribune. 
Within thine Eyesfate twenty thoufand Deaths, — 
In thy hands clutcht as many Millions, in 


| Thy lying Fongue, both numbers, I would fay. 


Thou lyeft unto thee, witha voice as free, 
As I do pray the Gods. et 
Sicin. Mark you this, People ? 
All. To th’ Rock with him. 
Siciv. Peace : 


| We need not put new Matter to his Charge = | 


What yéw have feen him do, and heard him {peak} 
Beating your Officers, curfing your felves, i 
Oppofing Laws with ftroaks, and here defying 

Thofe whofe great power muft try him, ical 
Even this fo Criminal, and in fuch Capital kind; 


| Deferves th’ extrcameft death. 


Bru. But fince he hath ferv’d well for Rome—— 
Corio, What do you prateof Service ? 
Bru, talk of that, that know it. 
Corio. You ? ior 
Men. Ys this the promife that you made yout Mother 
Com. Know, I pray you. a 
Corio. Ple know no farther: 
Let them pronounce the fteep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, Fleaing, pent to linger 


| But witha grain a day, I would not buy 


Their Mercy, at the priceofonetair word, 

Nor check my Courage for what they can give, 

To hav’t with faying, Goodmorrow. 
Sicin. For that he ha’s 

(As muchas in him lies) from time to time 

Envy’d againft the People ; feeking means 

To pluck away their Power ; as now at laft, “e 

Given Hoftile ftroaks, and that not in the prefence = | 


| Of dreaded Juftice, but on the Minifters pt be 
‘| That do diftribute it. In thename o’th’ People, =| 


And in the power ofus the Tribunes, we ty 
(Ev’n from this inftant ) banifh himour City — ee 
In peril of Precipitation oe 
From off the Rock Tarpeian, never more 

To enter our Rome Gates. Ith? Peoples name, 


All. \t fhall be fo, it thall befo: Jet him away? 


| He’s banifh’d, and it fhall be fo. —~ 


Com. Hear me, my Mafters, and my common Frit . 
Sicin, He’sfentenc’d : No more hearing. — j 


te: 


- The Trag 


Com. Let me {peak : 
Ihave been Conful, and can fhew from Rome, 
Her Enemies marks upon me. 1 do love 
My Countries good, witha refpect more tender, 
More holy, and profound, than mine own life, 
My dear Wives <ftimate, her wombs encreafe, 
And preafure of my Loyns: thenif I would 
} Speak that-— f 
Sicin, We know your drift. 


Speak what ? 

} Bru, There’sno more to be faid, but he isbauified 
| As Enemy tothe People, andhisGountry. 

~ 4 It fhall be fo. 

All, It fhall-be fo, it fhall.be fo. 

Corio. Youcommoncryof Curs, whofe breatlrl hate, 
| As reck o’th’ rotten Fenns :' whofe Loves! prize, 
As the dead Carkafles of unburied Men, 

That do corrupt my Air : I banifh you, 

And here remain with your uncertainty. 

| Let every-feeble Rumour fhake your Hearts : 

| Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes 

| Fan you into defpair - Have the-power ftill 

| To banifh your Defenders, till at length 

| Your ignorance (which finds norttill it feels, 

|| Making but refervation of your felues, 

Still your own Foes) deliver you 

As moft-abated Captives, to fome Nation 

That won you.without blows, defpifing 

For you the City. Thus I turn my back; 

There isa World elfewhere. 


‘They all Shout, and throw up their Caps. 
eA#dile. The Peoples Enemy is gone, is gone. 
All, Qur Enemy is banifh’d, he isgone. Hoo, hoo. 
Sicin. Go fee him out at Gates, and follow him 
As he hath follow’d you, withall defpight, 
‘| Give him deferv’d vexation. Leta Guard 
| Attend us through the City, 
| <All. Come, come, lets fee him outat the Gates, come. 
The Godspreferve our Noble Tribunes, come. [Exewnt. 


Attus Quartus. 


Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, Comini- 
ms, wath the young Nobility of Rome. | 


With many heads butts me away. Nay, Mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage ? You were us’d 
To fay, Extremity was the trier of Spirits, 
That common. chances common men could bear, 
That when the Sea was calm, all Boats alike ) 
Shew’d Mafterthip in floating: Fortunes blows | 
When moft {truck home, bia gentle wounded, craved | 
A Noblacunning. You wereus'dto load me 
With precepts that would make invincible 
The Heart that conn’d.them. 

| Virg. Oh Heavens! O:Heavens! 

Corso. Nay, 1 prithee woman. 

| _ Vol.Now the Red Pettilence itrike all Trades.in Rome, 

4 And Occupations perith. 
Corto. What, what, what : 
| 1 thall be lov’d, when am Jack’d, Nay, Mother, 
Refume that Spirit, when you were wont to fay, 


ous to thine Eyes. My (fometime) General, 
I have feen thee ftern, and thou haft oft be d 
Heart-hardning {pectacles. Tell thefe fad women, . 


edly of Coriolanus. 


[ Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, cum aliis. 


Cor. Come, leave your Tears: a brief farewel : the Beaft, 
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?Tis fond to wail inevitable {trokes, 
As *tis:to laughat em. My Mother, you wot well 
_| My hazards ftill have been your folace, and 

Believ’t not lightly, though! goalone, 
Like toa lonely Dragon, that his Fen 
Makes fear’d, and talk’d of more than {een ; 
Wiil or exceed the Common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice. 

Volum. My firit Son, 

Whither will-you go? Take good Cominius 
With thee a while; determine on fome Courfe 
More thana wild expofture, to cach chance 

That ftarts i’th’ way before thee. 

Corso, O the Gods ! 

Com. Vie follow thee a Month, devife with thee 
Where thou fhalt reft, that thou may’ft hear of us, 
And we of thee. So ifthe time thrust forth 
A caufe for thy Repeal, we fhall not fend 
O’re the vaft world, to {eek a fingle man; 

And lo{c advantage; which doth ever cool 
ch’ abfenceof theneeder. 

Corio. Fare ye well; bg 
Thou haft yearsnpon thee, and thou art too full 
Of the Wars furfeits, to go rove with one 
That’s yet unbruis’d ; bring me but out at Gate: 
Come my {weet Wife, my deareft Mother, and 
My Friends of Noble touch: whenI am forth, 

Bid me Farewel, and fmile. I pray you, come ; 
Whilel remain above the ground, youfhall - 
Hear from me ftill, and never of me ought 


Your Son 


‘| But what is like me formerly. 


Men, Vhat’s worthily 
Asany ear canhear. Come, let?s not weep, 
If I conld thake off but one feven years 
From thefe old Arms and Legs, by the good Gods 
I?’d with thee every foot. 

Corto, Give methy hand, come. 


Sicin. Bid them all home,he’s gone : and we'll no further, 


The Nobility are vexed, whom we fee have fided 
In his behalf. 
_ Bru, Now we have fhewn our Power, 
Len usfeem humbler after it is done, 
Then when it was a doing. 
Sicim. Bidthemhome, fay their great Enemy is gone, 
And they ftand in their antient ftrength. 
Sra, Difmifsthem home. Here comes his Mother. 


Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius. 


Sicin. Let’s not meet her. 

Bru. Why ? 

Sicin, They fay, fhe’s mad. 

Bru. They have ta’ne note of us: keep on your way. 

Volum. Ohy’are well met : 
Th? hoorded plague o’th’ Gods requite your love. 

M€en. Peace, peace, be not fo loud. 

Volum, 1f that! could for weeping, you fhould hear, 
Nay, and you fhall hear fome. Will you be gone? 

Virg. You fhall ftay too: I would I had the power 
To fay fo to my Husband. 

Sicin, Are you Mankind ? : 

Volum, 1 Fool, is that a fhame? Note but this Fool, 
Was not aman my Father ? Had’ft thou Foxthip 
To banifh him that ftruck more blows for Kove 
Than thou haft fpoken words. . 

Siciz. Oh blefied Heavens! ae: : 

Vol, More noble Blows, than ever thou wife Words. 
And for Rome’s good, Ve tell thee what, yet go; 


‘| Nay, but thou fhalt ftay too: 1 would my Son 
Were in Arabia, and thy Tribe before him, 
| His good Sword in his hand. 


ri 
g 


[Exeunt. 


Enter the rwo Tribunes Sicinius and Brutus, with the Adile. 


sf 


Sicin. 
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what then? itrangethings from Kome : all tending to the good of 
Viro What then?He’ld make an end of thy pofterity. their Adveriaries. Have you an Army ready, fay you 2 
Voinm, Baftards; and all. Vol. A moft Royal one. The Centurions, and their} 
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome! Charges dictinétly billetted already in th’ entertainment, 4 
fenen. Come, come, peace. and to beon foot at an hours warning. : Ni 
| Sjoin. (would he had continued to his Country Rom. Lam joyful to hear ‘of their readinefs, and am} 
| As he began, and not unknit himfelf the man I think, that fhall fet them in prefent Action, 
The noble knot he mace. So, Sir, heart?ly well met, and moft glad of your Company. | 
Bru. \ would he had. Vol. You take my part from me, Sir, I have the ‘aot 
Vol. would he had: "Twas you incens’d the Rabble. | caufe to be glad of yours. odT eh 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his Worth, Rom, Well, let us go together.  [Exewnr,| 
As I can of thoie Myfteries which Heaven At ap 
Will not have Earth to know. Enter Coriolanus i# mean Apparel, difguis’d and muffled, “| 
Bru. Pray lev’s go. edi at 
Volum. Now, pray Sir, get you gone. Corio. A goodly City is this Antium. City, 
You have done a brave deed: ‘Fre you go, hear this: Tis | that made thy Widows :: Many an Heir 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed Of thefe fair Edifices for my Wars ic 
The meaneft Houfe in Rome 5 fo far my Son Havel heard groan, and drop: Thenknow menot, | 
This Ladies Husband here ; this (do you fee) Left that thy Wives with Spits,and Boys with Stones | 
Whom you have banifh’d, does exceed you all. In puny Battel flayme. Save you, Sir. et 
Bru, Well, well, well leave you. Enter:a Citizen, a 
Sicin, Why ftay you to be baited Cit. And you. Pee 
Wich one that wants her Wits ? [Exeunt Tribunes.| _ Corto. Direét me, if itbe your will, where great Aifi- 
Volum, Take my Prayers with you. dius lies: 1s he in Antinm ? mie 
f would the Gods had nothing elfe to do, Cit. Heis, and Feafts the Nobles of the State, at his 
But to confirm my Curfes. Could! meet em Houfe this Night. thi 
But once a day, it would tnclog my Heart Corio. Which is his Houfes befeech you ? 
Of what Ites heavy to’t. Cit. This here before you. V4 
‘Men. You have told them home, Corio. Shank you, Sir, Farewel. [Exit Citizen, 
And by my troth you have caufe: youl fup with me ? Oh World, tity lippery turns / Friends now fait fworn, j 
Volum. Angers my Meat + I fup upon my felf, Whole double bofoms feem to wear one Heart, | 
And fo fhall ftarve with Feeding: Come, let’s go, Whofe Hours, whofe Bed, whofe Meal and Exerde> | 
Leave this faint-puling, and lament as ido, - Are ftill together : who Twme (as *twere) inLove,. |v 
In Anger, Zano-like : Come, come, come. rExeunt. | Unfeparable, fhall within this hour, ‘en 
Men. Fie, fic, fie. © Exit. | Ona diflention ofa Doit, break out ia 
Enter a Roman, anda Volfcie. To bittereft Enmity. So felleft Foes, By 
Rom. Lknow you well, Sir, and you know me: your Whole Pailions, and whofe Plots have broke their fleep i 
Name, I think, is Adrian. | Totake the one the other, byfome chance, 
Volfcie. ‘It is fo, Sir, truly 1 have forgot you. Some trick not worth an Egg, fhall grow dear Friends, ~ 
Rom. | ama Roman, and my Services are as you are And inter-joyn their iffues. So with me, ie 
apainft em. Know you me yet? My Birth-place have [, and my Lover left ; upon © 
Volfcie. Nicanor ? no, This Encmy’s Town Ple enter, if he flay me, 
Rom. The fame, Sir. He does fair Juftice : if he give me way, 
Volfcie. You had more Beard when | Jat faw you , but | \’le do his Country Service. 


your Favour is well appear’d by your Tongue. What’s Mufick, plays, Enter a Servingman, 
the News in Rome? I havea Note from the / olfeian ftate | Ser. Wine, Wine, Wine: What Service is here 
to find youout here. You have well faved me a days | think ofr Feilows are afleep. # 
Journey. : re Enter another Servingmas, “ye 
"Rom Thete hath been in Rome ftrange Infurretti-| 2 Ser. Where’s Cotus? my Matter calls for him:Cotws.- 
ons:: the People, againft the Senators, Patricians, and Enter Coriolanus. {& 
Nobles. : Corio, Agoodly Houfe; 
Vol, Hathbeen; isit ended then ? Our State thinks The F eaft imells, but lappear not like a Gueft. 
not fo, they are in a moft warlike preparation, and hope Enter the firft Serving-man. 
to come upon them in the heat of their divifion. 1 Ser. What would you have, Friend ? whenceatey 
Rom. The mainblaze of it is paft, but a {mall thing Here’s no place for you: Pray go to the Door. 
would make it flame again. For the Nobles receive io Corio. 1 have deferv’d no better entertainment, 
toheart the Banifhment of that worthy, Corsolanus, that | ing Coriolanus. 
they are ina ripe aptnefs, totake all Power from the Peo- Enter fecond Servant. ae 
ple, and to pluek from them their Tribunes for ever.} | 2 Ser. Whence are you, Sir ? Has the Porter his Ey in 
This lies glowing I can tell you, and is almoft mature for | his head, that he gives entrance to fuch Companions? 
the violent breaking ont. ° : Pray get you out. sist 
Vol. Coriolanus Banifh’d ? Corio, Away. 
' Rom. Banifh’d, Sire ; 2 Ser. Away? Get you away. 
Vol. ¥Youwill be welcome with this Intelligence , Ni-| Corio. Now th’ art troublefome. ase 
canor, ee ae 2 Ser. Are you fo brave : le have you talkt with 
_ Rom, The day ferves well for them now. I have heard Enter three Servingmen, the firft meets him. 
it{aid, the fitteft tinteto corrupt a Mans VVife, is when | 3! What Fellow’s this? ee 
fhe?s faln out with her fausband. Your Noble Tullus Au-. 1. A ftrange one as ever I look’d on: I cannot get vs 
fidius wilappear well in thefe VVars, his great Oppofer | out oth? Houle : Prithee call my Mafter to him. _ 
Cortolanus being now in no requeft of his Country- 3. What have you to do here, Fellow? Pray you 
Vol. Be cannot chufe: 1 am moft fortunate, thus | the Houfe. sale cey: ig Pe 
accidentally to encounter you. You have ended my Bu-| Corto. Let me but ftand, I will not hurt your Hearth, 
| linefS, and I will merrily accompany you home. _ 3. Whatareyou? © 9 ST 
Rom. 1 Shall between this and Supper tell you moft| Corio, A Gentleman. vias 


I 
' 


\ 


3, A marv’llous poor one. 


~ 
ne Corio.. True, fol am. | 
in 3 Pray. you, poor Gentleman, take up forme other fta- 
“\ | tioa, here’s no place for you, pray you avoid: Come. 
® | Corio. Follow your Function, go and batten on. cold 
, bits. [Pubes him away frombim. 
su | 3. What, youwillnot ? Prithce tell my Matter, what a 
"| ftrange Gueft he has here. 
hy 2. And I fhall. [Exit fecond Servineman. 
Riky 3. Where dwell’ft thou? 
|} Corio. Under the Canopy. 
& | 3. Under the Canopy ? 
Corio. I. 
aj’ | 3. Where’s that? 
| Corio. th’ City of Kites and Crows. ; 
M, 3. Pth’ City of Kites and Crows. What an Af it is, 
i {then thou dwell’ft with Daws too ? 
Corio, No, I ferve not thy Matter. 
it, | 3- How, Sir, do you meddle with my Matter ? 
iy | Corio, 1, *tisan honefter Service, than to meddle with 


}thy Miftrefs: Thou prat’f{t, and pravft, ferve with thy 
trencher : Hence. [ Beats him away. 


Enter Aufidius with a Servingman, 


Auf. Where is this Fellow ? 
2. Here, Sir, I’de have beaten him likea Dog, but for di- 
fturbing the Lords within. (Naine ? 
Auf. Whence comft thou ? What would?ft thou ? Thy 
Why fpeak’ft not? Speak man: what’s thy Name? 
Corto. If, Tuilus, not yet thou know’ft me, and fecing 
me, doft not think mefor the Man! am, neceflity com- 
mands me name my Self. 
Auf, What is thy Name ? 
Corio. A Name unmulfical to the Vol/cians Ears; 
And harfh in found to thine. 
Auf. Say, what’s thy Name? : 
} Thou haft a grim appearance, and thy Face 
Bears a Command in’t: Though thy Tackle’s torn, 
Thou fhewft a Noble Veflél: What?s thy Name? 
Corio.Prepare thy brow to frown : know’ft thou me yet ? 
4xf. know thee not; thy Name ? 
|_ Corio. My Name is Caius Martius, who hath done 
| To thee particularly, and to all the Volfcies, 
| Great hurt and mifchief: thereto witnefs may 
"|My Sir-name, Coriolanus. The painful Service, 
, | Vhe extream Dangers, and the drops of Blood 
jit )Shed for thy thanklefs Country are requited : 
|But with that Sirname, a good memory 
| 4 And witnefs of the Malice and Difpleafure : 
fui’ | Which thou could’{t bear me, only that Name remaitis. 
_ | The Cruelty and Envy of the People, 
: Permitted by our daftard Nobles, who 
sit: | Have all forfcok me, hath devour’d the reft : 
And fafter’d me by th’ voice of Slaves to be 
wt | Hoop’d our of Rome. Now this extremity, 


” My Hath brought me to thy Hearth, not out ofhope 
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| Stand I before thee here: Then if thou haft 
_ | Aheart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 
_ | Thine own particular wrongs, and ftop thofe maims 
Of thame feen through thy Country, {peed thee ftraight 
| And make my mifery ferve thy turn : ‘So ufeit, 
That my revengeful Services may prove 
Asbenefits to thee. For Lwill ight 


oh (Miftake me not) to fave my Life: for if 

m  \Uhad fear’d death, ofall the Men 2th? World 
_ | Lwould have voided thee. But in meer fpight 

, vt | Tobe full quit of thofe my Banifhers, 

ont? 


i? | Againft my Cankred Country, with the fpleen 
Of all the under Fiends. Butiffo be, 
' | Thou dart not this, and that to prove more Fortunes 
Ww) | Thart tyr’d, then ina word, I alfo am = 
at Longer tolive moft weary , and prefent 


|My Throat tothee, and to thy ancient Malice : oe 


~ 


PS ~ 
% 
e ae 5S Seam Nepean gs 9 mE snstectnsasihinesiaat o 
a 


The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 


277 
3 Te —— 
W hich not to cut, would thew thee but a Fool, 
Since! have ever follow?d thee with hate, 
Drawn Tuns of Blood out of thy Countries Breaft, 
And cannot live but to thy fhame, unlefs 
It be todo thee Service. 
Auf. Oh, Martins, Martins, 
Each word thou haft fpoke, hath weeded from my Heart 
A root of Antient Envy. If Jupiter 
Should from yon Cloud fpeak divine things, 
And fay, *tis true: I’de not believe them more 
Than thee, all-Noble Afartius. Let me twine 
Mine Arms about that Body, where againft 
My grained Ath an hundred times hath broke, : 
And fearr’d the Moon with Splinters: here I cleep 
The Anvile of my Sword, and do conteft 
As hotly and as nobly with thy Love, 
As ever in Ambitious ftrength, Idid 
Contend againft thy Valour. Know thou firft, 
I lov’d the Maid I married » never Man 
Sigh’d truet Breath. But that I fee thee here, 
Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt Heart, 
Than when I firft my wedded Miftrefs faw 
Beftrid my Threfhold. “Why, thou AZars, I tell thee, 
We have a Power on foot: and I had purpofe 
Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawn, 
Or lofe mine Arm for’t : Thou haft-beat me out: 
‘Twelve feveral times, and I have nightly fince 
Dream’t of Encounters ’twixt thy felf and me: 
We have been down together in my Sleep, 
Unbuckling Helms, fitting each others Throat, 
And wak’d half dead with nothing. Worthy AZartius, 
Had weno Quarrel elfe to Rome, but that, 
Thou art thence banifh’d;we would mufter all 
From twelve to feventy: And pouring War 
Into the Bowels of ungrateful Rome, 
Likea bold'Flood o’re-beat.. Oh come, go in; 
And takeout Friendly Senators by th? Hands, 
Who now ate here; taking their leaves of me, 
Who am prepar’d againft your Territories, 
Though not for Rome it felf , 
Corto. s¥Ou blefsme; Gods: . Seer eelongees 
. Auf. Therefore, moft-abfolute Sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thie own Revenges; take 
Th one half of my Commiflion, and fet down 
As beftthou art experiéne’dy |fince thou know’ft 
Thy Countries ftrength and'weaknefs, thine own waies 
Whether'to knock againiPthe Gates of Rome, 
Or rudely vifit themin pafts remote, | 
To fright them, re deftroy. But come in, 
Let me commend thee firft’ to thofé'that hall 
Say yeato thy defires: A thoufand welcomés, 
And more a Friend; 'than’e’re an Enemy, 
Yet; Maytins; that-was much: Your hand’ moft welcome. 
[ Exeune. 
Enter two of the Servingmen, 
1. Here's a ftrangealteration. 

2. By my hand, Thad thought to have ftrucken him 
with aCudgel, and yetmy mind gave me, his cloaths 
made a falfe report of him. 

1. : What an Arm he has; he turn’d me about with his 
Finger, and his Thumb, as one would fet yp a Top. - 

2. Nay, I knew by: his Face, that there was fomething 
in hint. He had, Sir, akind of Face methought. I cannot 
tell how to term it. ecg 

1. He had fo; looking as it were, would I were hang’d 
but I thought there was more in him, thanI could think, 

2: So did I, Ple be fwotn ? He is fimply therareft man 
th’ world. mates pat 

1. I think he is: but aigreater Souldier than he, 
You wot one. - ; 

2. Who, my Mafter 2 = = 

1. Nay, it’s no matter for that. 

2. Worth fixon him. en 


Souldier. 2. Faith 


3 


1. Nay, not fo neither : but Itake him to be the greater 
* Bbb 
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2. Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to jay that : for 
the Defence of a Town, our General is excellent. 

1. L. and for an Aflault too. 

ahs Enter the third Servingman. 

3. OhSlaves, I can tell you News, News, you Rafcals : 

Both. What, what, what ? Let’s partake. 

3. Lwould not bea Roman of all Nations ; 1 had as 
Lieve bea condemn’d Man. 

Both, Wherefore ?. Wherefore ? 

3. Why here?s he that was wont to thwack our Gene- 
ral, Catus Martius, 

1. Why do you fay, thwack our General ? 

3. I do not fay thwack our General, but he was al- 
ways goad enough for him. 

2. Come, we ate Fellows and Friends: he was ever too 
hard for him, I have heard him fay fo himfelf. 

1. He was.too hard for him directly, to fay the Troth 
on’t before Corsolws 5 he fcotcht him, and notcht him like 
a Carbonado. p : 

2+ And he had been’Cannibally given, he might have 
boyl’d and eaten him too. 

1. But more of thy News. ¥et 

3. Why he is fo made on here within, as if he were 
Son and Heir to A4ars, fetat upperend o’th? Table: No 
Queftion askt him by any of the Senators, but they fland 
bald before him.. Our General himielf smakes a Miftrefs 
of him, Sanctifies himfelf with’s Hand, and turns up the 
white o’th’ Eye to his difeourfe. B: 

| News is, our General iscut ?th? middle, and but one half 
of what he was .yeiterday. For, the other has half by 
the intreaty and grant of the whole Table. He’llgo, he 
fays, and fole the Porter of Rome Gates by th’ Ears, He 
will mow all.down before him, and leave his paflage 
poul’d. , rere: iis! 

2. And he’sas like to do’t, as any Man I can imagine. 

3. Dot? he will do’t : for look you, Sir, he has as ma- 
ny Friends as Enemies: which Friends,Sir,as it were,durft 
not (look you, Sir) fhew themfelves (as we term. it) his 
Friends, whil’{t he’s in Directitude.2- 6 0 -q mr o! 

1, Direétitude ? Whats that?) « ign 

3. But when they hall fee, Sir, his Creft_ upagain, and 
the man in Blood, they willout of their, Burroughs (like 
Conies after Rain )-and revel all with him. 

1. But when goes this forward ? 

3. To morrow, to day, prefently, youdhall have the 
Drum ftrack up this afternoon: ?Tis asit were a parcel 
of their Feaft, and to be executed ere they wipe their lips. 

2. Why then we fhall have a ftirring World again: 
This Peace is worth nothing, butto ruft Iron, encreafe 
Taylors, and: breed Ballad-makers. 

1, Let mehave War, fay 1, itexceeds Peace, as far as 
day docs night , it’s fprightly walking, audible, and full 
of. Vent, - Peaceisa very Apoplexy, Lethargie , mull’d, 
deaf, fleepy, infenfible, a getter of more Baftard Chil. 
dren, than Wars.adeftroyer of Men. 

2. ?Tis fo,and as Wars in fome fort may be faid to be a 
Rayilher, foit cannot be denied, but Peace isa great ma- 
ker of Cuckolds. 

1. I, and it makes Men hate one another. 

3.Reafon, becaufe they then lefs need oneanother : 

The Wars for my,Money, 1 hope to fee Romans as cheap as 

Volfcians. They are rifing, they are rifing. 

- Both. In, in, in, in. jo bins He So Sree: 
__ Enter tlie'two Tribunes, Sicinius and Brutus. 


_ Sicin, We hear not of him, neither need we fear him, 

His remedies are tame, the prefent Peace, 

And Quietnefs of the People, which before : i 
Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his Friends 
Bluth, that the World goes well: who rather had, 
Though they themfelves did fufferby’t, behold ~ 
Diflentious numbers peftring ftreets, than fee 

Our Trades-men finging in their Shops, and going 
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About their Funétions friendly. 
Enter Menenius. 
Bru. We ftood to’t in good time. Is this Afenenins? | 
Sicin, Tis he, tishe : O heis grown moft kind of late.| 
Hail, Sir. Men. Hail to you both, e 
Sicin, Your Coriolanus is not much mift, but with his | 
Friends: the Common-wealth doth ftand, and fo would] ' 
do, were he more angry at it. vhf i 


Men, Als well, and might have been much better, if a 


he could have temporiz’d. 
Siein, Where is he, hear you ? 
Men, Nay, 1 hear nothing : 
His Mother and his Wife hear nothing fromhim, . 
Enter three or four Citizens, 
All, The Gods preferve you both. 
Stcin. Good-e’en, Neighbours. a 
Bru, Good-een to you all, good-e’en to youall, 
1 Our Selves, our Wives, and Children, on ourkneg 
Are bound to pray for you both. ge 
Sicia, Live, and thrive. 
Bru, Farewel, kind Neighbours : 
We witht Coriolanus had lov’d you, as we did, 
All, Now the Gods keep you. zt 
Both Tri, Farewel, . farewel. [ Ex. Gitizens,| 
Siciz. This isa happier, and more comely time, — . 
Than when thefe Fellows ran about the ftreets, « 
Crying, Confufion. 
Bru. Caius Martius was 
A worthy Officer ith’ War, but Infolent, 
O’recome with Pride, Ambitious paft all thinking, 
Self-loving. ee, 
Sici. And affecting one fole Throne,without afliftance. | 
Men. J think not fo. * a 
Siciz, We fhould by this to all our Lamentation, — | 
If he had gone forth Conful, found it fo. sarc 
Bru,. The Gods have well prevented it, and Rome — 
Sits fafe and ftill without him. “a 
Enter e€dile. 
“dile. Worthy Tribunes, 
There is a Slave, whom we have put into Prifon, 
Reports the /olfcies with two feveral Powers 
Are entred in the Roman Territories, 
And with the deepeft malice of the War, 
Deftroy what lies before’em. 
Men.’ Tis Aufidius, 
Who hearing of our A4artius’s Banifhment, 
Thrufts forth his Hornsagain intothe World, = | 
Which were In-fhell’d, when Martius ftood for Rome, — | 
And durft not once peep out. “ike 
Sicin, Come, whattalk youof AZartins? ta 
Bru, Go fee this Rumourer whipt, it cannotbe, — 
The Vol/cies dare break with us. ‘ee 
Men. Cannot be? 
Wehave Record, that very well it can, 
And three Examples of the like have been aa 
Within my Age. ButReafon withthe Fellow — 
Before you punifh him, where he heard this, . 
Left you fhall chance to whip your Information, 
And beat the Meflenger, who bids beware 
Of what isto be Dreaded. - a 
Sicin, Tell not me: I know this cannot be. 
Bru. Not poflible. 
Enter a Meffenger. — a 
‘Mef. The Nobles in great earneftnefs are going 
All to the Senate-houfe: fome Newsis coming 
That turnstheir Countenances. 
Sicia, Tis this Slave : 


| Gowhip him fore the Peoples Eyes : His raifing, 
Nothing but his report. é 


Mef. Yes, worthy Sir, = 
TheSlaves report is feconded, and more, 
More fearful is deliver’d, eS A 

Sicin, What morefearful?= = 

Mef. \tis {poke freely outofmany mouths, 


Pe pe 
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How prebable I do not know, that Martius 
Joyn’d with Aufidins, leadsa Power gainft Rome, 
And vows Revenge as fpacious, as between 
The young’ft and oldeft thing. 
Sicin, Vhis is moft likely. 
~ Bru. Rais’d only, that the weaker fort may with 
Good Martius home again. 
Sicin, The very trick on’t. 
Men. This is unlikely, 
{He and sfidius can no more atone 
Than violent’{t Contrariety. 
_ Enter Meffenger. 
Mef. You are fent for to the Senate : 


_ tAfearful Army, led by Cains Martius, 


\Affociated with Aufidius’s Rages 
Upon our Territories, and have'already 


{O’re-born their way, confum’d with Fire, and took 


What lay before them. 
Enter Cominius. 

Com, Oh, you have made good work. 

Men, What news? Whatnews? 
_ Com. Youhave holp to ravifh your own Daughters,and 
To melt the City Leads upon your pates, 
To fee your Wives difhonour’d to your Nofes. 

Men. What?s the news? What’sthe news ? 

Com, Your Templesburned in their Cement , and 
Your"Franchifes, wherdon* you ftood, confin’d 
Into an Augers bore. 

Aten, Pray now the news? 
You have made fair work, I fear me: pray, your news ? 
If Martins fhould be joyn’d with Vol/cians. ; 
Com, \f? Heistheir God, he leads them like a thing 
Made by fome other Deity than Nature, _ 
That fhapes man better: and they follow him 
Againft us Brats, with no lefs Confidence, 


} Than Boyes purfaing Summer Butter-flies, 


Or Butchers killing Flyes. 
Men. You have made good work, - . 
‘You and your Apron-men: you, that ftood fo mich 


_| Upon the voice of occupation, and 


The Breath of Garlike-eaters. 
Com, He'll fhake your Rome about your Eats. — 
Men. As Hercules did thake down mellow Fruit : 

You have made fair work. 

Bru, But is this true, Sir ? 

Com. I, and you'll look pale : 

Before you find itother. All the Regions 

| Do fmilingly revolt, and who refifts 


} Are mock’d for valiant Ignorance, 3 
| And perifh conftant Fools: whois’t can blame him ? 
| Your Enemies and his find fomething in him. 


Men. Weare all undone, unlefs 


i | The Noble man have Mercy. 


Com. Who fhall ask it’? 


} The Tribunes cannot do’t for fhame ; the'People 


Deferve fich pity of him, asthe Wolf : 
Do’s of the Shepherds : For his beft Friends, if they 


| Should fay, be good to Rome, they charg’d him even 
As thofe fhould do that had deferv’d his hate, 
And therein fhew’d like Enemies. 


Mé. Tis true,if he were putting to myHoufe, the brand 
That fhould confume it, I have not the Face: 
Tofay, befeech you ceafe. You have made fair hands, 
You and your Crafts, you have:crafted fair. 

Com. You have brought 
A trembling upon Rome, fuch as-was never 
Sincapable of help. 

Tri, Say not, we brought it. a 

Men, How ? Was’t we? Welov’d him, - 
But like Beafts, and Cowardly Nobles, 


| Gave way unto your Clufters, who did hoot 


Him out o’th? Ciry. nek 
~ Com. Butt fear ; ‘ 
They?! roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius, 


| Even by your own. 
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The fecond Name of Men. obe s his poi 
As if he were his Officer : Deiictaing oh 
Is all the Policy, Strength, ‘and Defence 
That Rome canmake againft them. 
Enter a Troop of Citizens. 
Men. Here comethe Clofters; 
| And is 4xfidius with him ? You are they 
Thag made the Ayr unwholfome,. when you caft 
Your ftincking, greafie Caps; in hooting 
At Coriolanus Exile, Now he’s coming, 
And not Hair upon.a Souldiers Head 
Which will not prove a whip: As many Coxcombes 
As you threw Caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your Voices. Tis no matter, 
If he could burn us all into one Coal, 
We have defery'd it, 
Ommnes. Faith, we hear fearful News. 
1 Cit. For miné own part, 
When I faid banifh him, I faidtwas pity. 

2. And fo did I. 

3. And'fo did! ; and to fay the truth, fodid very ma- 
ny of us, that we did, we did for the beft : and though we 
willingly confented to his Banifhment, yet it was againft 
our will. 

Com, Yare goodly things, you Voices. 

Aen. You have made you good work, 

You and your cry. Shall’sto the Capitol ? 

Com. Oh I, what elfe ? [Exeunt both, 

Sicin, Go, Mafters, get you home, be not difnmaid, 
Thefe are a Side, that would-be glad to have 
This true, which they fo feem to fear. Go home, 

And fhew no fign-of Fear. 

1 Cit. The Gods be good to us: Come, Mafters, let’s 

home, Lever faid we were i’th’ wrong, when we banith’d 
| hime 
2 Cit. So did we all, but come, let?s home. 
Bru. 1 do not like this News. . 
Sica, Nor: I. 
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Bru, Let’sitothe Capitol: would half my wealth 
Would buy this:for a Lye. 
Sicin. Pray-lets go. [Exeune Tribunes. 


Enter Aufidins with bis Lieutenant: 


Auf. Do they {till flie to th? Roman ? 

Lieu. \domot know what Witchcraft’s in him: but 
Your Souldiers)ufe him as the grace’fore Meat, 
Their talk at Table, and their Thanks at end, 
And you are darkned in this action, Sir, 


Auf. | cannot help it now, 
Unlefs by ufing means I lame the Foot 
Of our defign. He bears himfelf more proudly;. 
Even to my Perfon, than I thought he would 
When firft I did embracehim. Yet his Nature 
Inthat’s no Changeling, and] muft excufe 
What cannot be amended. ~ 
Lien. Yet I wihh, Sir, 
| (I mean for your particular) you had not 
| Joyn’d in Commiilion with him: but either have born 
| The action of your felf, or elfe to him had left it folely. 
Auf. | underftand thee well, and bethou fure, 
| When he fhall come'to his account, he knows not 
What I can urgeagainft him, although it feems 
| And fohe thinks, and isnolefsapparent == 
To th’ vulgar Eye, that he bears all things fairly, 
And fhews good Husbandry for the Yolfcian State, 
Fights Dragon-like, and does atchieve as foon. 
| As draw his Sword: yethe hathlefeundone 
| That which fhall break his Neck,. or hazard mine, 
When e’re we come to our account. - i 
Liew. Sir, Vbefeech you, think you hell carry Rome ? 
Auf, All places yield to hinve’re he fits down, 
And the Nobility of Rome are-his': 
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The Senators and Patricians love him too : 

The Tribunes are Ro Souldiers: and their People 

V Villbe as rafh in the repeal, as hafty 

Toexpel him thence. 1 think hell be to Rome, 

Asis the Afpray tothe Fith, who takes it 

By Soveraignty of Nature. Firft, he was 

A Noble Servant to them, but he could not 

Carry his Honours even - whether ’twas Pride 

VVhich out of daily Fortune ever taints 

The happy Man , whether defect of Judgment, 

To fail in the difpofing of thofe Chances 

VVhich he was Lord of : or whether Nature, 

Not to be other than one thing, not moving 

From th’ Cask toth’ Cufhion: but commanding Peace 
Even with the fame antterity and garb, 

Ashe controll’d the V Var. But one of thefe, 

(Ashe hath fpices of them all) not all, 

For I dare fo far free him, made him fear’d, 
Iso hated, and fo banifh’d: but he hasa Merit 

To choak it in the utt’rance : So our Virtues, 

Lie in th’interpretation of the time, 

And Power unto it Self moft commendable, 

Hath not a Tomb foevidentas,a Chair 

T’extol' what it hath done. . 

One Fire drives out one Fire, one Nail, one Nail, 
Rights by rights fouler, ftrengths by ftrengths do fail. 
Come let’saway : when, Casus, Rome is thine, 


Thou art poor’ ft of all,then fhortly art thoumine. [Ex. 


Adus Quintus. 


Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, the two Tri-' 
bunes, with others. 


Men. No, Ple not go: you hear what he hath faid 
V Vhich was fometime his General: who loved him 
Ina nioft dear particular. He call’d me’ Father : 
But what o’that ? Go you that banifh’d him 
Acmilebefore his Tent, fall down and kneel 
The way into his mercy: Nay, if he coy’d 
To hear Cominius {peak, Ple keep at home. _ 

Com. He would not feem to know me. 

Men, Do you hear? 

‘Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name : 
I urg’d our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That'we have bled together. Corsolanus, 
He would not anfwer to: Forbad all Names, 


__ \He was akind of Nothing, Titlelefs, 


_ | Till he had forg’d himfelf a Name o’th’ Fite 
‘| Of burning Rome, ~ 
Men. Why, fo: you have made good work : 
| A pair of Tribunes, that have wrack’d for Rome, 
| To make Coals cheap: A Noble memory. 
Com. I minded him, how Royal twas to pardon | 
‘| When it was lefs expected. He reply’d, 
It was a bare Petition of a State 
To one whom they had punifh’d. 
Men. Very well, could he fay lefs ? 
Com. | offered to awaken his regard 
For’s private Friends. His anfwer to me was 
| He could not ftayto pick them, ina pile 
Of noyfome mufty Chaff. He faid, ?twas folly 
- | For one poor grain or two, to-leave unburat 
-_| And {till to nofe th’ offence. 
‘| Aden, For one poor grain or two a. Gs 
—|Lam one of thofe: his Mother, Wife, his Child, 
_ LAnd this brave Fellow too : we arethe Grains, 
You are the Mufty Chaff, and youare fmelt 
| Above the Moon. We muft be burnt for you. 
Siein, Nay, pray be patient: If you refufe your aid 
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Would be your Countries Pleader, your good Tongue | a 


More than the inftant Army we can make 
Might ftop our Country-man. 

Men. No: Vile not meddle. 

Sicin, Pray you go to.him. 

Men, What fhould ldo? 

Bru, Only make tryal what your Love can do 
For Rome, towards Adartins. 

Men. Well, and fay that Martins return me, 
As Cominius return’d, unheard : what thené 
But as a difcontented Friend, grief-fhot 
With his unkindnefs. Say?t be fo ? 

S.cia, Yet your gocd will 
Mutt have that thanks from Rome, afcer the meafure 
As you intended well. 

Men, Vie undertake’t : 
[ think he?l hear me. Yet to bite his lip, 
And hum at good Cominins, much unhearts me, 
He was not taken well; he had not din’d, 
The Veins unfill’d, our blood is cold, and then: 
We powt upon the Morning, are unapt eg 
To give or to forgive; but when we have ftufft. 47 eu 
Thele Pipes, and thefe Conveyances of our blood 
With Wine and feeding, we have fuppler Souls 
‘hing = Prieft-like Fafts : 

ill he be dieted to my requelt, 4g pe 
And then Ple fet coud her re 4a not hind _ ’ 

Pr, You know the very Rode into his kindnels, _ 
And cannot loie your way. 

Men, Good faiti, Ple prove him, 
Speed how it will. I fhall ¢’re long have knowledge 
Of my faccefs, 

Com, He’llnever hear him. - 

Sicin. Not? igs 

Com. I tell you, he does fit in Gold, his Eye 
Red as’twould burn Rome: and his Injury 
The Goaler to his Pity. 1 kneel’d before him, 
Twas very faintly he faid, Rife: difmift me Bina 
Thus with his {peechlefs hand. What he would do. 73 
He fentin writing after me: whathe would not, 
Bound with an Oath to yield to his Conditions: e 
So that all hope is vain, unlefshis Noble Mother, — 
And his Wite (who as { hear) mean to folicitehim 
For Mercy to his Country : therefore let’s hence, — 
And with our fair intreaties hafte them on. 


tet 
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Enter Menenius to the Watch or Guard. 


1 Wat. Stay : whence are you? 
2 Wat. Stand, and go back. 
Men. You guard like men, 


tis well. But by your leave | 
Lam an Officer of State,and come 'to fpeak with Corsorants. | 


1. From whence ? Men,. From Rome, 
1. You may not pafs, you muft return: 
will no more hear from thence. 
2. You'll fee your Rome embrac’d with Fire, 
You'l fpeak’ with Coriolanus. 
Men, Good my Friends, 
If you have heardyour General talk of Rome, 
And of his Friends there, itis Lots to Blanks, 
My Name hath toucht your Ears : it is Menenins. 
1, Be itfo, goback: the virtue of your Name 
Is not here paflable. . 
Men, 1 tell thee, Fellow, 
Thy General is my Lover: I have been 
The Book of his good Acts, whence Men 


before 


have read 


‘1 His Fame unparallel’d, happily amplified : 


For I haveever verified my Friends, ; 
(Of whom he’s Chief) with all the fize that verity 
‘Would without lapfing fuffer : Nay, fometimes, 
Like to a Bowl upon a fubtil ground 

[ have tumbled patt the throw: and in his praife 


therefore Ple watch him ; 3 


our General] 


Have (almoft) ftampt the Leafing. Therefore, Fellow, | 


I mutt have leave to pafs. | Fait 
1. Fait 


» \In this fo never-needed help, yet donot 
\Upbraid’s with our diltrefs. But fure if you 


OL TL a err 


die 


live chaftly. Therefore go back. 


| always Factionary on the party of your General. 


{ cannot pafs. Therefore go back. 


fpeak with him, till after Dinner. 
1. You are a Roman, are you? 
Men. 1 am,as thy General is. 
1. Then you fhould hate Rome, ashe does. 


Ra 


eafie groans of Old Women, the Virginal palms of 


/}and Pardon. ; 
Men, Sirrah, if the Captain knew I were here, 

| He would ufe me with Eftitmation. 

{| 1. Come, my Captain knows you not. 

Men; 1 mean thy General. _ 

1, My General cares not for you. Back, I fay, go : left 
I Jet forth your half pint of Blood: © Back, that’s the ut- 
| moft of your having, back: 

Aden, Nay, but Fellow, Fellow. 

Enter Coriolanus with Aufidius. 

Corio. What?s the matter ? 

Men, Now you, Companion : [le fay an Errant for you: 
you fhall know now that I am in Eftimation: you fhall 
perceive, thata Jack-gardant cannot Office me from my 
{Son Coriolanus , guefs but my entertainment with him: if 
| thon ftand’ft not ’th’State of Hanging, or of fome death 
| more long in Spectatorfhip, and Cruellerin fuffering, be- 
1 hold now prefently, and fwoon for what’s to come upon 
| thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourly Synod about thy. 
patticular profperity, and love thee no worfe than thy old 
Father Azenenius does. “O my Son, mySon/ thouart pre- 
paring Fire forus : look thee, here’s Water to quench it. 
'| 1 was hardly mov’d to come to thee: but being aflured 
none but my felf could move thee, Ihave been blown 
out of our Gates with fighs,’ and conjure thee to par- 
‘| don Rome, and thy petitionary Countrymen. The good 
| Gods aflwage thy wrath, and tnrn the dregs of it upon 
( | this Varlet here: This, whovlike a Block hath denied 
‘| my Accefs to thee. 

Corio, Away. 

Men. How ? Away ? 

Corio. Wife, Mother, Child, I know net. My affairs 
Are fervanted to others: Though I owe 
My Revenge properly, my Remiffionlies _ 

In Vol/ciaa Breafts. That we have been familiar, 

Ingrate forgetfulnefs fhall poifon rather 

Than pity : Note how much, therefore be gone. 

Mine Eats againft your Suits areftronger than =. 

Your Gates againft myForce. Yet for | loved thee, 
Take this along, I writ it for thy fake, 

And would have fent it. Another word, Adenenius, 

I will not hear thee fpeak. ThisMan, -dafidius, 

Was my belov’d in Rome: yet thou behold’ ft 

Auf, You keep a conftant temper. 

Manent the Guard and Menenius 

i. Now, Sir, is your name Adenenius ? 

2. ?Tisa fpell you fee of much Power: 
| You know the way home again. 

1. Do you how we are 
greatnefs back ? 
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‘1, Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lies in his behalf, 
as you have uttered words in your own , you fhould not 
pafs here: no, though it were as virtuous to lye, as to | for fuch things as you, I can 


Men, Prithee, Fellow, remember my name is A&nenins, 


2. Howfoever you have been his Lyar,-as you fay you] your Age. I fay to you, as J 
{ have ; I amone that telling true under him, muft fay you 


Aten. Has he din’d, can*{t thou tell? For would not} the Oak not to be wind-fhaken; 


Can you, 
when you have pufht out your Gates the very Defender 
of.them, and in a violent popular ignorance, given your 
Enemy your Shield, think to front his Revenges with the | Stopt your Ears againft the general Suit of Rome : 
your | Never admitted a private whifper,no not with fuch Friends} 
Daughters, or with the palfied interceflion of fuch a de- 
_{cay’d Dotard,, as you feem to be? Can you think to blow 
out the intended Fire,your City is ready tofame in, with } Whom with a crack’d Heart I 
_| fuch weak breath as this ? No,youaredeceiv’d, therefore { Lov’d me, abovethe meafure 
{back to Rome,and prepare for your Execution: you are | Nay, Godded me indeed. Their lateft refuge 
Condemn’d, our General has {worn you out of Reprieve | Wasto fend him, for whofe , 
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2. What caufe doyou think I h 


ais i ix I have to fwoon ? 
y athe e Ih? U7, 
em. 4 neitaer care tor th’ World, nor your General : 


fearce think ther@sany, y?are 
: : : aA A TY $a j“are 
fo flight. He that hath a will to dye by himfelf, we. it 
ora anne ~ r is r ” 
not from another : Let your General do his worft. For 
you, bethat youare, long ; and your inifery increafe with 
was faid to, Away. [Exit 
1. A Noble Fellow, iwarranthim. — ise 
2. The worthy Feliow is our General. He’s the Rock, 
: Léxit- Watch, 
Enter Coriolanus and Anfidius, 
Corio, We will before the Walls of Rome to morrow 
Set down our Hoft. My Partner in this Action, 
You muft report to th? Vol/cian Lords, how plainly 
I have born this Bufinefs, , 
Auf. Only their Ends you have ref{pected. 


That thought them fare of you. 
Corio. This laft old man, 


have fent to Rome, 
of a Father, 


Lovel have 

(Though I thew’d fow’rly to him) once more offer’d 

The firft Conditions which they did refufe, 

And cannot now accept, to grace himonly, 

That thought he could do more: A very little 

Ihave yieldedto, Frefh Embaflies, and Suits, 

Nor from the State, nor private Friends hereafter 

Will I lend Ear to. Ha ? what fhoutis this ? [Shout within, 
ShallI be tempted to infringe my Vow 

In the fame time ’tis made? I will not. 


Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, young Martius, with 
; Attendants. 


My Wife comes formoft, then the honour’d Mould 
Wherein this Trunk was fram’d, and in her hand 
The Grand-child to her blood. But our Affection, 
All bondand priviledge of Nature break ; 

Let it be Virtuous to be Obftinate. 

Whatis that Curt?fie worth? Or thofe Doves Eyes, 
Which can make Gods forfworn? I melt, and am not 
Of ftronger Earth than others: my Mother bows, 
As if Olympus to a Mole-hill fhould 

In fupplication nod: and my young Boy 

Hath an afpect of interceflion, which 

Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the /oljcies 
Plough Rome, and harrow Jtaly, Ple never 

Be fuch a Gofling to obey Inftinét : but ftand 

Asif'a man were Author of himfelf, and knew no other kin; 

Virgil, My Lord and Husband. 

Cori, Thefe Eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome, 

Virg. The forrow that delivers us thus chang’d, 
Makes you think fo. 

Corio. Like a dull ACtornow, I have forgot my part, 
And I amout, even toa full difgrace. Beft of my Flefh, 
Forgive my Tyranny, but do not fay, 

For that forgive our Romans. O akifs. 

Long as my Exile, fweet asmy Revenge! ., 
Now by the jealous Queen of Heaven, that kif 
I carried from thee, Dear ; and my true Lip 
Hath Virgin’d it e’ve fince. You Gods, | prays 
And the moft Noble Mother of the World _ 
Leave unfaluted : Sink my knee i’th? Earth ;_ 
Of thy deep duty, more impreflion thew 

Than that of common Sons. 

Volum, Oftandupbleft: 
Whil’ft with no fofter Cufhion than the flint 
I kneel before thee, and unproperly 
Shew Duty as miftaken, all this while,’ 
Between the Child and Parent. 

Corio, What’s this? your knees to me? 
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} Fo your Corrected Son ? 
| Then let the Pebbles on the hungry Beach . 
Li illop the Stats - Then, let the mutinous Winds 
| Scrike the proud Cedars ’gainit the fiery Sun : 
| Mur@ring impoflibility, to make 
What cannot be, flight work. 
Volum. Thou art my Warrior, I hope to frame thee, 
Do you know this Lady ¢ 
Corio. The Noble Sifter of Publicola 5 
The Moon of Rome , Chaft as the Hficle 
That’s curdied by the Fro from pureft Snow, 
And hangs on Dian’s Temple: Dear Valeria. 
Volum. This is a poot Epitome of yours, 
Which by th’interpretation of fulltime, 
May fhew like all your felf. 
Corio. The God of Souldiers, 
With the confent of fupream sove, inform — 
Thy thoughts with Noblenefs, that thou maift prove 
To fhame unvulnerable, and ftrike ich’ Wars 
Like a great Sea-mark ftanding every flaw, 
And faving, thofe that eye thee. 
Volum. Your knee, Sirrah. 
Corio. That’s my brave Boy. | 
Volum, Even he, your Wife, this Lady, and my felf, 
Are Suiters to you. 
Corio. I befeech you, Peace = 
Or if yowld ask, remember this before ; 
The thing 1 have forfworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you genial. Do not bid me 
Difmifs my Souldiers, OF Capitulate 
Again with Romes Mechanicks. ‘ell me not 
Wherein I feem unnatural : Defire not vallay 
My Rages and Revengess with your colder Reafons. 
Volum. Oh, nomore: no mores . 
You have faid you will not grant us any thing : 
For we have nothing elfe to ask, but that 
Which you deny already: yet we will ask, 
That if you fail in our requeft, the blame 
| May hang upon your hardnefs, therefore hear us. 
Corio. Aufidius, and you, Vol{cies, mark, for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome in private. Your requeft ? 
Volum, Should we be filent and not fpeak, our Raiment 
And ftate of Bodies would bewray what Life 
Wehave led fince thy Exile. T hink with thy felf, 
| Gow more unfortunate than living Women 
‘Are we come hither ; fincethat thy fight, which fhould 
Make our Eyes flow with Joy,Hearts dance with Comforts, 
Conftrains them weep, and fhake-with Fear and Sorrow, 
Making the Mother, Wife, and Childto fee, 
TheSon, the Husband, and the Father tearing 
His Countries Bowelsout : and to poor we, 
Thine Enmity’s moft Capital : Thou barr’it us 
Our Prayers to the Gods, which is acomfort 
That all but we enjoy. For how can we ? 
Alas! howcanwe, for our Country pray, 
Whereto we are bound ? together with thy Victory, 
Whereto we arebound ? Alack, or we mutt lofe 
‘| The Country, our dear Nurfe, or elfe thy Perfon 
Our comfortin the Country. We muft find 
Anevident Calamity, though we had 
Our with, which fide fhould win. For either thou 
Mutt as a Foreign Recreant be led 
With Manacles through our Streets, or elfe 
Triumphantly tread on thy Countries ruine, 
Andbear the Palm, for having, bravely fhed 
| Thy Wife and Childrens blood :. For my felf, Son, 
I purpofe not to wait on Fortune, till 4 
Thef: Wars determine : If I cannot perfuade thee 
Rather to thew a Noble grace to both parts _ 
Than feck the end of one; thou fhalt no fooner 
March to aflault thy Country, than to tread ‘ 
(Truft to’t, thou fhalt not) on thy Mothers Womb 
That brought thee to this World. 
Vig. 1, andmine, brought you forth this Boy, 
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To keep your Name living to time. 

Boy. A hall not tread on me le run away 
Tilllam bigger, but then I’le fight. 

Corio. Not of a Womans tendernefS to be 
Requires nor Child, nor Womans Face to fee: 
I have fate too long. 

Volum, Nay, go not from us thus : 

If it were fo, that our Requelt did tend 
To fave the Romans, thereby to deftroy 1: 
The olfcies whom you ferve, you might condemn us, a 
As poyfonous of your Honour. No, our Suit 
Isthat you reconcile them : While the Vol/cies 
May fay, this Mercy we have fhew’d; the Romans, — 
This we receiv’d, andeachin either fide — 
Give the All-hail to thee, and cry,be bleft 
For making up this Peace. Thou know’ft (G 
The end of War’s uncertain; but this certain, 
That if thouconquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou shalt thereby reap, is fuch a Name, 
Whofe Repetition will be dogg’d with Curfes ; 
Whofe Chronicle thus writ, ‘The Man was Noble, 
But with his laft Attempt, he wip’d it out, _ 
Deftroy’d his Country, and his Name remains = «_ || 
To th’infuing Age, abhorr’d. Speak to me, Sons ae: 
Thou halt affected the five ftrains of Honour, 
To imitate the Graces of the Gods. 
To tear with Thunder the wide Cheeks oth? Air, 
And yet to chae@e thy Sulphur with a Boult, 
That fhould but rive an Oak. Why do’ft not fpeak ? 
Think’ft chou it Hononrable for a Noble man 
Still co remember Wrongs ? Daughier, fpcak you: 
He cares not for your weeping. Speakthou,Boy 
Perhapsthy Childifhnef§ will move him more 
Than can our Reafons. There isno Man in the World 
|More bound to’s Mother, yet here he lets me prate 
Like one ?’th’ Stocks. Thou haftnever in thy Life, — 
Shewd thy dear Mother any curtelie, 
When fhe (poor Hen) fond of no fecond Brood, 
Has cluck’d thee to the Wars, and fafely home 
Loaden withHonour. Say my Requelt’s unjult, 
And fpurn me back : Butif it be not fo, 
Thou art not Honeft, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou reftrain’ft from me the Duty, which fF 
To a Mothers part belongs. He turns away + ; 
Down Ladies: let us fhame him*with our Knees. 
To his Sir-name, Coriolanus, ?longs more Pride, 
- Than Pity to our Prayers. Down: and end, 
This is the laft. So, we will hone to Xome, 
And dye among our Neighbours: Nay, behold’s 
This Boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneels, and holds wp Hands for Fellowship, 
Does reafon our Petition with more ftrength, 
Than thou haft to deny’t. Come, let us go: 
This Fellowhad a olfcian to his Mother : 
His Wife is in Coriolas, and his Child 
Like him by chance: yet give us our difpatch : ge 
Lam hufht until ourCity be afire,and then I’le {peaka little. 1: 
[Holds her by she band, fem) 
| Corio. O Mother, Mother ! ee 
What have youdone? Behold, the Heavens do ops | 
The Gods look down, and this unnatural Scene * 
They laugh at. Ob, my Mother, Mother : Oh! | 
You have won a happy Victory to Rome. | ; 
But for your Son, believe it, Oh believe ity 
Moft dangeroufly you have with him prevail’d, 
If not moft mortal to him. Butlet it come: 
Aifidins, though 1 cannot make true Warts, ae 
(le frame convenient Peace. Now, good Avfiditss ag 
Were youin my ftead, would you have heard 
A Mother lefs ? Or granted lefs, ufidins ? 
Auf. 1 was mov’d withal. 
Corio. 1 dare be fworn you were: 
And, Sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine Eyes to fweat Compaflion. But (good Sir,) 
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What Peace you’! make, advife me: For my part, 

Ple not to Rome, Vile back with you, ‘and pray you 

Stand to me in this Caufe. O Mother! Wife! 

| .Axf.1 am glad thou haft fet thy Mercy, and thy Honour 
A difference in thee: Out of that Ple work 

My felf a former Fortune. : Soak 

Corio. 1, by and by ; but we will drink together : 
| And you fhall bear 
| A better witnefs back, than words, which we 
On like Conditions, will have counter-feal’d. 
| Come enter with'us: Ladies, you deferve 
} To havea Temple built you : All the Swords 
}InJtaly, and her Confederate Arms 
| Could not have made this Peace. 

Enter Menenius avd Sicinius. 

Me.See you yond’Coin o’th’ Capitol,yond’ Corner ftone? 

Sicin, Why, what of that ? 

Men, \f it be poffible for you to difplace it with your 
little Finger, there is fome hope the Ladies of Rome, efpe- 
jcially his Mother, may prevail with him. But I fay, there 
isno hope in’t, our Throats are fentenc’d, and ftay upon 
Execution. 

Sicin. 1s’t poffible, that fo fhort a time can alter the 
condition of a Man. 

Men. There is difference between aGrub anda But- 
terfly, yet your Butterfly was.a Grub: this. Afartius is 
grown from Manto Dragon: He has wings, he’s more 
than a creeping thing. 

Sicin. He lov’d his Mother dearly. 
| Aten, So did heme: apd. he,no more remembers his 
| Mother now, than an eight years old Horfe. The. tartnefs 

of his Face fours ripe Grapes. When he walks; he moves 
ke an Engine, and the ground fhrinks before ‘his Trea- 
ding. He is able to piercea Corflet with his Eye: Talks 
ce 2 Knefl, and hishumisa Battery. Hefitsin his \State 
thing made for Alexander. What he bids be done is 


[Exeunt. 


t His} 


with his bidding. He wants nothing ofa God, but 
ernity, and a Heavento Throne in. 

Sicin, Yes, Mercy, if you report himtruly. 
_ dain, ¥ paint him in the Charaéter. Mark what Mercy 
his Mother {hall bring from him: Thereis no more Mer- 
| cy inhim, than there is Milk ina Male-Tyger, that fhall 


pag | our poor City find : and all this is long of you. 

wid |; Svein, The Gods be good untous, . 
ay: Men, No, in fuch a cafe the Gods will not be good 
hos junto us. When webanifh’d him, we refpected not them :) 
eth and he returning to break our N Tous they refpect not. us. 
i ng Enter a Meffenger, 
ne Mef. Sir, if you’ld fave your we flye to your Houle, 
| ial _ | The Plebeians have got your Fellow Tribune, 
Ws And hale him up and down 3 all fwearing, if 
ah The Roman Ladies bring not Comfort home, 
3 They’l give him death by seg P 

Exter another Meffencer. 

ise Sicin. What’s the News ? " 
- Mé{.Good News,good News,the Ladies have prevail’d, 
Ja The Velfcians are diflodg’d, and A4artius gone : 
i A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
sh , 4 No, not th expulfion of the Zargquins. 
ii Sicia. Friend, art thou certain this is true? 

y Istmoftcertain? = =Ssis 
cae Mf. As cettainas\ know the Sun is Fire : 
ae _ | Where have you lurk’d that you make doubt of it ? 
Act” Ne’re through an Arch fo hurried the blown Tide, 
ie As the recomforted through th? gates. Why, hark you. 

f , is ; oo 
cf (Trumpets, Hoboys, Drums beat, altogether. 
ei The Trumpets, Sack-buts, Pfalteries, and Fifes, 
mf Tabors, and Cymbals, and the fhouting Romans 
hy . | Make the Sun dance. Hark you. LA rout within. 
i! Men, Thisis good News: 
i I will go mect the Ladies. This Volumnia. 


jy’ ~» |Isworthof Confuls, Senators, Patricians, 
A City full: Of Tribunes, fuch as you, 2 
A Seaand Land fuli: you have pray’d well to day: 
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This Morning, for ten thoufand of your Throats, 
Pd not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy. 
Bias LSound ftill with the Shouts. 
Sicin. Firlt, the Gods blefs you for your Tidings : 
Next, accept my thankfulnefs. 
Mef. Sir, we have all great caufe 
Sicin. They are near the City ? 
Mef, Almoft at point to enter. 
Siem. We'll meet them, and help the joy. 


to give great thanks. 


[Exeune. 


Enter two Senators, with Ladies paffing over the Stage with 
other Lords, 


Senat, Behold our Patronef, the life of Rome: 
Call all your Tribes together, praife the Gods, 
And make Triumphant Fires, ttrew Flowers before them : 
Unfhoot the noifé that banifh'd AZatins 5 
Repeal him, with the welcome of his Mother: 
Cry welcome, Ladies, welcome. 
All, Welcome Ladies, welcome. [Exeunt. 
[4 Flourifh with Drums and I rumpets, 


Enter Tullus Aufidius, with Attendants, 


Auf, Go tell the Lords oth? City, lamhere: 
Deliver them this Paper : having read it, 
Bid them repair to th? Market-place, where I 
Even in theirs, and inthe Commons Ears, 
Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accufe 
The City Ports by this hath enter’d, and 
Intends t’appear before the People, hoping 
To purge himfelf with words. Difpatch. 


Enter three or four Confpirators of Anfidius’s Faction. 
Moft welcome: 

1 Con. How isit with our General ? 

Auf. Even fo, as witha Man by his own Alms impoy- 
fon’d, and with his Charity flain. 

2 Con. Moft Noble Sir, if you do hold the fame 
Wherein you with’d us Parties: We'll deliver you 
Of your great danger, 

Auf, Sirs cannot tell, 

We mutt proceed as we do find the People. 

_3 C02. The People will remain uncertain, whilft 
*Twixt you there’s difference : but the fall of either 
Makes the Survivor Heir of all. 

Auf, 1 know it : 

And my pretext to ftrike at him admits 

A good Conftruétion. Irais’d him, and I pawn’d 
Mine Honour for his Truth: who being fo heighten’d, 
He watered his new Plants with dews of F lattery; 
Seducing fo my Friends: and to this end, 

He bow’d his Nature, never known before, 

But to be rough, unfwayable, and free. 

3 Con. Sir, his ftoutnefs 
When he did ftand for Conful, whichhe loft 
By lack of ftooping. 

Auf. That 1 would have {poke of : 

Being banifl’d for’t, he came unto my Hearth, 

Prefented to my Knife his Throat : I took him, 

Made him joynt-fervant with me: Gave him way 

In all hisowndefires : Nay, let him chufe 

Out of my Files, his Projeéts to accomplifh, 

My beft and frefheft Men, ferv’d his Defignments 

In mine own Perfon : hop’d to reap the Fame : 

Which he did make all his ; ‘and took fome Pride 

Todo my felf this wrong ; till at the laft, 

1 feem’d his Follower, not Partner 3 and 

He wag’d me with his Countenance, as if 


intent, 


‘| Lhad been Mercenary. 


1 Con. Sohedid, my Lord: 
The Army marvell’d atit, andinthelaft, _ 
When he had carried Rome, and that we look’d - 


| __ For, 
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For nolefs Spoil, than Glory 

Auf, There was It 
For which my finews fhall be ftretcht upon him: 
At 2 few drops of Womens Rheum, ‘which are 
As cheap as Lies, he fold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great Action , therefore fhall he dye, 
And Ple renew me in his fall. But hark. 


[ Drums and Trumpets found, with great 


fhouts of the People. 

1 Con, Your Native Town you enter’d like a Polt, 
And had no Welcontes home, but he returns - 
Splitting the Air with noyfe. 

2 Con. And patient Fools, : 
Whofe Ghildren he hathflain, their bafe throats tear 
With giving him Glory. 

3'Con. Therefore at your vantage, 
F’re he exprefs himfelf, or move the People 
With what he would fay, let him feel your Sword: 
Which we will cond, when he lies along, 
After your way. His Tale pronounc’d fhall bury 
His Reafons, with his Body. 
Auf. Say no more, here come the Lords. 


Enter the Lords of the City. 


All Lords. You are moft welcome home. 

Auf. \vave not deterv’d it. — 

But, worthy Lords, have you with heed perufed 
What I have written to you? 

4il, We havé: 

1 Lord. And grieve to hear’t 

What faults he made before the laft, 1 think , 
Might have found eafie Fines: But there to end 
Where he was to begin, and give away 

The benefit of our Levies, anfwering us , 
With our owncharge, making a Treaty, where 
There wasa yielding 5 this admits no excufe. 
Auf. He approaches, you hall hear him. 


Enter Coriolanus marching with Drum'and Colours, t 
' Commons being with him, 


Corio. Hail Lords, Iam réturn?’d, your Souldier :- ~~ 
No more infected with my Countries love, 
Than when I parted hence , but {till fubfifting 
Under your great Command. You are to know, 
That profperoufly I have attempted, and 
With bloody paflage led your Wars, even to 
The Gates of Rome: Ourfpoils we have brought home 
| Doth more than Counterpoifea full third part 
| The charges of the Action. We havemade peace 
With no lefs Honour to the Avtiates, : 
Than fhame to th’ Romans. And we here deliver 
Sub{crib’d by th? Confuls, and Patricians, 
Together with the Seal o’th’ Senate, what 
‘We have Compounded on. ~ ; 
Auf. Read it not, Noble Lords, 3 
But tell the Traytor in the higheft degree 
He hath abns’d your Powers. © i 
Corio. Traytor ? How now ¢ 
Auf. 1, Traytor, Adarteus. 
Corto,. lartiusginey =a Gate | “ 
Auf. 1, Martius, Cains Martins : Do?ft thou think 
De grace thee with that Robbery, thy ftoln name 
CoriolanusinCortolas? (9 ; 
| You Lords and Head o’th? State, perfidioufly 
_| He has betray’d your bufinefs, and given up 
For certain drops of Salt, your City Rome, 
I fay your City, to his Wife and Mother, 
Breaking his Oath and Refolution like 
A twiit of rotten Silk, never admitting 
Counfel eth? War : but at his Nurfes Tears 


He whin’d and rear’d away your Victory, 
| Chat Pages:blufh’d at him, and Men of heart. 


Corio. Hearrit thou, AZars ? ‘ 

Auf, Namenot the God, thou Boy of Tears, 

Corio, Ha? 

Auf. No more. } 

Corio. Meafurelefs Lyar, thou haft made my heart — 
Too great for what contains it. Boy ? O Slave, 
Pardon me, Lords, tis the firft time that ever 
I was forc’dto fcould. Your Judgements, my grave Lords|_ 


Muft give this Cur the Lye: and his own Notion, 
Who wears my ftripes impreft upon him, that » 
Mutt bear my beating to his Grave, fhall joyn 
To thruft the Lye unto him. 
1 Lord. Peace both, and hear me fpeak. er 2 
Corio. Cut me to pieces, Vol/eies, Men and Lads, . 4 
Stain all your edges on me. Boy, falfe Hound : o 
If you have writ your Annals true, tis there, 
That like an Eagle in a Dove-coat, I 
Flutter’d your Volfetans in Coriolus, 
AloneI did it, Boy / 
Auf. Why, Noble Lords, 
Will you be put in mind of his blind Fortune, 
Which was your fhame, by this unholy Braggart? 
Fore your own Eyes and Ears? 
Ail Con. Let. him dye for’t. 
All People. Tear him to pieces, do it prefently : 
He kill’d my Son, my Daughter, he kill’d my Coufin 
Marcus, he kill’d my Father. 
2 Lord. Peace, hoe: no out-rage, peace: 
The Man is Noble, and his Fame foldsin 
This Orb o’th’ Earth: His laft Offences to us wd 
Shall have Judicious hearing. Stand, Avfidivs, — # 
And trouble not the peace. : . de 
Corio, O that I had him, with fix Aufidinffes, or more: 
His Tribe to ufe my lawful Sword. ae 
Auf. Infolent Villain. i 
AllCon. Kill, kill, kill, kill, killhim. a 


Draw both the Confpirators, and kill Martius, who fal ay 
and Aufidius ftands on him, ee 


Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

Auf. My Noble Mafters, hear mefpeak. - 

1 Lord, O, Tullus, | ae 

2 Lord. Thou haft done adeed, whereat 
Valour will weep. a 

3 Lord, Tread not upon him, Mafters, allbe quiet, | 
Put up your Swords. ! 

Auf, My Lords, 
When you fhall know, (as in this Rage 
Provok’d by him, you cannot ) the great danger 
Which this mans Life did owe you, you’l rejoyce 
That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your Honours 
To call me to your Senate, I’le deliver 
My felf your Loyal Servant, or endure 
Your héavieft Cenfure. 

1 Lord. Bear from hence his Body, 
And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the moft Noble Coarfe, that ever Herald 
Did follow to his Urn. 

2 Lord, His own impatience t 
| Takes from 4ufidiusa great part ofblame: 9 ax, 
{ Let’s make the beft of it. bi! 

Auf, My Rage is gone, 3 
And I am ftruck withSorrow: Takehimup: 
Help three o’th? chiefeft Souldiers; Ple beone, 
Beat thou the Drum that it {peak mournfully: — 
Trail your fteel Pikes, Though in this City he 
Hath widowed and unchilded many aone, 
Which to this hour bewail the Injury, » finned 
Yet he thall have aNoble memory. Ailift, il 
[ Exeunt bearing the Body of Martius. A dead March 


Sounded. 


— oie or i |" 


————————— DCO Oo 


Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft, And then enter Satur- 
ninus and his Followers at one door, and Baffianus and his 
Followers at the other, with Drum and Colours, 


Saturninus. 
N& Patricians, Patrons of my right, 
Defend the Juftice of my Caufe with Arms: 
And Country-men, my loving Followers, 
Plead my Succeflive Title with your Swords. 


I wasthe firft-born Son of him that laft 
Worethe Imperial Diadem of Rome : 


{| Then let my Fathers Honours live in me, 


Nor wrong mine Age with this Indignity. 
Baffian, Romans, Friends, Followers, 

Favourers of my Right: 

If ever Baffianus, Cafar’s Son, 

VVere gracious in the Eyes of Royal Rome, 

Keep then this paflage to the Capitol , 

And fuffer not Difhonour to approach 


| Th’ Imperial Seat to Virtue , Confecrate 


To Juftice, Continence, and Nobility : 

But let Defert in pure Election fhine ; 

And Romans, fight for Freedom in your Choice. 
Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft with the Crowa, 

Princes that ftrive by Factions, and my Friends, 

Ambitionfly for Rule and Empery : 


Know, that the People of Rome, for whom we ftand 


A fpecial Patty, have by Common Voice 
In Eletion for the Roman Empery, 
Chofen Andronicus, Sur-nam’d Pius, 


4 For many good and great deferts to Rome. 


A Nobler Man, a braver V Varior, 

Lives not this day within the City V Valls. 

He by, the Senate is accited home 

From weary V Vars againft the barbarous Gothes, 
‘That with his Sons (aterror to our Foes ) 

Hath yoak’d a Nation ftrong, train’d up in Arms. 


| Ten years are fpent, fince firft he undertook 


This Caufe of Rome, and chaftifed with Arms 
Our Enemies pride. Five times he hath return’d 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant Sons 

in Coffins from the Field. 

And now at lait, laden with Honours Spoyls, 
Returns the good Audromecus to Kome, 
Renowned Titus, flourishing in Arms, 


Actus Primus. 
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| Tye Lamentable 


O F ; Sa 


Titus Andronicus. 


Scena Prima. 


Let us intreat, by Honour of his Name 

VVhom (worthily) you would have now fucceed, 

And in the Capitol and Senates Right, 

VVhom you pretend to Honour and Adore, 

That.you withdraw you, and abate your Strength, 

Difmifs your Followers, and as Suiters fhould, 

Plead your Deferts in Peace and Humblenefs, 
Saturnin. How fair the Tribune {peaks, 

To calm my thoughts. 

Baffia. Marcus Andronicus, fo1 do affie 

In thy Uprightnefs and Integrity ; 
And fo I Love and-Honour thee, and thine, 
Thy Noble Brother Zztus, and hisSons, . 
And her (to whom my thoughts are humbled all) 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome’s rich Ornament, 
That I will here difmifs my loving Friends : 
And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Favour, |. 
Commit my Caufe in ballance to be weigh’d, 
(Ex. Souldiers, 

Saturnin. Friends that have been 
Thus forward in my Right, 

Ithank you all, and here difinifs you all, 

And to the Love and Favour of my Countrey, 
Commit my Self, my Perfon, and the Caufe; 
Rome, be as juft and gracious unto me, 

As I am confident and kind to thee. 

Open the Gates, and let mein. 

Baffia. Tribunes, and me, a poor Competitor. 

[They go up into the Scnate-Houfe, 
° Enter a Captain, 

Cap. Romans, make way: the good Axdronicus, 
Patron of Virtue, Rome’s beft Champion, 
Succefsful in the Battels that he fights, 

V Vith Honour and with Fortune is return’d, 
From whence he circumfcribed with his Sword, 
And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome, 


Sound Drums and Trumpets, And then Enter two. of Titus’s 
Sons: After them, two Men jee a Cope covered with 
black, then two other Sons, After them, \itus Androni- 
cus, andthen Tamora, the Queen of Gothes, and her two 
Sons, Chiron and Demetrius, with Aaron the Adoor, and 
others, as. many as canbe: They fet down the Coffin, and | 
Titus fpeaks, | 


Andronicus, Fail, Rome 


Victorious 
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Victorious in thy mourning Weeds : 
Loe asthe Bark that hath difcharg’d her Fraught, 
Returns with precious lading to the Bay, 

From whence at firit fhe weigh’d her Anchorage : 
Cometh Andronicus bound with Laurel Boughs, 

To refalute his Country with his Tears, 

Tears of trie Joy for histreturn to Rome; 

Thon great Defender of this Capitol, | 
-Stand:gracious to the Rites that we intend} 
| Romans, of fiveand twenty Valiant Sons, | 
| Half of the number that King Priamhad, 
| Behold the Poor remains alive and dead! 

Thefe that Survive, let Rome reward with Love : 
Thefe that 1 bring unto their lateft home, 

| With burial amongft their Anceftors. 

| Here Gothes have given me leave to fheath my Sword : 
| Titus unkind, and carelefs of thine own, 

| Why fuffer’ft thou thy Sons unburicdyét, 

: To hover on the dreadfal fhore of Styx ? 

| Make way to lay them by their Brethren. 


| There greet in filence as the dead_are wont, 
| And fleep in peace, flain in your Countries Wars : 
\O facred receptacle of my Joys, 
\Sweet Cell of Virtue and Nobility, 
\How.many.Sons.of.minehaft thou-in flore, 
‘That thou wilt never render to me more? 
_ Luc. Giveusthe proudelt Prifoner of the Gorhes,. 
‘That we may hew his Limbs, and ona‘ Piles, 
Ad manes fratrnm, Sacrifice his Flefh, 
Before this Earthly prifonof their Bones, 
‘That fo the thadows be not unappeas’d, 
Nor wedifturb’d with Prodigies on Rartht. 
_ Tit. 1 give him you, the Nobleft that furvives, 
‘The Eldeft Son of this diftrefled’ Queen. 
| Tam. Stay, Roman Brethren, gracious Conquerour, 
Victorious Titus, “ruth the Tears I fhed, 1+. pety 
‘A Mothers Tears inpaffion for: her Son : 
And if thy Sons were ever dear to thee, 
Oh think my Sonstobe asdearto me. 
Sufficeth not, that'weare brought to Rome, 
‘To beautifiethy Triumphs, and return 
(Captive tothee, and to thy Roman Yoak 5 
‘But muft my Sons be flaughtred in thie Streets,, 
\For Valiant doings in their Countries Caufe? 
O! If tofight for King and Common-weal, 
‘Were Piety in thine, itisinthefe: . ; 
Andronicus, ftain not thy Tomb with blood. 
‘Wilt thou draw near the Nature of the Gods ? 
Draw near them then in being mercifal, 
‘Sweet mercy is Nobilitics true badge, 
‘Thrice Noble Titus, {pare my firft born-fon.. 
___ Tit. Patient your felf, Madam, and pardon me. 
'Thefe are the Brethren, whom you Gorhes behold 
‘Alive and dead, and for their Brethren flain, 
Religioufly they ask a Sacrifice, 
To this your Son is markt, and die he muft, 
To appeafe their groaning fhadows that are gone. 
| Luc, Away withhim, and make a Fire freight. 
And with our Swords upona Pileof, Wood, 
| Let’s hew his Limbs till they be clean confum’d. 


[ Exennt Sons with Alarbus. 


Tam. O:cruel irreligions Piety. 
Chi, Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous ? 
Dem Oppofe me, Scythia, to ambitious Rome, I 
| Alarbus go to reft, and we furvive, ‘3 
To tremble under Titus’s threatning looks, — 
‘Then, Madam, ftand ‘refolv’d, but hope withall, 
The felf-fame Gods that arm’d the Queen of Troy, 
With opportunity of fharp Revenge 
‘Upon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, =" 
| May favour Tamora, the Queen of Gothes, 
‘(When Gothes were Gorhes, and Tamora was Queen) 
To quit the bloody Wrongs upon her Foes. 


[They open the Tomb, 
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Enter the Sons of Andronicus again, 


Lué, See, Lord and Father, how we have performd 
Out Roman Rites, Alarbus’s Limbs are lopt, 
And Intrals. feed the facrificing Fire, 


Whofe Smokey, like Incenfe doth perfume the Skye, _ 


Remaineth nought but to inter our Brethren, 

And with lowdLarums welcome them to Rome, 
Tit. Letitbe fo, and let Asdromeus 

Make this his latefU farewel votheir Souls. 


Then Sound Trumpets, and lay the Coffins in the Toth, 3 t _ 


In Peace and Honour reft you here, my Sons, 


Romes readicft Champions, repofe yowhere inreft, & 


Secure from worldly Chances and Mifhaps : 
Here lurks no Treafon,, here no Envy fwells,, 
Here grow nodamned Grudges, here no ftorms, . 
No noift, but filence and Eternal fleep : 
In Peace and Honour reft you here, my Sons. 
Enter Lavinia. 
Lav. In Peace and Honour, live Lord: T+taslong, 
My NobleLord and Father, live in Fame: 
Loe at this Tomb, my tributary Tears 
I render for my Brethrens Obfequies : 
Andatthy Feet! kneel with Tears of Joy 
Shed on the Earth, for thy return to Rome, 
O blefs me here with thy victorious hand, 
Whofe Fortune Romes beft Citizens applaud. 
Tit. Kind Rome, 
' That haft thus lovingly referv’d 
The Cordial of mine Age, to glad mine Heart, 
Lavinia, live, out-livethy Fathers days : 
‘And Fames Eternal date for Virtues praifé. 


Mar, Long live Lord Titus, my beloved Brother, — ; 


Gracious Trivmpher in the Eyes of Rome, 

Tit. Thanks, gentle Tribune, 

Noble Brother AZarcus. 

Mar. And welcome Nephews from fuccefsful W; 
You that furvive, and you that fleep in Fame: ~ 
Fair Lords, your Fortunes are all alikein all, 

That in your Countreys Service drew your Swords, 
But fafer Triumph is this Funeral Pomp, 
| That hath afpir’d to Solozs happinefs, 
And Triumphs over: Chance in Honours bed. 
Titus Andronicus, the People of Rome, 
Whofe Friend in Juftice thou haft ever been, 
Send theeby me their Tribune, and theirtruft, 
This Palliament of white and fpotlefs Hue, 
And name thee in Election for the Empire 
. With thefe our late deceafed Emperours Sons: ” 
Be Candidates then, and put iton, 
And help to fet a Head on headlefs Rome. 
Tit. A better Head her Glorious body fits, 
Then his that fhakes for age and fecblenefs: 
What fhould I d’on this Robe and trouble you ? 
‘Be chofen with Proclamations to day, 
To morrow yield up Rule, refign my Life, 
And fet abroach new bufinefs for you all. 
Rome, 1 have been thy Souldier forty years, 
And led my Countries ftrength faccefSfully, 
And buried one andtwenty Valiant Sons, 
‘Knighted in Field, flain manfully in Arms, 
In Right and Service of their Noble Country: 
‘Give me a ftaffof Honour for mine Age, 
But nota Scepter to controul the World, 
Upright he held it, Lords, that held it laft. 
Maz. Titus, thou fhalt obtain and ask the Empety- 
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, can’ft thou tell ? 
Titus, Patience, Prince Saturninus. 
Sat, Romans, do me right. 2 
Patricians draw your Swords, and fheath them not,. 
Till Saturninus be Romes Emperour : 


— 
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Andonicus, would thou wert thipt to Heli, 
Rather than rob me of the Peoples Hearts. 
Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That Noble-minded Titus means to thee. 
Tit. Content thee Prince, ! will reftore to thee, 
‘The Peoples Hearts, and wean them from themfelves, 
Bafs. Andromeus, 1 do not flatter thee, 
sBut Honour thee, and will do till I die - 
My Faction, if thou ftrengthen with thy Friends, 
I will moft thankful be, and Thanks to men 
Of Noble minds is Honourable Meed, 
Tit. People of Rome, and Noble Tribunes here, 
I ask your Voices, and your Suffrages, 
Will you beftow them friendly on Ardronicus ? 
Trt, To gratifie the good Andronicus, 
nd gratulate his fafe return to Rome, 
he People will accept whom he admits. 
Tit. Tribunes, I thank you, and this fait [make, 
That you create your Emperours Eldeft Son, 
Lord Saturnines whofe Virtues will, I hope, 
Reflect on Rome, as Titans Rays on Earth, 
And ripen Juftice in this Common-weal : 
Then if you will Eleét by my advife, 
Crown him, and fay, Long live our Emperour. 
Mar. An, With Voices and applaufe of every fort, 
Patricians and Plebeians, we Create 
Lord Saturninus, Romes Great Em perour. 
And fay, Long live our Emperour, Saturnine. 


Sat. Titus Andronicus, for th y Favours done, 

Tous in our Election this day, 

I give thee thanks in part of thy Deferts, 

And will with deeds requite thy gentlenefs : 

And for an Onfet, Zszus, to advance 

Thy N ame, and Honourable F amily, 

Lavinia willl make my Emperels, 

Romes Royal Miftrefs, Miitrefs of my Heart, 

And in the Sacred Pantheon her Efpoufe : 

| Tellme, Andronicus, doth this Motion pleafe thee ? 

|_ Tit. It doth, my worthy Lord, and in this Match, 

I hold me highly Honour’d of your Grace, 

And here in fight of Rome, to Saturnine, 

King and Commander of our Common-weal, 

The wide Worlds Emperour, do I Confecrate 

MySword, my Chariot, and my Prifoners, 

Prefents well worthy Komes ImperialLord. 

Receive them then, the Tribute that | owe, 

Mine Honours Enfignes humbled at my Feet. 

Sat. Thanks Noble Titus, Father of my Life, ; 

How proud I amof thee, and of thy Gifts, 

Rome {hall record, and when Ido forget 

The leaitof thefe unfpeakable Deferts; 

Romans forget your Fealty to me. 

Tit. Now, Madam, are you Prifoner to an Emperour, 

To him that for your Honour and your State, 

Willufe you Nobly, and your Followers. 

Sat. A goodly Lady, truft meof the Hue 

That I would chufe, were I to chufe a new : 

Cleer up, Fair Queen, that cloudy countenance, 

Though chance of War hath wrought this change of cheer, 

Thou com’ft not to be madea {corn in Rome: 

Princely fhall be thy ufage every way. 

-| Relt on my word, and let not difcontent 

Daunt all your hopes: Madam, he comforts you, | 

Can make your Greater than the Queen of Gothes ? 

Lavinia, you arenot difpleas’d with this ? 

Lav. Not I, my Lord, fith true N obility 

| Warrants thefe words in Princely Courtefie. 

Sat. Thanks, {weet Lavinia, Romans, letus go: 

Ranfomlefs here we fet our Prifoners frees: 

Proclaim our Honours, Lords, with Trumpet and Drum. 
Bafs. Lord Titus by your leave this Maid js Mine. 
Tit. How, Sir ? Are you in carneft then, my Lord ? 
Bafs. 1, Noble Titus, and refoly’d withall, 


LA long Flour fh till they come down, 


~ < . 7 am 
To do my felf this reafon, and this right. 


Mar. Sunm-cuigque, is out Royrgy Juftice : 
This Prince in Juftice feifeth but his own. 

Luc, And that he will, and hall 
Tit. Traytors, avant, where is 
Treafon, my Lord, Lavinia is furpris’d. 

Sat. Surpris’d, by whom ? 

Bafs. By him that juftly may 
‘| Bear his Betroth’d from all the World away. 

FS 1 ie Brothers, help to conve 

An 


with my Sword Pe keep the door clofe. 


Mut. My Lord, you pafs not here. 
Tit, What Villaia, Boy, barr’ft me m 
Mut. Help, Lucius, help. | 
_ Lu. My Lord, youare unjuft, and more 
In wrongful Quarrel you have flain your Son. 
Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any Sons of mine. 
My Sons would never fo difhonour me, 
Traytor, reftore Lavinig to the Emperour. 
Lac. Dead, if you will, bat not 
That is anothers lawfy] promis’d Love. 


Enter aloft the Emperour with Tamera, 
Aaron the Afoor, 


Emp. No, Titus, no, the Emperour needs her 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy flock : 
Ple truft by leifure him that mocks 'me once, 
Thee never , 
Confederates all, thus to difhonour me. 
Was there noneelfe in Rome to make a ftale of 
But Saturnine 2? F yll well, Andronicus 


That faid’ft, I begg’d the Empire at thy hands. 
Zit. O monttrous, 


To him that flourifh’d for her with his Sword : 
A Valiant Son in Law-thou halt enjoy : 
One, fit to bandy with thy lawlefs Sons, 
To ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome, 


Doft over-thine the Gallant?ft Dames of Rome, 
Ifthou be pleas’d with this my fudden Choice, 
Behold I chufe thee, 7, amora, for my Bride, 
And will Create thee Emperefs of Rome. 


And here I {wear by allthe Roman Gods, 

Sith Prieft and Holy-water are fo near, 

And Tapers burn fo bright, and every thing 

In readinefs for Hymeneus ftand, 

I will not re-falute the Streets of Rome, 

Or climb my Palace, till from forth this place 

I lead efpous’d my Bride along with me. 
Tam. And here in 

If Saturnine advance the Queen of Gothes, 

She will a Hand-maid be tohis defires. 

A loving Nurfe, aMother to his Youth. 
Sat. Afcend, Fair Queen, 

Pantheon Lords, accompany 


Your Noble Emperour, and his lovely Bride, 


Sent by the Heavens for Prince Saturnine, 
Whofe V Vifdom hath her Fortune Conquered, 
There fhall we Confummate our Sponfal Rites. 


Tit, 1am not bid to wait upon this Bride. 


Titus when wer’ thou wont to walk alone, 
Difhonoured thus, and Challenged of wrongs 


: Enter Marcus and Titus’s Sons. 
Mar. O Titusfeq, O fee what thou haft done ! 


ES | li 


y her hence away. 


Tit. Follow, my Lord, and P’le foon bring her back. 


y way in Rome ? 
[Ae kills him. 
than fo, 


to be his V Vife, 


and her two Sons, and 


nor thy Traiterous haughty Sons, 


Agree thefe Deeds, with that proud Brag of thine, 


what reproachful words ate thefe ? 
Sat, But go thy ways, §0 give that changing piece, 


Tit, Thefe words are Razorsto my wounded Heart. 
Sat. And therefore, lovely T: amora, Queen of Gorhes, 
That like the-ftately Phabe ’*mongft her N ymphs, 


Speak, Queen of Gothes, doft thou applaud my Choice ? 


fight of Heaven to Rome | {wear, 


_ CE xeunt oinnes, 
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> If Lucius live; . 
the Emperours Guard ? 


not, 


288 The Tragedy of ‘Vitus Andronicus. a 


Ina bad quarrel {lain a Vertuous.Son. Baf. Rape call-you it, my Lord, to feife my own, 
Tit. No, foolith Tribune, no + No Son of mine, My true betrothed Love, and now my Wifes. | 
Nor thou, nor thefe Confederates in the deed, But lec the Laws of Rome determine all, 
That hath difhonoured.all our Family, Mean while I am pofleft of that 1s mine. 
Unwerthy Brother, and unworthy Sons. Sat. Tis good, Sir: you are very fhort with us,’ 
Luc. But let us-give him Burial as becomes. Butif welive, well beas fharp with you. 
Give Mutins Burial with out Brethren. Baf. My Lord, what I have done, asI‘may, 
Tit. Traitors away, he refts not in this Fomb: Anfwer Imuft, and thall do with my Life, 
This Monument five hundred years hath ftood, Only thus much | give your Grace to know, 
Which Fhave fumptuoully re-edified : By all the duties that 1 owe to Kome, 
Here none but Souldiers, and Romes Servitors, This Noble Gentleman, Lord Titus here, 
Renofe in Fame: None bafely flain in Brawls. Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d, 
Bary him where you can, he comes not here. That in the refcue of Lavinia, 
Mar. My Lord, this is Impiety in you, : With his own hand did flay his youngeft Son, 
My Nephew Mutins?s deeds do plead for him,. - In zeal to you, and highly mov’d to wrath, 


He muit be buried with his Brethren. _ | Tobe controll’d in that he frankly gave : 
; [Titus’s wo Sons fpeak,\ Receive him then to favour, Saturnine, 
> Sons. And fhall, or him we will accompany. That hath expreft himfelf in all his deeds, 


. Tit. And hall! What Villain was it fpake that word >| A Father and a Friend tothee, and Rome. 
[Vitus’s Son fpeaks. Tit. Prince Baffianus, leave to plead my Deeds, 
1 Son, We that would vouch it in any place but here. ’Tisthou, and thofe, that have difhonour’d’me, ~ 
Tit. What would you bury him in my defpight ¢ Rome and the Righteous Heavens be my Judge, 
Mar. No, Noble Titus, but intreat of thee, How I have lov’d and honour’d Saturmae. 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. Tam, My worthy Lord, ifever Tamora : 
Tit. Marcus, even thou haft {truck upon my Creft,, Were gracious in thofe Princely Eyes of thine, 
And with thefe Boys mine Honour thou haft wounded, Then hear me fpeak indifferently for all 
My Foes, 1 do repute you every one. : And at my Suit (Sweet) pardon what is paft. 
So trouble me no more, but getyou gone. Sat. What, Madam, be difhonoured openly, 
1 Sox, He isnot himfelf, let us withdraw. And bafely put it up without Revenge ? 
2 Son, NotI, till A@uias Bones be buried. - Tam, Not fo, my Lord, 
; [The Brother atid the Sons kneel, | The Gods of Rome fore-fend, 
Mar. Brother, for inthat name doth Nature plead. | I fhould be Author todifhonour you, 
2 Son. Father, and in that Name doth Nature {peak. But on mine Honour dare I undertake 
Tit, Speak thou no more, if all the reft will fpeed.. | For good Lord Titus?s innocence in all 2 
Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my Soul, Whofe Fury not diffembled fpeaks his griefs ¢ 
Luc. Dear Father, foul and fubftance of us all. i 


Then at my Suit look gracioufly on him, 
Mar. Suffer thy Brother Marcus to inter  Lofe not fo Noble a Friend on vain fuppofes 
His Noble Nephew here in Virtues neft, Nor with fowre looks afflict his gentle Heart, ~ 
That died in Honour, and Lavinias Caufe. | My Lord, be rul’d by me, be won at laft, 
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous - Diflemble all your Griefs and Difcontents, 
The Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax You are but newly planted in your Throne ; 
That flew himfelf: And Laertes Son Left then the People, and Patricians too, 
Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals : Upon ajuft furvey take 2 tus part, 
| Let not young Adurius then, that was thy joy; And fo fopplant us for Ingratitude, 
Be barr?d his entrance here. | Which Rome reputes to be a hainous fin- 

Tit. Rife, Marcus, vite Yield at intreats, and then let me alone: 
The difmalPit day is this that e’re I faw, Ple finda day to maffacre them all, 

To be difhonoured by my Sons in Rome: And raze their Faétion, and their F amily, 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next. The cruel Father, and his Traiterous Sons, 
[They put him in the Tomb. To wham fued for my dear Sons Life; 

Luc. There lie thy Bones,fweet Adutius,with thy friends, | And make them know what’tis to let a Queeit 

Till we with Trophies do adora thy Tomb. Kneel in the Streets, and beg for Grace in vain” 
ae [They all kveel and fay. Come, come, fweet Emperour, (come Andronicis) 

{ No Man hhed tears for Noble Mutius. Take up this good old Man, and chear the Hearts 

He lives in Fame, that did in Virtues Caufe, revit, | That dies in tempeft of thy angry frown. 

_ Mar. My Lord, to ftep out of thefe fudden dumps, Sat. Rife, Titus, rife, 
How comies it that the fubtle Queen of Gorhes My Emperets hath prevail’d. 
Is ofa fudden thus advanc?d in Rome ? Tit. 1 thank your Majeity, 
Tit. Lknow not, Adarcus : but | know it is, And her, my Lord. 

(Whether by devife or no) the Heavens can cell, Thefe words, thefe looks, 

is (he not then beholding to the man, Infufe new Life in me. ~ ey 

That bronghther for this high good turn fo far ? Tam, Titus, 1am incorporate in Rome, 

Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate. A Roman now adopted happily : 

23 And mutt advife the Emperour for his good, 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus, . 
And let it be my Honour, good my Lord, 
That | have reconcil’d your Friends and you: 
For you, Prince Baffianus, Ihave paft 
‘My word and promife to the Emperour, 

That you wil} be more mild and tractable. 
And fear not, Lords : $5 
| And you, Laviata, 

By my advife all humbled on your Knees» 
You fhall ask Pardon of his Majefty- 


Flourifh. Enter the Emperour, Tamora, and her two Sons, 
with the Moor at one Door. Enter at the other- Door Baffia- 
nus avd Lavinia with others. i 


Sat. So, Bafianus, you have plaid your prize, 
God give you joy, Sir, of your Gallant Bride. 

Baf. And you of yours, my Lord: 1 fay no“more, 
Nor with no lefs, and fol take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have Law, or we have Power, 
Thou and thy Faétion fhall repent thisRape. 


, Terdring our Sifters Honour and our own. Mean while, Sir, with the little skill I have, 
Mar, That on mine Honour herel do proteft. Full well fhalt thou perceive how much I dare. 
* Sat. Away, and talk not, trouble: us no more. Dem, | Boy, grow ye fo brave ? [They draw, 
Tam. Nay, nay, Aar, Why now,Lords? 
Sweet Emperour, .wemuftall be friends, So near the Emperours Palace dare you draw ? 
The Tribune andhis Nephews kneel for Grace, And maintain fuch a Quarrel openly ? 
I will‘not be denied, Sweet: heart, look back. Full well I wot, ‘the ground of all this grudg. 
Sat. Maronsy I would not for millionof Gold, 
For thy fake and thy Brothers here, The caufe were known to them it moft concerns, 
And at my)lovely: Tamora’s intreats, Nor would your Noble Mother for much more 
I do remit thefe young mens heinous faults. Be fo difhonoured in the Court of Rome, 
Stand up, Lavinia, though you left. me like a churl, For fhame put up. ° 
[ found a Friend, and fare as death I fwear, Dem, Not I, till | have theath’d 
I would not part a Batchelor from the Pricit. My Rapier in his. Bofom, and withal : 
Come, if the Efperours Court can feaft two Brides, Thrutt thefe reproach ful fj peeches down his Throat; 
it You are my. Guelt, Lavinia, and your Friends: That he hath breath’d in my difhonour here. 
t | This day fhalbbe aLove-day, Tamora, _ C1. For that Lam prepar’d, and full refolv’d, 
, Tit. To morrow, and it pleafe your Majefty, Foul fpoken Coward, ee 
- | To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, That thundreft with thy Tongue, 
With Horn and Hound, And with thy Weapon nothing dar’it perform. 
» | Wel give your Grace Bonjour. 4Aar. Away, | fay. é 
Sat. Beitfo, Titus, and Gramercy too. [Exeunt. | Now by the Gods that warlike Goths adore, 
| : . This pretty brabble willundo us.all; 
A Why Lords, and think you not how dangerous 
a It is to fet upon a Pri ight. ? 
k pon a Princes right. 
Adlus Secundus. What is Lawnia then become fo look, 
Or Baffiazus {o degenerate, 
Rodez Aaron alone. That for her love fuch Quarrels may be broacht, 
Without Controulment, Juftice, or Revenge ? 
} Aaron. Now climbeth Tzmo0ra Olympus top, Young Lords, beware, and fhould the Emprefs know 
Safe out of Fortunes fhot,, and fits aloft, This difcord’s ground, ‘the Mufick would not pleafe. 
; 1Sccure of Thuaders crack, or Lightning flafh, Chi. 1 care not, 1, knew fhe and all the World, 
Advancd above pale Envies threatning reach : I love Lawaia more than all the World. 
As when the golden Sun falutes the morn, Dem, Youngling, . . 
And having gilt, the Ocean with his Beams, Learn thou to make fore better choice, 
Gallops the Zodiack in his gliftring Coach, Lavinia is thine elder Brothers hope. 
And over-looks the higheft piring Hills : 4ar, Why areyemad? Or know ye not in Rome 
So Tamora. How furious and impatient they be, 
Unon her Wit doth early Honour wait, And cannot brook Competitors in love ? 
And Virtue ftoops and trembles at her frown. [tell you, Lords,, youdo but plot your Deaths 
Then Asron arm thy Heart, and fitthy Thoughts, By this devife. 
To mount aloft with thy Emperial Miftrefs, Chi, Aaron, athouland deaths would T-propofe, 
And mount her pitth, whom thou in triumph long To atchieve her whom I do love. 
Ha® Prifoner held, fettred in amorons Chains, Aar. Yo atchieve her, how ? 
{ And fafter bound to Aarons charming Eyes, Dem. Why mak’{t thou it fo ftrange ? 
Than is Prometheus ty’d to Caucafus. She isa Woman, therefore may be woo’d, 
Away with flavifh weeds, and idle thoughts, — She isa Woman, therefore may be won, 
ei | Ewillbe bright, and thine in Pearl and Gold, She is Lavinia, therefore mutt be lov?d. 
| Towait upon this new made Emperefs, What man, more Water glideth by the Mill 
gil | Lo wait, faid 1? To wanton with this Queen Than wots the Miller of, and cafie it is 
High This GoddefS, this Semiramis, this Queen, Ofa cut Loaf to fteala Shive we know: 
fe Syren, that will charm Roze?s Saturnine, Though Bajfianus be the Emperours Brother, 
} And fee his fhipwrack, and his Common-weals. Better than he have yet worn Vulcans badge. 
Holla, what {torm is this ¢ Aar, 1, and as good as Saturmnus may. 
. zs Dem, Vhen why fhould he defpair that knows to court it 
Emer Chiron aad Demetrius braving. With words, fair looks, and liberality ? 
; What haft thou not full often ftruck a Doe, 
‘ Dem. Chiron, thy years want Wit, thy wit wants edge | And born her cleanly by the Keepers Nofe ? ; 
‘| And manners tointrude where I am grac’d, Adar, Why then it feems fome certain {natch or fo 
And may for ought thou know’ft affected be. Would fervé your turns. 
| Chi. Demetrius, thou doft over-ween in all, Chi, 1, fo the turn. were feryed. 
And fo in this, to bear fe down with Braves, Dem, Aaron, thowhalt hit it. 
Tis not the difference of a year or two Aar. Would you had hit it too, 
| Makes me lefs Gracious, or thee more Fortunate: Then fhould not we be tir’d with this ado: 
‘ iam asable, and asfit as thon, Why, hark ye, hark ye, and are youfuch Fools, 


Son. We do, 5°E) 
And vow to Heaven, and to his Highnefs, 
| That what-hedid, was mildly, as we might, 


| To ferve, and to deferve my Miftrefs Grace, 
And that my Swordupon thee fhall approve, 
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Are you fo defperate Srown to threat your Friends? 

Go to: have your Lath glued within roo Shea 

Till ea know better how to handle it, . 
Chi. 


To fquare'for this? Wouldit offend you then? 
Chi, Faith, not me. 
Dem, Nor me, fol were one. 


|| And plead my paflions for Lavimia’s love. 
Jar. Clubs, Clubs, thefe Lovers will not keep the Peace, 
Dem, Why Boy, although our Mother (unadvis’d ) 
Gave you a dancing Rapier by your fide, 


Aar, For fhame be friends, and joyn for that you jar, 

Tis policy and ftratagem muit do 

That you affect, and fo muft you refolve, 
*Ccc 


That 


in 
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That what you cannot as you would atchieve, 
You moft perforce accomplifh as you may - 
Take this of me, Lacrece was not more chaft 
| Than this Lavinia, “Baffianu9s Love, 
A {peediet courfethis lingring languifhment 
Muft we purfue, and have found the path ; 
My Lords, a folemn hunting Is in hand, 
There will the lovely Koran Ladies troop : 
The Forreft walks are wide and fpacious, 
And many unfrequented Plots there are, 
Fitted by kind for Rape and Villany : 
| single you thither then this dainty Doe, 
And {trike her home by force, ifnot by words: 
| This way, or notat all, ftand you in hope. 
Come, come, our Emprefs with her Sacred Wit 
| To Villany and Vengeance confecrate, 
{ will we acquaint with allthat we intend, 
And fhe fhall file our’ Engines with advice, 
That will not faffer you to fquare your felves, 
But to your wifhes heightadvance you both. — 
The Emperours Court is like the Houfe of Fame, 
The Palace full of Tongues, of Eyes, of Eats: 
The Woods are ruthlefs, dreadful, deaf, and dull: 
There fpeak, and ftrike, brave Boys, and take your turns. 
There ferve your lufts, fhadow’d from Heavens Eye, 
And revel in Lavinia’s Treafary. 
Chi, Thy Counfel, Lad, finells of no Cowardife. 
Dem. Si fas aut nefas, till 1 find the ftreams 
To cool this heat : a Charm to calm their fits, 
Per Styga, per Manes vehor, [Exeunt, , 
Enter Titus Andronicus and his three Sons, making a noife 
with Hounds and Horns, and Marcus. 


Tit, Fhe hunts up, the Morn is bright and gray, 
The Fields are fragrant, and the Woods are green, 
Uncouplehere, and Jet us make aBay, 

| And wake the Emperour and his lovely Bride, 
_ | And rouze the Prince, ‘and ring a Hunters peal, 
| That all the Court may Eccho with the noife. 
Sons, let it be your charge, as itis ours, 
| To attend the Emperours perfon carefully : 
11 have beentroubled inmy fleep this Night, 
| But dawning Day new comfort hath infpir’d. 


and wind Florns ina 


| Wind Horns. 
1 Peal, then enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baffianus, Lavinia, 
| Chiron, Demetrius, aud theer Attendants, 


Here a cry of Hounds, 


| Tit. Many Good morrows to your Majelty, 
| Madam, to you, asmany and as good. 
‘\I promifed your Grace a Hunters Peal. ; 
‘| Sat. And you have rung it luftily, my Lords, 
| Somewhat too early for new married Ladics. 
‘| Baf.-Lavinia, How fay you ? 
Lav. \fay, no: 
|T have been awake two hours and more. 
4. Sat? Come on then, Horfe and Chariots let us have, 
-| And to our fport: Madam, now fhall ye fee 
{Our Roman Hurting. 
Mar, Vhave Dogs, my Lord, 
-| Willtouzethe proudeft Panther in the Chafe, 
And climb the higheft Promontory top. ; 
| Tit. And Ihave Horfe will follow, where the Game 
'| Makes away, and run like Swallows.o’re the plain. 
| Dem. Chiron, we huntnot, we, with Horfe nor Hound, 
But hopeto pluck a dainty DoetoGround. ~~ [Exewmr. 
e+ | Entér- Aavon alone. Ree ie 
Aar, He that had Wit, would think that !had none, — 
To bury fo much Gold undera Treey 
Andnever after to inherit ity 
|| Let Him that thinksof me foabjetly, — 
_ | Know that thisGold muft coin a ftratagem, 
Which cuaningly effected, will beget 
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A very excellent piece of Villany : 

And fo repofe fweet Gold ‘for their unreft;: ' 

That have their Alms*out of the Emprefs Cheft., 

Enter Tamora to the. Moor. 

Tam. My lovely Aaron, 

Wherefore look*it thon fad, 

When every thing doth make a Gleeful boaft? 

The Birds chaunt melody on every bufh, 9 

The Snake’lies rolled in the chearful Sun; ; 

The green leaves quiver, with the cooling wind, | 

And make a checquer’d fhadow on the ground : 

Under their fweet thade, Aaron, let us fit, 

And whil’ft the babling Eccho mocks the Hounds, 

Replying fhrilly to the. well-tun’d Horns, ’ « . 

As ifa double‘hunt were heard at once, 

Let us fit down and mark their yelping noife: 

And after confi fuch as-was fuppos’d 

The wandring Prince and Dido once enjoy’d, - 

When witha happy fterm they were furpriz’d,_ 

And Curtain’d with a Counfel-keeping ‘Cave, 

We may each wreathed in the others arms, °° J 

(Our paftimes done) poflefs'a. Golden flumber, - 7 

Whiles Hounds and Horns, and {weet Melodious Birds | — 

Be unto us, asis a Nurfes Song 109 09a 1% Re 

Of Lullaby, to bring her Babeafleep. - ol) 3-2 J 
Aar, Madam, 

Though Verus govern your defires, 

Saturn is Dominator over mine: 

What fignifies my deadly ftanding Eye, 

My filence, and my Cloudy Melancholy, 

My Fleece of Woolly Hair, that now uncurls, 

Even asan Adder when fhe doth unrowl 

To do fome fatal Execution ? : 

No, Madam, thefe are no Venereal fignsy - — 

Vengeance isin my Heart, death in my Hand, 

Blood and revenge are hammering in my Head, 

Hark, Tamora, the Emprefs of my Soul, =f 

Which never hopes more Heaven, than reftsinthee, ©} 

This is the Day of Doom for Baffianus 5 © ge 

His Philomel muft lofe her Tongue to Day; 

Thy Sons make Pillage of her Chaftity, 

And wath their Handsin Baffianus’s Blood. 

Seeft thou this Letter, take itup I pray thee. 

And give the King this fatal plotted Scrowl ; 

Now queftion me no more, we are efpied, 

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful Booty, 

Which dreads not yet their lives deftruction. 


3 


ek 
iS 


Enter Baflianus ard Lavinia. 


Tam. Ah my fweet Moor, 
Sweeter to me than Life. : 
Aar, Nomore, Great Emprefs, Bajfianus comes, 
Be crofs with ‘him, and le go fetch thy Sons 
To back thy Quarrels whatfoe’re they be. 
Baf. Whom have we here ¢ 
Romes Royal Emprefs, 
Unfurnifh’d of our well-befeeming troop ? 
Or is it Diaz habited like her, 
Who hath abandoned her holy Groves, 
To fee the general Hunting in this Foreft ? 
Tam, Sawcy controller of our private fteps: 
Had 1 the Power that fome fay Diaz had, 
Thy Temples fhould be planted prefently 
With Horns as was Aéteons, and the Hounds a 
Should drive upon his ncw transformed limbs, ~~ 
Unmennerly Intruder as thou art. ie 
Lay. Under your Patience, gentle Emprefs, 
’Tis thought you have a goodly gift in Horning, 
‘And to be doubted, that your Afoor andyou =| 
Are fingled forth to try Experiments: ~ 
Fove fhield your Husband from his Hounds to Day, — 
Tis pity they fhould take him for a Stag: 


Baf, Believe me, Queeen, ‘your fwarthCymmerian Be 


ee 


Doth make your Honour of his bodies hue, 
'|Spotted, detefted, and abominable. 
Why are you fequeftred fromall your train? 
Difmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed; 
And wandred hither to an obfcure plot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous. AZoor, 
If foul defire had not conducted you ? 

Lav. And being intercepted in your fport; 
Great reafon that my Noble Lord be rated 
For Saucinefs ; pray you let us hence; i 
And let her joy her Raven-coloured love, 
This valley fits the purpofe pafling well. 


Lav. 1, for thefe flips have made him noted long, 
Good King, tobe fo mightily abufed. 
Tam, Why have! patience to endure all this ? 
Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 
Dem, How now, dear Soveraign 
And our gracious Mother, 
Why doth your Highnefs look fo pale and wan ? 
Tam, Haye I not reafon, think you, to look pale ? 
} Thefe two have tic’d me hither to this place, 
Abarren, detefted vale you fee it is. : 
The Trees (though Summer) yet forlorn and lean, 
O’re-come with Mofs, and baleful Miffelto. 
Here never fhines the Sun, here nothing breeds, 
} Unlefs the nightly Owl, or fatal Raven. 
‘And when they fhew’d me this abhorred Pit, 
They told me, here at dead time of the night, 
A thoufand Fiends, a thoufand hifling Snakes, 
Ten thoufand fwelling Toads, as many Urchins, 
| Would make fuch fearful and confufed cries, 
Asany mortal body hedring it, 
Should ftreight fall mad, or elfe die fuddenly. 
No fooner had they told this hellifh Tale, 
‘} But ftreight they told me they would bind me here, 
Unto the body of a difmal Yew, 
And leave me to this miferable death. - 
And then they call’d me foul Adulterefs, 
Lafcivious Goth, and all the bittereft terms 
+ That ever Ears did hear to fuch effect. 
‘And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
‘This vengeance on me,had they executed : 
Revenge it, as you love your Mothers life, 
Or be ye not henceforth call’d my Children. 
Dem. This isa witnefS that | am thy Son. 
Chi. And this for me, 
Struck home to fhew my ftrength. 
Lav. | come Semiramis, nay Barbarous Tamora, 
Forno Name fits thy Nature but thy own. 


" 


it 


Your Mothers hand fhall right your Mothers wrong. 
Dem. Stay; Madam, here is more belongs to her, 
Firft thrafh the Corn, then after burn the Straw : 
This Minion ftood upon her Chattity, 

‘Upon her Nuptial Vow, her Loyalty, 


And fhall fhe carry. this unto her Grave ? 
Chi. And if the do, 
I would I were an Eunuch. 
Drag hence her Husband to fome fecret Hole, 
And make his dead Trunk Pillow toour Luft. 
Tam. But when ye have the Honey ye defire, 
Let not this Wafp out-live us both to {ting. 


Come Miftrefs, now perforce we will enjoy, 
That nice-preferved honefty of yours. 
Lav. O Tamora, thou bear’ft a Womans Face. 
Tam, \ will not hear her fpeak, away with her. 
Lav. Sweet Lords,intreat her hear me but a word. 
|__ Dem. Liften, fair Madam, letit be your glory 
To feehertears, but be your heartto them, 
{As unrelenting flints to drops of rain. 
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| Odo notlearn her wrath, the taught it thee, 


| The Raven doth not hatch a Lark, 


Baf. The King my Brother. fhall have notice of this. 


But fierce Andronicus would not relent, 


For thon hait ftaid us here too long. 


[Stabs him, 


Tam, Give me thy Poygnard: you fhall know, my Boys, 
| Ne’re let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 


And with that painted hope fhe braves your Mightinefs, 


Cli, | warrant you, Madam, we will make that fure; 


Speak, Brother, haft thou hurt thee with the fall ? 


‘With the difmalft object 


Lav. When did the Tygers young-ones teach the Dam? | That ever Eye with fight made Heart lament. 
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The Milk thou fuck?ft from her did turn to Mar 

Even at thy Teat thou had’ft thy Tyranny Bip 

Yet every Mother breeds not Sons alike, 

Do thou intreat her fhew a Woman pity. 
Chi. What, 

Would’ft thou have me prove my felf a Baftard ? 
Lav, ?Tis true, 


? 


Yet havel heard, O could I findit now; 

The Lion mov’d with pity, did indure 

To have his Princely. Paws par’d all away. 

Some fay, that Ravens fofter forlorn Children; 
The whi? ft their own Birds famith in their nefts : 
Oh beto methough thy hard heart fay no, 
Nothing fo kind but fomething pitiful. 

Tam. {know not what it means, away with her. 

Lav, Oh let me teach thee for my Fathers fake, 
That gave thee life, when well he might have flain thee; 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf Ears. 

Tam, Had?{t thou in Perfon ne’re offended me, 
Even for hisfake am I now pitilefs : ae 
Remember, Boys, I pour?d forth tears in vain, 
To fave your Brother from the Sacrifice, 


Therefore away with her, and ufe her as you will 
The worfe to her, the better lov’d of me. ‘ 
Lav. O Tamora, 
Be call’d a gentle Queen, 
And with thine own Hands kill mein this place. 
For tis not life that I have bege’d fo long, ’ 
Poor I was flain when Baffianus dy?d. 
Tam. What begg’ft thou then? fond Woman, let me go. 
__ av, *Tis present death I beg, and one thing more 
That Womanhood denies my Tongue to tell, rag 
Oh keep me from their worfe than kibing laft, 
And tumble me into fome loathfome Pit, 
Where never'mans Eye may behold my Body : 
Do this, and be a Charitable Murderer, 
Tam. So fhould1 rob my fweet Sons of theit Fee 
No, let them fatisfie their Luft on thee. : 
Dem. Away. 


Lav. No Grace ? 
No Woman-hood ? Ah beaftly Creature, 
The blot and Enemy to our general name, 
Confufion all 
Chi. Nay then P’le ftop your Mouth, 
Bring thou her Husband, 
This is the Hole where Aaron bid us hide him. [Exeunt, 
Tam. Farewel, my Sons, fee that ye make her fure, 


Till all the Andronici be madeaway : 
Now will I hence to feek my lovely AZvor, 
And let my fpleenful Sons this Trul deflour. 


Exit. 


Enter Aaron with two of Titus?s Sons. 


Aaron, Come on, my Lords, the better foot before, 
Straight will | bring you to the loathfome Pit, 
Where! efpied the Panther faft afleep. 

Quin, My fight is very dull what e’re it bodes. 

Mar, And mine, I promife you, were it not for fhame 
Well could I leave our fport to fleep a while, 

Quin, What, art thou fallen? 
What fubtle Hole is this, : 
W hofe Mouth is covered with Rude growing Briers, 
Upon whofe leaves are drops of new-fhed-bl 
As frefh as morning Dew diftill’d on flowers ? 
A very fatal place it feems to me: 


_ Mar, Oh Brother, 


*CCts Aar, Now } 


aot 


a nmnmnenild 
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ore, Do thou. fo much as dig the Grave for him, 
Thou know/t our meaning, look for thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree: 


a 
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ee Now will I fetch the King to find them here, 


That he thereby may-have a likely guefs, 
How thefe were they that made away his Brother. 


FEx:t Aaron. 
Mar. Why dof not comfort me and help me out, 
From this unhallow’d and blood-ftained Hole ? 
win, 1am forpriz’d with an uncouth fear, 
A chilling fweat o’re-runs my trembling, joynts, 
‘My heart fufpects more than mine eye can fee. 
Mar. To prove thou haft a true divining heart, 
Aaron and thou look down into this Den, | 
‘And fee a fearful fight of Blood and Death, 
| Quin, Agron is ZONE, )~ 
‘And my coimpaflionate heart 
Will not permit mine Eyes once to behold _,.: 
‘The thing wheréat it trembles by furmife : 
Oh tell me how itis, for he?re till now 
WasI a Child, to fear Lknow not what. 
Mar.. Lord Baffiznus lies embrewed here, 
All ona heap like to the flaughter’d Lamb, 
In this detefted, dark, blood-drinking pit. 
Quin, tf it be dark, how doit thou know.?tis he ? 
Mar. Upenhis bloody, finger he doth wear 
A precious Ring, that lightens all the Holes: 
Which like a Taper in fome Monument, 
Doth fhine upon the dead mans earthly Checks, 
And fhews the ragged intrails of the Pit: 
So pale did fhine the Moon on Pyramus, _ ae 
‘When he-by night lay bath’d in Maiden blood ; 
O Brother help me with thy fainting hand, 
If fear hatlf made thee faint, as me it hath, | 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 
As hatefukas Cocyees miftie mouth. 
Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out, 
‘Orwanting, ftrength to do thee fo much good, 
{may be plucktinto the {wallowing womb. 
Of this deeppit, poor Baffianus Grave: 
[have no ftrength to pluck thee to the brink. 
“Vor, Nor Ino ftrength to climb without thy help. 
Quin, Thy_hand once more, I will not loofe again, 
‘Till thou art here aloft, orl below: 
‘Thou can’ft not come to me, I come to thee. 


Enter the Emperour, Aaron the Moor. 


Sat. Along with me, Ile fee what hole. ishere, 
And what he is that now is leapt into it. 
Say, who art thou that yr ates defcend 
Into this gaping Hollow ofthe Earth?....; 
Mar. The unhappy Son of old Andronicus, 
Brought hither in a molt unlucky hour, 
Tofiidthy Brother Baffianusdead. — . 
Sat. My Brother dead ? I know thou do’ft but jeft, 
‘He and his Lady both are at the Lodg, 
Upon-the North*fide of this pleafant Chafe, 
>Tisnotan hour fincel left him there. 
Mar. We know not where you left him all alive, 
But out, alas, here have we found him dead. 


Enter Tamora, Andronicus, aad Lucius, 
Tam. Where is my Lord, the King ? 


Sat. Here Tamora, though griev’d with killing grief. 
Tak. Where is thy Brother Bajfianus ? 


Sat. Now’to the bottom dort thou fearch my wound, 


Poor Ba‘fianus here lies murthered.. . 6) ot. 
Tam. Then all too late Ringel fatal writ 
The complot of this timelefs Tragedy, -.; 
And wonder greatly that Man’s Face can fold 
in pleafing fmiles fuch mure erous Tyranny. 
(tet. Anis Soin 
““<""esturninus reads the Letter, 
And if we mifto meet him handfomly, i273) 
Sweet Hunt{mag, Bashanns, ts WE HiCABy io. 9 


eo iomee 


This is the Pit, and this the Elder-tree, 


| Oh wondrous thing! 
‘|! Accurfedy ifthe faults be prov’d in them iL Fall : 


| Yet let me be their bail. 


[Both fallin. 


Dyeic iss f 
Saturninea Letter. | 


Which over-fuades the mouth of that fame Pityor | 
Where we decreed to.bury Baflianuss 


| Dothis, and purchafe us thy. lafting freendsary 


Sat. Oh LTamoru, was ever heard the like ?:/ odd 


Look, Sirs, if you can find the Huntfman out, 


<n eee 


oer 


‘How eafily Marder is difcovered ? H woy dienes 
Tit. HighEmpevour, upon'my feeble Knee) 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly fhedy 197” 
‘That this fell fault of my accurfed Sons, 9) 


Sat. Iritbe prov’d? you fee itis. apparent,” ua t°¢ 

Who found this Letter, Zamora, was it yourt Hvac 
Tam, Andronicus himfelt did take it up.) 4° ste 
Tit, 1 did, myLord, dt yous 


For by my Fathers reverend Tomb I vow 
They fhall be'reddy at your Highnefs Will, > 
To as{wer their fufpition with their lives. Lua 
Sat. Thou fhalt not bail them, fee thou follow me: — i 
Some bring the murthered Body, fome the Mattherers, | 
Let them not {peak a word, the'Guilt is plain, a 
For byany Soul, were there worfeend than death, —_ | 
That end upon them fhould be executed. ee 
Tam. Andronicus, 1 willintreat the King, 
| Fear not thy Sons, they hall do well enough. 
Tit. Come Lucius, come, 
Stay not to talk with them. 


SS unt a, weet eS, fae See 


Enter the Empref?s Sons, with Lavinia, her Hands cut 
her Tongue cut out, and ravilht. 


Dem. So now go tell, and if thy tongue can fp 
Who ’twas that cut thy tongue and ravifhit thee. — 
Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meani 
And if thy ftumps will let thee play the Scribe.” 
Dem, See how with figns and tokens fhe can {co 
|. Chi, Go home, ae 
Call for fweet water, wath thy hands. i 
Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to walh, 
And fo let?s leave her to her filent walks. i 
Chi. And twere my caufe, I fhould go hang my ! 
Dem. If thou had?ft hands to help thee knit the ai 


= Ss 


Wind Horns. Enter Marcus from hunting to Lavinia. 
_| Mar. Who isthis, my Niece, that flies away fo falt: 
-Confin, a word, where isyour Husband? 
‘If Idodream, would all my wealth would wakeme 
‘TEI dowakes-fome Planet itrikeme down, 
That I may flumber in eternal fleep. 
‘Speak, gentle Niece, what {tern ungentle hands 
| Hath lop’d and hew’d, and made thy Body bare — 
| Of her two branches, thofefweet Ornaments, = |} 
‘| Whofe circling fhadows, Kings have fought tofleepim — 
‘And might hot gain fo great a happinefs ee 
~} Ashalf thy love? why do’ft not fpeak tome?’ ~ ae 
Alas, a Crimfon River of warm bisddj st fel ae 
Like toa bubling Fountain ftird with Wind, = 


t 


Se pee 


See Doth rife and fall between thy rofed lips, eres 
- + | Coming and going with thy Honey breathy "<7 


— 


Te Tragedy of Titus Andronicus. 


But fure fome Terews hath deflour’d thee, 


+} And left thou fhonid’ft detect them, cut thy Tongue 5 


Ah, now thou turn’ft away thy Face for fhame ! 
And notwithitanding all this lois of blood, 
As fcom 2 Conduit with their iffuing Spouts, 


'+ Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titans Face, 

'{ Blufhing to be encountred with a Cloud, 

| Shall | {peak for thee ? Shall I fay, ’tis fo ? 

| Obthat { knew.thy Heart, and knew the Beaft, 
'| That I might rail at him to eafe my mind. 


Sorrow concealed, like an Oven ftopt, 
Doth burn the heart to Cinders where it is. 
Fair Philomela, the but loft her Tongue, 
And in a tedious Sampler fewed her mind. 
But lovely Niece, that mean is cut from thee, 
A craftier Terexs haft thou met withall, 


| And he hath cut thofe pretty Fingers off 


OO Om 0-1 ine caematnare 


‘That coufd have better fewed than Philomel. 

Oh had the Monfter feen thofe Lilly hands 
Tremble like Afpen Leaves upon a Lute, 

And make the filken ftrings delight to kifs them, 
He would not then have toucht them for his Life. 


{Or had he heard the Heavenly Harmony, 

| Which that fweet Tongue hath made , 

| He would have dropt his Knife and fell afleep, 
| As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feet. 


Come, let us: £0, and make thy Father blind, 
For fuch a fight will blind a Father’s Eye. 
One hours ftorm will drown the fragrant Meads, 


|| What will whole Months of Tears thy Father?s Eyes ? 
- || Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee : 
| Oh could our mourning eafe thy mifery. 


[Exeunt. 


Aus Tertius. 


| Enter rhe Fudges and Senators, with Titus’s two Sons bound, 


palfing on the Stage tothe place of Execution, and Titus go- 
ing before, pleading. 


Tit, Hear me, grave Fathers, Noble Tribunes ftay, 
For pity of mine Age, whofe youth was {pent 
In dangerous Wars, whillt you fecurely ilept : 


\ For all my blood in Rome?s great quarrel fhed, 


For all the frofty Nights that { have watcht, 


| And for thefe bitter Tears, which now you fee 


Filling the aged wrinkles in my Cheeks, 
Be pitiful to my condemned Sons, 
Whofe Souk are not corrupted, as tis thought : 


| For two and twenty Sons! never wept, 


Becaufe they died in Honours lofty Bed. : 
Andronicus lyeth down, and the Fudges pafs by him. 
For thefe, thefe, Tribunes, in the duft I write 


‘| My hearts deep languor, and my Souls fad Tears: 


Let my Tears itench the Earths dry appetite, 

My Sons {weet blood will make it fhame and blufh : 

O Earth! Iwill befriend theemore withrain, [Exeunt. 
That thall diftill from thefe two ancient ruins, 


| Than youthful 4pri/ fhall with all his Showers 


In Summers drought : Ple drop upon thee ftill, 
In Winter with warm Tears le melt the Snow, 
And keep Eternal Spring-time on thy Face, 

So thou refufe to drink my dear Son’s Blood. 


Enter Lucius with his weapon drawn. 


Oh Reverend Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 
Unbind my Sons, reverfe the doom of Death, 
And let me fay (that never wept before ) 


| My Tears are now prevailing Orators. 


in, Oh Noble Father, you lament in vain, 


| The Tribunes hear you not, no man is by, 


And you recount your forrows toa Stone. 
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Lit, Ah Lucius, for thy Brothers let me plead 
Grave Tribunes, once more J intreat of you=— 
Li, My gracious Lord, no Tribune hears you fpeak. 
Tit. Why, tis no matter, Man, if they did hear. 
They would not markme: oh if they did hear, 
They would not pity me. 
Therefore I tell: my forrows bootlefs to the ftones, 
Who though they cannot anfwer my diftre(s, 
Yet in fome fort they are better than the Tribunes 
For that they will not intercept my tale ; : 
WhenI do weep, they humbly at my Feet 
Receive my tears, and fem to weep with me, 
And were they: but attired in grave weeds, 
Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe. 
A ftone is as foft Wax, 
[ribunes more hard than Stones : 
Aftone is filent, and offendeth not, 
And Tribunes with their Tongues doom men to death. 
But wherefore ftand?it thou with thy weapon drawn ? 

Lu, To refcue my two Brothers from their death, 
For which attempt the Judges have pronounc’d 
My everlafting doom of Banifhment. , 

Tit. O happy man, they have befriended thee : 
Why foolith Lucizs, do*{t thou not perceive, 

That Rome is but a Wildernefs of Tigers ? : 

Tigers muft prey, and Rome affords no prey 

But me and mine: how happy art thou then, 

From thefe devourers to be banifhed ? 

But whocomes with our Brother Marcus, here ? 
. Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 

Mar. Titus,. prepare thy Noble Eyes to weep, 
Or if not fo, thy Noble Heart to break: 

I bring confuming Sorrow to thine age. 

Tit, Will it confiime me? Let me fee it then: 

Mar. This was thy Daughter. 

Tit, Why, Adurcus, fo the is. 

Lu. Ay me, this Object kills me. 

Tit. Fainted-Hearted Boy, arife, and look upon her, 
Speak my Lavinia, what accurfed hand 7 
Hath made thee handlefs in thy Fathers fight ? 

What Fool hath added Water to the Sea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy ? 
My grief was at the height before thou camft, 
And now like Nilus it difdaineth bounds : 

Give mea Sword, Plt chop offmy hands too, 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain: 
And they have nurs’d this woe, 


In feeding Life: 
; 
1 
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In bootleis Prayer have they been held up, 
And they have ferv*d- me to effeétlefs ufe. 
Now all the Service | require of them, 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other : 
Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haft no Hands, 
For Hands to do Rome fervice, is but vain. 
Lu. Speak, gentle Sifter, who hathmartyr’d thee ? 
Mar, O that delightful Engine of her Thoughts, 
That blab’d them with fuch pleafing Eloquence, 
Is tora from forth that pretty hollow Cage, 
Where like a fweet melodious Bird it fung 
Sweet various notes inchanting every Ear. 
Luz, Oh fay thou for her, 
Who hath done this deed ? 
Mar. Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Park; 


Seeking to hide her felf, as doth the Deer 


That hath receiv’d fome unrecuring Wound. 
Tit. It was my Deer, 
And he that wounded her 
Hath hurt me more, than had he kill’d me dead : 
For now I ftand, asone upon aRock,. 
Environ’d with a Wildernefs of Sea, 
Who makes the waxing Tide 
Grow Wave by Wave, 
Expecting ever when fome envious Surgé 
Will in his brinifh Bowels fwallow him. 
*¥Cccs 
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{ , toceath my wretched Sons are gone ; 

Here ian¢smy other Son, a banifh’d man, 

And here ny Brocher weeping at my woes. 

But that which gives my Soul the greateft {purn 

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my Soul. 

Had I but feen thy Picture in this plight, 

it would-have madded me. What fhall I.do? 

Now I behold thy lively body fo ? 

Thou halt no Hands to wipe away thy Tears, 

Nor Tongue to tell me who: hath martyr’d thee ; 

Thy Husband he is dead, and for his death 

Thy Brothers arecondemn’d, and dead by this. 

Look Marcus, ah Son Lucius look on her: 

When I did name her Brothers, then frefh tears 

Stood on her cheeks, as doth the Honey dew, 

Upon a gather’d Lillie almoft withered. 5 

“Mar. Perchance fhe-weeps becaufe they kill’d her Huf- 
band. «! 

Perchance becaufe fhe knows him innocent. 

Tit. If they did kill thy Husband, then be joyful, 

Becaufe the Law hath ta’ne revenge on them. 

No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed, 

Witnefs the forrow that their Sifter makes. 

Gentle Lavinia, let me kifs thy lips, 

Or make fome figns how I may do thee eafe : 

Shall thy good Uncle, and thy Brother Lucius, 

And thou and I fit round about fome Fountain, 

Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks 

How they are ftain’d in Meadows yet not dry 

With miery flime left on them by a flood ; 

And in the Fountain fhall we gaze fo long, 

Till the frefhtafte be taken from that clearnefs, 

And made a Brine-pit with our bitter tears ry 

Or fhall we cut away our hands like thine? 

Or fhall we bite our tongues, and in dumb Shows 

Pafs the remainder of our hateful days ? 

What fhall we do? Letus that have our Tongues 

Plot fome devife of further miferies 

To make us wondred at in time to come. 

Luc, Sweet Father, ceafe your tears, for at your grief 

See how my wretched Sifter fobs and weeps. g 
Mar. Patience, dear Nicce, good Zitus drie thine 

Eyes. or ae 
Tit. Ah Adareus, Marcus, Brother, well I wot, 

Thy Napkin cannot drink a tear of ‘mine, 

For thou, poor Man, haft drown’d it with thine own. 
Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, 1 willwipe thy Cheeks. 
Tit. Mark, Adarcus, mark, I underftand her figns, 

Had fhea Tongue to fpeak, now would fhe fay 


:| That to her Brother which faid to thee. 


His Napkin with his true tears all bewet, 
Can dono fervice on her forrowful cheeks. 
Oh what a fympathy of woe is this! 
As far from help as Limbo is from Blifs. 
Enter Aaron the Moor alone. 
Moor, Titus Andronicus, my Lord the Emperor, 
‘Sends thee this word, that ifthou love thy Sons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy felf, old Titus, 
Or any one of you chop off your Hand, 
And fend it to the King: he for the fame, 
Will fend thee hither both thy Sons alive, 
And that fhall bethe Ranfom for their fault. 
Jit, Oh gracious Emperour, oh gentle Aaron, 
Didever Ravén fing fo likea Lark, 5 
That gives fweet tydings of the Suns Uprife ? 
With all my heart, Plefend the Emperour my hand, 
Good daroa wilt thou help to chopitoff? = 
Lue. Stay, Father,’ for that noble haridjof thine, 
That hath thrown dowa fo many Enemies, 


Shall not be fent: my hand. will ferve the turn. 


My youth can better fpare my Blood than you, 
And therefore mine fhall fave my Brothers lives. 
Maer. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 


‘ And rear’d aloft the bloody Battel-ax, 
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Writing deftruction on the Enemies Caftie? 
Oh none of both but are of high defert: 
My hand hath been but idle, let it ferve 
To ranfome my two Nephews from their death, 
Then have [ kept itto a worthy end. we 
Moor. Nay, come agree, whofe hand fhall goalong BF | 
For fear they die before their Pardon come. ie 
Mar. My hand fhall go. 2 ois 
Luc, By Heaven it fhall not go. 
Ti. Sirs, {trive no more, fuch wither’d herbs as 


thele 


Excogt 
Tit. Come hither, Aaron, Pie deceive them ae 
Lend me thy hand, and I willgivetheemine, § 4) 

Moor. If that be call’d deceit, I will behoneft, 
And never whiPftLlivedeceive menfo: .. 
But le deceive you in another fort, PETE i 
And that you’l fay e’re halfan hour pafs... : 


[Le cuts of Titus’ band | 
Serer: ie 


Enter Lucius and Marcus agit. 
Tit. Now ftay your ftrife, what fhall be, is difpateht: | 
Good Azron, give his Majefty my hand: ae 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him eC 
From thou/and dangers, bid-him bury it, 
More hathitmerited: Thatletithave. = 
As for my Sons, fay,] acconnt of them, --=——- 
As Jewels purchas’d at an eafie Price, 
And yet dear too, .becaufe Lbought mine own 
Aaron. | go, Andromeus, and for thy hand 
Look by and by to have: thy Sons with thee =: 
Their Heads I mean: Oh, how this:V illany 
Doth fat me with tlic very thought of it, 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for Grace, 
Aaron will have his Soul black like his Face, 
Tit. O hear, | lift this one hand up to Heaven, 7 
And bow this feeble ruine to the Earth, tie 
If any Power pities wretched tears, 
To that I call; what wilt thoukneel with me? = 
Do then, dear heart, for Heaven fhall hear our Prayers” 
Or with our fighs we?! breathe the welkin dim, ie 
And ftain the Sun with Fogg, as fometime Clouds, — 
When they dohug him in their melting bofoms. |” 
Maer, Oh, Brother, fpeak with Poflibilities, 
And do not break into thefe deep Extreams. , i 
Tit. Is not my forrow deep, having no bottom? 
Then be my paflions bottomlefs with them. 
Mar. But yet let Reafon govern thy lament. 
Tit. If there were Reafon for thefe miferies, — 
Then into limits could 1bind mywoes: = | 
When Heaven doth weep, doth not the Eartho’reflow! : 
If the windsrage, doth notthe Sea wax mad, 
Threatning the welkin with his big-fwoln Face? 
And wilt thou have a reafon for this coil? 
‘fam the Sea. Heark how her fighs do blow: 
‘She is the weeping welkin, I the Earth: 
Then mufl my Seabe moved with her fighs» 
‘Then muft my Earth with her continual tears 
‘Becomea deluge, over-flow’d and drown’d: ~ 
For why, my Bowels cannot hide her Woes, 
But like a Drunkard muft! vomit them: 
Then give me leave, for lofers will have leave, 
To eafe their Stomachs with their bitter Tongues. 


Enter a Meffenger withtwo Heads and a Hand, 4 


Mf. Worthy Andronicus, ilLart thou repay 'd,. ‘ee iB 


For that good hand thou fent’it the Emperour : 

Here ate the heads of thy.two Neble Sons, 

And here’s thy hand in {corn to-thee fent backs" - 

Thy griefs, their fports: Thy, refolution mockt, 

That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 

More than remembrance of my Fathers death; 
Mar, Now let. hot~4tua cool in Sicily, 

And be my heart in ever-burning Hell : 

| Thefe miferies are more than may be born. 


| To weep with them that weep, doth eafe fome deal, 


| But forrow. flouted at, is double death, 
~ Lue, Ah that this fight fhould make fo deep a wound, 
| And yet detefted life not fhrink thereat : 
That ever death fhould let life bear his name, 

Where life hath no more intereft but to breathe, 
| Afar. Alas poor heart, that kifSsis comforclefs, 
As frozen Water to a ftarved fnake. 

Tit, When will this fearfal {lumber have anend? 

Mar. Now farewel flattery, die Androxtens, 
| Thou doft not flumber, fee thy two Sons heads, 
Thy warlikehand, thy mangled Daughter here : 
Thy other banifht Son. with this dear fight 
Struck pale and bloodlefs, and thy Brother I, 
Even like a tony Image, cold and num. 


| Ah now no more will l controul my grief, . 


Rent off thy Silver hair, thy other hand 3 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and bethis:difmal fight 
The clofing up of our moft wretched eyes ; 


_| Now is atime to ftorm, why art thou {till ? 


Tit, Ha, ha, “ha. . 


Tit. Why. Uhave not another tear to fhed : 
Befides, this forrow is an Enemy, 
And would ufurp upon my watry eyes, 


| And make them blind with tribytary tears, 


‘Then which way thall I find Revenges Cave ? 
For thefe two Heads do feem to fpeak to me, 
And threat me, I fhall never come to blifs, 

Till all thefe mifchiefs be return’d again, 

Even in their Throats that have committed them: 
Come let me fee what task { have to do; 

You heavy people circle me about, 

That I may turn meto each one of you, 

And {wear unto my Soul to right your wrongs. 
The Vow is made, come Brother take a head, 


And in this hand the other will I bear, : 
_ | Lavinia, thou fhalt be employ’d in thefe things : 


Bear thou my hand, fweet wench, between thy teeth: 


{As for thee, Boy, go get thee from my fight, 


Thou art an Exile, and thou mutt not itay, 


| Hie to the Gorhes, and raifean Army there, 


And if you loveme, asI think you do, 
Let’s kifs and part, for we have much to do. 
Manet Lucius. 

Luc, Farewel Andronicus, my Noble Father : 
The woful’{t man that ever liv’d in Rome : 
Farewel, proud Rome, till Lucius come again, 
He loves his pledges dearer than his life : 
Farewel Lavinia, my Noble Sifter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore hait been, 
But now, nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives 

But in oblivion and hateful grief : 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs; 
And make proud Saturninus and his Emprefs 

Beg at the Gates like Tarquin and his Queen, 
Now will I to the Gothes and raife a Power, 

To be reveng’d on Rome and Saturnize, (Exit Lucius. 


A Banquer. 
Enter Andronicus, Marcus, Lavinia, and the Boy. 


4n. So; fo, now fit, and look you eat no more 
Than will preferve juft fomuch ftrength in us,. 
As will revenge thefe bitter woes of ours. . 


The Tragedy of Tits Andronicus. 


,| Marcus unknit thatfotrow-w 


Exit. 


| Wound it with fighing, Girl; kill it with groans : 


.\| Left we remember ftill that we havenone. 


| As if we fhould forget we rad no hands, 


| If Marcus did not name the word of hands? 
Mar. Why doft thou laugh? it fits not with this hour. 


| Brew’d with her dotrows, :mefh’d upon her Cheeks; 


| But I (of thefe) will wreft an Alphabet, _ 


LE xeunt. 


; reathen knot : 

Thy Niece andI ¢ pdr Creatures)! wang: ur hands 
And cannot pafhiohateour ten-fold Bric, 
With foulded Arms...) This poor tight hand of ming 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breaft, 

Who when my heart, allmad with mifery, 
Beats in this hollow prifon of my ‘fleth, 

Then thus 1 thump) it:down: i be . 
Thou Mapof ‘Woe, that thus dofttalk in figns; ~ 
When thy poor heartbeats with outragions beating’ 
Thou cantt not ftrike it thus to make it frill : 


Or get forme little knife between. thy teeth, 
And juft againft ‘thy-heart make thowa hole, 
Uhat all the tears that thy poor eyes let falk 
May ron into that fink, and foaking in, 

Drown the lamenting fool in Sea-falt tears. Bay 
“er. Fie, Brother, fic, teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her-tender life. 

4n. How now ! Has forrow made'thee doat. already ? 
Why, Marcus, no man fhould be madbutI: ... 
W hat violent. hands can fhe lay' on her life? — 
Ah, wherefore doft thou urge the name of hands}: . 
To bid eéneas tell the.tale twice Ome, +c 
tow Jrvy was burnt, and he made miferable ? 
O handle not the Theam, to talk of hands, °° 


Fie, fic, how Frantiquely I {quare my talk 


Come, let’s fall too, and gentle Girl eat this, 
Here is no drink: Heark, Adarcns, what the fays, 
I can interpret all her martyr’d figns, 

She fays, the drinks noother drink but tears 


Speechlefs complaint; OQ I will learn thy thought. 
la thy dumb action will 1 be as perfect 

As begging Hermits in their holy Prayers. 0 yas 
Thou fhalt not figh, nor hold thy ftumps to Heavén; 
Nor wink, nor ned, nor kneel, nor makea fign, 


And by ftill Practice, learn to know thy meaning." 
Boy. Good Grandfire leave thefe bitter deep Laments, 

Make my Aunt merry, with fome pleafing Tale. 

Mar, Alas, the tender Boy, in paflion mov'd, 

Doth weep to fee his Grandfires heavinels. ; 
An, Peace tender fapling, thou art made of tears; 

And tears will quickly melt thy life away. 

1 Marcus firikes the difh with a Knife. 

What doft thou ftrike at Adarcus with thy Knife ? 
Mar, At that that L have kill’d, my Lord, a Fly: 
An, Out on theesMurderer: thou kilPft my heart, 

Mine eyes are cloy’d with view of Tyranny : 

A deed of death done on the Innocent 

Becomes not 77tus Brother; get thee gone, 

[fee thou art not for my company, ; 

May. Alas, (my Lord) I have but kilPd a F ly. 
An. But, how if that Fly had a Father and Mother? 

How would he hang his flender gilded wings, 

And buz lamenting doirigs in the Air ? 

Poor harmilefs Fly, 

That with his pretty buzzing melod y3 

Came here to make us merry, 

And thou haft kilPd him. 

Mar. Pardon me, Sir, 

It was a black ill-favour’d Fly, oe ese 

Like to the EmprefsA00r, therefore! kill’d him: 
4, O,0,.0, SS 

‘Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 

For thou haft donea Charitable deed : 

Give mie thy Knife, I will infulton him, — 

Flattering my felf, as if it were the AZor, 

Come hither purpofely to poifon me. nae 

There’s for thy delf,.and that’s for Tamora, Ah firra, 


Ri larva nega neanente neni eren ah, 
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Yet | think we are not brought fo low, 

But that between us we can killa Fly, 
- That comes in likenefs of a Cole-black Moor, 

Mar. Alas poor man, grief has fo wrought in hin, 

He takes falfe fhadows for true fubftances. | 

And, Come, take away 5 Lavinia, £0 with me, 
le to thy Clofet, and go read with thee 

Sad Stories, chanced in the times of old. 

Come, Boy, and go withme, thy fight is young, 


And thou fhalt read, when mine bepinto dazle. [Exewnt. 


~ 


————————— 


Adus Quartus. 


Enter young Lucius, and Lavinia running after him, es the 
nter 


Boy flies from her with his, Books under bis Arm. 
Titus and Marcus. 


By. Help, Grandfire, help, my Aunt Lavinia 

Follows me every where, I know not why. 

Good Uncle AZarcus, fee how fwift fhe comes : 

Alas, fwect Aunt, I know not what you mean. 
Mar. Standby me, Lucius, donot fear thy Aunt. 
Tit. Sheloves thee, Boy, too well to do thee harm. 
Boy. 1, when my Father was in Rome fhe did. 

Ma, What means my Neece Lavinia by thefe figns ? 
Tit. Fear not, Lucius, fomewhat doth fhe mean : 

See, Lucius, fee, how much fhe makes of thee : 

Some whither would fhe have thee go with her. 

Ah, Boy, Cornelia never with more care 

Read to her Sons, than fhe hath read to thee, 

Sweet Poetry, and Twlles Orator: 

Canft thou not guefs, wherefore fhe’plies thee thus ?- 

Boy. My Lord, I know not, nor can I guefs, 

Unlefs fome fit or frenfie do poflefs her : 

For] have heard my Grandfire fay full oft, 

Extremity of griefs would make men mad. 

And [have read that Hecuba of Troy : 
Ran mad through forrow, that made meto fear, 
Although, my Lord, 1 know my Noble Aunt 
Loves meas dear as e’re my Mother-did, 

And would not but in fury fright my Youth, 

Which mademe down to throw my Books, and flye 

Cauflefs perhaps, but pardon me, {weet Aunt, 

And, Madam, ifmy Uncle Marcus go, 

[molt willingly attend your Lady-fhip. 

_ Mar. Lucius, \ will. a5) 

~ Tit. How now, Lavinia? Marcus, what means this ? 
Some book there is that fhe defires to fee, 

Whichisit, Girl, of thefe? Open them, Boy, 

But thou art deeper read, and better skill’d, 

Come and take choice of all my Library, 

And fo beguile thy Sorrow, till the Heavens 

Reveal the damn’d contriver of this deed: 

What Book ? / 

Why lifts fhe up her Arms in fequence thus ? 

Adar, think the means that there was more than on 
Confederate in the Fact. 1, more there was : . 
Or elfe to Heaven fhe heaves them to revenge. 

Tit. Lucius, what Book is that fhe tofleth fo? 

Boy. Grandfire, *tis Ovids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gave it me. 

Mar. For loveof her that’s gone, 

Perhaps fhe cull’d it from among the reft. 

Tit. Soft, fo bufily fhe turns the leaves. 

Help hier, what would fhe find ? Lawzia, fhallIrcad ? 

4 This is the Tragick tale of Philomel, 

And treats of Teves Treafon and his Rape, 

And Rape | fear. was root of thine annoy. 


Mar. Sce,Brother, fee, note how fhe quotes the Icaves. 


Tit. Lavinia, west thon thus furpriz’d, fweet Girl, 
Ravith'’d and wrong’d, as Philomela was, - 
Forc’d in the ruthlef, valt, and gloomy woods ? 


aad, 
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See, fee, 1 fuch a place there is, where wedid hunt, = | 
(O had we never, never hunted there) St 
Pattern’d by that the Poet here defcribes, 

By Nature made for Murders and for Rapes. ih 
Mar. O, why fhould Nature build fo foula Den, 
Unlefs the Gods delight in Tragedies ? Reals | 

Tit.Give figns,fweet Girl,for here are none butFriends | 
What Roman Lord itwasdurft do thedeed? J 
Or flunk not Saturaine, as Tarquin ert, AT 
That left the Camp to fin in Lucrece bed ? Oe 

Mar. Sit down, {weet Neece, Brother, fit down by me; | _ 
Apollo, Pallas, Fove, or Mercury, : ; is 
Infpire me that I may this Treafon find. at 
My Lord, look here, look here, Lavinia. 


He writes bis Name with his Staff, and guides it with his Feet! 
and Mouth. Bea 

This fandy Plot is plain, guide if thou canft’ 

This after me, when! have writ my Name, 

Without the help of any handatall, ©! 8 

Curft be that Heart that fore’d usto this fhift: == | 

Write thou, good Niece, and here difplay at laft, | 


What God will have difcover’d for Revenge, 


| Heaven guide thy pen to print thy Sorrows plain, - ‘nove i 


That we may know the Traytors and the Truth, i F 


| She takes the Staff in her Adouth, and guides it with her fumps, ) 


and writes. 


Tit. Oh do youread, my Lord, what fhehath writ? | 
Stupruin, Cliwon, Demetrius, > 
Mar. What, what, the luftful Sons of Tamora, 


| Performers of this hainous bloody deed ? - 


Tit, Adagni Dominator Poli, _ 
Tamienins audis foelera' tam lentus vides! ae 
Mer. Ob’calm thee, gentle Lord : Although 1 know 
There is enough written upon this Earth, pe 
To ftir 2 Mutiny in the mildeft thoughts, 

And arm the minds of Infants to exclaims. a 
My Lord, kneel down with me: Lavivia, kneel, 77 
And kneel, iweet Boy, the Roman Hettors hope, 
And {wear with me, as with the woful Peer, 
And Father of that chaft difhonoured Dame, 
Lord Funius Brutus {ware for Lucrece Rape, 
That we will profecute (by good advice) 
Mortalrevengeuponthefe Trayterous Gothes, 
And {ce their Blood, or dic with this Reproach. 
Tit. ?Tis fare enough, and you knew how. 
But if you hunt thefe bear-whelps, then beware 


| The Dam will wake, and if fhe wind you once, 


She’s with the Lion deeply ftillin league, — 
And lulls him whilft the playeth on her back, 
And when he fleeps will fhe do what the lift. 
Youarea young Huntfman, Adarews, let italone: 
And come, I will go get a leaf of Brafs, ; 
And witha Gad of Steel will write thefe words, 
And lay itby: theangry Northern wind. . 
Will blow thefe Sands like Sybils leaves abroad, 
And where’s your Leflon then ? Boy. what fay youl - 
Boy. | fay, my Lord, that if 1 were a Man, 
Their Mothers Bed-chamber fhould not be fafe, 
For thefe bad Bond-men tothe yoak of Rome. 
Mar.1, that’s my Boy, thy Father hath full oft 
For his ungrateful Country done the like. 
Boy, And, Uncle, fo will L, and if Live. 
Tit. Come,.go with me into mine Armory 
Lucius Pile fit thee, and withall, my Boy 
Shall carry from me tothe Emprefs Sons, 
Prefents that I intend tofend them both, is 
Come, come, thoult do thy Meflage, wilt thou not? = | 
Boy. I, with my Dagger in their Bofome, Grandfire- re 
Tit. No, Boy, not fo, Ple teach thee another Courfe, i: 
Lavinia, come ; Marcus, look to my Houfe, on 
Lucius and Vie go brave itat the Court, 


hough 


kneel 


| But yet fo juft, that he will not revenge, 


I marry will we, Sir, and well be waited on. 
Mur. O Heavens, can you hear a good Man groan, 
‘And not relent, or not compaflion him ? 


| Adarcus attend-him in his extafie, 


‘That hath more ‘{cars of Sorrow in his Heart, 
Than Foe-mens marks upon his battered Shield, 


/Revenge the Heavens for old Ax romens. 


Weapons, and Verfes mret npon then, 


Chi. Demetrius, heres the Son of Lucius, 
He hath fome meflage to deliver us. ASIN 
Aur, 1, fomemad Meflage fromhis mad Grandfather. 
Boy. My Lords, with all. the hambleneds Lmay, 
| gteet your Honours from Andronicus, 
And pray the Roman Gods confound you both, 
Dem. Gramercy lovely Lucius, what’s the News? 
Boy. For Villains mark’d with Rape. May itpieafe you, 
My Grandifire, well advis’d hath fent by me, 
The goodlieft Weapons of bis Armory, 
To gratifie your Honourable Youth; 
The hope of Rome, for fo he bad me fays 
And fo ldo, and withhis gifts prefent ; 
Your Lordfhips, whenever you have nced, 
You may be armedand appointed well, 
and fol’ leave youboth, like bloody. Villains. 
Dem. What’s here, a Scrole, and written round about 
Let’s fee. 
Integer vite foeleri{que purus, non eget Maurs paoulis pec 
» AV CH. i : 
Chir. Otisa. Verfe in Horace, 1 know it well: 
[read it in the Grammar long! ago. Anes 
Moor. Ljalt, a Verfe in Horace: right, you haveit, 
'Now what a thing itis tobe.an Afs ? i 
iere’s no found jelt, th?old Man hath found their Guilt, 
And fends the. Weapons, wrapt about with Lines. 
That wound (beyond their feeling) to the quick: , 
But were our witty Emprefswella foot, ’ 
She would applaud Azdronicus conceit : 
‘But let her reft, in her unreft a while. 


pte « 
| And now, young Lords, was’t not:ahappy Star 
‘Led us to Rome ftranget'’s , aiid more than fo, 


Captives, to be advane’d te'this height ? 
It did me good 5. before the Palace Gate 
To brave the Tribune in his Brothers hearing. 
Dem. But me'mére good, tofee fogreat aLordi 
Bafcly infinuate, andiend us gifts. 
~AMoor, Had he not reafon,. Lord Demetrius? 
Did you not ufe his Daughter very friendly ? 
Dem, 1 would! we had a thoufand Reman Dames 
At facha bay, by turn to ferve our Luft. 
Chi. A charitable wilh, and fallof Love. 
Moor. Here lacks but your Mothet for to fay; Amen: 
Chi. And that would fhe for twenty thoufand more. 
Dem. Come, let us go, and pray to all the Gods 
‘For our beloved Mother in her pains. 
| Moor. Pray tothe Devils,the Gods have given us over. 
- PF lourifh. 
Dem. Why do the Emperours Trumpets flourifh: thus ? 
Chi, Belike for joy the Emperour bath aSon. 
Dem. Soft, who comes here;? 


: 


Enter Narfe with .ablack-a> Moor Child. 


_ Nucfe. Good morrow, Lords tic - 

O telime, did you fee Aaron the Moon? > 2x): 
Aaron, Well, more ov lefs, or ne’re'a whit at all, 

Here Azromis, and what with Aaron now 2) yo. 

| Nurfe. O.gentie Aaron, we aneall undone. ; 

Now help, or-woe betide thee evermore: ib vw2 +. \ 

Aaron. Why, what a Catcrwalling doit thoukeep? 


— (ea 
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[ Exeunt. 


Exit, 


‘Enter Aaron, Chiron, avd Demetrius atone Door: aid. at 
another Door young Luciusand: another, with a bundle of 


| Amongft the -faiveft bregders of our clime, 


[Exits |} 


What doft thou wrap and fumblein thine Arms? — 
_ Nurfe, O that whieh; l would hide. from Heavens Eye | 
Our Emprefs’s thame, »and ftately Romes difgrace. : 
She is delivered, -Lerds, fhe is delivered. : 
| Aaron..To whom?) 25) \ 1 
» odVurfe. 1 mean, the isbrought to.bed ? 
Aaron, Well, God give her good,reit, 
‘What hath he fent:her,?: soll 
Nurfe. A Devil, felt wows. 26 obJ0: ) 
4ar, Why thea the isthe DevilsBam : a joyful iffue, 
Wurfe. A joylefs dismal, black and:fortowful iffue 
Here is the Babe,-asdoathfome,as.a Toad, 1 


/The Emprefs,fendsjit;thee,.. thy ftansp, thy Seal. 
And.bids thee Chriften it with thy feyccers poll 


| Sweet blowfe, _ you af@@ubeauteous bloflom ture. 
Dem. Villain, what haft thoudanes?: -) J 
Astron, That iwhich thou,can’f notundo. 

Chi. Thou haftadGneour Mothers: 


jAccurit the off {pring of fo fou) a: Fiends. 
Chi. {t fhallinot hives. sw Inches 
Aaron, Xt fhall-net: dye: vs WO 
| Aaron. What, mult it, Ware? Then let no man but 4 
}Do Exccutiod da mydlethiand blood... ‘ 
|__Den. Vie broach the Fadpole Onsmy Rapiers point ; 
Nurfe, give it me, my Sword thalkfeon difpatch its!) SF 
Aaron: Sooner this-Sword fhalk plough thy Bowels:up, - 
Stay murtherous Villainss:will you kill your Brother ? >< 
Now by the burning Tapers of. the Sky, 
That thone fo brightlyawhen thisBoy was got, 
He dies upon my: Semitars fharp. paint, 
That touches this iny firft-bori Sopand.Heir.: .. 
I tell you, younglings,:mot Eieebadus, i,’ 
With all his threatnizig: band. of Typhons brood, 
‘Nor Great Alcidespinor-the Godof War, : ~ 
Shalh feize this:ptey out of:his,Fathers, Hands ; .. 
What, what, ye fanguine, fhallow-hearted Boys, 
Ye whité-lim’dhWalls; ‘ye Ale-houfe painted Signs, 
‘Cole-black is better than anether hie : 
In that it fcorns:to-bear another ‘hue; 
'For all the Water. imthe Ocean 
‘Can never turncthe Swans black legs to-white, 
‘Although fhe lave themshourly in the. Fiood. 
Teil the Emperefs from me, 1 am of age 
'To keep mineown, excufe it how fhe can. 
Dem, Wilt thouibetray.thy Noble Miftrefs thus ? 
Aaron. My Miftrefs is my Miftrefs ::this, my felf, 
The Vigour, and the Picture of my Youth: 
This, before allthe World. dol prefer, 
This, ‘maugre all the. World, will keep fafe, 
Or fome of you fhall fmoke for it in Rome, 
Dem, By this our Mother is for ever fham’d. 
Chis: Rome will defpife her for this foul efcape. 


Chi. 1 blufh to think: upon thislgnominy. : daa: 

Aaron. Why there’s the priviledge your beauty bears : 
Fie treacherous huey that will betray with blufhing _ ~ ; 
The clofe enacts and:counfels of the Heart : 
Here’s a young Lad fram’d of another Jeers ry 
Look how the black Slave finiles upon’ the Father 5" °° 7 
As who fhould fay, old Lad-Tamthineown. 
He is your Brother, Lords, fenfibly fed» i “4 © 
Of that felf-blood that firft gave life to.you, ” 
‘And from that Womb where you imprifoned were, 
‘He isinfranchifed and come'to light +9” * 
‘Nay, heis your Brothet by the furer fide, 
Although my Seal.be ftamped in his Face: ' 
| Nurfe. Aaron, what {hall | faywnto the Emprefs ? 
| Dem, Advife thee; Aaron, what-is to be done, 
\And we will all fubferibeto thy advice: 
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Aaron, Ouvyou Whiere,.is black:fo bafe.a tue? >. “ |) 


__ Dem. Ard-therdinghellithDog, thou haft undone—— 
Woe to her chaneey ‘and damn’d herdoathed choice, 


NRF sit 
AF ait 


a] 
oi 4 


Nurfe. Aaron, sit mult, the Mother wills tit fos, 02} 


Nur. The Emperour in his rage willdcom her Death, — | 


a yar arent 
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Save thou the Child, fo we may all be fafe. On him that thus doth Tyrannize o’re me, ; 
Aaron, Then fit we down, and let us all confult. Go get you gone, and pray be careful all, p) amt 

My Son and! will have the wind of you : And leave you not a manof War unfearch’d, ; = | 

Keep there, now. talk at pleafure of your fafety. ' | This wicked Emperour may have fhipt her hence, ae. 
Dem. How many women faw this Child of his ? And Kinfmen then we may go pipe for Juftice. ie 
Aaron.Why fo, brave Lords;when we all joyn inleague,| — AZar. O, Publius, is not this a heavy cafe 

Jam aLamb: but if you brave the AZoor, To fee thy Noble Uncle thus diftract ? || ae 
The chafed Boar, the Mountain Lionefs, Pub, Therefore, my Lord, it highly us concerns f 9” 
The Ocean fwells not fo as Aaron ftorms : By Day and Night t’attend him carefully : > an 
But:fay again, how many faw the Child ? And feed his humour kindly as we may, 1 oar 

Narfe. Cornelia the Midwife, and my felf, Till time beget. fome careful remedy. a 
‘And none elfe but the delivered Emprefs. Mar. Kinfmen, his Sorrows are paft remedy, ; oe u 
Aaron. The Emprefs, the Midwife, and your felf, Joyn with the Gorhs, and with revengeful War, | 
Two may keep Counfel, whenthethird’saway: Take wreak on Rome for this Ingratitude, te le 
Goto the Emprefs, tell her, this! faid, (He kills ber. | And Vengeance on the Traytor Saturnine, fo Wi 
Week, week, focriesaPig prepar’d to th’ Spit. Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my Matters, ae 
Dem. What mean’ft thou, Aaron ? What haveyou met with her? aa ee 
Wherefore did’ft thou this? Pub, No, my good Lord, but Pluto fends you word, | 
Aaron. O Lord, Sit, tis a’deed of Policy : If you will have revenge from Hell, you fhall ; - | 
Shall fhe live to betray this Guilt of ours? ; Marry for Juftice fhe is fo imploy’d, tee | 
| A long-tongu’d babling Goffip ? No, Lords, no: He thinks with Youve in Heaven, or fomewhereele; } © 
And now beit known to you my full intent. So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time. | 
‘Not far, one Adulitens,' my Country-man, Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays, 
His Wife but yefternight was brought to Bed, P’le dive into the burning Lake below, 
His Child is like to her, fair as you are : And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 
Go pack with him,and give the Mother Gold, Marcus, we are but Shrubs, no Cedars we, d 
And tell them both the circumftance ofall, No big-bon’d-men, fram?d of theCyclopsfiz, § | i 
And how by this their Ghild thall be advane’d, _> | But Metal, Marcus, Steel tothe very back, 
And be received forthe Emperour’s Heir, Yet wrung with wrongs more than our Backs can bear. 
And fubftituted in the place of mine, | . | And fith there’s no Juftice in Earth nor Hell, 
To calm this tempeft whirling in the Court, We will folicit Heaven, and move the Gods 
And let the Emperour dandle him for his own. _ | To fend down Juftice for to wreak our wrongs : 
1 Hark ye, Lords, ye fet I have given her Phyfick, .-» | Come tothis Gear, you are a good Archer, AZarcus, 
And you muft needs beftow her Funeral, : LHe gives them the Arroms,) 
The Fields are near, and-you are gallant Grooms: < |» | 4d Yovem, that’s for you: heread Apollonem, fe 
This done, fee that .you take no longer Days vit» | Ad Martem, that’s for my felf, N \ 
But fend the Midwife prefently to me... Here Boy, toPalas, here to Afercury, -- ay 1 
The Midwife and the Nurfe wellmade away, To Saturnine, to Caius, not to Saturnine, or 
Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleafe..:  %:- © |'You wereas good to fhoot againft the Wind. 
Chi. Aaron, fee thou wilt not truftthe-Air with fecrets.| To it, Boy, Adarcus, loofe when I bid - He 
_ Dem, For this care of Tamora, ay TEI Of my word, I have written to effect, 4 i 
Her felf, and hers arehighly bound to thee. © {[Exewnr.| There’snota God left unfolicited. ; . 
Aaron, Now to the Gorhs, as fwift.as Swallow flies, _ Mar. Kinfmen, thoot all your fhafts into the Court, 
There to difpofe this treafure in mine Arms, © 1 ‘We will affli& the Emperonr in his Pride. 
And fecretly to greet the Emprefs Friends : 2s Tit. Now Matters, draw, Oh well faid, Lucius : 
Come on you thick-lipt-flave, I’Je'bear you hence, « « | Good Boy in Virgo’s lap, giveit Pallas. 
For it is yowthat puts us to our fhifts : Mar. My Lord, I aima Mile beyond the Moon. 
-Ple make you feed on Berries,-and on Roots, » ‘| Your Letter is with Fupiter by this. 
‘And feed on Curds, and Whay, and fuck the Goat, Tit. Ha, ha, Publius, Publius, what haft thou done? 
And Cabinin aCave, andbring youup).—, ” See, fee, thou haft thot off one of Zaurus’s Horns. 
‘Tobea Warriour, and command a Camp. (Exit. Mar. This was the fport, my Lord, when Publius tho 
. PESO Sts i... ..\1-The Bull being gall’d, gave -4ries facha knock, | 
Enter Titus, old Marcus young Lucius, ad other Gentle- | That down fell both the Rams Horns in the Court, 
men with Bows, and:'T eas eavs the Arrows with Letters| And who fhould find them but the Emprefs Villain: 
on the end of thems She laugh’d, and told the Moor he fhould not chufe 
priaper ree tet 30! af But give them to his Mafter for a prefent. 
Tit. Come, Marcus, come Kinfmen, this isthe way. Tit. Why there it goes, God give your Lordhhip joy: 

‘Sir'Boy,. now let mefee your Archery, 

‘Look ye draw home enough, and ’tis there ftraight : 
Terras Aftreareliquit; be youremembred, Adarcus, 
She’s gone, fhe’sfled, Sirs, take you to your Tools, Tit. News, News from Heaven. 

You, Coufins, fhall go found the Ocean: Marcus, the Pott is come. - 

And caft your Nets, haply you may find her inthe Sea, | Sirrah, what tydings, have you any Letters ? | 
Yet there’s.as little Juftice as at Land: Shall I have Juftice, what fays Fupiter ? Bee 
No Publius and Sempronius, you muft do it, Clow. Ho the Gibbet-maker, he faysthat he hath taken 
’Tis you muft dig with Mattock and with Spade, them down again, for the Man muft not be hang’dtill the 
And pierce the inmoft Center of the Earth : next Week. P 

‘Then when you come to Pluto’s Region, Tit. Tut, what fays Jupiter, I ask thee ? 
I pray you to deliver him this Petition, Clow. Alas, Sir, 1 know not Jupiter 
Tell him it is for Juftice, and for Aid, [ never drank with him in all my Life. 
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Enter the Clown with a Basket and two Pidgeons, 
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And that it comes from old Andronicus, Tit. Why Villain, art not thou the Carrier ? 

Shaken with forrows in ungrateful Rome, _ | Clow. 1, of my Pidgeons, Sir, nothing elfe. 

Ah, Rome! Well, well, Imade thee miferable, ‘Tit. Why, did?ft thon not come from Heaven ? + 

W hat time I threwthePeoplesSuffrages; _ | Clow, From Heaven? Alas, Sir, I never.came there, od "E* 
hig © 


| Life. 


young days. Why lam going with my Pidgeons to the 


y Uncle, and oneof the Emperials Men. 


(Oration, and let him deliver the:Pidgeons tothe’ Empe- 
‘rour from you. 

i Tit. Tell me, -can you 
iperour with a Grace? 
| Clw.Nay,truly, Sir, 1 could never fay Gracein all: my 


deliver an Oration to the Em- 


| Tit. Sireah, Come hither, make no moreado, . 
But give your Pidgeons to the Empzrour. 
By me thou fhalt-have Jufticeat his Hands. 
‘Hold, hold, meain ‘while here’s Money for thy Charges. 
‘Give mea Pen and Ink. © 
'sirrah, can yotl with a Grace deliver a Supplication ¢ 
Clow. J, Sir. * 
| Tite Then here isa Supplication for you, and when you 
‘come to him)¥at the firft approach you muft kneel, then 
kifs his Foot,then deliver up your Pidgeons, and then look 
for your reward: le be at hand,Sir, fee you do it bravely. 
Clow. 1 warrant you, Sir, let me alone. 
Tit. Sirrah, haft thoua Knife ? Come let me fee it. 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the Oration, 
For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant, 
And when thou haft given it the Emperour, 
Knock at my Door, and tell me what he fays. 
Clow. Ood-be with you, Sir, I will. 
Tit. Come, AZarcus, let us go, Publius follow me. 

; [Exeunt. 
} Enter Emperour and Emprefs, and her two Sons, the Emperoury 
brings the Arrows in bis hand, that Vitus {hot at him. 

Sat. Why Lords, 
What wrongs arc thefe ? was ever feen j 
| An Emperour ii Xome thus over-born, 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for the exteat 
} Of equal Juftice, us’d in fuch contempt ; 
| My Lords, you know the might’ful Gods, 
| (However thefe difturbers of our Peace 0. 
Buz in the Peoples Ears) there nought hath paft, 9 
| But even with Law againft the wilfull Sons 
Of old Axdronicus. And what and if 
} His Sorrows have fo over-whelm’d his Wits, 


? 


it’ | Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 


}His fits, his frenzy, and his bicternefs? 

| And now he writes to Heaven for his redrefs. 

See, heres to Fove, and this to AZercury, 

This to Apollo, this tothe God of War: _ 

Sweet fcrowls toflie about the ftreets of Rome : 

What’s this but Libelling againit the Senate, 

And blazoning our injaftice every where ¢ 

| Agoodly humour, is it not, my Lords? 

1 As who wou'd fay, in Rome no juftice were. 

But if| live, his feigned Extafies 

Shall be no fhelter to thefe outrages : 

| But heand his fhall know, that Jultice lives 

| In Saturninus health, whom if he ileep, 

| He'll fo awake,as hein fury fhall 

Cut off the proud’it Confpirator that lives. 

Tam My gracious Lord, my lovely Saturnine, 

Lord of my life, Commander of my thoughts, 

Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus age, 

Tiveffects of Sorrow for his valiant Sons, 

Whoft lof hath piere’d him deep, and {carr’d his Heart 5 

And rather comfort his diftrefled plight, 

Than profecute the meaneft orthe beft 

For thefe contempts) Why thus it fhall become 

| High witted Tamora to glofe with all : 

But Titus, 1 have touch’d thee to the quick, 

Thy life-bloed on’t : if Aaron now be wife, 

| Then is all fafe, the Anchor’s in the Port. 
Enter Clown. 

How now, good Fellow, wouldit thou fpeak 


with us? - 


The Tragedy of Titus Andionicus. 
God forbid I fhould bé fo bold to prefs to Heaven inomy 
Tribunal Plebs,'to také tip a matcer-of brawl, betwixt | 


Mar. Whys'Sir, that is-as fit’as can be toferve for your ]) 


‘Of High refolved men, bent to the fpoyl 
, Vhey hither march amaio, under the conduct 
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Clow. Yea forfooth, and your Milterthip be Emperial. 
Yam, Emprefs lam, but yonder fits the Emperour 
Cio, *Tis he: God and Saint, Stephen give you Sopiie’en 

i have brought youe Hetter}-and a couple of Pidgeous here. 

{ He reads the Letter. 

S4ts:.GO» take,him away, and hang-him prefently. 
Clow, How much Money mutt L have ? ‘ 
dam, Come, Sirrah, thou mult be hang’d. 
_ Clow. Hangrdf-by, Lady, then Ihave brought up a 

Neck toa fair end. +t [Exc 

Sat. Defpighttul and intolerable wrongs, ) 

Shail [ endure this Monitrous Villany ? 

. Know fremwhence this, fame device proceeds : 

May this be born 2 As ifhis Trayterous Sons 
Phat dy?d by Law for Marther of our Brother 

Have by my means been butcher’d wrongfully ? 

Go, drag the Villain hither by the Hair, 

Nor Age, nor tlonour, thall fhape priviledge : 

For this proud mock, ' le be thy Slaughter-man : 

Sly frantick wretch, that bolp’it to make ne great 

In hope thy {elf thould govern Rome and me. : 

Enter Nuntius Aimilius. 
Sat, What News with thee, e4 ulus ? 

ee e4mil. Arm my Lords, Rome never had more caufe, 

The Gorbs haveigathey’d head, and-with.a Power 


Of Lucius, Sonto old Andronicus : 

W he threats in courfe of this revenge to do 

As much as ever Corjolanus did. 

Sat, Is warlike Lucius Gcreral of the Goths ? 
Thefe tydings nip me, andI lang the head 
As Flowers with Froft, or Grafs beat down with Storms. 
1, now begin our forrows to approach, 

Tis he the common.peaple love fo much, 

My felf hath often heard them fay, 

( When I haye. walked like a private man) 

That Lucius banilhment. was wrongfully, 

And they have wilh’d, that Lucius were their Emperour. 
Zam,. Why lhould you fear ? Isnot our City ftrong ? 
Sat. 1, bat the Citizens favour Lucius, 

And will revolt fromme, to fuccour him. 

Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy Name. 
Isthe Sun dim’d, that Gnats do file in it ? 

The Eagle fuffers little Birds to fing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby, 

Knowing that with the fhadow of his Wings, 

Hecanat pleafure flint their melody. 

Even fo mayit thou, the giddy men of Rome ; 

Then cheer thy fpirit, for know, thou Emperour, 

{ will enchant the old dndronrcus, 

With words more {weet, and yet mote dangerous 

Than baits to: fifh, or-honey ftalks to iheep, 

When as the one is wounded withthe bait, 

The other rctted with delicious Food. 

Kwg. But he will not intrcat his Son for us. 

Tam, tf Tamora intreat him, then he will, 

For J can fmooth and [Il his aged Ear 

With golden promifes, that were his Heart 

Almott impregnable, his old ears deaf, 

Yet fhould both Ear and Heart obey my Tongue. 

Gothou beforeto our Embafladour, 

Say, that the Emperour requefts a parly 

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 
Kinz, -Amilius, do this meflage Honourably, © 

Andif he itand on Hoftage for his fafety, 

Bid him demand what pledge will pleafe him beit. 
c4mil. Your bidding fhali ldo effsctually. 
Tam, Now willl to that old Andronicus, 

And temper him with all the Art 1 have, 

To pluck proud Leciks from the warlike Goths, 

And now, {weet Emperour, be blithagain, 

And bury all thy Fear in my Devices. 

. Sat-Then go fucceflantly and plead for him. 


[Exit. 


L Exit, 
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Actus Quintus. 


Enter Lucius with an Army of Gothes, with Drum and 
Souldiers. 


Lu, Approved Warriours, and my faithful Friends, © 
I have received Letters from Great Kome,'- 
Which fignifies what hatethey bare their Emperour, 
And how defirous of our fight they are. 
Therefore; great Lords, be as your Titles witnefs, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any {cathe, 
Let him make treble fatisfaction. 
Goth. Brave flip, fprung fromthe Great Andronicus, 
Whole Name was once our Terror, now our Comfort, 
Whofe high Exploits; and honourable Deeds, 
Ingratefal Rome requites with foul contempt : 
Be bold in us, we'll follow where thou lead?ft, 
Like ftinging Bees inhotteft Summers day, 
Led by their Mafter to the flowred Fields, 
And be aveng’d on curfed Tamora. 
Omn, And as he faith, fofay we all with him. 
Lu. \ humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 
But who comes here led by a lulty Goth? 


Enter a Goth leading Aaron with his Child in his arms.» 


Goth. Renowned Lucits, from our Troops ! ftraid> 


To gaze upon a ruinous Monafterys° 9) °* 3 
Andaslearneftly did fix mine Eye na 
Upon the wafted building, fuddenly sagen 
[heard a Child cry underneath a-wall: | 
I made unto the noife, when foont heard, 
The crying Babe controll’d with this difcourfe : 
Peace, Tawny Slave, 
Did not thy Hue bewfay whofe Brat thou art, 
Had Nature lent thee but thy Mothers look, 
Villain, thou mighvft have been an Emperour. « 
But where the Bulland Cow are both Milk-white, 
They never do beget a Cole-black Calf. 
Peace, Villain, peace, (even thus he rates the Babe) 
For I mutt bear thee to atrufty Gorh, 
Who when heknows thou art the Emprefs Babe, 
| Willhold théedearly for thy Mothers fake. ~ 
With this, my Weapon drawnT rufht upon him, 
Surprizd him faddenly, and brotght him hither, 
To ufes as you think needful of the Man. 
Lu, Ohworthy Goth, this is the incarnate Devil, 
Thatrobb’d Andronicus of his good hand : 
This is the Pearl that pleas’d your Emprefs’s Eye, 
And here’s the bafe Fruit of his burning Luft. 
Say, wall-ey’d Slave, whither would’ft thou convey 
This growing Image of thy Fiend-like Face ? 
Why doft not fpeak ? what deaf? no! Nota word ? 
A Halter, Souldiers, hang him onthis Tree, 
And by his fide his Fruit of Baftardy. 
Aaron, Touchnotthe Boy, he is of Royal blood. 
Lu, Too like the Syre for ever being good. 
Firft hang the Child, that he may fee it fprall, 
A fight to vex the Fathers Soul withal. : 
Aaron, Getmea Ladder, Lucius, fave the Child, 
And bear it from meto the EmprefS: : 
if thou do this, Vle fhew thee wondrous things, 
That highly may advantag: thee to heat 3 
if thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
Ple fpeak no more: but Vengeance rot you all. 
Lu. Say 01 1 
Thy Child fha'l live, and will fee it Nourifh’d. 
_ Aaron. Antifitp 
_ \>y will vex th Soul to hear what | fhall fpeak : 
For! muft tel © Murthers, Rapes, and Maflacres, 
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half me,. and half thyDam, * ' 


a 
and if itpleafe me, which thou fpeak ft 


eafe thee ? why aflure thee, Lucius, 


Aéts of Black-night, abominable Deeds, :.,.... ‘high 
Complots of Michief, Treafon, Villanies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteoufly, perform’d,..\ 
And this fhall all be buried by my deathy.4,. 
Unlefsthou fwear tome my Child fhall live, _ 
Lu. Telkon thy mind, mid tob | 
I fay thy Child hall live. ‘od ae 
Aaron; Sweat that he fhall, and then! will begin, - 
Lu. Who fhould I {wear by ? B12 8 te 
Thou beliceveftno God, vie win. ve ee 
That granted, how can?{t thou believe anOath? 
Aaron, What if I do not,.as indeed.I-do ae 


- 


Yet for I know thou art Religious, ..-5i9 
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Which | have feen thee careful toobferves...9.. 9 
Therefore I urge thy Oath, for that Iknow,, i 
An Idiot holdshis Bauble for a God, Al a 
And keepsthe Oath, which by that God-he fwears, | 
Tothat leurgehim: therefore thonfhaltvow, . . } 
By that fame God, what God foe’re it be, i Seed S 
That thon adoreft and haftin reverencesjrn. 0 4 
Tofave my Boy, nourifh and bring himup, =. ,_ | 
Or elfe | willdifcover nought to thee: 5 5 J 
Lu. Even by my. God I {wear to thee, I will, sit 
Aaron, Firtt know thou, bees Ded o 
I begot him on thy Emprefs. ed pond 
Lu. Oh moft infatiate luxurious Woman! | 
Aaron, Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of Charity, | 
To that which thou fhalt hear of me anon, 490) 
> Twas hér two Sons that murdered Baffianus, i 
They cut thy Sifters Tongue, and Ravilht her, 
And cut her Hands off, and trimm’d her as thou faw'. 
Lu. Ohdeteftable Villain! io. k ee 
Call’ft thou that trimming ? ; “f 
‘Aaron. Why fhe was waht, and cut, and trimmtd 
And ’twas trim {port for them that had the doing} 
Lu. Oh barbarous beaftly Villains like thy felf 
Aaron. Indeed, | was their Tutor to inftruct t 
That Codding Spirit had they from their Mother, 
As fureaCard;' as ever won the Set : ; 
That bloody mind I think they learn’d of me, 
As true a Dog as ever fought at Head. 
Well, let my Deeds be witnefs of my worth: 
I train’d thy Brethren to that guileful Hole, 
Where the dead Corps of Bajfianus lay. 
I wrote the Letter that thy Father found, 
And hid the Gold within the Letter mention’d. | — 
Confederate with the Queen, and her two Sons, - ts 
And what not done that thou haft caufetorues 
Wherein I had no ftroke of Mifchief init. 
| plaid the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 
And when! had it, drew my felf apart, di vibes 
And almoft broke my Heart with extream laughter. 
I pried me through the Grevice of a Wall, ne i 
When for his Hand, -he had his two Sons Heads, 
Beheld his Tears, and laugh’d fo heartily, 
That both mine Eyes were rainylike to bis: 
And when I told the Emprefs of this fport, ae 
She fwooned ‘almoft at my pleafing Tale, ah 
And for my tydings, gaveme twenty kifles. 
Goth. What canft thou fay all this, and never blufh 
Aaron. 1, likeablack Dog, asthe faying is | 
Lu. Artthoynot forry for thefe hainous deeds? 
Aaron, 1, thati had not done a thoufand more. — 


arty |) 


mae 


” 


EvennowlI curfetheday, and yet I think 
| Few come within the compa(s of my Curfe, 
| Whereint:did- not fome Notorious ill, HAs 
| As killa Man, or elfe devife his death, 

Ravith a Maid, or plot the way todoity |. 
| Accufefome innocent, and forfwear my felfy. 
| Set deadly Enmity between two Friends, — — 
Make poor Mens Cattle break their N acks.— 
Set Fire on Barns and Hay-ftacks inthe night, = 
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And bid the Owners quench them with their tears’: 
Oft have I'digg’d up dead men from their Graves, 
And fet them upright at their dear Friends Doors, 
‘Even when their forrow almoft was forgot, 
/And on their Skins, ason the Barque of Trees, 
Have with my Knife carved in Roman Letters, 
‘Let not your forrowdye, though I am dead. 
‘Tut, I have done a thoufand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a Fly, 


Cai And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 

8 | But that I cannot do ten thonfand more. 

4 Luc. Bring down the Devil, for he muft not dye 

‘ So {weet a death, as Hanging, prefently. 

ie Aaron, If there be Devils, would I were a Devil, 

4 To live and burn in everlafting Fire, 

t _ |S$o1 might have your company in Hell, 

‘| | Bat to torment you with my bitter Tongue. 

iy Luc. Sirs, {top his Mouth, and let him fpeak no more. 
i 

‘4 Enter FEmilius. 

q 


Goth, My Lord, thete isa Meflenger from Rome 
th Defires to be admitted to your Prefence. 
Luc. Let him come near. 
Welcome, emilius, what’s the News from Rome ? 
a Ami. Lord Lucits, and you Princes of the Goths, 
| The Roman Emperour greets you all by me, ’ 
_ | And for he underftands you are in Arms, 


it | He cravesa Parly at your Fathers Houfe, 

iil | Willing you to demand your Hoftages, 

0 And they fhall be immediately delivered. 

i, Goth, What fays our General ? 

rit Luc, -#milius, let the Emperour give his Pledges 
ai | Unto my Father, and my Uncle Azireus, 

And we will come: March away, [ Exeunt. 
and th Enter Tamora, and her two Sons difeuis'd. 
ch Tam, Thus in this ftrange and fad Habiliments, 
gaudti | L will encounter with Andronicus, 
oy | And fay, 1am Revenge fent from below, 

, To joyn with him and right his heinous Wrongs: 
sy, | Knock at his Study where they fay he keeps, 
"| To ruminate {trange Plots of dire Revenge, 
\ Tell him Revenge is come to joyn with him, 
(th | And work Confufion on his Enemies. 
Ho They knock, and Titus opens his Study Door. 
| |. Tit. Who doth moleft my Contemplation ? 
Vs ic your trick to make me ope the Door, 
cil” | That fo my fad Decrees may fly away, 
ti) And all my Study-be to no effect ? 
i | You are deceiv’d, for what I mean to do, 
th | See’ here in bloody Lines I have fet down: 
i; | And what is written fhall be executed. 
th . | Tam. Titus, 1 am come to talk with thee. 
gil” | Tit, Nonotaword : how can grace my talk, 
jv, | Wanting a Hand to give it Adtion ? 
wi” | Thou haft the odds of me, therefore no more. 
il Tam. If thou- did’ft know me, 
oi | Thou wonld’it talk with me. 
th Tit. Yam not mad, I know thee well enough, 
jf, | Witnefsthis wretched ftump, 
js | Witnefs thefe Crimfon lines, 
g® | Witnefs thefe Trenches made by grief and care, 
fyi?” Witnefs the tyring Day, and heavy Night, 
i 3’ | Witnefs all Sorrow, that I know thee well 
jg? | For our proud Emprefs, mighty Tamora : 
ij _ | ts not thy coming for my other Hand ? 
w Tam, Know thou, fad man, I ath not Tamora, 
, She is thy Enemy, and I thy Friend, 
Lam Revenge, fent from the infernal Kingdom, 
; Toeafe the gnawing Vulture of thy mind ; 
i By working wreakful vengeance on thy Foes: 
“1 Come down and welcome me to this worlds light, > 
a | Confer with me of Murder and of Death, 
th 
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_| Ple find fome cunning Practice out of Hand 


| Good Murder, ftab him, he’s'a Murtherer..> . 


There’s not a hollow Cave ior barking place, 
No vaft:Obfeurity or Mifty'Vale, 
Where bloody Murther or detelted Rape, 
Can couch for fear, bur I'willfind them out, 
And in'theit Ears tell them mysdreadfal Name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul Offenders quake. 
Tit, Art thoy Revenge ? land.art thou fent to me, 
To be a torment to mine: Enemies? 
Tam, 1am, therefore come down and:welcome me. 
Tit. Do me fome Service; rel come tothee : 

Lo by thy fide where Rape and: Murder ftandssyi< 

Now give fome furance that thou art Revenge, > 

Stab them, or tear them on thy Chariot Wheels, 

And then Ple come and be thy Waggoner, ee 

And whirl along with thee aboutthe Globes. 8 ODT 

Provide thee two proper Palfries, black as. Jet, 

To hale thy vengeful Waggon fwift away,: 1c: 

And find out Murder intheir guilty Caves. 

And when thy Car is lodden with their Heads, 

I will difmount, and by the Waggon wheel! 3: 

Trot like:a Servile Footman all day longyu0H y 

Even from /yperion srifing imthe Eaft, » 0 

Until his very downfall in the Sea. i 

And day by-day I’ledo this heavy task, 

So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there. ; ‘ 
Tam.-Thefe are my Minifters, and comb'with me; by. A 
Tit. Ave they thy Minifters, what are they call’d 2.» 
Tam. Rapine and Murder, therefore called fo, 

Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kind of mens > -- 
Tit..Good-Lord, how like the Emprefs Sons they dre, 

And youthe Emprefg: But we Worldly men, 

Have miferable mad miitaking Eyes: 

Oh, fweet Revenge, now do I come to thee, 

And if one Arms imbracement will content thee, 

I will imbrace thee in it by and by. 

Tam, This clofing with him fits his Lunacy, 

What e’re I forge to feed his brain-fick fits,. 

Do you uphold, and maintain in your Speeches}. 

For now he firmly-takes me for Revenge, 

And being credulous in this mad thought, 

Pie make him fend for Lucius hisSon,. © 

And whiPit lat a Banquet hold him ’fure, . 


To fcatter and difperfe the giddy Goths, 
Or at the leaft, make them his Enemies: 
See here he comes, and [ muft:play my Theam. 
Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee, 
Welcome, dread Fury, to my woful Houfe, 
Rapine and Marther, you are welcome too, 
How like the Empref$, and her.Sons you are, 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor, 
Could not all Hell afford you fach a Devil? 
For well I wote the Emprefs never wags, 
But in her Company there is a Moor; 
And would you reprefent our Queen aright 
It wereconvenient you had fucha Devil - 
But welcome as you are, what fhall we do? 
Lam, What wouldft thouhave us do, Axdronicus ? 
Dem, Shew mea Murtherer, le deal with him. | 
Chir. Shew mea Villain, that hath done a Rape, 
And I'am fent to be reveng’d on him. 
Tam, Shewmea Thoufand that have done thee wrong, } 
And I will be revenged on themall. 
Tit. Look round about the wicked f{treets of Rome, 
And when thou find’ft a Man that’s like thy felf, 


Go thou with him, and when it is thy hap 

To find another that is liketo thee, : 

Good Rapine, ftab him, ‘he is a Ravither. 

Go thou with them, and in the Emperours Court 

There is a Queen attended by a Moor, : 

Well may’ft thou know her by thy own proportion, 

For up and down fhe doth refemble thee, 

I pray thee do on them fome violent death, 
*Ddd 


They| . 


“Tn toe 


| They have been violent tome:and mine. 

| Tim, Well haft thou leffon’d us, this fhall we do. 

iBut would it pleafe thee, good Andronicus, 

To fend for Lycims thy thrice'valiant Son, 

\Who leads, towatds Kome.a Band of Warlike Goths, 

| And bid himicome and Banquet at thy Houfe. 

iW hen, hes here, ewen at thy folemn:Feaft, 

I will bring in the Emprefsiand her Sons, 

The Emperour’ himfelf, and all thy Foes, 

‘and at thy mercy’ fhalbthey ftoop and kneel, 

| And on them halt thou eafeithy angry heart : 

| What {ays Andromicus to this devife? 

lsd Enter Marcus. 

Tit, Marcus, my Brother, ’tis fad Titus calls, 

Go, gentle Atarcus, to thy:Nephew Lueus, 

Thou (halt enquire him out among the Goths, 

Bid him repair tome, and bring with him 

Some of the chiefeft Princes of the Goths, 

| Bid him encerbp his Souldiers where they are, 

Tell him the Emperour and the Emprefs too, 

Feafts at my Houfe, and he fhall Feaft with them 

This do thou for my love, andfo let-_him, 

As he regards his aged Fathers life, 
Mar. This will £do, and foon return agai: 
Tari. Now will L hence about thy bufineis, 

And take my: Minifters along with me. i 
Tit, Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ftay with me, 

Or elf Pie call my: Brother: back again, 

And cleave tono revenge but: Lucius. geri 
Tam, What fay you, Boys, will you bide with him, 

Whiles I go telbmy Lord, the Emperour, 

How Ihave govern’d our determined jeft? 

Vield-to his humour, fmooth and fpeak hum fair, 

And tarry with him till} turn again. 

Tit. 1 know them all, though, they fuppofe me mad, 

And will ore-reach them in their own devifes, 

A pair of curfed Hell#hounds; and their Dam. 
‘Dem. Madam depart at pleafure, leave us here. 
Tam. Farewel, Andronicus, Revenge now goes 

To lay a Complot te betray. thy foes. 

Tit. 1 know thou doft, and {weet Revenge, farewel. 
Chi. Tell us, Old Man, how thall we be employ’d ¢ 
Tit. Tut, | Have work enough for you to do, 

Publins come hither; Caius, and Valentine. 

Pub. What is your will? 
Tit. Know you thefe two? 
Pub. Lhe Emprefs Sons 


I take them, Cbzron, Demetrias., 
Tit. Fie, Publius, fic, thouart too much deceiv’d, 
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The one is Murder, Rape is the other’s Name, 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius, 
Caius, and Vakeetme, lay hands on them, 
Oft‘have you heard me with for fuch an hour, 
And now| find it, therefore bind them fure: 
Chi. Villains, forbear, we ave the Emprefs Sons. 


Pub. And therefore do we, what we are commanded. 


Stop clofe their Mouths, letthem not fpeak a word. 
is he fure bound? look that’ye bind them fait. 


Enter Vitus Andronicus with a Kuife, and Lavinia with 


a Bafon, - 


Tit, Come, come, Lavizia, look, thy Foes are bounds 


Sirs, top their Mouths, let them not fpeak to me, 
But lec them heat what fearful words f utter. 
Oh Villains, Chiron; and Demetrius, 


Here ftands the Spring whom you have ftain’d with Mud, 


This goodly Summer with your Winter mixt, 
You kill’d her Husband, and for that.vile fault, 
Two of her Brothers were condema’d to death, 
My Hand:cut off, and made a merry jelt, 


Both her fweerHands, her Tongue, and that more dear 


Than Hands or Tongue, her fpotlefs Chaftity, 
Inhumane Traitors, you conftrain’d and forc’d. 


of Titus Andronicus. 


What would you fay, if1 fhould let youfpeak?, 
Villains, for fhame you could not beg for Grace. — ae 
Heark Wretches, howmeanto Martyr you, t 
This one Hand yet is left to cut your Throats, _ 
Whilit that Lavinia cween her ftumpsdothhold, i 
The Bafon thatreceives your guiltyBlood, 9) 
You know your Mother means.to feaft with me, Beat! 
And calls her felf Revenge, and thinks me mad. 
Heark Villains, I will grind yout Bones to Du, 
And with your Blood and it I’le make. Palte, 
And of the Pafte a Coffin will I rear, <) 
And make two Patties of your fhameful heads, 
And bid that Strumpet, your unhallowed Dam, 
Like to the Earth {wallow her own Increafe, »< e 
This is the Feaft that I have bid her to, sot i 
And this the Banquet fhe fhall furfeit on, 3 
For worfe than Philomel youus’d my, Daughter, 
And worfe than Progve, 1 will be reveng?d, bi 
And now prepare your Throats: Lavina come, 
Receive the Blood, and when that they are dead 
Let me gogrind their Bones to Powder fmall, J 
And with this hateful Liquor temper it,, : 
And in that Pafte let their wild heads be bak’d. oe 
Come, come, be every one officious Ve hee 
To make this Banquet, which | with might prove 5 he 
Moré ftern and bloody than the Centaurs Feaft. 
[ He cuts their Throats. \ 

So now bring themin, for Ple play the Cook, ae 
And fee them ready ’gainft the Mother comes. [Exewn, 


[Exit. 


That L repair to Rome, I am content. 


[ Exeunt. 


Peart 


Enter Lucius, Marcus, and. the Goths, ian 


Luc. Uncle Marcus, fincetismy Fathers mind 
Goth. And ours with thine, befal what Fortune wi 
Luc. Good Uncle, take you inthis barbarous Aor, ~ 

This Ravenous Tiger, this accurfed Devil, 

Let him receive no fuftenance, fetter him, 

Till he be brought unto the Emperours Face, 

For teftimony of his foul proceedings. 

And fee the Ambuhh of our Friends be ftrong, 

I. fear the Emperour meaiis Ho good to us. 


Aaron. Some Devil whifper Curfes in my Ear, i 


And prompt me, that my Tongue may utter forth 
The Venemous Malice of my {welling Heart. 


Luc. Away, inhumane Dog, Unhallowed Slave, | wie | 
Flowrifh. 


Sirs, help our Uncle, to convey him in, ur 
The Trumpets fhew the Emperour is at hand. 4 


Tribunes and others. 


Luc, What boots it thee to call thy felf a Sun? 

Mar. Romes Emperour and Nephew break the Parly, 
Thefe Quarrels muit be quietly debated, 
The Feait is ready which the careful Z7ms 
Hath ordained to an honourable‘end, 


For Peace, for Love, for League, and good to Rome: 


laces. 


Satur, Marcus, we will. 


| A Table brought im. 
meat on the Table, and Lavinia with a Vesl.over ber Face. 


Titus, Welcome, my gracious Lord, 
Welcome, Dread Queen, 
Welcome, ye Warlike Gorhs,welcome Lucius, 
And welcome all: although the cheer be poor, ». 
’T will fill your Stomachs, pleafe you eat of it. 
Sat. Why art thon thus attird, Andronicus? 
Tit. Becaufe | would be fare to have all well, 
To entertain your Highnefs, and your Emprels. 


a) 


Sound Trumpets. "Enter Emperour and Emprefs, with | 


Sat. What hath the Firmament more Suns thanone? | - 


Pleafe you therefore draw nigh and take your P [ Hiboys| 


Enter Titus like 4 Cook, placing the} 


Tam, Weare behiolding to you, good Andronicus. Tit 


a 
U 
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Tit. And if your Highnefs knew my Heart, you were : 
My Lord, the Emperour, refolve me this, 
Was it welldone of rah Virginians, | ; | 
| Yo flay his Daughter with his own Right-hand, 
Becaufe fhe was enfore’d, ftain’d, and deflour’d ? 
Satur. It was, Audromcus, 

| Tit- Your Reafon, Mighty Lord ? 

» | Sat. Becaufethe Girl fhould not furvive her fhame, 
> | And by her prefence ftill renew his forrows. 

| Tt. A Reafon mighty, ftrong, and effectual, 

A pattern, prefident, and liyely warrant, 

For me(mott wretched) to perform the like : 

Dye, dye, Lavinia, and thy fhame with thee, 

And with thy fhame thy Fathers forrow dye. 


i: [He kills. hér. 
} Sat, What haft thou done, unnatural and unkind ? 
| Tit. KilPd her for whom my tears have made me blind. 
| Lam as wofulas Virginius was, . 
zk | And havea thoufand times more caufe than he. 
4 Sat. What, was the ravifht? tell, who did the deed ? 
/ 4 Tit, Wilt pleafe you eat, 
i | Wil’t pleafe-your Highnefs feed? . ’ 
~ | Tam, Why haik thou flain thine onely Daughter thus: 
a Lit-.Notl, ns Chiron and Demetrius. 
} They ravifht her, and cut away her Tongue, 
And they, ’twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
Sat. Go fetch them hither to us prefently. 
Tit, Why there they are both, baked in that Pye, 


_ | Whereof their Mother daintily hath fed, 
_ | Eating the Flefh that fheher felf hath bred. 
i” | Tis true, tistruc, witnefs my ia ve Saae och 
A He ftabs the Emprefs, 
om Sat:-Dye, frantick-wretch, for thisaccurfed deed. 
‘the Luc. Can the Sons Eyes, behold his Father bleed ? 
fat There’s meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 
att Yar. You fad-facd Men, People, and Sons of Rome, 
1 By uprore fever’d like a flight of Fowl, 
. || Scatter’d by winds and high tempeftuous gufts, 
*% | Oblet me teach you how, to knit again 
“| This feattred Corn into one mutual Sheaf, 
ONgy e Thofe broken limbs again into one Body. . ent 
: oe “Goth, Let Rome her felfbe bane unto her felf, ; 
|} And fhe whom mighty Kingdoms curtfie to, 
wwii) Like a forlornand defperate caftaway, 
a. } Do fhameful execiftion on her felf. 
oil” |} Ader, But if my frofty figns and chaps of age, 
| Grave Witnefles of true experience, 
‘ah | Cannot induce you to attend my words, 
| Speak, Rome?s dear friend, as’erit our Anceftor, 
i | When with his Solemn Tongue he did difcourfe 
1 ToLove-fick Didoes fad attending Ear, 
} The ftory of that baleful burning Night, _ 
i | When fubtile Greeks furpriz’d King Préan?s Troy: 
ifs’ | Tell us what Sizon hath bewitch’d our Ears, — 
a? | Or who hath brought the fatal Engine in, 
| That gives our Troy, our Rome the civil wound. - 
My Heart is not compact of Flint nor Steel, 
"| Nor can | utter all our bitter grief, 
fh But floods of Tears will drown my Oratory, 7 
‘) | And break my very utterance, even in the time 
i" | When it fhould move you to attend me moft, 
_ | Lending your kind Hand, Commiferation. 
,, | Here is a Captain, tet-him tell the Tale. 
s } Your Hearts will throband weep to hear him fpeak. 
fo” V Luc. This Noble Auditory, be it known to you, 
That curfed Chiron and Demetrius 
| Were they that murdred our Emperours Brother, 
; And they it were that ravifhed our Sifter, 
bs | For their fell faults our Brothers were Beheaded, 
a Our Fathers tears defpis’d, and bafely conzen’d 
a! | OF that true Hand, that fought Rome?s Quarrel out, 
w? | And fent her Enemies unto the Grave. 
| Laftly, my felf unkindly banifhed, 


| The Gates fhut onme, and turn’d weeping out, 


Tragedy of Titus Adronicus 


‘| Oh take this warm kifs on thy pale cold Lips, 


Countlefs and infinite, yet would 1 pay them. 


“To meltin fhowers: thy Grandfire lov’d thee well, 


2 Sor aaa AMMAN cae. cae RENE 
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To beg rclicf among Rome?s Enemies, 
Who drown’d their enmity in my true Tears 
Andop’d their Arms to imbrace me as 4 Ftiend : 
And} am.turn’d forth, be it known to you, * 
That have preferv’d her welfare in my Blood 
And from her bofom took the Eneiniespoint, . 
Sheathing the Steel in my adventrous Body. 
Alas, you know, Lanrno Vaunter, [,. ~ 
My fcars can witnefs,: dumb although they are, 
That my report is juft and full of truth :~ 
But foft, methinks I do digrefs too much, 
Citing my worthlefS praife: Oh pardon mie, 
For when no Friends‘are by, Men praife themfélves. 
Mar, Now is my turn'to fpeak: Behold this Child 
Of this was Tamora delivered, : 
The iffue of an Irreligious Aor, 
Chief Architect and plotter of thefe woes, 
The Villain isalive in Titus Houfe, 
And as heis, to witnefS this is true. 
Now judge what caufe had Titus to revenge 
Thefe wrongs, unfpeakable, pait Patience, 
Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what fay you, Romans ? 
Have we done ought amifs? thew us, wherein, 
And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Audronicus, 
Will Hand in Hand all headlong caft us down, 
And on the ragged Stones beat forth our Brains, 
And make a mutual clofure of our Houfe 5 
Speak, Komans, {peak, and if you fay we fhall, 
Lo Hand in Hand Lucius and | will fall. 
e4mili, Come, come, thou reveren’d.Man of Rome, 
And.bring our Emperour gently in thay-Hand, 
Lucius our Emperour: For well | know, 
The common voice do cry, it fhall be fo. 
Mar. Lucius, all hail, Romes Royal Emperour, ” 
Go, go into Old Zitus’s forrowful Honfe, 
And hither hale that misbelieving oor, 
To be adjudg?d fome direful flaughtering death, 
As punifhment for his moft wicked life. 
Lucius, all hail to Rome?s gracious Governour. 
Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans, may I govern fo, ~ 
To heal Xomesharms, and wipe away her woe. 
But, gentle People, give me aima while, 
Fo Nature puts me to a heayy task: 
Stand all aloof, but, Uncle, draw you near 
To fhed obfequious Tears upon this Trunk: 


Thefe forrowful drops upon thy Blood-ftain’d Face, 
The laft true Duties of thy Noble Son. 

Mar. A tear for tear, and loving kifs for kifs, 
Thy Brother AZzrcus tenders onthy Lips : 
O werethe fum of thefe that I fhould pay” 


Luc. Come hither; Boy, come, come, and learn of us 


Many a time he danc’d thee on his Knee: 
Sung thee aileep, his loving Breaft, thy Pillow : 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
Meet and agreeing with thine Infancy: 
In that refpect then, like aloving Child, 
Shed yet fome finall drops from thy tender Spring, 
Becaufe kind Nature doth require itfo:--—-—~ 
Friends fhould aflociate Friends, in Grief and Woe ; 
Bid him farewel, commit him tothe Grave, 
Do himthat kindnefs, and take leave of him. 
Boy. O Grandfire, Grandfire : even with al my Heart 
Would! were Dead, fo youdid live again. 
O Lord, I cannot {peak to him for weeping, 
My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth. 
Romans, You fad Andronici, have done with woes, 
Give fentence on this execrable Wretch, 
That hath been breeder of thefe direevents. 
Luc. Set him breaft deep in Earth, and famifh him : 
*Ddd2 . There 


~<a 


, 


oe 


get The Tragedy of Titus Andronicus. 


There let him ftand, and rave, and cry for Food : My Father, and Lavinia, fhall forthwith 
If any one relieves, Or pities him, Be clofed in our Houfholds Monument: 


\ For the offence, he dies. This is our doom : Asfor that heynous Tyger Zamora, _ 
| Some ftay, to fee him faftned in the Earth. No funeral Rite, nor Manin mournful Weeds, 
Aaron, Owhy fiould wrath be mute, and fury dumb ? | Nomournful Bell fhall ring her Burial : . 
| | am no Baby, I, that with bafe Prayers : But throw her forth to Beafts and Birds of Prey; 
I fhould repent the Evils! have done. — Her Life was Beatt-like, and devoid of pity, 
Ten thoufand ‘worfe than ever yet I did, And being fo, hall have like want of pity. 
Would! perform if I might have my Will: See Jultice done on Aaron that damn’d Aor, i 
1 1£ one good Deed in all my life I did, From whom, our heavy haps had their beginning: 
Ido repent it from my very Soul. Then afterwards, to Order well the State. aaa 
Luc. Some loving Friends convey the Emperour hence, That like events may ne’re it ruinate. 


And give him burial in his Fathers Grave. 
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OF 


ROMEO and J I 


Adtus Primus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Sampfon and ie FY with Swords and mes He of | whichis Dy se es i fig hee ne ne 
: t éhfe of Capulet. eis » Abra: Do you bite your Thumb at us, Sir? 
Sam, Vdo bite my thymb, Sit. 
Abra. Do you bite your thuinb at us, Sir ? 
-Sam, 18 the, Law of our fide, if I fay I? 
Gree; Net tt Se 
Sam. No, Sit, 1 do” not bite thy thumb a ir: 
iuncee _ me rohttis Pa at you, Sir: but 
Greg. Do youu guartel, Sit ? 
Abra. Quarrel, Sit? no, Sit. | 


Sampfon,  * 
Regory, a my word wel not carry Coals, 
-* Greg. No, for then we fhoyld be Colliars, 
‘Samp. ¥ mean, if-we bein choler, we'l draw, 
Greg. 1, while you live, draw your Neck out 
o’th’ Collar. te 
Samp. [ ftrike quickly, being mov7d. , +e 
‘Greg. But thou art not quickly mov’d to ftrike. 


Greg. To move, ig to ftit : and to be valiant, is to ftand:} Man as you. — 
Therefore, if thouart mov’d, thou runn’ft away. Abfa, No better 2? t bus 
Samp. A Dog of that Houle fhall move nie to ftand : Sam. Well, a fis bsst6q 
I will take the Wall ofany Man or Maid of Mountague’s. ob OF HEE OY Ws 
Greg. That fhews thee weak, Slave, for the weakeft goes | 
]to the Wall. =. : 
| Samp. True, and therefore Women, being the weakeft | 
| Veflels, are evet, thruft to the Wall: therefore I will pufh 
| Mouktagues Nien from the Wall, ard thruft his Maids to oe You Lyre a a 
j the Wall, agree , | Sam. Draw if yoit be Men, ° Gregor 
Greg. The Quarrel is between our Mafters , and us| wafhing blow, toot oe ly Bake 
| their Men. e Ben, Part, Fools, put up your S , : 
| Samp. ’Tis all one, T will thew mry felf a Tyrant: when) what you shee gcd a put up y words, you know not 
Vi have fought with the Men, I will be civil with the Enter Tybatt, 
Maids, and cut off their Heads. 
Greg. The Heads of the Maids ? ee 
Samp. 1,the Heads of the Maids, or their Maiden-heads, 
| Take it in what fenfe thou wilt. 
Greg. They mutt take it in fenfe that feel it. 
- Samp. Me they shall feel while fam able to ftand : 
And °tis known 1 am apfetty piece of Flefh. 


4 14 ei j IR JOR 2h 3H 
Enter Benyolio. 


Gr. Say bettet sheré coties ond of my Mafters ki 
Sam, Yes, better. * | sat Pou i 


* 
Tyo. What art thou dtawn, among t 
Hinds? Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon Renae tan 
Ben, 1 do butkeep the Peace; put up thy Sword 
Or manage it to part thefe men with me, ; 
Tyb, What dtaw, and talk of Peace? I hate the word 
As hate Hell ,all AZoamtagues, and thee: 


Greg. "Vis well thouart not Fifi: if thouhad’ft, thou) Have at thee, Coward. Fiche 
had’ft been Poot John. Drawthy Tool, here comes of = igre 
fe the Houfe of the Mountagues. sa Enter thrée or four Citizens with Clubs. 

Enter two other Servingmen. Offic. Clubs, Bills, and Partifan: trike, beat them down, 


‘ Down with the Capulets, down with the Adguntagues. 
Samp, My naked weapon is out: quarrel, I willback thee. on ile 

Gre, How? Turn thy back and run ? Enter Old Capulet in his Gown,,and his Wife. 

Samp. Feat me not. : > 

Greg. No, matty : I fear thee. s a Cap. What noife is this ? Give me my long Sword, ho ? 

Samp. Letus take the Law of our fides: letthembegin.| W/fe. ‘A Crutch, a Crutch: why call you fora Sword ? 
Gre. |will frown as pafs by,& let them takeitas they lift.| Cap. A Sword, I fay: Old Aduntague is come, 

* 
——— pect antbenns 2 85:5 0: = And | 
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Samp. A Dog, of the Houfe of Monnrague moves the. Sam. If you do, Sit, I 4m. for you, I ferve as good : 


The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. — 


Aad fourilhes his Blade in fpight of me. 


Enter Old Mountague, and his Wife. 


2 Wife. Thou halt not ftir a footto feek a Foe. 
Enters ince Eskales with Wis Thai. 
Prin Rebelliaus Subjects; Enemies 


Prophaners of CRA cig higgpr tal ed Ste 
Wailkthey not heart 


That quench the Fire of your pernicious Rage, 
With purple Fountains iffluing from your Veins : 
On pain of Torture from thefe bloody hands, 

"| Throw your miftemper’d Weapons to the ground, 
And hear the Sentence of your moved Prince. 
Three civil Broilsy-bged-ef an Aier wordy “ 
By thee, old Capulet, and Mountague, 
Have thrice difturb’d theiquiet of our\streets, » 
And made Verona’s ancient Citizens 
Catt by their grave befeeming Ornaments, 

To weild old Partizans, inhandsasold, 
Cankred'with Peace, to part your Cankred-hate, 

If ever you difturb our Streets again, ys. y") 
Your lives thal] pay the forfeit of the Peace. 

| For_this simeall the reft depart. away :———_____... 
You, Capulet, fhall go along with me; 

‘| And, Aountacue, come you this afternoon, 

To know.our.Father’s,pleafure in this cafe, .. 

To old Freé-town, our common Judgment: place : 

Once more, on’pain of death, jall men depart. , LEx 
Mousa, \N ho fet this ancient Guat Tnew abroach 

Speak, Nephew, were you by when a an ; Cl seth: 
Ben. Here were'the Sokvan! fet dvetfary, Pe 

And yours, clofe fighting ante proach, | 

I drew to part them, ip the initant cam * 

The'fitry: Tibalt, stds fword Bhepas! 


rit rey eti 
Which as he breath’d defiance to any Ears, ¢ ry 3 
--|He {wong about his Head, and cut the Winds, fan ee 
‘Who nothing hurt withall, hifs7d himin fcotny 
Whilewe Were intetchanging’ thfuits and blows, 
Came moreand more, and fought on, part and part, 
| Tillthe Prince came, who parted either part. 
Wife. O where is Romeo, faw you him to day? 
Right glad am J, he was not at this Fray. 
Ben. Madam, an hour before see ees be Sun 
Peer?d forth the,go window of the Fait, . 
A otbned one dove we to Walk abroad, 
Where underneath thegrove ofSycamour,, 
_| That Weft-ward rooteth from this City fide, =~ 
‘| Sovearly walking did I'fee yourSon 5° 
Towards him | mde, -but he was ware of me, 
‘And tole into the Covert ofthe Wood 3° 
I meafuring his Affections.by my own, 


W hich then moft fought, where moft might not be found, 


Bejng one too many by my weary felf, _ 
Purfued'my Honour, not purfuing his, 
And gladly fhun?d, who gladJy fied from me. 
Mount. Many a morning hath he there been feen, 
With tears augmenting the frefh morning Dew, 
Adding toClouds, ‘more Clouds with His deep fighs, - 
Butall fo foon asthe all-chéering Sun, eee 
| Should in the fartheft Eaft begin todraw ~ 
| The fhady Curtains from Aurora’s Bed, 
. | Away from light ‘ftealshome my héavy Son, 
| And private in his Chamber.penshimfelf, =. 
| Shatsup his Windows, locks fair Day-light out, ~ 
And makes himfelf an artificial Night: ges 3 
Black and portentous muft this humour prove, 
Unlefs good Counfelimay the Caufe remove. 
* Ben. My Noble Uncle, do. youknow the Caufe ? 
Moun, \ neither know it, nor can learn of him. 
_ Ben. Have you importun’d him by any means ? 


at hn estes we nat pti namgseplin nee Ee OARS 0A ASO tne atarne tins warp 


Or dedicate hi§ Beauty to th ci 
i 


qite 2€ We 
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~Moun. Both-my-felf; and-many other “Friends ~~ 
But he his own affections Counfellor, 
Is to himfelf (I will not fay how true) 


: TButito himfelf fo fecret and foclofe, 
Moun. Thou Villain, Capulet. Hold me not, let mé go- 


“So far from founding and difcovery, 
As is the bud bit with an envious worm, 
E’re he can fpread his fweet Leaves to the Air, . 


Could we bu Jearn from whentee hig orrows gr . 
We would a§ willingly give cures’: ve 
fe | ‘ 


eo 
ve 


Enterfeomen=>- 


_, Ben. See where he comes, fo pleafe you ftep afide, 1 ; 
.Ple know-his grievance, or be much deny’d, = 
Moun, 1 would thou wert fo happy by thy ftay, ; 
To hear true Shrift. Come, Madam, let’s away. [Exewp, 
Ben. Good.morrow, ~Goufiny 
» Rom, Is the day fo young?) 
Ben. But new ftrook nine.’ , “\ : 
Rom. Ayme, fadhoursfeemlong: = 
Was that my Father that went hence fo faft ? 
Ben, twas, what fadnefs lengthens Romeo's hours? | 
Ro. Not having that, which Having, makes them fhort, 
Ben. Iniove,. °° . 
ee Ut, 
Ben, Of Love, ators MMOS 
Kom. Out of her favour, where I am in Love, 
Ben, Alas that Love fo gentle in his view, 
Should be fo Tyrannous and rough in proof. 
Rom., Alas,. that Love, .whofe-view is muffled ftill, 


od 


LE xeunt. Should without Eyes, fee. path-ways.to his will : ae 


| Where fhall we dine ?O me: what fray was here? 
| Yettell menot, forl hayeheardit all: ~~ 
| Here’s niuch to do, with hate, but more with love: y 
Why then, © brawling Loye,. O loving Hate, rt 
O any thing of nothing firft create: + 
‘O heavy lightnefs, ferious Vanity, © “2° 
Mifhapen Chaos of well-feeming forms, ...- , 
Feather of Lead, , bright Smoke,* cold Fire, fick 
Still-waking Sleep, thatis,notwhatitis: — 
This Love feel 1, that feel ho Love in this. 
Doft thou fotlaugh? 
Ben, No, Couz, L rather weep. 
Rom. Good Heart, at what? _ 
_ Ben, At thy good Hearts oppreflion. 

Rom. Why fuch is loves tranigreflion. Wate 
Griefs of mine own lye heavy in my Breaft, 
Which thou wilt propagate to haveit prelt = 
V Vith more of thine, this Love that thou haft fhewn, 
Doth add more grief to‘too niuch of mine own. 
Love is a fmoke made of the fume of fighs, () oA te 
Being purg’d, a fire fparling in Lovers Eyes, tft 4; 
Being vext, a Sea nourifh’d.with loving tears; 
VVhat is itelfé? amadnefS moft difcreet, tad 
A choaking gall, anda preferving {weet :_ 

Farewel my Couz. ey 

Ben. Sott, I will go along. <i gt 
And if you leave me fo, youdome wrong. = 

Kom. But E have loft my felf, { amnothere, 
This is not Romeo, he’sfome other where. si 


Ben, Tell me in fadnefS, who is that youlove? 


’ 


Rom, VVhat fhall lgrone andtellthee? : 
Ben. Grone? why no: but fadly tell me,who. 
Rom. A fick man in good fadnefs makes his will: 
O, wordill urg’d to onethat is foill; °° 
In fadnels, Confin, Idolovea woman. _ 
Ben. Vaid fo near, when | fuppos’d you lov'd. = | 
. Kom. Avight good Marks-man, and fhe’s fair1love | 
~ Ben, Avight fair mark, fair Couz, is foonefthit. — | 
Kom. VV cll in that hit you mifs, fhe’l not be hit 
VVith Cupids Arrow, fhe hath Dians Wit: tage 
And in ftrong proof of Chattity well arm’d? | 
From Loves weak childith Bow, fhe lives uncharm’d. 
€7, a ss pea Me 


om 


Nor bide th’ incounter of aflailing Eyes, 
Nor ope her Lap to Saint-feducing Gold: 


.|O fhe is rich in Beauty, only poor, 


That when fhe dies, with Beanty’djes her ftore. 


Ay ifr. 
Ben, Then fhe hath fworn, that fhe will {till live’¢ ited 


Rom. She hath, and in that fparing makes huge waite? 
For Beauty ftarv’d with her feverity, 
Cuts Beauty off from all pofterity. 


{She is too fair, too wife, wifely too fair, 


To merit blifs by making nie defpair : 

She hath forfworn'to love, and in that Vow 

Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 

_ Ben, Beruld by me, forget to think of her. 
Rom. O teach me how J fhould forget to think. 
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine Eyes ; 


‘Examine other Beauties. Ko: Tis /he Way 
i o call hers (exqu'fite jin queftion more. 


. Re? 
Thofe happy Masks that kifs fair Ladies brows, 
Being bMick, put us in mind they hide the fair : 
He thats {trucken blind cannot forget — 
The precious Treafure of his Eye-fight loft : 
Shew mea Miftrefs that is pafling fair : 
What doth her Beauty ferve but as a Note, 
Where I may read who paft that pafling fair. 
Farewel, thou can’ft not teach me to forget. ' 
Ben.Vle pay that doctrine, or elfe die. in debt. [E-xeunt. 


Enter Capulet, County Paris, and the Clown. 


Capul Mountague is bound as well as I, 
See : : 
In penalty alike, and tis not hard(i think,) 
For Men fo okd.as we to keep the Peace. 

Par, Of honourable reckning are you both, 
And pity ’tis you liv’d at odds folong: __ 
But now, my Lord, what fay youto my fuit ? 

Czp. But faying o’re what I have faid before, 
My Child is yet aftranger in the World, 

She hath not feen the change of fourteen years, 


Let two more Summers wither in their pride, 


E’re we may think her ripe to be a Bride. 
Par. Younger than fhe, are happy Mothers made. 
Cap. And too foon marr’d are thofe fo early made: 
Earth up hath fwallowed all my hopes but the, 
She is the hopeful Lady of my Earth: 
But wooe her, gentle Paris, get her Heart, 
My willto her confent, is but a part, : 
And fhe agree, within her {cope of choice, 
‘Lies my confent, and fair according voice : 
Thisnight [hold an old accuftom’d Fealt, 
Whereto | have invited many a Gueft, 


_ |SuchasI love, and you among the ftore, 
| One more, moft welcome makes my number more : 
| Atmy poor Houfe, look to behold this night, 


Earth-treading Stars, that make dark Heaven light, 
Such comfort as do lufty young Men feel, 

When well apparell’d -4pre/on the heel _ 

Of limping Winter treads, even fuch delight 


_ | Among frefh Female buds fhall you this night 
{Inherit at my Houfe :_ hear all, all fee: 


And like her moft, whofe merit moft fhall be: 


_| Which one more view, of many, mine being one, 
| May ftand in number, though in reck’ning none. 


Come, go with me go, firrah, trudge about, 


_ | Through fair /erona, find thofe Perfons out, 


Whofe Names are written there, and to them fay, 
‘My Houfeand Welcome, ontheir pleafure tay.  [Exit. 
Ser, Find them out whofe Names are written. Here it 
is written, that the Shoo-maker fhould meddle with his 
Yard, and the Tayler with hisLaft, the Fifher> with. his 
Penfil, and the Painter with his Nets. But 1 am fent to 
‘find thofe.perfons whofe Names are writ, and can never 


find what Names the writing »perfon hath here writ, (1 


‘muft to the Learned) in goodtime, sa 


— ee - . ‘ ! 
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“The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


‘Ishe will not {tay the Siege of Loving terms, 


-| A fair Aflembly,: whither thould they come ? 
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Enter Benvolio, and Roméo. 


Ben. Tut man, one Fire burns out anoth 
digg pain is lefs’ned by anothers anguihh : 
urn giddy, and be holp by backward turning : 

One defperate grief Cures with anothers languih : 

Take thou fome new infection to the Eye, 

And the rank Poyfon of the old will die. 

Rom, Your Plantan leaf is excellent for that, 

Len, For what, I pray thee ? 

Kom. For your broken-fhin. 

Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? 

Rom, Not mad, but bound more than a Mad man is: 

Shut up in Prifon, kept without my F ood, 

Whiptand tormented : and Good-e’en, good Fellow. 
Ser. God gi’ Good-e’en, I pray, Sir, can you read ? 
Kom, 1, mine own Fortunein my mifery. 

Ser. Perhaps you ‘have learn’d it without Book: 

But, I pray, can you read any thing you fee ? 

Rom. 1, if 1 know the Letters and the Language. 
Ser. Ye fay honeftly, teft you merry. 
Rom, Stay Fellow, I can read. 


ers burning, 


Hereads the Letter. 
Eigneur Martino,and his Wife ana Daughter : County An- 
felm and his Beauteous-Sifters the Lady Widow of V itru- 
vio, Sesgneur Placentio, and his lovely Nieces: Mercutio and 
his Brother Valentine, mine Uncle Capulet, his Wife and 
Dangheers: my fair Niece Rofaline, Livia, Seigneur Valen- 


tio, and his Coufin Tybalt : Lucio, and the lively Helena, 


Ser; Up. 
Rom, Whither:? to Supper ? 
Ser. To our Houfe: . 
Rom, Whole Houfe ? 
Ser. My Matters. j 
Kom, Indeed I fhould have askt you that before. 
Ser. NowPletell you without asking. My Mafter is|. 
the great rich Capulet, and if you be not of the houfe of 
Monntagues, \pray come and crufha cupof Wine. Reft 
you merry. [ Exit. 
Ben, At this fame ancient Feaft of Capulets, : 
Sups the fair Rofal:ne, whom thou fo loveft : 
Withall the admiredBeauties of Verona, 
Go thither, and with unattainted Eye, 
Compare her Face with fome that I {hall thew, 
And I will make thee think thy Swan a Crow. 
Rom, When the devout Religion of mine Eye 
Maintains fuch falfe-hood, thenturn Tears to Fire : 
And thefe who often drown’d could never die, 
Tranfparent Hereticks be burnt for Liers. 
One fairer than my Love ! the all-feeing Sun 
Ne’re faw her Match, fince firft the World begun. 
Ben, Tut, tut, you faw her fair, none elfe being by, 
Her felf poys’d with her felf in either Eye : 
But inthat Cryftal feales, let there be weigh’d, 
Your Ladies love againftfome other Maid, 
That I will thew you, hining at this Feaft, 
And the”ll fhewécant well, that now fhews beft. 
Rom. Ple go along, no fuch fight tobe thewn, 
But to rejoice in fplendor of mine own. 


the bef 


Enter Capulet’s Wife, and Nurfe.” 


Wife.Nurfe,where’s my Daughter ? calfher forth to me, 

Nurfe. Now by my Maiden-head, at twelve years ers 
I bad her come, what Lamb, what Lady-bird, God forbid, 
Where’s this Girl ?> what, Fulier 2 

‘ Emer Juliete — 

Fuliet. How now; who calls?-. 

Nurfe.. Your Mother. © 

gulet. Madam, bt am here, what is your will ? 

Wife. 


The Fifh lives in the'Sea, and tis much pride 

For fair without, the fair within to hide : 

' That Book in manies Eyes doth fhare the glory, 

That in Gold Clafps locks in the Golden ftory : 

| So fhall you fhare all that he doth poflefs, 

| By having him, ere 2 felf no lefs. 'e 

Nurfe. Nolef&, nay bigger: Women growby men, | 

Old La. Speak briefly, camyou likeof Parisloye? | 
Juli. Ple look to like,. if looking liking move. 

But no more deep willl endart mine Eye, 

Than your confent gives ftrength to make it fly. 


Wh: fe. This is the matter : Nurfe, give leave a while, we 
muft talk in fecret, Nurfe, come back again, I have remem- 
bred me, thou’fe hear my Counfel: Thou knoweft my 

| Daughters of-a pretty, age. 

Nurfe. Faith 1 can tellher age unto.en hour. 

Wife. She?s not fourteen. 

Nurfe, Ple lay, fourteca off my; teeth, 

And yet to my teeth be it {poken, 

Lhave but four, fhe’s not fourteen ; 

How long is.it now: to Lammas-tide ? 

Wife. A fortnight and edd days. 

Nurfe. Even or odd, of all days in.the year, come La- 
mas Eve at night'fhall the be, fourteen. Sx/zz and fhe, God 
reft all Chriftian Souls, were off anage. Well, Su/az is with 
God, fhe was too,good, forme. But as Ifaid, on Lam- 
mas Eve an night fhall fhe be fourteen, that: fhall fhe, mar- 
ry, Iremember it well. *Tis,fince the Earthquake now ele- 
ven years, and fhe was wean’d, I never fhali forget it, of 
all the days,imthe year, upon that day : fork had then laid 
Worm-wood to my Dug,fitting in the Sun under the Dove- 
houfe wall, my Lord and you wenethen at Adantya, nay, | 
do bear'a brain. Butasl faid, when it didtaft the Worm- 
wood on the Nipple of my Dug, and felt it bitter, pretty 
fool, to fee it teachy, and fall out with the Dug. Shake, 
quoth the Dove-houfe, *twas.no need I trow to bid me 
trudge: and ‘fince that timeit is eleven years, for then fhe 
could ftand alone, nay, byth’ Rood fhe could have run, and: 
wadled all about: for even the day before the broke her 
Brow, and then my Husband, God.be with hisSoul, a was 
amerry man, tookup the Child, yea, quoth:he, doftthou 
fall upon thy Face? thou wilt fall backward when thou haft 
moré wit, wilt thou not, fuliet? And bymy Holy-dam, |) Put’ 
the pretty wretch left, cnying, andfaid, I : tofee now how ‘We 1 miesiits thema. Meafure, and be gone. — 
a Jeft thall come about. I warrant, andI fhould live a}, Rom. Give me a Torch, I am.not r this ambling. ae 
thoufand years, I never fhould forget: it: Wilt thou not, Being but heavy, I wiil:bear the light. . ie 
juliet, quoth he? and pretty fool, it ftinted, and faid, I. ih Nay, gentle Romeo, we pret you dance, 

Old La. Enough of this, I pray thee: hold thy peace. ae om, hae believe me, you ve — Shoes. we 

Nur. Yes,Madam, yet I cannot chufe but laugh, tothink | ith nimble Soles, have a Sole of Lead, 
it fhould leaye crying, and fay, 1: and-yetI-warrant it had So ci te to we eee I —— ge ‘a 
upon, its Brow a bump asbig asa young Cockrels Stone: A A ae oe “eis thee 7 DoTtAw a nes a 
perilous, eae. and ir cried bitterly, Yea, quoth my | * ne Sayers siete - 

r upon thy Face?: thou wile fall backward: om. 1 am too fore impierced with his fhaft, 


usband, fall’ ae et 
sched thou comeft to age : wiltthou not, wie ?-It ftinted, | 1 foar with his light feathers, and to bound: 
° Icannot bowid a pitch above dull-woe, 


and: {aid Tex 

Fuli. “And ftint thee too, I pray thee, Nurfe, fay I. Under loves heavy burden.dot fink. 

| Nur. Peace, I have done: God mark thee to his Grace, |_ /%r4. And to tink in it, fhould you burden love, 
}ithou watt the prettieft Babe thate’re Iinurft, and I. might | 10 great oppreflion for atender thing. 

live to fee thee married once, Ihave my with. __ Rom, Is Love a tender: thing? itis too rough, 

| Old La. Marry,that marry is the very theam Too rude, too boyfterous, it pricks like Thorn, = |” 

I cameto talk of, tell me, Daughter Fulrer, Mer, \f Lovebe rough with you, be rough with Love, 

How ftands your, difpofition to be Married ? Prick Love for pricking, and youbeat Lovedown, | 

Fuki, ?Tis.an hour, thatl dream not of. Give me a Cafe to.put my. Vilage in, 

Nur. Anhour, were not Lthive onely Nurfe, I would | A Vifor for a Vifor, what carel 
fay that thou Beeltfuckdwisiom fram thy. teat. ‘What curiousEye doth quote deformities, 

Old La, Well think of Marriage now, younger than you Here are the Beetle-brows-fhall blufh for me. — 
Here in Verona, Ladies of elteem, | Ben. Come knock:andenter, and no fooner in, 
Are made already Mothers. By my count, ‘But every man betake him to his Legs. se 
I was your Mother, muchupon thefe years, Rom, A Torch for me, let Wantons: light of Heart 
That you are now, a Maid;, thus then in brief, Tickle the fenfelefs Rufhes with their Heels: 

The valiant Paris feeks you for his Loye. For | am proverb’d with a Grandfire Phrafe, 

Nurfe. A‘Man, young Lady; Lady, fach # Manas all the Th bea Candle-holder, and look on, 


Enter a Servingman, 


Ser. Madam, the Guefts are come, Supper ferv’d up, you} 
call’d, my young Lady ask’d for, the Rete nite i 
Pantry, and every thing in extrersity: I moft hence to} 
wait, | befeech you follow ftraight. (Exit 

Mo. We follow thee. Fulset, the Countyftays. 


Nurfe. Go, Girl, feek happy nights to hap 4 


Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with five or fix orber 
Maskers, Torch-bearers. S 


. ie 


Rom, What hall this Speech be Spoke:to ourexenfe? | 
Or fhall we on without Apology # ) Be 

Ben, The date is out of fuch prolixity, e 
We’l have no Cupid-hood-winkt with a Scarf, 
Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of Lath, a 
\Scaring the Ladies Jike a Crow-keeper. ae 
\But let them meafure.us-by what they will, sea | 


World Why he’saMan of Wax. he Game was ne’refo fair, and 1 am Dun. 
Old es Verona’s Summer hath pot fuch aflower. | : Mer, Tut, ates Moufe, the Conitables own word, ie 

| Nurfe. Nay he’s a flower, in faith a very flower. = art Dun, we'l oi ‘thee from the mire. eft 

__ Old La. V Vhat,fay you, can you lovethe Gentleman ? r, fave your reverence, Love, wherein thou fticktit 
{This night you fhall behold him at our Feaft, Up to the Ears: come; We burn day-light, ho. 

Hae OF, the Volume of young) Paris’s Face, Rom saa age wien : 

Acd fi light writ there with Beanties Pen: - Maer, os hay. 

poate seat, Evccal jenn > paces Nate acillc Gur: bighzs inivain, lights, lights, by day 

And fee how one anotherlendscontent: = (Fakeour good Meaning, for our Judgment fits 

And what obfcur’d in this fair Volume lies, i ig in that, ere once in our fine Wits. 

Finde written in the Margent of his Eyes. | Kom. And we mean well in going to this Mask, 

This precious Book of Love, this unbound Lover). _ | But’tis no.wit:to go. 

Tobcautifiehim, only lackga, Cover. Mer. Why, may onevask-?- 


Kom. 1 dreamt a Dream to Night., 

Mer, And fodidI. 

Rom, Well, what was yours ? 

Mer, That Dreamers often lie. 

Rom. In Bed afleep while they do dream things true. 
Mer. O then! fee Queen Mab hath been with you: 


| She is the Fairies Mid-wife, and fhe comes in fhape no big- 


ger than an Agat-ftoneon the fore-finger of an Alderman, 
drawn with a teem of little Atomies, over Mens Nofes as 


} thoy lic afleep: her Waggon Spoke’smade of long Spin- 


ners Legs : the Cover of the Wings of Grafhoppers ; her 
Trace-of the fmalleft Spiders Web; her Collars of the 
Moon-fhines watry beams 5 her Whip of Crgckets bone, 
the Lath of filme her Waggoner; a fimall gray-coated 
Gnat, not half fo big as.a round little Worm, prickt from 
the Lazy finger ofa Woman. Her Chariot is an empty Ha- 
fel-nut,made by the Joyner Squirrel or old Grub, time out 
of mind, the Fayries Coach-makers : and in this ftate fhe 


; gallops Night by Night, through Lovers Brains: and then 


they dream of Love. On Countries Knees, that dream on 
Curfies ftrait: O’re Lawyers Fingers, who {trait dream on 


| Fees : o’re Ladies Lips, who ftrait on Kifles dream, which 


oftthe angry Mab with Blifters plagues, becaufe their 
Breath with Swect-meats tainted are. Sometime fhe gal- 
ops o’re a Courtiers Nofe, and then dreams he of fmelling 
out a Suit : and fometime comes fhe with a Tith-pigs tale, 
tickling a Parfons Nofé as he lies afleep, then he dreams 
of another Bencfice. Sometime fhe driveth o’re a Souldiers 
Neck, and then dreams he of cutting Foreign Threats, of 
Breaches, Ambufcadoes, Spanifh Blades: Of Healths five 
Fathom deep; and thenanon drums in his Ears, at which 
he ftarts and wakes, and being thus frighted, fwears a 
Prayer or two,and fleeps again: this is that very Mab that 


.,} plats the manes of Horfes in the Night : and bakes the Elf- 


locks in foul fluttifh Hairs, which once intangled , much 
misfortune bodes. ~~ 
This isthe Hag, when Maids lie on their backs, 


| That prefles them, and learns them firft tobear, 
| Making them women of good Carriage : 
This is fhe-—— 


Kom. Peace, peace, Adereutio, peace. 


| Thou talk°ft of nothing. 


Ader. True, [talk of Dreams : 


} Which are the Children of an idle Brain, 


Begot of nothing, but vain phantafie, 


} W hichds as thin of fubftance as the Air, 

| And more unconftant than the Wind, who wooes 
{Even now the frozen bofom of the North : 

_| And being anger’d,. paffs away from thence 

| Turning his fide to the dew-dropping South. 


Ben. This wind youtalk of blows us from our felves, 


{Supper is done, and we fhall come too late. 


Kom. | fear tooearly, for my mind mifgives, ‘ 
Some confequence yet hanging in the Stars, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this Nights Revels, and expire the term 


| Of adefpifed Life clos’d in my Breaft, 


By fome vile forfeit of untimely death, 


But he that hath the ftcerage of my courfe, 


Direct my fute: On, lufty Gentlemen. 
Ben. Strike, Drum. 


— EThey march about the Stage, and Servingmen come forth with 


| their Napkins. 
Etitér Servant. 


Ser. Where’s Potpan, that he nepenot to take away ? 
He fhifta Trencher ? He fcrape a Trencher. 

1. When good Manners fhall lie in one or two Mens 
hands, and they unwath’d too, 7tis a foul thing. 

Ser. Away with the Joyn-itools,. remove the Court- 
cupbord, look to the Plate : good thou, fave mea piece of 


_| March-pane, and as thou loveft me, let the Powter let in 


"The Tragedy of Romeo, and Juliet. 


Sufan Grindftone, and Nell, Anthony, and Potpan. 
2. I, Boy, ready. 
Ser. You are look’d for, call’dfor, ask’d fo 
for, in thegreat Chamber. : fee ng 
1. We cannot be here and there too, cheatly Boys 
Be brisk awhile, and theidonger liver take all. , 
LExeunt, 


Enter all the Guefts and Gentlewomen to the 
Maskers, 


1 Cap. Welcome, Gentlemen, 
Ladies that have their Toes 
Unplagu’d with Corns, will walk about with you :) 
Ah me, Miftrefles, which of you all 
Will now deny to Dance ? She that makes dainty, 
She, Ple fwear, hath Corns ; Am I come-near ye now ? 
Welcome Gentlemen, I have feen the day 
That! have worna Vifor, and could tell 
A whifpering Tale ina fair Ladies Ear, 
Such as would pleafe : *tisgone, "tis gone,,tis gone, 
You are welcome,Gentlemen, come, Mufitians, play: 
: [Aanfick. plays : and they dance, 
A Hall, Hall, give room, and foot it; Girles, A | 
More light, ye Knaves, and turn the Tables up: 
And quench the Fire, the Room is grown too hot. 
Ah, Sirrah, this unlook?d for fport comes well ; 
Nay, fit, nay fit, good Coufin Gapulet, 
For you and I, are paft our dancing daies : 
How long is’t now fince laft your felf and I 
Were in a Mask ? 
2Cap. By’r Lady, thirty years. 
1 Cap, What, man!.’tis not fo much, *tisnot fo much, 
Tis fince, the Nuptial of Lucentio, 
Come Pentecoft, as quickly asit will, 
Some fiveand twenty years, and then we Mask’d. 
2 Cap. ?Tis more, ’tis more, his Son is Elder, Sir 
His Sonis thirty. 
3 Cap. Will you tell me that ? 
His Son was but a Ward two yearsago.. =” ae 
Rom, What Lady is that which doth enrich the hand 
of yonder Knight ? CE BSB eT 
Ser. I know not, Sir. i 
Rom, O fhe doth teach the Torches to burn bright : 
Her Beauty hangs upon the cheek of night, 
Like a rich Jewel in an ~4thiops Ear : 
Beauty too rich for ufé,. for Earth too dear : 
So fhews a Snowy Dove trooping withCrows, 
As yonder Lady o’re her Fellows fhows : 
The meafure done, le watch her place of ftand, 
And touching hers, make blefled my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now,'forfwear it, fight, 
For I nevér faw true Beauty till thisNight. . 
Tib. This by his voice fhould be a Adountague. 
Fetch me my Rapier, Boy, what dares the Slave 
Come hither cover’d withan Antique Face, 
To fleer and {corn at our Solemnity ?-. =. 
Now by the ftock and honour of my kin, eee | 
To ftrike himdead I hold itnot afin. = é 
Cap. Why how now, Kinfiman, - oa 
Wherefore ftorm you fo? 
Tsb. Uncle this is a Mountague, our Foe : 
A Villain that is hither come in fpight, 
To fcorn at our Solemnity this Night. 
Cap. Young Romeo is it ? 19) 
Tib. ’Tishe, that Villain Romeo. ©0200. 
Cap. Content thee, gentleCouz, Jet himalone, 
A bears him like a portly Gentleman's" 
And to fay truth, Verona brags of him,) > - 
To bea vertuous and well-govern’d Youth ¢ 
I would not for the wealth ofall the Town, 
Here in my Houfe do himdifparagement: - 
Therefore be patient, takeno note of him, 
Itis my will, the which if thou refpect, a 
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Shew a fair prefence, and put off thefe frowns, 
41 An ill befeeming femblance for a Featt. ryiats 
Tib. It fits, when fuch a Villain is a Gueft, 
D’le not endure him. : 
| Cap. He fhall be indur?d. 
What, goodman-boy. I fay he fhall, goto, 
| Am Ithe Mafter here, or you? go to, 
41 You?l not endure him, God fhall mend my Soul, 
) You’l make a.mutiny among the Guetts : 
1 You will fet cock a hoop, you’l be the Man? 
Tib. Why, Uncle, ’tis a fhame. _ 
Cap. Go to, goto. — 
|| You are a fawcy Boy, 7tis fo endeed ¢ 
| This trick may. chance to feathe ‘you, I know what, 
You muft contrary me, marry tis time. 
| Well faid, my Hearts, yoware a Princox, 80, 
| Be quiet or morelight, for fhame, 
V’le make you quiet." What, cheerly my Hearts.” 
Tib. Patience perforce, with willful choler meeting, 
Makes my flefh tremble in their different greeting + 
+ Iwill withdraw, but this intrufion fhal} 
| Now feeming fweet, convert to bitter gall. 
. Rom, If | prophane with my unworthieft 
This holy thrisie, the gentle fin is this, 
My lips two blufhing Pilgrims ready ftand, — 
To fmooth that:rough touch with a tender: kifs. - 
Ful, Good Pilgrim, : 
You do wrong, your.Hand too much, — eee 
| Which mannerly devotion thews inthis, 
| For Saints have hands, the Pilgrims hand, do touch, 
| And palm to palm, is holy Palmers kifs. ~~ = 
Rom, Have not Saints Lips, and holy Palmers too: 
Gul. 1, Pilgrish, lipsthatthey muft ufe in Prayer.. 
Rom, O then, dear Saint, Jet Lip cd 
They pray, (grant thou,) leaft Faith turn to Defpair. 


hand, 


t 


Ful. Saintsdo-not move, 
| Though grant ifor'Prayers fake. < ~ 
Rom. Thenmove not while my Pra cl 
| Thus from my Lips, by thinémy'fin is'purg’d 
’ | 9%. “Then have my Lips the-in that they have took. 
| Rom. Sin fronumy Lips? O trefpafs fweetly urgd : 
i Give me my fin again. 
gut. You kifs by th’ Book. 
Nur, Madam} your Mother craves a 
Rom, \What.isher Mother ? 
Nur, Marry, Batchelor,» 
Her Mother is the Lady of the ‘Houfe, 
And a good Lady,:and a wife, and vertuous, _ 
I Nurs’d her Daughter that-youtalk withall : - 
“| T tell you,, ‘he that can lay hold of her, 
Shall have the Chinks. "9° 
Rom, Is thea Cupidet? - 
O dear account.! my Life ismy Foes debt." 
Bex, Away, begone, the fport is at the beft. 
Rom. 1, {o lfeary theimore is my unreft. 
Cap. Nay, Gentlemen, ‘prepare not to be gone, 
“We havea trifling foolifh Banquet'towards : . °° — 
{is it e’en fo? why.then,’I thank youall. 
i thank you, honeft Gentlemen, good Night: 
j More Torches here come on, ‘then lets to Bed. ¥/  ~ 
} AhSicrah, by my Faie it waxes late. 7 
Pie to my refl.: sodage ssestend 


word with you: 


: ¢3 j . amt ‘PE Exeunt, 
J Ful. Come hither, /Nurfe,:: y yout $OISHAGH 

} What is yond? Gentleman? 37) on 
Nur. The Sonand Heir of old Tyberto: 
Jud. What's hé that now is'going out of door?) ~~ 
Nur, Marry, that 1 think-to beyoung Petruchio. -~ - 
jut. What?s he that follows here; that would not dance? 
Nuri kaow riote'Y finn yvoatisy 18 eionstev boc ok 
Ga. Goask his Name; \ifhe be Married,°* 100 0 

My Grave is like tobe my wedding Bed. + 

Nur. His Name is Romeo, anda Adountague, >. 
The onlySon of our great Enemy.) (bu 


“7 
eran | 


pis Gaerne 


hg Aika ES Sea 


Prayers | effect do take: 


J, 


| And the fteal Loves {weet bait from 


‘The Traged) of Romeo and Juliet. __ 


Ful. My only Love fprung from my only Hate, 
Too early feen, unknown,-and khown, too late, 
Prodigious birth of Love it is to me, 

That | muft love a loathed Enemy. 

Nur. What?s this ? what?s this ? 

Ful. A Rhimel learn’d even Row 
Of one I danc’d withall. 


DD! 
0 


Nur, Anon, anons 
Come let’s away, the Strangers all are gone. 


LOnxe calls within, Julie es 


[Eso 


1.0 


Chorus. 


Now old defire doth in his Death-bed lie, 

And young Affection gapes to be his Heir, 

That fair, for which Love groan’d for and would 
With tender Falter match’d isnow not fair, ~ * 
Now Romeo is beloved, and loves again, 

A like bewitched by the charm of looks: eacat 
But to his Foe fuppos’d he muft complain, = 
fearful hooks, Ps 


| Being held a Foe, he may not have accefs 


To breathe fuch Vows, as Lovers ufe to fwear, 
And fhe as muchin Love, her means much lefs, 


|:To'meet her new Beloved any where : 


Tempting extremities with extream fweet. 


_ | Purn back, Dull Earth, and find.my Center out, | 
let Lips do what Handsdo,* | + ~’ jut sot Pr | 


But paflion lends them Power, time, means to meet, a 3 
Pp Pe Re ; 
Enter Romeo alone. aoded 


Rom, Can go forward, when my Heart is here? 


: 


“Enter Behvolio with Mercutio, 


Ben, Romeo nix Coafin Romeo, Romeo. < 
Mer, Reis wife’ ©: ‘ 


And on my life hath:ftoln him home to bed . 

Ben. He ran this way, and leap’d this Orchard 

Call, good Mercutio :° ‘ih 
Nay, le conjure too. ¥ ” aa 
Azer. Romeo Humours, Matetewatiion, Lover, 7 
Appear thou ip the likeaefs OFa fight, ‘ 

Speak but one Bitcaene I am fatisfied : mer 
Cry me but aim, Couply but Leve and Day, Gape aie 
Speak tomy GoilipVems one fair word,  <ove™ 


One Nick-name for‘her pur-blind Son and her, 
Young Abraham Cupid, he that fhot fo true, 

When King Copherua lov’d the Beggar-maid, ak 
He heareth not, he ftirreth not, he moveth not, © 
The Ape is dead; ‘and’ maft conjure'‘him, 


‘1 T conjure thee by Rofuline’s bright Eyes, 


By her high Fore“heady and her Scarlet lip, ila 
By her fine Foot, ftreight Leg, and quivering Thigh, © 
And the Defmeans'that there adjacent lie, ee 
That in thy likenefsthou appear to us. ERE 

Ben, And if he heat thee, thou wileanger him, 

Mer. This cannot anger him, *twould anger bim, 
To raife a Spirit in his Miftrefs’s Circle, eee 
Of fome ftrange Nature, letting it there ftand 
Till fhe had laid it, and conjur’d it down, 
That were fone fpight.-" 


j 


SHES 


.| |My Invocation.is fair and honeft,,and in his Miftrefs’snam® Ea 


I conjure only but to raife up him. 

Ben. Come, he hatti hid himfelf among thefe Trees 
To be conforted with the humorous Night; ae 
Blindis his Love, and beft befits ti€ dark. nd 

Mer. \f Love-be blind, Love cannot hitthematky | a 


(eee 
f 
by 


Now will he fit undet'a Medlar-tree, rar 
And with his Miftvefswere that kind’ of Fruit, ~~ 
As'Maids cali Medlars when they 


Betis gu 
eviccs See 
Ne inka: enue Ae 
Jatigh alone,” od 5 ek 


| O, Romeo, thatthe weté, O thatthe were? Lg 
-] An epee thou @PoptinPear, © rs ia 
~fe 


” 


| Romeo, good night, I’le to my Truckle-bed, 
This Field-bed is tgp cold for me to fleep : 
fhall we go? 
Pie Go ny fortis in vainto feek him here 
That means not to be found. 


Rom, He jefts at Scars that never felt a wound, 
But foft, what light through yonder window breaks ? 
Jitis the Eaft, and Fuhet.is the Sun, 
Arife, fair Sun, and kill the envious Moon, 
Who is already fick and pale with grief, 
} That thou her Maid; art far more fair than fhe : 
Be not her Maid fince fhe isenvious, 
_| Her veftal Livery is but fick and green, 
And none but Fools do wear it, caft it off: 


i 


She {peaks, yet fhe faysnothing, what of that? 
_|Her Eye difcourfes, I will anfwer it :- 

- {Lam too bold, ’tis not to me fhe fpeaks : 

Two of the faireft Stars in all the Heaven, 
Having fome bufinefs, do intreat her Eyes 

To twinckle in their Spheres till they return. 
What if her Eyes were there, they inher Head, 


As Day-light dotha Lamp, her Eye in Heaven, 
Would through the airy Region ftream fo bright, 


See how fhe leans her Cheek upon her Hand. 
O that I were a Glove upon that hand, 
‘That I might touch that Cheek. : 
' Ful. AY me. 

Rom. She fpeaks. 
‘Oh fpeak again, bright Angel, for thou art 
As lorids to this Night being o’re my Head, 
Asisa winged Meflenger of Heaven - 
| Unto the white upturned wondring Eyes 
| Of Mortals that fallback to gaze on him, 
_| When he beftrides the lazy puffing Clouds, 
‘And fails upon the bofom of the air. 
| Ful. O, Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo? 
Deny thy Father, and refufe thy name: 
Or if thou wilt not, be but fworn my Love, 
{And Ple no longer be a Capulet. 


ih ) | Whats Adountague ? it is not hand nor foot, 
~(* \Nor arm, nor face, O be fome other name 
Belonging toa man. 
y What's a a name ? that which we calla Rofe, 
“i, .|Byany other word would finell.as fweet, 
ig, 80 Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
i _ Retain that dear perfection which he owes, 
A PWithout that Title; Romeo, doff thy Name, 
,  |Andfor thy Name, whichis no part of thee, 
hy | Take all my felf. 


ti 


Rom. | take thee at thy word: 
) 


Call me but Love, and I’le be new baptiz’d, 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 


‘So ftumbleft on my Counfel ? 
— Rom. ByaNa 
' know not how to tell thee who I am : 
My Name, dear Saint, is hateful to my felf, 
| Becaufe it is an Enemy tothee, 
Had Lic written, I would tear the word. 


r Jul. My Ears have yet not drunk a hundred words 
| Of thy Tongues uttering, yet I know the found. 
fi Artthou not Koveo, anda Adountague 2 
Kom, Neither, fair Maid, if either thee diflike. 
| Ful. How cam*tt thou hither, : 

Tell me, .and wherefore? oo ee 

i. | The Orchard Walls are high, and hardtoclimb; .. - 
é . |And the place Death, confidering who thou art, 


LExeunt. 


It is my Lady,O it is my Love, O that fhe knew fhe were, 


The brightnefs of her Cheek would fhame thofe Stars, | 


| That Birds would fing, and think it were not Night:. . 


J#l What Man art thou, that thus befcréen’d in Night, 


a ene ene 
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Ifany of my Kinfmen find thee here. 
Kom. With Loves light wings 
Did | o’re-perch thefe Walls, = 
For ftony Limits cannot hold Love out, 
And what Love cando, that dares Love attempt : 
Therefore thy Kinfinen,are no ftop to me. 
Jul. If they do fee thee, they will murder thee, - 
Kom, Alack there lies more peril in thine Eye, 
Than twenty of their fwords, look thou but fweet, 
And I am proof againft their Enmity. 
Jul. 1 would not for the World they faw thee here. 


Kom. | have Nights cloak to hide me from their Eyes, 


And but thou love me, Iet them find.me here, 
My Life were better ended by their Hate, 
Than Death prorogued wanting of thy Love. 


Jul. By whofe direction found?ft. thou out this place? 


Kom. By Love that firft did prompt meto enquire, 
He lent me Counfel, and Ilent him Eyes : 
fam noPilot, yet wert thou.as far. =: +. | 
As that vaft-fhore , wath’d with the fartheft Sea, 
I fhould adventure for fuch Merchandife. 


Jul. Thou knoweft the mask of Night is on my Face, 


Elfe would a Maiden blath bepaint my Cheek, 

For that which thou haft heard me {peak to Night,. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain, deny 
What I have fpoke, but farewel, Complements, 
Doft thou Love? O, Lknow thou wilt fay; I, 

And I will take thy word, yet if thon {weartt, 
Thou may’ft prove falfe.; ar Lovers perjuries 
They fay ‘ove laughs, oh gentle Romeo, 

If thou doft love, pronounce it faithfully : 

Orif thouthinkeft 1 am too guickly won, 

I’le frown and be perverfe, and fay thee nay, 

So thou wilt wooe: Butelfenot for the world. 

In truth, fair Adountague, I am too fond : 

And therefore thou mayeft think my haviour light, 


But truft me, Gentleman, Ple prove more true, 
| Than thofe that have more coyning to be ftrange, 


I fhould have been more ftrange, I mult confefs, 
But that thou over-heard’ft e’re I was ware 


_| My true Loves paffion, therefore pardon me, 


And not impute this yielding to light Love, 

Which the dark night hath fo difcovered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder Moon, I vow: 

That tips with Silver all thefe F ruit-tree, tops. 

Ju. O {wear not by the Moon, th’unconitant Moon 
That monthly changes in her circled Orb, 
Left that thy Love prove likewife variable. 

Rom. What thall I fwear by ? ; 

Ful. Do not {wear at all : 
Orif thou wilt, fwear by thy gracious felf, 
Which is the God of my Idolatry, 

And I’le believe thee. 
Rom, If my Hearts dear love 
Jul. Well do not {wear although I joy in thee; 

I have no joy of this contraéto Night, 

itis too rath, too unadvis’d, too fudden, 

Too like the lightning which doth ceafetobe, 

E’re one can fay, it lightens, Sweet, good Night, 

This bud of Love by Summers ripening breath, 

May prove a beauteous Flower when next we meet : 

Goodnight: goodnight, as {weet repofe and reft, 

Come to thy Heart, as that within my breaft, 

Kom, O wilt thou leave me fo unfatisfied ? 

jul. What fatisfaction canft thou have to Night ? 


$ 


t 


? 


2? 


Rom, Th? exchange of thy Loves faithful Vow of mine. 


Ful. 1 gave thee mine before thou didft requeft it ; 
And yet | would it were to give again. 
Rom, Would’tt thou withdraw it ? 
For what purpofe, Love? 
Gul, But to be frank, and'giveit thee again, 
And yet I with but for the thing I have, 
My bounty is as boundlefS as the Sea, 


| My Loveas deep, the more! giveto thee, 


The 
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The more! have, for both are infinite. 
I hear fome noife within, dear Love adieu. 


Anon, good Nurfe, fweet Adountague be true : 
Stay but a little, 1 will come again. 
Rom. O blefled, blefled Night, lam afear?d, 
Being in‘night, all this is but a Dream, 
Too flattering fweet to be fubftantial. 
Enter. 
ul. Three words, dear Romeo, 
And good night indeed, 
ifthat thy bent of Love be Honourable, 
Thy purpofé Marriage, fend me word to morrow, 
By one that Ple procure to come to thee, : 
Where, and What time thou wilt perform the Rite, 
And all my Fortunes at thy Foot Ve lay, 
And follow theey my Lord, throughout the World. 
we [Within : Madam. 
Icome, anon: but if thou meaneft not well, 
I do befeech thee, * 
3 (Within: Madam. 
(By,and by, Icome.) 
Toceafe thy fttife, and leave me to my grief 
To morrow will Ffend. 
Rom, So thrivemy Soul. 
gul. Athoufand times, good Night. _LExit, 
Rom, A thoufand times the worfeto want thy light, 
Love goes toward ‘Love, as School-boys from their Books, 
But Love from'Love, towards School with heavy looks. 


: | Enter Juliet again. 


_ Ful. Hilt, Romeo, hift: O fora Falkners Voice, 
Tolure this'Taffel gentle back again, © 
Bondage is hoarfe and may not fpeak aloud, 

Elfe would I tear the Cave where Eccho lies, 
And make her ayry Tongue more hoarfe, than with 
The repetition of my Romeo. 
Rom, Itis-my Soul that calls upon my Name. 
How filver-fweet found Lovers Tongues by Night, 
Like fofteft Mufick to attending Ears. 
Ful, Romeo. 
Rom, My Sweet. 
Gul. What a Clock to morrow 
| Shall I fend to thee? 
Kom. By. the hour of Nine. 
Ful. Lwill not fail, tis twenty years till then, 
{1 have forgot why. I did call thee back. 
{ Rom, Let me ftand here till thou remember it. 
Ful. 1 thall forget, to have thee ftill ftand there, 
| Remembring how:] love thy Company. 
| Rom. And Vie ttiil tay to-have thee ftill forget, 
| Forgetting any other name but this. 
Ful. Vis almoft-morning, I would have thee gone. 
; And yet no further then a wantons Bird, 
| That lets it hop a little from his hand, 
| Like a poor Prifoner in his twifted Gyves, 
| And with a.filken thred plucksit again, 
So loving jealous of his Liberty. 
Rom. 1 would I were thy Bird. 
| Ful. Sweet,fo would 1, © 
Yet I fhould kill thee with much -cherifhing : 
| Good night, good night. 
Rom, Parting isfuch fweet forrow, 
That | fhall fay Good night, till it be morrow. 
9d. Sleep dweilupon thine Eyes, peace in thy ‘gos 
ral ipo . FE xt, 
| Rom. Would | were Sleep and Peace fo {weet to reft; 
Fhe gray-ey’d Morn f{mileson the frowning Night, 
Check? riag the Eaftern Clouds with ftreaks of light, 
And Darknefs Beckel’d like a Drunkard reels, 
' From forth days path-way, made by Zitan’s W heels. 
Hence will I to my Ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, 
is help tocrave,: and imy dear hap to tell, 
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[Calls within. \ 


meo and Juliet. 


Enter Frier alone with a Basket. 


F7i. Now @rethe Sun advance his burning Eye, “> 
The day to chear, and Nightsdank dew to dry, = 
| mutt up-fill this Ofier Cage of ours, ae 
With baleful Weeds, and precious juiced Flowers, 
The Earth that’s Natures Mother, is her Tomb, 
What is her burying Grave, that isher Womb: 
And from her Womb Children of divers kind 
We fucking on her natural Bofom find: 
Many for many Virtues Excellent : 
None but for fome, and yet all different. 
O mickle is the powerful Grace that lies Boe 
In Plants, Herbs, Stones, and their true Qualities; ~~ 
For nought fo vile, that on the Earth doth live, 
But to the Earth fome fpecial good doth give. | aa 
Nor ought fo good, but ftrain’d from that fair ufe, 47 
Revolts from true Birth, {tumbling onabufe. =~ 
Vertue it felf turns vice being mifapplied. 
And Vice fometime by action dighitied. ie 


Enter Romeo. 


Within the infant Rind of this weak Flower, 
Poyfon hath refidence, and medicine Power: — a 
For this being fmelt, wich that partchears each part, - | — 
Being tafted flays all Senfes with the Heart. ‘ i" 
Two fuch opposd Kings encamp them till, 
In Man as well 4s Herbs, Grace andrude Will: 
And where the worfer is predominant, 
Full foon the Canker Death eats up that Plant. 
Rom. Good morrow, Father. ~ 
Fri, Benedicite. - 
What early Tongue fo fweet falutdthem ? 
Young Son, it argues a diftemper’d Head, 
So foon to bid Good morrow to thy Bed 5 
Care keeps his watch in every old Mans Eye, 
And where Care lodgeth, Sleep will never lie : 
But where unbruifed Youth with unftuft Brain 
Doth couch his Limbs, there golden fleep doth raig) 
Therefore thy:earline{s doth me aflure, e 
Thou art up-rouz’d with fome diftemperature 5 
Or if not fo, then here] hitit right, 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to Night. = 
Rom. That laft istrue, the fweeter reft was mine 
Fri. God pardon fin: waft thou with Rofaline? = 
Rom. With Rofuline, my Ghoftly Father? Noy 
[have forgotshat Name, and that Name’s woe. eo 
y gaed:Son,but where haft thou been then! 
Ithee’e’re thou ask it me again 
{ting ‘with mine Enemy, 
udden one hath wounded me, 
é woufided : both our Remedies 
nd holy Phyfick lies : 
Blefled man, for lo ‘5 
ikewife fteads my Foe. Fey. 
n, good Son, reft homely in thy drift, =| 
dlit ion finds but ridling fhrift. Dee 
Rom, Then plainly know my heart’s dear Lovels fet : 
On the fair Daughter of rich Capadtet : se 
As mine on hers, fo hers is feton mine; 
And all combin’d, fave what thou muft combine 
By holy Marriage: when, andwhere, and how, 
We met, we woo’d, and made exchangeof vow, 
I’le tell the as we pafs, but this 1 pray, Py 
That thou confent to marry us today. 
Fri, Holy Saint Francis, what a change is 


here ? 
Ts Rofaline, that thou didft love fo dear, 


| Sofoon forfaken ? young mens Love then lies — 


Not truly in their Hearts, but in their Eyes. 


| Fefu Maria, whatadeal of brine ~*~ 
| Hath wathe thy fallow Cheeks for Rofuline? 
LExit. 


How much falt Water thrown away in waftes 


! } 
1 thy ae 


| To feafon Love, that of it doth not tafte? — 
| The Sun not yet thy fighes from heaven clears, 
Thy old groans yet ring in my ancient ears ; 
Lo here upon ‘thy cheek the ftain doth tit, 
Of: an old tear that is not wafht off yet. 
If ere thou watt thy felf, and thefe woes thine, 
Thou and thefe woes were all for Rofaline, 
And art thou chang’d ? Pronounce this fentence then, 
Women may fall, when there’s no ftrength in men. 
] | Rom, Thou chidd’ft me oft for loving Rofaline. 
Fri, For doting, not for loving, Pupil mine. 
Rom. And bad?it me bury Love. 
Fri, Not ina grave, » 
To lay one in, another out to have. 


onl Rom. 1 pray thee chide me-not, her Lovenow 
" {Doth grace for grace, and Love for Love allow : 
be The other didnot fo. 


Fri. Oh fhe knew well, 

| Thy Love did read by rote; that could not {pell : 

But come young wavereér, come go with me, 

In one refpect le thy affiftant be: 9 

For this alliance may {6 happy prove,“ 

To turn, your houfhold-rancour to pure Love. 
Rom. O let us hence, Tftand on fudden hatte. 


" Fri. Wifely and flow; they ftamble that'run fat, 

ee : Ne [ Exeunt. 
Nee : ¥ ; i 

Enter Bervelea and Mercutio. 

Mi Mer. Where the devil fhould this Rames be? came he | 


not home to night? 

Ben. Notsto his Fathers, I {poke with his man. 

Mer, Why that fame pale hard-hearted wench, that 
| Rofaline torments him fo, that he will fure run mad. 


ter tohis Fathers houfe. : 
AMér. A Challenge on my life. 
~ Ben. Romeo will anfwer it. 


Mer, ‘Any‘man that cat write, may anfwer a Letter. 


being dared. Leif = 
Mer, Alas poot Romeo; he is already dead, ftabb’d with a 
white whenches black eye, run through the eat with a 


Love-fong, the very pin of his heart cleft with the blind 


‘ balt ? 


“ane : 

jg | Bou. WhywhavisTybeb? 
1, | A4er. More then Prince of Cats. Oh he’s the Couragi- 
s | ous Captain of Complements : he fights as you fing prick- 
it ‘| fongs, keepstime, diftance, and proportion, he reits his 
nf Minum, one, two, andthe third in your Bofom: the very- 


butcher of a filk button, a Duellift,a Duellift : a Gentleman 


| immortal Paffado, thé Punto reverfo, the Hay. 
_ Ben. The what ? ata : 
Mer. The Pox of fuch antique lifping affecting phanta- 


is 


¥ mentable thing Grandfir, that we fhould be thus afflicted 
with thefe ftrange flies, thefe fafhion-mongers, thefe par- 


bones. 
Enter Romeo. 

Ben, Here comes Romeo, here cothes Romeo, 

Mer, Without his Roe, like a dried Herring. O ftefh, 
flefh; how art thou fifhified? Now is he for the numbers 
‘that Petrarch flowed in : Lawra'to his Lady was a Kitchen- 
“wench, marry fhe had a better love to berime her: Dido 


ae ; 
_ | a Dowdy, Cleopatra, a Gipfie, Helen and Hero, hildings and 
| harlots : Thisbya gray eye or fo, but not to the purpofe. 
 Signior Romeo, Bonjour, there’sa French falutation to your 
; a “a! 
jp 


|< Shad oil ragedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


‘Itisaimoit harp fawce, 
Ben. Tybalt, the kinfman to old Capulet, hath fent a Let- | 


Ben,Nay he will anfwer the Letters Mafter how he dares, |. 


| Bow-boyes-but-fhaft, and is he aman to encounter Z)- | 


‘indeed to occupy the argument no longer. 


} Of the very firft houfe of the firft and fecond cavfe : ah the | 


| A fayle, a fayle. 
fies, thefe new tuners of accent : Jefu, a very good blade, | 
_ avery tall man, avery good Whore. Why is not this ala- } 


| don-me’s, who ftand fo much on the new form,’ that they } 


| cannot fit at eafe on thé old bench. O their bones, their | For her Fan’s the'fairer face? 


BES 


French flop: you gaveus the counterfeit ‘fairly daft night. 

Romeo. Good morrow tu you both, what.counter feit did 
I give you? 

Mer. The flip Sir, the flips canyou not conceive ? 

Kom. Pardon Adércutio, my bufinefs was great. and in 
fuch a cafe as mine, a man may ftrain couttefie, 

Mer. That’s as muchas to fay, fucha'cafe as yours con- 
ftrains a man to bow in the‘hams, ifs thy 

Rom. Meaning! to'courteiéss 0 Gs. hus 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it) fied 40: 

Rom. A molt courteous expolition. ¢ 21,1 

Mer. Nay, 1am the very pinck of courtefed 

- Rom. Pinke-for flower; / a6, tsud ote f 

Mer, Righty. << jr, fs 

Rom. Why then is my:/Pump well flowr’d. *. 

“Ver, Sure wit, follow me this’ jeft now till thou ha 
worn out thy Pump,’ that! when the :fingle/ fole of “it‘is 
it the jeft may remain after the wearing, fole-finga- 
ar. aici liv Twa ' 

Rom. O fingle-fol’d jeft; yos.i in2inas feysr 


| Solely fingular,for the finglenefs.? ©-bo1_.\ bet lowers) | 


a : sh toe 
Mr. Come betweenus good Benvolio, my wit faints. 
Rom, ‘Switsand Spurs; iW. TeHOY. Yew 1. 
Swits and Spurs, or Vle cry a match Aeil io 
Mer. Way, if our wits! run the Wild-goofe’ Ghafest am 
done : Forthou haft moresofithe Wild.goule inoone of 
thy wits, thenlam furel have in my wholé Sve. Was I 


y we 


| witheyou there for the Goofe ? 


Rom Thou was never owith me for! any’ thing, 
thou waitnot there for the Goofe. <!! to 0007 

Mer, A will bite theeby the ear for that jefe: 

Rom, May, good Goofe bite not, : 

Mer. Thy wit is.a very bitter-{weetingy 


when [ 


Rom, Andis it not well ferv’d in to afweet Goofe ? 
Mer, Oh here’sa wit.of Cheverell, chat firetches from 
an inch narrow, to anell broad... 245.) ? : 
Rom.1 feretch it out for-that word, broad; which'added 
to the Goofe, proves the far and wide, abroad Goof. . 
Mer, Why is not, this better now, then groaning for 
Love ? now art thou fociabley now arc’ thow Romes : “now | 
art thou what thou art, by Art as well asby Nature, for | 
this driveling Love is like agreat Natural,thatronslolling | 
up and down to hide his bauble ina hole. : 
Ben. Stop there, ftop'there. 


2 Rey i = : : : Chair. 
Aer Thou defirelt me to top inmy Tale egaint the 
Ben. Thou would’ft elfe made thy tale large. 

Mer..© thou art deceiv’d, | would have made it fhort, 


for I was come to the whole depth of my Taléjand nieant 


Enter Nurfe and her Man, 


- sgt : showed 
Rom. Here’s goodly gears). 


Mer. Two, two, a Shirt anda Smock.’ 

Nur, Peter ? ! 

Peter. Anon. : 

ur, My Fan Peter. 

Mer, Good Ferer,to-hide her face : 

Nur.God ye good morrow Gentlemen. 
Mer. God ye gooden fair Gentlewoman. 
Nur. ts it gooden ? eRe 8 o 
Mer,’ Tis Ro lefs 1 teH you ; for the bawdy hand of the } 

Dyal is now upomthe prick of Noon, 9 ia 
Nur. Out upon you: what a man are you ? 
Rom, One, Gentlewoman, 

That God hath made himfelfto mar. Scie 
Nur. By my troth it is fad, for himfelf tomar,quotha? | 

Gentlemen, can any of you teil me where I may nad . 

the young Romeo? : 
Romeo. can tell you; but young Romeo will be. 

Pre... 


oldér | 
when 
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when you have found him,. than he was when ‘you fought 
him : Lam the youngelt of that Name, for fault of a worle- 
Nur. You fay well. 
Mer. Yeas isthe wort well? 
Very well took, Ifaith, wifely, wifely.. | 
Nar. If yowbeche Sir, 
| defire fome Confidence with you, 
Ben. She will invite him to fome Supper. 
Mer. A Baud, a Baud, aBaud. So ho. 
Rom, What haft thou found ¢ : 
Mer. No Hare Sir, unlefsaHareSir in a Lenten Pie, 
that is fomething Stale and Hoar e’re it be fpent- 
An old Hare hoar,and an old Hare hoar is very good meat 
in Lent. : 
Buta Hare that ishoar,. is too much fora Score, when it 
> oars e’re it be {pent 
Romeo, will you come to your 
thither. niko 
Rom, \ will follow you. 
Mer, Farewel ancient Lady : 
Farewel Lady, Lady, Lady. 


Fathers ? Wee’l to Dinner 


2 
r 


[Ex. Mercutio, Benvolio. 

Nur, pray you Sir, what fawcy Merchant was this that 
was fo fullof his Roguery ? ; 

Ron. AGentelman, Nurfe, that loves to hear. himfelf 
talk, and will fpeak more in a minute, than he will ftand 
to ina Month. : ; : 

Nur, Anda {peak any thing againft me, Ple take him 
down, anda:were luftier than he is, and twenty fuch Jacks: 
AndifI cannot, Vile find thofe that fhall: Scurvy Knave, 
{am none of hisflurt-gils, I am none of his skains-Mates. 
-| And thou muft ftand by too, and fuffer every Knave to ufe 
{me at his Pleafure. - Sere aaa 
| Pet, 1 faw noManufe you at his Pleafure: if I had, my 

Weapon fhould quickly have been out, 1 warrant you, I 
-| dare draw as foon as another Man, if I fee occafion in a 
good Quarrel, and the Law on my fide. 

Nur. Now.afore God, Iam fo vext, that every part 
about me quivers: {curvy Knave : Pray you Sir a Word: 
And as1 told yousmy young Lady bid me enquire you out ; 
what fhe bid me fay, 1 will keep tomy felf: But firft let me 
tell ye, if ye fhould lead her ina fools Paradife,as they fay, 
ic were a very grofs kind of behaviour, as they fay: For 
the Gentlewoman is young, and therefore, if you fhould 
deal double with her, truly it were-an ill thing to be of- 
| fered to any Gentlewoman, andvery weak dealing. 

‘| Rom, Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady and Miftrefs, 1 
!jproteft unto thee 

|. Nur. Good heart, and I faith I will tell her as much: 
-|}Lord, Lord, fhe will bea joyful Woman. 

| Rom, What wilt thou tellher, Nurfe ? Thou doft not 
‘}mark me? = 

Nur, \ will tell her, Sir, that you do proteft, which, as ] 
. {take it, is a Gentleman-like offer. 

| Rom, Bid her devife fome means tocome to fhrift this 
| And there fhe fhall at Frier Lawrence Cell _ (afternoon; 

Be fhriv’d and married: here is for thy pains. 

Nur. No truly Sir, nota penny. 

Rom. Goto, I fay you fhall. 

Nur. This afternoon Sir ? Well, fhe fhall be there. 

Rom, And ftay thou,good Nurfe,behind the Abby-wall, 
Within this hour my Man fhall be with thee, 

And bring thee Cords made like.a tackled f{tair, 

W hich to the high top-gallant of my joy 

Muft be my Convoy in the fecret Night. ) 

Farewel, betrufty, and Plequitethy pains® 

|Farewel, commend metothy Miftrefs. ... 
Nur. Now God in Heaven blefs thee: Hark you Sir. 

Rom, What faift thou, mydear Nurfe? — ~ Sere 

Nur.As your man fecret?did you ne’re hear fay, Two may | 
keep Counfel, puttingomcaway? 


Rom. \ warrant thee my man as true as Steel. 


i 


Nur. WellSir, my Miftrefs is the fweeteit Lady,Lord, | 


{| Lord, when twas little prating thing. O,there is aNo- 


| ae 
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ble manin Town, one Paris, that would fain lay Knifea| 
board: But fhe, good Soul, had as live feea Toad, ave 
Toad, as fee him: Langer her fometimes, and tell her thay 
Paris isthe properer:man, but Ple warrant you, when] 
fo, fhe looks as pale as any Clout in » the verfal World 
Doth not Rofemary and Romeo begin. both with a letter 2 
Rom. \Nurfe, ‘what of that? Both withank, 


Ner, A mocker that’s the Dogs name. ‘2. is for the no.| i 
I know it begins with fome other Letter, and the haththel 


pretticft fententious of it, of youand Rofemary, that cf 

would do you good to hear it. ae 
Rom, Commeud me to thy Lady. 
Nur. 1a thoufand times. Peter ? sit 
Pet. Anon. mie 
Nur. Before, and apace. (Ex. Nurfe and Peter) 


Enter Juliet. : 
Suli. The Clock ftrook nine,when I did fend the Nurfe| 
In halfan hourfhe promifed to retutn,  aciGs 
Perchance fhe cannot meet him: That’snotfos  . | 
Oh fhe is Lame, Loves Heraulds fhould be thoughts, = | 
Which ten times fafter glide than the Suns Beams, ; 
Driving back fhadows over lowring Hills. 
Therefore.do nimble Pinnion’d Doves draw Love, 
_And therefore hath the wind-fwift Cupid Wings : 
Now isthe Sun upon the highmoft Hill 
Of this days journey, and from nine till twelve, 
I three long hours, yet fhe is not come: 
Had fhe affe€tions and warm youthful Blood, . 
She’ld be as {wift in motion asq Ball, iam 
My words woulc bandy her to my {weet Love, » 
And his tome; butold Folks, + 
Many fain as they were Dead, ee 
Unwieldy, flow, heavy, and pale as Lead. wo 


ra 


2 
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Enter Nurfe. 


O God fhe comes. O honey Nurfe, what News? 
Haft thou met with him? Send thy Man away. 
Nur. Peter ftay at the Gate. 
Fuls. Now good {weet Narfe : 
O Lord why look’ft thou fad ? 
Though News be fad, yet tell themmerrily. 
If good, thou fham’ft the Mufick of fweet News, 
By playing it to me with fo fower a Face. 
Nur, 1am aweary, give me leave a while ; . 
Fie, how my Bones ake, whata Jaunt have I had? — 
Juli, 1 would thou hadft my Bones, and 1 thy News 
Nay come, I pray thee {peak, good Nurfé fpeak. 
Nur. Jefa, what hafte ? can younot ftay a while? 
Do you not fee how | am out of breath ? “oe 
ult. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft i 
To fay to me, that thou art outof breath? | 
The Excufe that thou doft make in this delay, 
Is longer then the Tale thou doft excufe. 
Is thy News good or bad ? Anf{wer.to that, 
Say either, and I’le {tay the Circumftance: 
Let me be fatisfied, is't good or bad ? ie 
Nur. Well, you have made a fimple choice, you * 
not how to chufe a man: Romeo,no not he, though his 
be better than any mans,yet his Legs excell all me 
for a Hand and a Foot,and a Bawdy, though they be 
be talk’d on,yet they are paft compare:He isnot the Flowety 
of Courtefie, but I warrant him as gentle a Lamb: Got 
waies Wench, ferve God; what have you din’dat ho 
Fult, No, no: Butall this didi kaowbefore:  ~ 


| What faies he of our Marriage? Whatof that? 


_ Nur, Lord how my Head akes, what a Head have I 
It beats as it would fall in twenty Peices. ie 
My back a tother fide: O my back, myback: = 
Befhrew. your Heart for fending me about hiwed 
To catch my Death with jaunting up and down. 
Juli, 1 faith Lam forry that thouart fo ill, pe 


The Tragedy of Roméo and Juliet, B15 
45weet, {weet, fweet Nurfe, tell me what fays my Love ? ih . i wdexolese3 «smn s 


Nur. Your Love fays like an honeft Gentleman, - Masdadiian: mI Sion 
| hh : 
: And a courteous, and akind, and a handfom, = . nas mae a pavollp, hes Gen; 
\. And I warrant a vertuous; where is your Mother ? Ben, } pray thee Mercuri heb! 
i ts Juli, Where is my Mother ? ; The day p a: Scene mh 
ty Why fhe is within, where fhould fhe be ? And if we meet, we fhall not {capea brawl, ‘for now theft 
i How odly thou reply’ft / _ hot days is the mad blood ftirri gino ‘nl es 
‘M Your Love fays like an honeft Gentleman : | Aér, Thou art like one of thofe Fellow th 
Kb, Where is my Mother ? he enters the confines of a’ Tavern, dans a ti fi mocha’ 
ty Nur, O Gods Lady dear, on the table, and faies. God fend ime si : a é hi ath 
Are you fo hot ? marry come up I trow, by the eet of the fecond Cat sieiss i oe 
jls this the Poultis for my aking bones ? Drawer, when indeed thereis no need. a a ay 
. Hence forward do your meflages your felf. Ben, Am 1 like faucha fellow 2. Yayed om 
5 Juli. Here’s facha coil, come; what fays Romeo ? | Ader, Come, come; thou art as hot a Jack in th mood, 
thy dVur, Have you got leave to go to fhrift to day ? as any in Jtaly 5 and as foon moved to be moody : ; 
Fuli.¥ have. foon moody es be mov’d ee 7" 
.. Then aoe ey hence to Frier Lawrence Cell, Ben. And what too?’ 
| ere Italesa Husband to make you a Wife : Mer. Nay, an , 
le | Now comes the wanton blood up in your Cheeks, none thortly,for 4 would kill se ert te m as . a 
| They?l be in Scarlet ftraight at any news: wilt quarrel with aman that. hath a hair m rears h sit 
@ ==: | Hie you to Church, I muft another way, lefs in his Beard than thou halt = thou wilt ie rl ii ha 
| | To fetch a Ladder, by the which your Love man for cracking Nuts, having no other ak ; ete : 
« {Mult climb a Birds neft foon, whenit is dark : caufe thou, haft hafel "Eyes: viee eye, bat ite ships 
i 1 am the drudge, and toil in your delight: would {py out fuch a quarrel ? th bead as full f met 
by But you fhall bear the Burthen foon at night, rels, as an Ege is full of meat aie et thy head hacliBeen 
Hi Go lle to Dinner, hie youto the Cell. beaten as addle asan Egg for , warteltin : thou haft we 
| Jule. Hie to high Fortune, honeft Nurfe farewell. rell’d with a man forConghing in the Soins becaufe he hath 
i [ Exeunt. wakened thy Dog that hath lain afleep in the Sun. Did'ft 
aylor for wearing hi oubs 
I, Eee Price and Romeo let before Eafter ? with unin. for ish hy aes piri 
’ with old Ribband ? and yet thou. wilt Tutor. me from 
Lan, eid: pth . ‘ ‘abe 
Fri. So fmile the Heavens upon this holy a¢ 5 wand * were loapt to quarrel as thou art, a 
That after hours with forrow chide us hee. ne fhould buy the Fee-fimple of my Life for an hour anth a 
4 Rom, Amen, amen : but come what forrow can, yeaa tn 7 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy Mer, The Fee-fimple?.O fimple ! 
That one fhort minute gives me in her fight : AS, 
Do thou but clofé our Hands with holy words, »- Enter Tybalt; Petruchio, and others, 
New | Then Love-devouring Death do what he dare, . . 
qj, | Lt is enough I may but call her mine, Ben, By my head here ome the Capulers, 
Fri. Thefe violent delights have violent ends, Mer. By my heel I care not. a 
_| And in their triumph die like Fireand Powder, Tyb. Follow me clofe, for I will fpeak to’ them, 
Which as they kif§ confume. The fweeteft honey Gentlemen, Good-den, ‘a word with one of you, 
is Isloathfom in kis6wn delicioufnefs, : P Mer. And but one word: with one of us? couple it: with 
wiv |And inthe tafte confounds the appetite : omething, make it a word and a blow : 
, | therefore love moderately, long Love doth fo, Lib. ¥ owthall find me apt enough to that Sir, and you 
wii; | £00 fwift arrives as tardy as too flow. will give me occafion. . 
rel 7 wiving Conld you not take fome voccafion without 
” Enter Juliet. Tyb. Mercutio, thou confort?{t with Romeo, 
ae bE > i Mer. Confort ? what doft thou Make us Mi Pant 
yi” }Here comes the Lady. Oh folight a foot) thou make Minftrels of us, look re utiedoe 
) | Will ne’er wear out the everlafting flint’; cords: here’s my Fiddleftick ; here?s that hall make yo 
a JA Lovermay beftride the Goflamour dance. Come confort. ts 
i | That idlesin the wanton Summer Air, _ Ben. We talk here in the publick haunt of men: 
i And yet not fall, fo light is vanity. Either withdraw unto fome private place,” 
, | Juli, Good-even to my ghoftly Confeffor. Or reafon coldly of your grievances, 21.72. 
ti Fri, Romeo fhall thank thee Daughter for us both. Or elfe depart, here’all-Eyes gaze on us: 
sf Fuli, Asmuch to him, elfe is his thanks too much. Ver. Mens Eyes were made to look, and Iet'them gaze 
| Rom, Ah Fuliet, if the meafure of thy joy I will not budge for no mans pleafurel. : - it 
(| Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill’be more : 
ie Toblafon it, then fweeten with thy breath Enter Romeo. 
i) | This neighbour Air, and let rich Moficks Tongue 
ji {Unfold the imagin’d happinefs that both Tyb. Well, peace be with you Sir, here comes my man, 
if ; Receive in either, by this dear encounter. Mer, But Pile be hang’d Sir if he wear your Livery ; 
hy | Fuli, Conceit more: rich in. matter then in words, Marry gobefore to field, hee?l be your follower, 
he Brags of his Subftance, not of Ornament : Your Worhhip in that fenfe may call him many ~ 
be They are but beggars that can ¢ouiit their worth, Tyb. Romeo, the love I bear thee, can afford 
te But my true Love is:grown to fuch excefS, ) No better term than this;. Thowarta Villain. 
gh {I cankét fum np lobe OF half my: wealth, Rom, Tybalt, the reafon that I have to love thee, 
"| Fri.Come; come with me, and we will make fhort work, | Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 
je { For by your leaves, you fhall not ftayalone,, 22: 1 | To fuch a greeting : tat 3 ; 
| Till holy Church incorporate two ifone. 9 59 2.) | Therefore fareweli, { fee thou know’ft me not, 
pa. : ~ LExewnr.| yb. Boy, this fhall not excofe the injuries 
‘c vi i Eee2 = 
A 
ie ~ we 


The Tragedy. of Romeo and. Juliet. 


That thou haft done me, therefore turn and Draw. 

Rom. 1 do proteft Inever injur’d thee, 

But lov’d thee better than thou can’ft devife ; 
Till thou fhaltJkaow the Reafonof my-Love.: « 
And fo good Capulet,: which Name-I tender >! 
As dearly: asmy, OWNs be fatisfied. i29tt 

Mer. Ocalm, difhonourable, ‘vile fubmiffion ! 
Allafticatho carvics it away.) 0 © 
Tybalt, You Rat-catcher, will you walk ? 

Tb. What wouldi thou have with me? gas 
= Mer, Good King of Cats; nothing but a nine 
Lives, that] mean.to make bold withal, and as you fhall 
ufe me hereafter dry beat the reft of the eight. Will you 
pluck your Sword out of his Pilcher by the Ears? Make 
haftes, left mine be about your Ears ere it be out: 

Tib. 1am for you. 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy Rapier up. 
Mer. Come Sir, yout Paflado. 

Rom, Draw Benvol0, beat down their Weapons : 
| Gentlemen, for fhame forbear this outrage, 
| Tybalt, Mercurio, the Prince exprefly hath 

Forbidden bandying me Verona Streets, 
Ir. good Aderchivo. 
ae Sith [Exit Tybalt. 
. Mer~ 1 ava hurt. ie 
A: Plague of both the houfes, 
ishe gone and hath nothing ? 

Bee. Whatartthou hurt? s a 
der. \, 1,14 Scratch, a Scratch, marry *tis enough, 

“Where is my Page? Go Villain fetch a Surgeon. 
sockom. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. . 

Mer. No, *tis not fo deep as a Well, nor fo wide as a 
Ghurch-door,, but “tis ¢ , twillferve: ask for me to 
morrow,and you fhall find mea, Grave Man. I am pepper’d 
I warrant for this World: a Plague of both your .Houfes. 
What, a Dog, aRat; aMoufe, a Cat tofcratch a Man to 
Death ! a Braggart, a Rogue, a Villain, that fights by the 
book of Arithmetick. Why the Div’l came you between us ? 

[ was hurt under your Arm. 

Rom. (thougbt-ali for the beft. e 

Mer. Help me into fome Houfe Bervolio, 

Or | fhallfaint :) Plague o’both your Houfes, 

They havemade worms-meat of me, 

ijiaveit; andfoundly too, your Houfes. 


Tam fped < 


“ anit Eat. 
- Rom. This Gentleman, the Princes near Allie, © ~ 
My very Friend, hath got his mortal Hurt 
In-my behalf, my Reputation ftain’d 
With Tybale’s flander, Tybalt, that an Hour 
Hath been my-Gozen: O Sweet Fuliet, 
Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminate, 
And in my Wemper foftned Valour’s Steel. 
Enter Benvolio. 
Ben. © Romeo, Romeo, brave Adercutio’s dead, 

That Gallant Spirit hath, afpiv’d the Clouds, 
Which too untimely-here did feorn.the Earth. 
| Rom, Phis days:black Pate, on more days does depend, 

This but begins the: Woe, othersmult end. 4 


Enter Tyoalt, 


| Ben. Bere.comes the furious Tybalt back agains. 
| “Reni, He gonein Triumph, and Mercutio Shain 2 
Away to Heaven refpective Lenity, isd oy Tt 
“And Fire, and Fury be my Conduct.now + giao dy. 39 
Now Tybale take the Villain back again, sit SERBS 
That late thou gav°it me, for Aderantio’s Souk roi 
Isbuta little way! above our Heads; = AGT 04 
Staying for thine to keep him Company +) 9 conn co 
Either thou or 1, or both, muft go with hime). sso) 0) 
Tyb. Thou-wretched Boy that didit confort him here, 
Shale with himehence, 99-2 oa es 
Paty Zé caged 


it eas ioe ug 


| Anto’t they go-likeLightning; fore’rel il 


| And ashe fell, did Romeo turn and Fly: bi 
{ This is the Truth, orlet Bexvolio Die.’ he, 


_} But lle amerce you withifo ttronga& 


| L,will be deafto Pleading and Excufes) - 


Rom.’ This fhall. determine that." * sooy\, 
They ‘fights: Tybalt falls.» 
Ben. Romeo, away, be gone: © oi 4! 
The Citizens areup, and Zybaleflain, 
Stand not amaz’d, the Prince will doom thee 
If thou art taken’: Hence, be gone, away. 
Rom, O! 1 am Fortunes Fool. 
Ben, Why doft thou ftay ? 


Death 


4 4 
7 
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> IPSS [Exit Romeo. ' 


Enter Citizens. 


Citi, Which way ran he that kil?d Adreutio? = 
Tybalt that Murtherer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

Citi. Up Sir, go with me : 
I charge thee in the Princes Name obey. 


Enter Prince, old Mountague, Capulet, 
Wives and all, 2. be 


Prin, Where are the vile beginners of thisFra 
Ben. O Noble Prince I.can difcover all = 

The unlucky mannage of this fatal Brall ¢ 05° 

There lies the man flain by young Romeo,” 

That flew thy Kinfinan brave Azercutio. ° pats 
Cap. Wi. Tybalt my Cozen? O my BrothersChild, | 

O Prince, OCozen, Husband, O the Blood is fpilPd 

Of my dear Kinfinan. Prince as thou art true, 

For Blood of ours, fhed Blood of A4onntague. 

O Cozen, Cozen.- : Deh: 
Prin. Benvolio, Who began this Fray ? Pee 
Ben. Tybalt hereSlain, whom Revreo’s hand didSlays _} 

Romeo that fpoke him fair, bid him bethink "ae 

How nice the Quarrel was, and urg’d withal 

Your High Difpleafure: All this uttered, 

With gentle Breath, calm Look, Knees humbly 

Could not take Truce with the unruly Spleen 


| Of Tybalt, ‘deat to Peace, but that he ‘Vilts 


With Piercing Steel at bold Mercutio’s Breaft, 
Who all ashot, turns deadly Point to Point, 
And witha Martial fcorn, with one hand beats 
Cold Death afide, and with the other fends 
Itback to Tybalr, whofe Dexterity 
Retorts it: Romeo-hé cries aloud, 

Hold Friends, Friends part, and fwifter 


ae 
heer 
Ley 


than his 


_ | His able Arm beats down their fatal Points,» 


And twixt them Rufhes, underneath whofe Arm, 
Anenviousthruft from Tybalt, hit the Life 

Of ftout Aercutio, andthen Tybalt fled. 

Bat by and by comes back to Kozo, 

Who had but newly entertained Revenge, ~ 


auf 
wt 


Could draw to part them, was ftout Zybale Slain 


Cap. Wi. HeisaKinfipan to the Adountagne, 
Affec.ion makes him falfe, he fpeaks not true.” 
Some twenty of them fought in this black ftrife, 
And all thofe twenty could but kill one Life. 
Ibeg for Juftice, ‘which thou Prince muft give: 
Romeo flew Tybalt,; Romeo mult not Lives 
Prin. Romeo flew him, he flew Afereutio, 
Who now the Price of ‘his dear Blood doth owe, 

Cap. Not Romeo Prince, he was Adercutid's Friend, 
His Fault concludes but what the Law-fhonldend, 
The.Life of Tybalt sisi to oleae 4 

Prin, And for: that Offence, yee Ay 


Immediately we do Exile him "hence: ee 

I have an Intereftin.your hearts Prdckeding, 

My Blood for your rude,Brawls doth lyera Bleeding- 
1 169ty 

f 


eR 


presi 18g 
That you fhall all. great rs 57 Me yet 
¢ 
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Nor Tears, nor Prayers ‘hall purchafe our abufes. 
Therefore ufe none, let Xomeo hence in hatte 

Elfe when he is found, that hour is his laf 

Bear hence this Body, and attend our Wil] : 
Mercy but Murders, pardoning thofe that Kill. 


ah Enter Juliet alone, 


Fu. Gallop apace, you fiery footed Steeds, 
Toward Phebus lodging, fucha Wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the Welt, 
{And bring in cloudy night immediately, 

Spred thy clofé Curtain, Love-performing night, 
| That run-aways eyes may wink, and Romeo 
Leap tothefe Arms, untalktof and unfeen, 
Lovers can fee to do their Amorous Rites, 

By their own Beauties: Orif Lovebe blind, 
It beft agrees with night : Come civil night, 
Thou fober-futed Matron, all in black, 

And learn me how to lofe a winning Match, 
Playd for a pair of ftainlefs Maidenheads, 


| Think truz Love acted fimple Modefly : 7 
{Come night, come Romeo, come thou day in night, 
For thou wilt lic upon the Wings of night, 

,} Whiter than new Snow ona Ravens back: ; 
Come gentle night, come loving black-brow’d night, 
Give me my Romeo, and when I fhall die, 

. Take him and cut him out in little Stars, 

And he will make the Face of Heaven fo fine, 
itt-That all the World will be in Love with night, 
And pay no Worhhip to the Garifh Sun. 

O Ihave bought the Manfion of a Love, 

1, But not pofleis’d it, and though I am fold, 
tb Not yetenjoy’d, fo tedious is this Day, 
Asis the night before fome Feftival, 

8 Toan impatient Child that hath new Robes 


“ll, And may not wear them. O here comes my Nurfe : 
int 


heat 
nis 


al 


Enter Nurfe with Cords. 


And fhe brings news, andevery Tongne that {peaks 
But Xomeo’s name, {peaks Heavenly Eloquence : 
‘the! Now urfe, what News? What haft thou there ? 

it The ords that Romeo bid thee fetch? 
ie’ Nur. 1, I, the Cords. 
lit Ful. Ay me, what News? 
Why doft thou wring thy Hands. 
__ War. A weladay he’s dead, he’s dead, 
,, Weare undone, Lady, we are undone. 
, Alack the day, he’s gone, he’skill’d, he’s dead. 
so Gfuli. Can Heav’n be fo envious? 
M Nur, Romeo can, 
Though Heaven cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 
yi Who ever would have thought it, Romeo ? 
¢_J#i. What Divel art thou, 
“i Dhat doft torment me thus? 
ih bt Torture fhould de roar’d in difmal Hell, 
.¢ Hath Romeo flain himfelf ? Say thou butI - : 
id And that bare Vowel fhall poyfon more 
. Than the Death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 
“Lam not J, if there be fuchan A 
(Qt thofe Eyes fhot that makes the anfwer L, 
Wf he be fiain fay1, or if not, no. 
4 Brief founds determine of my weal or woe. 
_ Nar. 1 faw the Wound, I faw it with mine Eyes, 
Jod favethe‘Mark here on his manly Breaft. 
_ Lpitteons Coarfe, a bloody pitteous Coarfe ee 
| Pale paleas Afhes, all bedawb’d in Blood, — ac. 
vn in gore Blood, I fwooned at the fight. 
/ _ guli. O break my heart, 
» Poor Bankrupt break at once, 


The Tragedy of ‘Ronee and Juliet. | 


LExennt. 


_| Hood my unmann’d.Blood bagting in my Cheeks, baten 


| With thy black Mantle, till {trange Love grow bold, J 


| Allthis is Comfort, wherefore weepI then ? 


{IsFather, Mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Fuliet, 
All Slain, allDead: Romeo is banifhed, 


| In that words death, no words can that woe found, 


.3tT 
To Prifon Eyes, ne?re look on Libert : 

Vile Earth to Earth refign, end motion here, 

And thou and Romeo prefs one heavy Beer. 

Nur. O Tybalt, T, ‘yealt, the beft Friend I had : 

O courteous Tybalt, honeft Gentleman, 
That ever I fhould live to fee thee Dead. 
Jul. What ftorm is this that blows fo contrary ? 
Is Komeo flaughter’d ? and is Tybalr dead ? 
My deareft Cozen, and my dearer Lord: 
The dreadful Trumpet found the general Doom, 
For who is living, if thofe two are gone ? 

Nur. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banithed, 
Romeo that kill’d him, he-is Banifhed. 

Gul:. O God! 

Did Romeo?s hand hed Tybale’s Blood ? 

Nur. It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 

Jul, O Serpent Heart, hidwith a flowring face, 
Did ever Dragon keep fo fair a Cave ? 

Beautiful Tyrant, Fiend “Angelical, 

fi ove,—feather’d Raven, 
Wolvifh-ravening Lamb, 

Defpifed fubftance of Divineft fiow: 

Juft oppofite to what thou juftly feemft, 

A damned Saint, an Honourable Villain : 
O Nature! What hadit thou to do in Hell, 
When thou didft bower the Spirit of a Fiend 
In mortal Paradife of fuch fweet flefh 2 
Was ever Book containing fuch vile matter 
So fairly bound? O that deceit fhould dwell 
In fucha gorgeous Pallace. 

Nur. There’sno Truft, noF aith, no honefty in men 
All perjur’d, all forfworn, all nought, all diffemblers, 
Ah where’s my man? Give me fome Aqua-vita? 
Thefe Griefs, thefe woes, thefe forrows make me old / 
Shame come to Romeo, ; 

Fuls., Blifter’d be thy Tongue 
For fuch a wilh, he was not born to fhame : 

Upon his Brow fhame is afham’d to fit : 

For ’tis a Throne where Honour may be Crown’d 
Sole Monarch of the Univerfal Earth:: 
O what a Beaft wasI to chide him fo? 

Nur. Will you fpeak well of him 
That killd your Cozen? . 

Jule. Shall I {peak ill of him that is my Husband ? 

Ah poor my Lord, what Tongue fhall fmooth thy name, 
When I thy three hours Wife have mangled it ! 

But wherefore Villain didft thou kill my Cozen? 
That Villain Cozen would have kill’d my Husband : 
Back foolifh Tears, back to your native Spring, 
Your Tributary drops belong to Woe, 

Which your miftaking offer up to Joy: 

My Husband lives that Tybale would have Slain, 

And Tybalt dead that would have kill’d my Husband, 


Some word there was worfer then Tybalt?s Death 
That Murdered me, I would forget it fain, 
But oh it prefles to my Memory, 

Like damned guilty deeds to finners minds, 
Tybalt is dead, and Romeo Banifhed : 

That Banifhed, that one word Banifhed, 

Hath flainten thoufand Zybales : Tybalt’s death 
Was woe enough if it had ended there: 

Or if fower woe delights in Fellowhhip, 

And needly will be rank?d with other Griefs, 
Why followed not, when hhe faid Tybalt?s dead, 
Thy Father, or thy Mother, nay or both, 
Which modern Lamentation might have mov’d. 
But with a Rere-ward following Tybalt?s death 
Romeo is banifhed, to {peak that word, 


There is noend, ‘nolimit, meafure, bound, 


Where is my Father and my Mother, Nurfe ? 
ti ¢é3 : : 
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Nur. Weeping and wailing over J ybalrs, Coarfe. 
rem ? 1 will bring-you. thither. { 
ofuli. Wath they his wounds with tears:mine fhall be fpent 
When theirs ateidry for Romeos Banifhment. 
Take up thofe Cords," poor Ropes you are beguil’d, 
Both you and], for Romeo is Exi?d: © 
Je made you for an High-way to my bed, 
Beput 1a Maid, dye Maiden widowed: 
‘Come Cord, come’Nurfe, Ple tomy Wedding-bed, 
And Death : nde Romeo, take my Maiden-head. 
; Nur. Hie to your Chamber, Ple find Romeo 
To comfort you,-fwot well where he is: 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at: Night, 
Je to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 
Juli. O findhim, give this Ring tomy true Knight, 
And bid him come; ‘to take his laft Farewel. 


Will you go ta th 


Aa 


Enter Frier, and Romeo. 


Fri. Romeo, come forth, 
Come forth, thou fearful: Man, 
Affiction is enamout?d of thy Parts: 
‘And thou art wedded to Calamity. 
Rom. Father, ‘what News?” 
What is the Princes Doom,? 
What Sorrow craves admittance at my hand, 
That I yet knowinot ? Wii 
|i. Fri. Too familiar ’ lipgein dss, 
ge dear Son with fuch fowr Company: — 
pring:theé ‘Tydings of the Princes Doom. 
| Rom, What 1éfs. than Dooms-day, 
5 the Princes eeqpeprs: Oise t et 
| Fri A gentlegudgie tvanitht from his Lips, 
Not Bodies Death, but Bodies Banifhment. 
; Rom. Ha, Banifhment ? Bemerciful, fay Death: 
For Exile hath :more'terror in his look, ? 
Much more than Death, do not fay Banifhment.. «: 
' Bri. Bete from Verona art thou banifhed : 
¢ patient, for the ‘world is broad‘ and wide. » 
© Rom, There is no world without Verona-walls, 
ButPurgatory, Torture, Hell it felf : 
Hence banifhed, *is banifht from the World, 
nd worlds Exilevis death. Then banifhed 
Is -Death mis-term’d, calling Death Banifhed. 
| Thoucarit m ‘Head off with a Golden Ax, 
And fmilft, upon the ftroak that Murders me. 
\) FricO g@adly fi, ‘O rudeunthankfulnefs ! 
"Phy faule@ur Lawcalls Death,» but the kind Prince: 
Taking thy part hath rufht afide the Law, dizi 
And turn’d that black word Death, to ‘Banifhment.: 
This is dear Merey3” and thou feeft it not. 
Rom. Tis Torture ‘and not Mercy, heaven is here 
Where Fuliet lives, and every: Catand Dog, 
‘And little Moufe, every-unworthy thing: 
Live here in heaven, ' and may look on her, 
(Mo Romeo may not. More: Validity 5: 


‘More honourable State, more Courthhip lives 

‘In Carrion Flies, than Romeo: ‘They-may feize 
On the white wonderofdear Fulers hand, 

And {teal immortal bleffings from her lips, 

Who even in pure and Veltal Modefty 

ceil) bluthy as thinking theit own kifles fin. 

‘This may Flies do, when | from thismuft fly,” 
‘And fail thowyet, ‘that Exiles not Death? 
But Romeo may not, he is banifhed. 


adit thou no poifon mixt, no peecronnt Knife, ©» 


No fudden méan of Death, thoughaiere fo mean, 
‘But banifhed to kill me? Banifhed? 

(O Frier, the Damned ufe that word in Hell : 
Howlings attend it,- how haft thou the heart) 
Being a Divine, a©Ghottly Confellor, 58 
A Sin-Abfolwer, and my Friend profeft, — 
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(Exit. 


meo and Julict. 


Adverfitics {weet milk; Philofophy, 
To comfort thee, though thou art banifhed. 


Fri. Fond Mad-man; “hear me fpeak. 
Rom, © thou wilt fpeak again of banifhment. 
Fri. Ple givethee Armour to keep off that word, 


Rom, Yet, banifhed ? Hang up Philofophy,. 


Unlefs Philofophy can make a Fultet, 
Difplant a Town, reverfea Princes Doom, 
It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more: 
Fri. O then] fee, that mad-men have no ears,’ 


Rom. How fhow’d they, 


When wife-men have no eyes ? 


Fri, Let me defpair with thee of thy Eftate. te 
Rom. Thou canft not fpeak of that thou doft not fe 
Wertthouas young, as Julie my Loves Bits 
An hour but married, Zybalt murdered, 
Doting like me, and like me banifhed. 
Then might’ft thou fpeak, 
Then migh’ft thou tear thy hairs 
Andsfall upon the ground asl do now, ~~ 
Taking the meafure of an unmade Grave. | 


Enter Nur fe and knocks. 


Fri. Arife, one knocks, . 
Good Romeo hide thy felf.. 

Rom. Not 1, 
UnlefS the breath of Heart-fick groans i 
Mift-like infold me from the fearch of eyes. 


Fri. Hark, how they knock, 
(Who’s there) Romeo, arife, ii 
Thou wilt be taken, ftay awhile, ftand up: — 


¥ 


Run to my fludy : By and by, Godswill? Ang 


‘What Simplencfs is this: 1 come, I come. “Sas 


Who knocks fo hard? 
Whence come’ you? what’s your Will? 


Enter Nurfe. 


Nur. Let me come in, 
And you fhall know my Errand: 
df come from Lady Fuliet. 
Fri, Welcom then. 
Nur, O holy Friet,O tell ‘me holy F i 
Wher’s my Ladies Lord? wheres Romeo. 
Fri. There on the ground, ft ame 
With his own tears made drunk, 9) a 
Nur, O he is. even in my Miftrefs cafe, 
Juft'in her cafe, O woful Sympathy ! s 
Piteous predicament, even fo lies fhe, «= 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbrin 
Stand up, ftand up, ftand and you bea Man, — 
For Fuler?s fake; for her fake rife and ftand: 
Why fhould you fall into fo deep mOy 47 
Rom, Nurfe. itp 1ST ehaaee 


Nur, Ahfir, ab fir, death’s the end ofall. 


Rom, Speak’t thou of Fulier ? Howis't wil 
Doth not fhe think me anold Murtherers _ A 
Now L have ftain’d the Child-hood of our jo 

| Vvith blood, removgd but little from her ow) 
1'Where is fhe ? and how does fhe # and what fa 


| My conceal’d Lady to our conceal’d Love 


| Nar. Oh the fays nothing,Sir, but weeps: 
} And now falls on her bed, apdthen ftarts UP: 
| And Tybalt calls, andthe Romeo cries, af EN 


~~. | And then down fallseagain. Ros AsaJaw'7 me 
| Ba Asitthe:-Namg fot from wisn me 


Did murder her, as that Names curfed-han 
“Murdered her Kinfiian.’ Oh tell me, Frie 
In what vile part of this Anat omy”* 


To mangle mé with that word Banifhed? >” | Dothmy Name lodge? Tellme, thatT 


+ 6 ee 
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— 
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why 


| Which like an Ufurer abound’tt in all: 


The hateful Manfion. 
Fri, Hold thy defperate hand : ; 
Art thou a man? Thy form cries out, thou art: 
Thy tears are womanith, thy wild Ads do note 

Thé unreafonable fury of a Beatt. 

‘Unfeemly Woman, in a feeming Man, 

And ‘ill befeeming Beaft in feeming both, 

| Thou haft.amaz’d me. By my holy Order, 

I thought thy difpofition better temper’d. 

Halt thou flain Tybale? Wilt thou flay thy felf? 
And flay thy Lady, that in thy life lives, 

By doing damned hate upon thy felf ? 


; ‘Why rail’ft chou on thy birth ? the Heaven and Earth ? 


Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once which thou at once wouldft lofe. 
Fie, fie, thou fhamPft thy fhape, thy Love, thy Wit: 


And ufeft none in that true ufe indeed, 

| Which fhould bedeck thy fhape, thy Love, thy Wit: 
Thy Noble fhape is but a Form of Wax, 

}Digreffing from the Valour of a Man, 

Thy dear Love fworn, bat hollow Perjury, 

Killing that Love which thou haf vow?d to Cherihh, 

Thy Wit, that Ornament to fhape and Love, 

Mif-fhapen in the Conduct of them both: 


_ [Like Powder in a skillefS Souldiers flask, 


Is fet a fire by thine own ignorance, 

And:thou difmembred with thine own Defence. 
What, roufe thee, Man, thy Julser is alive, 

For whoie dear fake thou waft but lately dead. 
There art thou happy. Tybalt would kill thee, 
But thou flew?it Tybalt, there art thou happy too, 
The Law that threatned Death became thy friend, 


} And turn’d it to Exile, there art thou happy. 


A pack of Bleflings light upon thy back, 
Happinefs courts thee in her beft Array, 


{But like a mif-fhapen and a fullen Wench, 


‘Thou putteft up thy Fortune and thy Love: 
Take heed, take heed, for fuch die miferable. 
Go get thee to thy Love as was decreed, 


| Afcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her: 


But look thou ftay not till the Watch be fet, 


|For then thou canft not pafs to Aantua, ; 
_| Where thou fhalt live till we can find a time 


ro blaze your Matriage, reconcile your Friends, 


_ {Beg pardon of thy Prince, and cail thee back, 


With twenty hundred thoufand times more Joy 


| {Than thou went’{t forth in Lamentation. 
_ {Go before, Nurfe, 
{And bid her haften 


commend me, to thy Lady, 
all the Honfe to Bed, 


_ {Which heavy Sorrow makes them apt unto. 


{it were a grief, fo bricf to part with thee: 


| | Romeo is coming. 


he 
Nur, O Lord, I could have ftaid here all night, 
To hear good Counfel: Oh what Learning is* 


- |My Lord, Ile tell my Lady you will come. 


_ Rom. Dor fo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide. 
Nur. Here, Sir, a Ring fhe bid me give you, Sir: 


_ }Hie you, make hafte, for it grows very late. 


+ Kom. How well my comfort is reviv’d by this. 
Frt. Go hence. 


~ }Goodnight, and here ftands all your ftate: 


Bither be gone before the VVatch be fet, 


_ | Or by the Break of day difguis’d from hence, 


Sojourn in Mantua, VPle find out your man, 

And he fhail fignifie from time to time, 

Every good hap to you that chances here : 
Give me. thy hand, tis late, farewel, Good night. 
Kom, But that a joy,, palt joy, calls out on me, 


F arswel, CE xeunt. 


Enter old Capulet, bis Wife, and Paris, = 


iz Caps Things have faln out, Sir, fo unluckily, _ a 
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That we have no time £5 moye our Daughters 
Look you, fhe lov’d her Kinfman Tybalt dearly, 
And.fo didI:  Well,. we were born to die. 
"Tis very late, fie?ll not come’ down to Night: 
I promife you; but for your Company, 
I would have been a bed an hour ago. 

Par. Thefe times of woe afford no times to wooe : 
Madam, Good night, commetid me to your Daughter. 

Lad. 1 will, and know her mind carly to morrow ; 
To night thesis mewed up to her heavinefs. 

Cap. Sir Paris, | will make a defperate tender 
Of my Childs Love: I think the will berurd “42 
In all refpects by me, nay more, | doubt it not. 
Wife, go you to her ere you goto bed, 
Acquaint her here of my Son Paris Love, 

And bid her, mark you me, on Wednefday next, 
But foft, what day is this ?- : 

Par, Monday, my Lord. : 

Cap. Monday, ha, “ha, well, Wednefday is too foon; 
A Thurfday let it be: oA Thurfday tell her 
She fhall be married to this Noble Earl: 

Will you be ready? Do you like this halte ? 
Wee’l keep no great a-do, a friend or two, 
For, hark you, 7; ‘ybalt being flain fo late, 
It.may bz thought we held him carelefly, 
Being our Kinfinan, if we revel much: 
Therefore we'll have fome half a dozen Friends 


And there an end, But what fay you to Tharfday ? 
Par, My. Lord, 


I would that Thurfday were to morrow. 

Cap. Well, get you gone, a Thurfday beit then : 
Go you to Fuler Pre you go to bed, - 
Prepare her Wife, againft this wedding day. 
Farewel, my Lord, light to my Chamber, hoa, 


Afore me, it is fo late,that we may call it early by and by. 
Good night. 


[Exeunt. 


Enter Romeo and Juliet aloft. 


Fuh. Wilt thou be. gone ? 

It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark, 
That pierc’d the fearful hollow of thine Ear, 
Nightly: fhe fings on yond Pomgranate Tree, 
Believe me Love, it was the Nightingale. 

Rom, It was the Lark, the Herauld of ‘Nforn : 
No Nightingale: Look, Love, what’ envi6us {treaks 
Do lace the fevering Clouds in yonder Eaft: 
Nights Candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the mifty Mountain tops, 

I muft be gone and live, or flay and die, 

Jus, Yon light is not Day-light, I know it, Fs 
It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhales, 

To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Afantua. 
Therefore ftay yet thou need not to be gone. 

Rom, Let me be ta’ne, let me be put to death, 
I am content, fo thou wilt have it fo. 
le fay yon gray is not. the Mornings eye, 
’Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthias brow. 
Nor that is not the Lark whofe Notes do bé@at 
The vaulty Heavens fo high above our Heads, 
I have more care to ftay, than will to go: 
Come Death and welcome, Julier wills it fo. 
How is’r, my Soul, let’s talk, itis not day. 

Jul. It is, it is, lee hence, be gone, away : 
It is the Lark that fings fo out of Tune, 
Straining harfh Difcords, and unpleafing Sharps. 
Some fay the Lark makes fweet Divifion ; 
This doth not: fo: For fhe divideth us. 
Some fay, the Lark, and loathed Toad change Fies, 
O now | would they had-chang’d voices too: 
Since arm from arm that Voice doth us affray, 
Hunting thee hencé, with Huntfup to the day, 
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© now be gone, more light, and iglight Stows. 
Ro. More light and light, more dark and dark our woes. 


Enter Madam and Nurfe. 


Nur. Madam. “ 
Guli. Nurfe- 
ia: ie Lady Mother is coming to your Chamber, 
The Day is broke, be wary, lookabout, 
eal;. Then Window let Day in, and let Life out 
é; Rom, Farewel, farewel, one kifs, and Ple defcend. 
uli. Art thou gone fo ? Love,Lord,ah Husband, Friend, 
I muft hear from thee every day in the hour, 
For in a minute there are many days, 
© by this count I fhall be much tn years, 
E’re I again behold my Xomeo. 
Rom. Farewel: : 
I will omit no opportunity, 
That, may convey my greetings, Love, to thee. ‘ 
uli, O think¢tt thou-we hall ever meet again 
Rom. Ldoubt it not; and all thefe woesfhall ferve 
For {weet Difcourfes in our time to come. 
uli. O God! | have an ill Divining Soul, - 
Methinks I fee thee now, thou art fo low, 
As one dead in the bottom of a Tomb, 
Either my Eye-fight fails: or thou look’ it pale. 
Rom, And truft me, Love, in my Eye fo do you: 
| Dry forrow drinksour Blood. Adieu, adieu. 
Exit. 
Fuli. O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee fickle, 
If thouart fickle, what doft thou with him 
| That is renown’d for Faith ? be fickle Fortune: 
For then I hope thou’ wilt not keep him long, 
But fend himbacky °° 9) 


2 Enter ‘Morber. 


- Ho Daughter, are you up? 
sai Wik as ? isitmy Lady Mother ? 
Is fhe not down folate, or up fo carly ? 
What unaccuftom’d caufe Bracsites heat hither? 
La, Why how gb 
wi. M am not well. 
oe evwone weeping for your Coufins death ? 
| What wilt thou.wafh him from his Grave with tears ? 
And ifthou couldit, thou couidft not maxe him live : 
Therefore have done, fome grief fhews much of Love, 
But much of gricf fhews {till fome want of wit. 
Juli, Yetlet me weep, for fuch a feeling lofs. 
La. So fhalk you feel the lofs, but not the Friend \ 
Which you weep for. 
Juli. Feeling fo the lofs, 
+ 1 cannot chufe but ever. weep the Friend. 
La, Well Girl, thou weep’ft not fo much for his death 
As that the Villain lives which flaughter’d him. 
Fulj. What Villain, Madam ? 
La, That fame Villain, Romeo. — 
uli, Villain and he be many miles afunder ; 
God Pardon him, I do with all my heart, 
And yet no man like he doth grieve my heart. 
La. “What is becaufe the Traitor lives. . 
Juli. 1, Madam, from thereach of thefe my hands: 
Would nonebut I might venge my Coufin’s death. 
La. We will have vengeance forit, fear thounot, 
Then weep nomore. le fend toone in Adantua, 
| Where that fame banifh’d Runnagate doth live, 
‘Shall give him fachan unaccuftom’d dram, 
That he fhall foon keep Tybale Company : 
And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 
| -Fuli. Indeed [never hall be fatisiied: 
| With Romeo, till beholdhim. Dead 
Ismy poor heart, fo for’ a Kinfinan vext : 
| Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a Poifon, Lwould temper it ; 


That Romeo fhould upon receipt thereof, 
Soon fleep in quiet. Oh how my heart abhors 
To hear him nam?’d, and cannot come to him, ke 
To wreak the love 1 bore my Confin Zybaky = 
Upon his Body that hath flanghter’d him, as sit 
Mo. Find thou the means, and V’le find fucka, man. 
But now I’le tcll thee joyful tidings, Girl. RL 
Juli, And joy comes well, in fach a needy time, ott 
What are they, I befeech your Ladyfhip? Mees 
Mo, Well, well, thou haft a careful Father, Child ; ate 
One, who to put thee from thy heavinefs, ae 
Hath forted out a-fudden day of joy, 
That thou expectsinot, nor I look’d not for. 
Fuli, Madam, in happy time, whatdayisthis? = 
440, Marry, my Child, early next Thurfday morn, | 
The gallant, Young, and NobleGentleman, © 
The County Parisat St. Peter’s Church, 
Shall happily make thee a joyful Bride. Wes 
Guli.. Now by Saint Peter’s Church, and Peter too, 
He fhall not make me there a joyful Bride. A it 
I wonder at this hafte, that 1 mult wed ee 
E’re he that fhould be Husband comesto wooe, 
| pray you tell my Lord and-Father, Madam, 
I will not marry yet, andwhenI do, I {wear 
It fhall be Romeo, whom you know | hate, 
Rather than Paris. Thefe are News indeed, ie 
Mo. Here comes your Father, tell him fo your fqf, 


| And fee how he will take it at your hands. 


Enter Capulet and Nurfe. 


Cap. When the'Sun fets, the Earth doth drizzle 
But for the Sunfet of my Brother’s Son, 
It rains down-right. 
How now? a Conduit Girl, what ftill in tears? 
Evermore fhowring in one little Body ? 
Thy Counterfeit’sa Bark, a Sea, a Wind: 
For {till thy Eyes, which I may call the Sea, 
Do ebb and flow with tears, the Bark thy Body 
Sailing in this Salt food, the Winds thySighs, = 
Who raging with the Tears, and they withthem, 
Without afudden calm will over-fet 
Thy tempeft-tofled Body. How now, Wife ? 
Have you delivered to her our Decree ? 

La, A, Sir ; 
But fhe will none, fhe gives you thanks ? 


Dew 


Pa 2 
sje 
eee 
ie) 
) 
a 


1 would the Fool were married to her Grave. 


Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, , 
How, wi!l fhe none? doth fhe not give us vith yo 
Is fhe not proud ? doth fhe not count her bleft; ~~ 
Unworthy as fhe is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroom? 
Ful:, Not proud you have, 
But thankful that you have. 
Proud can | never be of what I have, Z 
But thankful even for Hate, that is meant Love. 
Cap.. How now? ; 
How now? Ghopt Logick? what is this? 
Proud, and I thank you: and I thank you not. 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But fettle your fine joints "gainft Thurfday next, 
To go with Paris to Saint Peter’s Church: re 
Or 1 will drag thee on a Hurdle thither. pegs 
Out you Green-ficknefs Carrion, out you baggage, 
Out you Tallow-face. pert 
Lad, Fie, fie, what are you mad ? ; 
jul. Good Father, I befeech you on my Knees 
Hear me with patience, but tofpeakaword. = 
Fa. Hang thec, Young Baggage, difobedient wretch, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Churcha Thur[day, — 
Or never after look me in the Face. . 
Speak not, reply not, do not anfwer me. © "a 
My Fingers itch, Wife: we fcarce thought us bleft, | 
That Godhadlentus butthisonly Child, = = = = _ | 
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But now | fee this one is one too much, 
And that we have a Curfe in having her; 
Qut on her, Hilding. 
Nur. God in Heaven blefs her, 
You are to blame; my Lord, to rate her fo. 
Fa, And why, my Lady Wifdom ? hold your tongue, 
Good Prudence, fmatter with your Goflip, go. 
Nur, | {peak no: Treéafon, 3 yas 
_ | O God gi’ goode’en, 
| Maynot one fpeak ? 
| Fa, Peace you mumbling Fool, +i 
| Utter your Gravity o’rea Gollips bowl, 
| For here we need it not. 
La, Youare too hot. . 
Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad : 
Day, night, hour, tide, time, work, play, 
| Alone, in company, {till my care hath been 


| To have her macht’d, and having now provided 


| A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, 

Of fair Demeans, Youthful, and Nobly Allied, 
Stuft, asthey fay, with Honourable parts, 
Proportion’d as ones thought would wifh a Man. 
} And then to havea wretched puling Fool, 
| A whining Mammiet, in her Fortunes tender, 
To anfwer P’le not wed, I cannot Love, 
I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 
But, and you will not wed, Ile pardon you. 
Graze where you will, you fhall not Houfe with me: 
{| Look to’t, think on’t, I do notufe to jeft. 

Thurfday is near, lay Hand on Heart, advife ; 
And you be mine, P’le give you to my Friend : 
And you be not Hang, Beg, Starve, die in the Streets, 
For, by my Soul, Ile ne’re acknowledge thee, 
| Nor what is mine, hall never do thee good : 
Truft to’t, bethink you, V’le notbe forfworn. 


Ful. Is there no pity fitting in the Clouds; 
That fees into the bottom of my grief? 

O {weet my Mother, caft me not away, 

Delay this Marriage for a Month, a Week, 

Or if youdo not, make the Bridal Bed 

In that dim Monument where Tybalt lies. 

Mo. Talk not to me, for le not fpeak a word, 
‘Do a$ thou wilt, for [have done with thee. 


Ftl. O God! 
-ONurfe, how fhall this be prevented ? 
My Husband ison Earth, my Faith in Heaven, 
How fhall that Faith return again to Earth, 
Unlefsthat Husband fend it me from Heaven, 
By leaving Earth ? Comfort me, counfel me, 
Alack, alack, that Heaven fhould practife Stratagems 
Upon fo foft a Subject, as my felf. 
What fay’ft thou ? haft thou not a word of joy ? 
Some comfort, Nurfe. 
Nur. Faith here it is, 

Romeo isbanifhed, andallthe World to nothing 
That he dares ne’re come back to challenge you : 
Or if he do, it needs mutt be by ftealth. 
Then fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth, 
I think it beft you married with the Count, 
Oh he’s a lovely Gentleman : 
Romeo’s a difh-clout to him: an Eagle, Madam, 
Hath not fo green, fo quick, fo fairan Eye 
As Paris hath, befhrew my very Heart, 
I think you are happy in this fecond match, 
For it excels your firft+ or if it did not, 
Your firft isdead, or ?twere as good’ he were, 
As living here, and younoufeofhim. = 

jul. Speakeft thou froar thy Heart ? 

Nur. And from my Soul to, 
Or elfe befhrew them both. 

Ful. Amen. 

Nur. What ? 
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! Go in, and tell my Lady 1am gone, 
Having difpleas’d my Father, to Lawrence Cel} 
) Tomake Confefliony .and,te.be:Abfolyed, > 


Is it more Sin to with me thusferfworn, 


| Uneven is the courfé,; I like it not. 


| And therefore haye [ littletalkof Love, 
| For Venus {miles not in a Houfe of Tears, 


Exit. 


LExi. 


‘| Are you at leifure, Holy Father now, 


gar 


Jul, Well, thouhalt comforted ine marvlous much ; 
“¢ ? 


Nur, Marry Fwill,..and this, is wifely done... 


Ful. Ancient Damnation,, fe) moft wicked Fiend. Liat 


Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame To 

Which fhe hath prais’d him with eat Real > 

So many thoufand times? Go, Counfellor, -, 

Thou and my bofom henceforth fhall be twain : 

le to the Frier to know his.remedy. |... 5 

Ifall elfe fail, my {elf have power to die., . 
ib ei Sadl 1 sid} of 205] Heme. | 


| jo Enter Frier and\Coum Paris: ... 


Fri, On Thurfday, Sir, the time is very hort... 
Par. My Father Capulee will have, it {057 p05... 


And I am nothing flow to flack hishafte. = ...- 
Fri. You fay you do not know thé Ladies mind : 


Pa. Immoderately the weeps for Tybalts death... 


Now, Sir, her Father counts it dangerous... 
That fhe fhould give her forrow fo much {way ; 
And in his Wifdom, haftes,our Marriage, 
To ftopthe inundation of her Tears, 
Which too much minded by her felfalone, 
May be put from her by, Society. 
Now do you know the reafon of this haite ? 
Frt. 1 would 1 knew not why ic fhould beflow’d. 
Look, Sir, here comes the Lady towards my Cell. 


Enter Juliet. bp aistionw npesy 65 i 
Par. Happily met, my, Lady and my Wife. ees 
Ful. That maybe, Sir, when I may be a;Wife, 


Par. That may be, muftbe, Loye, om Thurfday n 
Ful, What mult be, fhall,be.. atsi¥ ed 7 
Fri. That’s acertain Texte); (0).5 1 scifi 
Par. Come youto make Confeflion ta this Father ? 
Sal. To anfwer that, I fhould confefs to you. 
Par, Donot deny tohim, that you love me. 
Ful, 1 will confefs to you that 1 Love him. 
Par. So will ye, 1.amfure, that you,Love.me. 
Ful. \f 1do fo, it will be of more Price, 
Being {poke behind your back, than to your Face... 
Par. Poor Soul, thy Face is much abus’d with Tears. 
Ful. The Tears have got fall Victory by that: 
For it was bad enough before their fpight. 
Pa. Thou wrong7it it morethan Tears withthat report. 
Ful. That isno flander, Sir, which is truth, Av... 
And what I fpeak, I {peak it to my Face, 
Par. Thy Face ismine, and thou haft flandred it. 
Ful, It may be fo, for it isnot mine own. 


Or fhall | come to you at evening Mafs ? si 
Fri, My leifure ferves me, penfive Daughter, now. 
My Lord, { muft intreat. the time alone. : 
Par. God fhield, I fhould difturb Devotion: 
Fuliet, on Thur]day early willlrowze ye, 
Till then adieu, and keep this holy kiis. 
(Exit Paris. 
Sul. © fhut the Door, and when thou haft done fo, 
Come weep with me, paft hope, paft care, paft help. 
Fri, O, Juliet, | already know thy grief,” 
It ftrains me paft the compafs of my wits: 
i hear thoumnuft, and nothing may proroguc it, 
On Thur [day next be married to this Count. 
ul, Teil me not, Frier, that thou heareft of this, 


Unlefs thou tell me how I may prevent it: 
; If 


~ 


oe 
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| if in thy wildom,* thou canft give no help, 
1 Do thou but call my refolution Wife, 
} And with this Knife, Ple‘help it prefently. 
| God joyn’d my heart and “Romeo"s; “thou our hands, 
| Andere this Rand, by thee to Romeo feal’d, 
Shall be the Label to another Deed, 
Or my true Heart with treacherous revolt, 
| Turn to another, this fhall flay them both: 
Thereforéout of thy long experienc’d Time, 
Give meforicprefent Counfel, or behold 
*T wixt my extreams and me, this bloody Knife 
| Shail play the umpire, arbitrating that, 
i Which the Commiffion of ‘my years and Art, 
1 Could to no Iflue of true Honour bring : 
1 -Betiot fo long, to fpeak, | long to die, 
| }€ what thou fpeak’it fpeak not of Remedy. 
| Fri. Hold, Daughter, Indo fpie a kind of hope, 
| Which craves.as defperate an Execution, 
'\ As that is défperate which we would prevent. 
‘\ If rather than to'marry County Paris, 
‘| Thou haft the ftrength of Will to flay thy felf, 
i} Then ‘itis fkely thou wilt undertake . 
(| A thing like Death to chide away this fhame, 
That cop’ft with Death himfelf, to fcape from it : 
|| And if thou darit, Vle give thee remedy. : 
‘| Fuli. Obid meleap, rather than marry Paris, 
} From off the Battlements of any Tower, 
}| Or walkin Thievilh ways, or bidme lurk 
i) Where Serpents are: Chain me with roaring Bears 
|| Or hide me nightly in a Charnel Houfe, 
:| Ore-covered quite’ with dead Mens ratl ing Bones, 
‘| With recky fhanks, and yellow chaplefs skuls: 
1] Or bid me go intoa newmade Grave, 
i] And hide me with a dead Man-in his Grave, ~ 
i] Things that tolhear them told, 
‘| And I will do it without fear or doubt, 
| To live an unftain’d Wife to my fweet Love. 
i] Fri. Hold then: Gohome, bemerry, give confent, 
_ || Tomarry. Paris : Wednefday is tomorrow, 
| To morrow Night look that thou lic.alone, 
| Leé not thy. Nurfé lie’ with-thee in thy Chamber: 
‘| Take thou this Viol being then in Bed, 
4 And this cuiting Ciguet drink thou off, 
| When prefently through all thy Veins fhall run 
|| Acold and drowfie Humour « For no Pulfe 
| Shall keep his: Native Progrefs, but Surceafe : 
_ | No warmth, no breath fhall teftifie thou livett. 
| The Rofes in thy Lips and Cheeks fhall fade 
| To mealy afhes, the eyes windows fall 
| Like Death when he.fhats up the day of Life ; 
| Each part depriv’d of fupple Government, 
‘| Shall ftiff and ftark, and cold appear like Death, 
| And in this borrowed likenefs of fhrunk Death; 
| Thou fhalt continuetwo and forty Hours, 
| And then awake,. as from a pleafant Sleep, 
_ | Now when the Bridegroom in the morning comes 
| To rowfe thee from thy Bed, there art thou Dead : 
| Then as the manner of our Country is, 
+ In thy beft Robes uncover’d on the Beer, 
| Be born to Burial in thy Kindreds Grave, 
| Thou fhalt be bornto that fame Ancient Vault, 
Where all the Kindred of the Capulets lie, 
In the mean time, againft thou fhalt awake, 
| Shali Romeo by my Letters know our drift, 
And hither fhall he come, and thatvery Night 
_|Shall Romeo bear, thee hence to A4antua, Soe ee 
‘| And this hhall free thee from this prefent fhamey 
| 1£ neunconftant Toy nor Womanifh fear, 
|| Abate thy Valour in the a@ting’ait. © => % 
| ul. Give me, give me, O tell not me of fear. 
Hold, get you gone, be ftrong and profperous 
\{n this refolve; Plefend a Frier with fpeed 
| To Adantua with my Letters to thy Lord. 
Ful, Love give me ftrength, 


have made me-tremble, 
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And ftrength fhall help afford» ©: 
Farewel, dear Father. Y tents 
: woo OLE sit, 
Enter Father Capulet, Aforher, Nurfe, andi) 9) 
ferving-men, twoor three 8 
; sh } 
Cap. So many Guefts invite ashete:are writ; 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning Cooks. both 
Ser. You fhall have none ill, Sir, for Ple try if they can 
lick their fingers. Betts oe a 
Cap. Howcanft thou try them fo? Oy Ise 
Ser, Marry, Sir, ’tisan ill Cook that cannot lickhisown} 
fingers: Therefore he that cannotlick his fingers, goes 
not with me ~*~ * Sane 
_ Cap. Go, be gone, we fhall be much unfurnifh’d for this | 
time: What is my Daughter gonetoFrier Lawrence? 
Nur. | forfooth: ae, overt 
Cap. Well he may. chance to do fome good on her, © 
A> peevith felf-wild Harlotry it is. ae is ke 


Enter Juliet. 


Nur. See where the comes from fhrift 
With merry look. 

Cap. How now, my Headftrong, 
Where have you been gadding ? 

Juli, Wherel have learnt me to repent the Sin 
Of difobedient Oppolition re: 
To you and your behefts, and am enjoyn’d 


| By holy Lawrence, to fall proftrate here, _ 


To beg your Pardon: Pardon I befeech you, 
Henceforward Iam ever rul’d by you. ar 

Cap. Send forthe Count, go tell him of this, 
Ple have this Knot knit wp to morrow morning. 

Ful, met the youthful Lord at Lawrence Cell, 
And gave him what becomed Lovel might, -_— 
Not ftepping o’re the boundsof Modeity. : At 

Cap. Whylam glad on’t, this is well, ftand up, 
This is as’t fhould be, let me fee the County : stl 
I marry, gol fay, and fetch him hither. , 

Now afore God, this reverend Holy Frier, 
All our whole City is much bound to him. r 

Juli. Nurfe, will you go with me into my Clofet, - 
To help me fort fuch needful Ornaments, oS 
As you think fit to furnifh me to morrow ? Ste 

Mo. Nonot till Thurfday, there istime enough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe, go with her, ae 
Wee?l to Church to morrow. * wid 

[{ Exeunt Juliet and Nurfe. 

Mo. Wefhall be fhort in our Provifion, ; 

? Tis now neer Night. 

Fa. Tuhh, I will ftir about, hae 
And all things fhall be well, 1 warran tthee, wife: 
Go thou to Fuliet, help to deck up her, git 
le not to bed to night, let me alone: 

I'le play the Hufwife for this once. What ho? 

They areall forth, well I will walk my felf 

To County Paris, to prepare him up ; 

Againft to morrow, my heart is wordrous light, 

Since this fame way-ward Girl is fo reclaim’d. — ) | 
‘ [Exennt Father and Mother) — 


Enter Juliet ana Nurfe. ~ 


uli, 1, thofe attires are beft, but gentle Nurlt 
I pray thee leave meto my felftoNight: 
For | have need: of many Orifons,:. Ha ie 
To move the Heavens to fmile upon my Rate, +...) 733% ae 
Which well thou know7ft is crofs and full of fin. 


Enter Mother. Z : % f 


Mo, What are you bufie, ho? Need you my help om 


Ne planning sl ; 
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‘ Fuli..No, Madam, we have culld fich neceflaries 
As are behoveful for our {tate to morrow : 
So pleafe you, let me now be left alone ; 
And let the Nurfe this night fit up with ‘you, 
o For I am fure you have your hands full all, 
45 In this fo fudden_bufinefs. 
‘ee ‘Af. Goodnight, ; 
YS Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 
; 4 [ Exennt, 
ne Fuli, Farewels : 
Ged knows, when'we fhall-meet'again. 
_ | Ihave a faint cold fear thrills through my Veins, 
ih That almoft freezes up the heat of Fire : 
ive Ple call them back to comfort me. 
aS |: Narfe, what fhould fhe do here ? 
mit. My difmal Scene, [needs muft at alone >’: 
la Come Vial, whatif this mixturedo not work at all? 


Shall | be married to morrow morning ? 

No, no, this fhall forbidit. Lie thou there 
What if it bea Poyfon, which the Frier,™~ 
Subtilly hath Miniftred to have me Dead, 
Leftin this Marriage he fhould be difhonour’d, 
Becaufe he Married me before to Réineo ? 

I fear it is, and yet methinks it fhould not, 
For he hath {till been tryed a Holy Man. 

How, if when {am laid into the Tomb,: 

| wake before the time that Romeo 


J) ffere the- 
Wides the fin 


“hi | Come to redeemme? There’s a fearful Point : 
Shall { not then be ftifled in the Vault? + 

| ‘To whofe foul mouth no healthfome Air breaths in, 

, ‘And there die ftrangled e’re my Romeo comes. 

~ Or if Live, is it not very. like, 

by The horrible conceit'of Death and Night, 

Sf Together with the Terror of the Place, 

‘yO AsinaVault, an ancient Receptacle, 

ai Where forthefe many hundred years the Bones 

“| Of all my buried Anceftors are packt, 
_* | Wherebloody Tybalt, yet but green in Earth, 

tat | Lies feltring in his Shrow’d, where, as they fay, 

. ie At fome hoursin the night, Spirits refort ; 

J+ | Alack, alack isit not like,thac I 

\ 1 So early waking, what with loathfome {mells, 

» * | And fhrieks like Mandrakes torn out.of the Earth, 
_ *. | That living Mortals, hearing them, run.mad. 

m% | Or if Lwalk,. fhall I not be diftraught, 
.. | Inviron?’d with all thefe,Hidcous fears, .; 

e. ‘And madly play with my.fore-fathers joynts ? 

mee ‘And pluck the mangled 7ybalr from his fhrow’d ?».... ; 
- | And in this rage, with fome great Kinfinans Bone,. 


As (with a Club) dafh out my defperate Brains, 

O look, methinks fee my Cozens Ghoft, 

‘Seeking out Romeo that did {pit his Body 

Upon his Rapiers point: Stay, Zybalt flay; 

Romeo, Romeo, Romeo, heresdrink : Idrink to thee. 


Emer Lady of the houfe and Nutr {fe. 
Lady. Hold, 


s 1D 
Take thefe Keies and fetch more Spices, Nurfe. 
Nur, They call for Daves and Quinces in the Paltry. 


~~ Enter old Capulet, 


_ Cap. Come, ftir; ftir; ftir, 
The fecond Cock hath 'Crow’d, by 
The Curphew Bell hath*rung, ’tis three-a'Clock: 
Look to the Bak’d Meats, good Angelica. 
| Spare not for coft. ge ARsile | 

| Nur..Goy you Cot-quean, gos o>.) = 

_| Get you to Bed, faith *you’l be fick to motrow: 
For this nights Watching, © {20 

Cap. No not awhit, [have watch’d e’reinow 

All Night for a lefs Caufe, and ne’re beeiifiek™~ °° 
_ La, 1, you have been a Moufe-hunt in’your time; “> 


Sa 
SL 
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But I will watch you from fach watchingnow. . 
; [Exit Lady and Nurfe, 
Cap. A jealous-hood,, a jealous-hood, 
Now,Fellow, what’s there ? 


Enter three or four with Spits, and Logs, and Baskets, 


Fel, “Things for the Cook, ‘Sir, but I know not what. 
Cap. Make hafte, make hafte, firrah, fetch drier Logs. 

Call Peters he will thew thee where they are: 3 
Fel. I have a head, fir, that will find out Logs. 

And never trouble Peter for the matter. "°° 
Cap. Mafs-and well faid, ‘a merry’ Horfon, ‘ha. 

Thou thalt be Logger-head, good Faith; *tis day. 

STP) Maffck, 

The County will be here with Mufick ftraight, 

For fo he faid he would, Phear him near, 

Nurfe, Wife, what ho ? What, Nurfe; I fay ? 


1 fme fs Patil. Lies 


Go waken Fuhet, go and trim her up, 

| Ple go and chat with Paris ; ‘Hie, make’hafte;" 

} Make hafte, the Bridegroom, he is Come already: 
Make hafte,,I fay. sie 2 

Nur.Miftrefs,what Miftrefs ? Fuliee ? Faft' l ‘warrant her. 

Why Lamb, why:Lady'?’ Fie'you flug-a’bed," °°” y 
Why Love, I fay ?- Madam; Sweet-heart = Why Bride?’ 
What, not ¢word'? You take your Penniworths now, 
Sleep for a.week, fof the néxt night I wartant 8 
The County Paris hath fet ip his reft,’** ‘ 

That you fhallreft but little, “God forgive me: 
Marry and'Amen: :, How’ found is fhe-afle¢p-? 

I muft needs wake her: Madam, Madam;-Madam 
I, let the County take you in your Bed 5 ~~’ 

Hee’l fright 'you up y’faith. ’ Will it not be ?'- 

‘What dreft, and in your Cloths, and‘downh'again ? 
I muft needs wake you; Lady, Lady, Lady?’ 
Alas, alas, help, help, my Lady?s dead.* *~ 

‘Oh wel-a-day,. that ever I was born, La 

Some Aqua-viteho, my Lord, my. Lady?" °> * 


2 ork 


Enter Mother, 


Mo, What’ noife is here? 3 
Nur, O lamentable day. ‘ 
Mo. What isthe matter ? 

Nur. Look, ‘look, oh heavy day. oe oa 
Mo, Ome, Ome, my Child, my only life; O 


Revive, look up,, orl will di¢ with thee; 
Help, help, call help. SHO gesbi 


. > 


Enter. Fathers 


Fa, For fhame bring Fulet forth, her-Lord is come, / 
Nur. She’s dead: Decéaft,: fhe’s dead\:. Alack the day. 
Mo, Alack:the day» fhe’s,dead, the?s dead, she’s dead, |: 
Fa. Ha? Let me feeher z)Qut alas, fhe’s: colds; =) 0% 


‘| Her blood is fetled, andher joyntsare ftiff: 
‘|| Life and thefe Lips have tong been feparatedsiirict 


Pa 


‘Death lies omher like an ‘untimely Froft: Sonoli = 

Upon the fweetelt flower of all the Fieldsay4 soy few 5 
Nur. Ov lamentablevday! 5 6) ar : 
Mo, O woful time. 
Fa. Death that hath.ta’ne her-hence to make me waile, }- 

' Tiesup my Tongue and will not let me {peak. 

; Hum AO onsiiney 


Enter Frier and the Countye" °° 
Lid Sis St: et iW ¢f 


VG 
' 


Fri. Come, is the Bride r eady to 56 to ‘Church 2° 
Fa. Ready to go, but never to return, "© 
O Son, the night before thy Wedding day, °° (" 
Hath Deathilain with thy Wife: Sec, there-the = 
ower 
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Flower as fhe was, Deflowr?d now by him, 
Death is my Son in Law, Death is my Heir, 
My Daughter he hath wedded. _ I will die, 
And leave him all Life living, all is Deaths. 
Pa. Have [thought long to fee this mornings face, 
And doth it give me fuch a fight as this ? 
Mo. Accurit, unhappy, wretched, hateful day, 
Moft miferable Hour, that e’re time faw 
In lafting Labour of his Pilgrimage. — a 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving Child, 
But one thing to rejoyce and folace in, 
And cruel Death hath catchtit from my fight. 
Nur. O-wo,-O woful, woful, woful Day, 
Molt lamentable Day, moft woful Day, 
That ever, ever, I did yet behold, 
Oday, O day, Oday, O hateful day, 
Never was feen fo black a day as this: 
O woful day, -O woful day. te 
Pa, Beguil’d, divorced, wronged, fpighted, flain, 
Moft deteftable death, »by thee beguil’d, 
By cruel, cruel thee quite overthrown : 
O love, O life; not Life, but Love in Death. 
Fa, Defpis’d, diftrefled, hated, martyr’d, kill’d, 
Uncomfortable time, why cam’ft thou now ~ 
To murther, murther our Solemnity ? 
© Child, O-Chiid ; my Soul and not my Child, 
Dead art thou, alack my Child is Dead, 
And with my Child, my joys are Buried. 
Fri, Peace ho for fhame, Confufions: Care lives not 
In thefe Confufions, Heaven and your felf 
Had part in this fair Maid, now Heaven hath all, 
And all the better is it for the Maid : 
Your part inher, youcould not keep from Death, 
| But Heaven keeps his part in Eternal Life : 
‘The moft you fought was her Promotion, 
For ?twas your Heaven that fhe fhould be advanc’d ; 
“And weep ye now, feeing fhe is advanc’d 
Above the Clouds, as high as Heaven it felf? 
O in this love, you love your Child fo ill, 
That you run mad, fecing that fhe is well, 
She’s not well married, that lives married long, 
But fhe’s beft married, that dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and {tick your Rofemary 
On this fair Coarfe, ahd as the Cuftom is, 
And in her beft Array, bear her to Church : 
for though fond Nature bids all us lament, 
Yet Natures te rs are Reafons merriment. 
Fa. All things that we ordained Feftival, 
Turn from their Office to black Funeral : 
Our Inftrufients to melancholly Bells, _ 
Our wedding Clear, toa fad burial Feaft: 
Our folemn Hymns, to fillen Dyrges change; 
Our Bridal Flowers ferve for a buried Coarfe ; 
And all things change them to the contrary. | 
Fri. Sir go youin, and Madam, go with him, 
And go Sir Paris, every one prepare 
Yo follow this fair Coarfe unto her Grave : 
The Heavens do lowre upon you, for fome ill: 
Move them no more, by crofling their high Will. 
LC Exeunt. 
Mu, Faith-we may put up our Pipes and be gone. 
Nur. Honelt good fellows : Ah put up, put up, 
| For well you know this is-a pittiful Cafe. 
Mu. | by my Troth, the cafe may be amended. 


j Ona Sani 07 9° Eater Peter 


Pet. Mufitians, oh Mufitians, 
Hearts eafe, hearts eafe, . 
| O, and you will have melive, play hearts eafe. 
| Ads, Why hearts cafe ? 
Pet. O Mofitians, ae 
Becaufe my heart it felf plays, my heart is full. 


Ats. Not adump we, 7tis no time to play now. 
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Pet, You willnot then ? 

Mu, No. 

Per. { will then give it you foundly. 

Mu, What will you give us ? 

Pet. NoMoney on my Faith, but the Gleek. 

I will give you the Miniftrel. ; 

Mn. Then willl give you the Serving Creature, 

Pet, Then willl lay the ferving Creatures Dagger on| 
your Pate.I will carry no Crotchets,Vle Re you,Ple Fa you, 
do you Note me? : 

Mu, And youRe us, and Fa us, you Note us. 

2 Adu. Pray you put up your Dagger, 

And put out your Wit. 
Then have at you with my Wit. 

Pet, 1 will drie-beat you with anfron Wit, 
And put up my Iron Dagger. 

Anfwer me like Men: 


When griping griefs the Heart doth wound,then Mufick — Ske 


With her filver found. Laan 

Why Silver found ? VVhy Mofick with her Silver found?} 

What fay you Simon Catling ? ee Ns 
Mu. Marry Sir, becaufe Silver hath afweet found. 
Pet. Prateft, what fay you Hugh Rebick ? 
2 Mu, | fay Silver found,becaufe Mufitians found for Sil- 
Pet. Prateft too, what fay you James Sound. Poft? (yer. 
3 Mu. Faith I know not what to fay. ; 
Pet. Ol cry you mercy, you are the Singer. 

I will fay for you, it.is Mufick with her Silver found, 

Becaufe Mufitians have no Gold for founding : 

Then Mofick with her Silver found, with f{peedy help doth 

lend redrefs. Cie. 

(Exitt 


Mn, What a peftilent Knave is this fame ? ae 
2 Mu. Hang him Jack, come we'll in here, tarry for 


LEsit.| 


the Mourners, and {tay dinner. 


Enter Romeo. 


Rom. If I may truft the flattering truth of fleep, 
My Dreams prefage fome joyful news at hand : 
My bofoms Lord fits lightly in his Throne : 
And all this winged unaccuftom’d Spirit, 
Lifts me above the ground with chearful Thoughts. 
I dreamt my Lady came and fouhd me Dead, wee | 
(Strange Dream that givesa dead man leave to think) | 
And breath’d fuch life with Kifles in my lips, 
That I reviv’d, and wasan Emperour. 


Ah me, how {weet is Love it felf pofleft, 


When but Loves Shadows are fo rich in Joy. 


Enter Romeo's Maa, 


News from Verona, how now Balthazar ? 
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier ? 
How doth my Lady ? Ismy Father well ? 
How doth my Lady Juliet? That | ask again, 
For nothing can beill, if fhe be well. 

Man. Then hhe is well, and nothing canbe ill.’ 
Her Body fleeps in Capulet?s Monument, 
And her immortal part with Angels lives, 
I faw her laid low in her Kindreds Vault, 
And prefently took Poft to tell it you: 
O pardon me for bringing thefe ill News, 
Since you did leave it fer my Office, Sir. 

Rom, Is it even fo ? 
_— seme bas Stars, 

ou knowelt my Lodging, get me Ink and Pape 

And hire Poft. Horfes, | wit bees to Night. ts 

Man. \ do befeech you, Sir, have Patience : 
Your looks are pale and wild, and doimport. 
Some mifadventure, E 

Rom, Tufh, thou art deceiy’d, 


Ni 
eS | The Tragedy 
Leave me, and dothe thing | bid thee do: 
Haft thou no Letters tome from the Frier ? 
Ahn. No, my good Lord. 
[Exit Man; 
Rom. No matter: Get thee gone, . bua 
And hire thofe Horfes, Ple be with thee ftreight. 
m Well Juliet, Iwill lie with thee to Night : 
be Let’s fee for means: O mifchief thou art fwift 


To enter inthe Thoughts of defperaté Men: 
Ido remember an Apothecary, 
| And hereabouts he dwells, which late] noted 

In tatter’>d Weeds, with overwhelming Brows, 
Culling of Simplesy Meager were his Looks, 
Sharp Mifery had worn him tothe Bones : 
And in his needy Shop a Tortoife hung, 
An Allegator ftuft, and other Skins 
Of ill-fhap’d Fifhes, and about his Shelves 
Abeggarly Account of empty Boxes ; 
Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and mufty Seeds, 
Remnants of Packthred, and old Cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly fcattered, to makeup a fhew. 
Noting this Penury, to my Self] faid, 
And if a Man did need a Poyfon now, 
Whofe fale is préfent Death in Mantua, 
Here lives a Caitiff Wretch would fell it him. 
O this fame Thought did but fore-run my need, 
And this fame needy Man mutt fell it me. 
AsI remember, this fhould be the Houfe, 
Being holy day, the Beggars Shop is fhut. 
What ho ? Apothecary ¢ 

\ 


Enter Apothecary. 


Ap. Who calls fo lowd ? 
_ Rom. Come hither Man, I fee that thou art Poor, 
‘Hold, there is forty Duckets, -let me have 
-A Dram of Poyfon, fuch foon-fpeeding Geer, 
As will difperfe it felf through all the Veins, 
That the Life-weary-taker may fall Dead, 
And that the Trunk may be difcharg’d of Breath, 
Asviolently, as hafty Powder fir’d 
Doth hurry from the fatal Cannons Womb. 
4p. Such Mortal Drugs I have, but 44antua’s Law 
Is Death to any he that utters them. 
Rom, Art thou fo bare and full of Wretchednefs, 
And fear’it to die? Famine is in thy Cheeks, 
Need and Oppreflion ftarveth in thine Eyes, 
Contempt and Beggary hang onthy Back ! 
The world is not thy Friend, nor the world’s Law: 
The world affords no Law.to make thee’ Rich. 
Then be not Poor, but-break it, ‘and take this. 
Ap, My Poverty, but notmy Willconfents. 
Rom. 1 pray thy Poverty,’ and not thy Will: 
Ap. Put thisin any Liquid thing you will, 
And drink it off, ‘and if youhad the Strength 
Of twenty men, it would difpatch you ftreight. 
Rom. There’s thy Gold, 
Worfe Poyfon to Mens Souls, 
Doing more Murder in this loathfom World, 
Than thefe poor Compounds that thou maift not fell: 
1 I fell thee Poyfon, thou haft fold me none. 
Farewel, buy Food, and get thy felfin Fleh, 
Come Cordial, and not Poyfon, go with me 
To jyulie?s Grave, for there mult I ufe thee. 


opt 
o thi 


[Exeunt, 


Enter F réer John to Frier Lawrence. 


Sohn. Holy F rancifcan Frier, Brother, ho? 


of Romeo and Juliet. 


| Poor living Coatfe,»clos’diima dead Man’s Tomb. 


Here in the Church-yard,; yett will adventure, 


Nightly fhall. be, to itrew thy Graveand 


| The Boy gives warning}. fomething doth 


Orif mind be writ, give me his Letter. 
Joh, Going tofind abare-foot Broth 
One of our Order, to-aflociate me, 
Here inthis City viliting, the Sick, ry 
And finding him, the Searchersof the Town 
Sufpecting that we both were.in a Houfe,- 


Where the infectious Peftilence did reign, 


Sea?diup the Doors, and would not let us forth 
So that my fpeed to A4aritua thete was ftaid. , 
‘ Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo ? 
Foh. | could not fend it, here it is again, 
Nor get.a Meflenger to. bringiit thee, 
So fearful were they of Infection. } 
Law., Unhappy Fortune! by my Brotherhood 
The Letter was not nice, burfullof.charge | 
Of dear Import, and the neglecting it - 
May domuch Danger): FrierFobu,| go hence, 
Get mean Iron Crow, and bring it ftreight 
Unto my Cell, } 
John, Brother, Plego and bring it thee. ; 
MTT Has $403 rox | LExit. 
Lam. Now muft | tothe Monument alone, 
VVithin thisthree Hours will fair Fuliet wake, 5 
She will befhrew me much that-Roveo _ 


| Hath had no notice of thefe:Accidents: ; 


But I will writeagain to AZantua, 
And keep her at my Ceih till Romeo come, 


LExit. 
Enter Paris and his P age. 
Par, Give me thy Torch, Boy, henge and ftand aloof; 


Yet put it out, for l would not be feen : 
Under yond young Trees layithee all along, 


| Laying thy Ear clofe to*the hollow ground, 


So fhall no foot upon. the Church-yard tread, 


| Being loofe,. unfirm, withdigging upof Graves, 


But thou fhalt hear. it ;:V Vibutle then tome,» 
As fignal that thou heareft' fomething approach. 


| Give me thofe Flowers. . Do as 1 bid-thee, hgo. 


Pag. 1am almoft afraid to Stand alone © 


| hx. 
Pa. Sweet Flower,with Flowers thy Bridal.bed I Ae : 

O woe, thy Ganopy is.duft arid ftones, | «5 4, 

V Vhich with fweet V Vater nightly I will dew, 

Or wanting that, withtears diftill’d by Mones ; 

The Obfequies that I for thee will keep, 704 

weeps oid | 

f EWohiftle Boy. i 

I" approachy 

VVhat eurfed Foot wandersithis way to night, 

To crofs my Obfeqnies,!and true,Loves Right,? 

V Vhat witha Torch ?..-Muffe me Nightia while. 


Enter Romeo and Peters. { 
. od 


Rom, Give methat Mattock, and the: wreiching Iron, | 
| 


Hold, take this Letter, early'in the Morning 


See thou deliver it tomy Lord and Father, 
Give methe Light : .u 
What-e’re thow hear?ft. or felt, ftand all aloof, 


4 Enter Frier Lawrence. | In what I further thallinvend todo, <0) mol 
Bt 4 SS aa ee | By Heaven | will tear theejoynt byjoynt,) 29 os 0 
Law. This fame thould be the Voice of Friet Fobn, | And frrewchisbungry Ohare yard il chy Litnbs : 
Welcome from Adancua, what fays Romeo? Foe | The time, and my intents are Savage, Wildsq« 
; More 
fx 
ft = i 
Pa : = = = zt : : 


\ 
at 
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More fierce, and more inexorable far, 
Than empty Tygets, or the Roaring Sea. ° 
Pet. Lwillbe gone Sir, and not trouble you. 
Ro. So fhalt thou thew me Friendfhip+ Take thou that, 
Live and be Profpefous, and farewel good Fellow. 
Pet. For all this fame, I’le hide me here about, 
His Looks I fear} ‘and his Intents J doubt. 
(fv IO € a (Exit. 
Rom, Thou'deteftable Maw, thon Womb of Death, 
Gorg’d with the deareit Morfel of the Earth : 
Thus I enforce thy rotten Jaws to open, 
And indefpight, Ple cram thee with more Food. 
Par. This is that Banifht-haughty Mdountague 
That murdred my Loves Cozin; with which Grief, 
[cis fuppofed the'Fair Creature died; 
|) And here is come to do fome Villanous Shame 
|| To the Dead Bodys: L.will apprehend him. 
Stop thy ushallowed Toyl, vile Monntague ¢ 
‘| Can Vengeance be purfued further then Death ? 
Condemned Villain, [do apprehend thee; 
‘Obey, and go with me, for thou muft Die. 
1 Rom. I mult indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
| Good gentle Youth, tempt not a defperate Man, 
‘| Fly hence and leave me, think upon thofe gone, 
| Let them afftight thee. I befeech thee Youth, 
| Put not another Sin upon my Head, 
By urging metoFury- Obegone, , 
| By Heaven I Love thee: better:than my felf, 
|For 1 come hither Arm’d againft my felf: 
‘Stay not, be gone, Live, and hereafter fay, 
Amad Man’s Mercy bid thee run dway. 
| Par, 1 do defie thy Commiferation, 
| And apprehend thee for a Fellonthere. boule 
| Rom. Wilt thon provoke me ? Then have at thee Boy. 
: 
i 


+ 
Li 
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Pet. O Lord'they fight, Iwill-go call the Watch. 
Pa. Ol amSlain;. if thowbe Merciful, 9 0 > 
Open the Tomb; lay me with Fulee, 
| Rom, In Faith Twill; let me perufe this Face, 
| Mercutio’s Kinfinan, Noble County Parts. 
| What faid my Man, when my betofled Soul 
| Did not ated him as we Rode ? I think 
| Hetold me Paris fhould have Married Fuliet. 
'} Said he not fo? Or did | Dreamit fo ? 
OramI Mad, hearing him talk of Fulier, 
'| Po think it was fo? O give me thy Hand, 
'| One writ with mein fowr Misfortuncs Book, 
| Ple bury theeina Triumphant Grave, 
A Grave, Onoa Lanthorn, -flaughter’d Youth : 
For here lies Fudiet, and her Beauty makes 
| This Vault‘ Pealting prefence full of Light. . 
Death, betbou there by a Dead Man intrer’d. 
| How oft when Men are at the Point of Death, 
|| Have they been Merry ? Which their Keepers call 
i| A Lightning before Death? Oh how may | 
{| Call this aLightning? O my Love, my Wife,. . 
}) Death that hath fuckt the Honey of thy Breath, 
| Hath had no Power yet upon thy Beauty : 
Thowart not Conquer’d, Beauties Enfign yet 
|} IseCrimfont inthy. Lips, ;andin thy Cheeks, - 
And Deaths pale Flag is not,advanced there, 
Tybale, ly?ft thou there in thy, Bloody Sheet ? 
O what mor¢Favour can I doto:thee, 
Then withichat: Hand,that,cug thy Youth in twain, 
i To funder his that was thy Enemy ? sJuisoteol 
i Forgive me Cozen, -Ahidear Feliet: 9. > oncteh | 
fair 2 T-will believe, 96 5 i 


i Why artthou yet fo ; 
Shail | believe, that unfubftantial Death is Amorous ? 

{ And thar the Jean.abhorred-Monfterkeepie) 
Thee herein Dark tobehisParamour?, cig 
For fear of that,. I ftill will tay. with thee, 9) 00... 
And never from this Palace of dim Night 5155)... 
Depart again: Gomeliethouin my Armsy.) foo joo) 
Here’s to thyHealth, where Pre thou tumbleft in, . 
G. true Apathecary } SyeCE Ig Pubetenyed gz. bia 


| Come, gogood Julzet, 1 dare no longer ftay. - 


- | Haply fome Poyfon yet doth Hang on them, 
| Thy Lips are warm. 


Thy Drugsare quick. Thus witha Kifs1Die,.. | 
D ain 3 here, here willl remain, . a ea 
Wiiiterms that are thy Chamber-Maids.: Ohere | 
Willl fet up my Everlafting reft : ‘a 
And fhake thy Yoak of. inaufpicious Stars 
From this Worlds wearied Flefh : Eyes look your lat; 
Arms take your laitEmbrace: AndLips,;O you. "J 
The Doorsof Breath, feal witha Righteous Kis | 
A datelefs Bargain to engrofling Death: Bei 
Come bitter Conduct, come unfavoury Guide, 


“4 


Thou defperate Pilot, now at once ry Bat 
‘= 


*. > * } 
11) Pele 


The dafhing Rocks thy Sea-fick wear ks 
Here’stomy Love. O true Apothecary } 
Thy Drugsare quick. Thus with a Kifs I Die. 


Enter Frier with Lanthorn, Crow, and Spade, 


Fri. St. Francis be my {fpeed, how oftto Night 
Have my old Feet ftumbled at Graves ? Who’s there? 

Man. Here’s one,a Friend,and one that knows you well, 

Fri. Blifs be upon you. Tell megood my Friend _ 
What Torch is yond, that vainly lends his Light | 
To grubs and eyelefs Sculls? Asidiftern, = 
It burneth in the Cpulet’s Monument. 

Man. \t doth fo, Holy Sir. ' 
And there’s my Maiter, one that you Love. 

Fri. Whois it? 

Man, Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he been there ? 

Man. Full half an hour. err 

Fri, Go with me to the Vault.” 
‘ Man, \ dare not,,,. Sir. 
My Mafter knows not but I am gone hence, 


cere 


Frier. Romeo. . Z 
Alack, alack, what/Blood is this which ftains _. 
The ftony entrance of this Sepulchre ? pi 
What mean thefe Mafterlefs and Goary Swords __ 
To lie difcolour’d by this place of Peace? y 
Romeo, oh pale |! Who elfe ?, What Paris too ? » 
And fteep’d in Blood ? Ah what.an unkind Hour 
Is guilty of this Lamentable chance ? . 
The Lady ftirs. 


uli. Q comfortable Frier, where’s my Lord? A 


| {do remember well where | fhouldbe: - 


AndthereI am, where is my Romeo? 
Fri. Uhear fome noife Lady, come from that Nef 
Of Death, contagion, and unnaturalSleep, : 
A greater Power than we can contradict ah Gan 
Hath thwarted our intents 5 come, comeaway, swine 
Thy Husband in thy Bofome there liesDead, ere 

And Paristoo: Come V’le difpofe-of thee, .« 
Among a Silterhood of Holy Nuns : : 


Stay not to queftion, for the Watch is coming, © . 


Juli. Go, get thee hence, for I will not aways. 


What?s here ? A Cupclos’d in my true Loves hand? 
| Poyfon 


IfeehathbeenhistimelefsEnd- =f 
O Churle, drink all, and left no Friendly drop, | 
To help me after ? Iwill Kifs thy. Lips, Pik E 


To make me Die with aRe Fatt ied ae 


ftorative. | 
= Enter Boy and Watch. 


°Tisin thy fhegth, there ruft and let ‘me di 
1-€ @n eed wi 


Now — rte’ HS Kod fel! 
Boy, This is the sare BN 4 Fatieg Lt 
There were the Torch'doth burn, 
Watch, The ground is bloody, ~ - 

Search about-the Churchyard. ~°” « 
Go fome of you, whoe’re you find attach. 
Pittyful fight, heres lies the County flain, 
| And Juliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead, 
Who here hath lain thefe two daies Buried. 
Go tell the Prince, run tothe Capulets, 
aife upthe Afountagues, fome others fearch, 

e fee the Ground whereon thefe Woes do lye. 
But the true Ground of all thefe piteous Woes 
We cannot without Circumftance defcry. 


3% 
‘Pat Ss 


! Enter Romeo’s Adan. 


Wat. Bere’s Romeo’s Man, 

We found him inthe Churchyard. s 

Con, Hold himin fafety, till the Prince comes hither. 
Enter Frier and another Watchman, 


3. Wat. Here is a Frier that trembles, fighs,and weeps: 
We took this Mattock and this Spade from him, __ 
Ashe was coming from this Church-yard fide. 

Con. A great’Sufpicion, ftay the Frier too. 


Enter the Prince. 


Pri. What mifadventure is fo early up, 
That calls our Perfon from our Mornings Reft ? 


Enter Capulet and bis Wife. 


Cap. What fhould it be that they fo fhrick abroad ? 
Wife. O the People in the Street cry Romeo, 
Some Fuliet, and fome Paris, and allrun 
With open out-cry toward our Monument. 
Pri. What Fear is this which ftartles in your Ears ? 
Wat. Soveraign, here lies the County Paris flain, 
And Romeo dead, and Juliet dead before, 
Warm and new kill’d. 
Pri. Search, 


‘| Seek, and know how this foul Murther comes. 


Wat. Here isa Frier, and flanghter’d Romeo’s Man, 
With Inftruments upon them fit to open 
Thefe Dead mens Tombs. 
Cap. O Heaven! 
O Wife, look how our Daughter Bleeds! 
This Dagger hath miftaine, for loc his Houfe 
Isempty on the back of Adountague, 
‘And is mif-fheathed in my Daughters Bofom. 
Wife. O me, this fight of Death is as a Bell, 
That warns my old Age to a Sepulcher. 


Enter Mountague. 


Pri, Come Mountague, for thou art early up 
To fee thy Son and Heir now early down. 

Moun. Alas my Liege, my Wife is dead to Night, 
Grief of my Sons Exile hath ftopt her Breath : 
What further Woe confpires againft my Age ? 

Pri, Look, and thou fhalt fee. 

Moun, O thou untaught, what Manners isin this, 
To prefsbefore thy Fathertoa Grave? 

Pri. Seal up the Mouth of out-rage fora while, 
Till we can clear thefe Ambiguities, 


| | And know their Spring, their Head, theirtraucDefcent, 


And then will I be General of your Woes, - 
And lead you even to Death , mean time foe. < 


the Tragedy of Romeo aid Juliet. 
‘|ritn ice Bet 6 epee Sages 
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And letMifchance bé Slave to Patience. 

Bring forth the Parties‘of fufpicion. 

Fri. Tam the greateft, able to do leaft, "8 

Yet moft fafpected, as thé Tim@and Pld: 
Doth make againft me; ‘of ‘this diteful Murther: 
And here! ftand’both to fitipeach and Purge 
| My felf Condemneds! and’my felf Exciis’d. qi 
Pri. Then fay at once what thou'deft know in this ?? “4 
Fri. | will be brief, for my fhort date of Breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious Tale. 

Romeo there Dead, was Husband to that Fulier, 

And fhe there Dead, that’s Romeo’s faithful Wife : 

I Married them: and their ftoln Marriage Day 

Was Tybalt?s Dooms-day, whofeuntimely Death 
Banith’d the new-made Bridegroom from this City : 
For whom (and not for Tybalt ) Fulet pin’d. 

You, to remove that Siege of Grief from her, 
Betroth’d, and would have Married her perforce 
Fo County Paris. Then comes fhe to me, 

And (with wild Looks) bid me devife fome means — 
Torid her from this fecond Marriage, 
Orin my Cell there would fhe kill her felf. = 
Then gave I her (fo tutor’d by my Art) 

A fleeping Potion, which fo took Effet 

As] intended, for it wrought on her 

The Form of Death. Mean time I writ to Romeo, 
That he fhould hither come, as this dire Night, 

To help to take her from her borrowed Grave, 


| Being the time the Potions force fhould ceafe. 


But he which bore my Letter, Frier Yobr, 
Was ftay’d by accident, and yefternight 
Return’d my Letter back ; then allalone, 
Atthe prefixed Hour of her waking, 

Came I to take her from her Kindreds Vault, 
Meaning to keep her clofely at my Cell, 

Till I conveniently could fend to Romeo, 
But-when--came-(fome Minute-e’re the time—— | ; 
Of ther awaking) here untimely lay 

The Noble Paris, and true Romeo dead. 

She wakes, andIintreat her to come forth, 

And bear this Work of Heaven. with Patience : 

But then, a Noife did fcare me from the Tomb, 

And the (too defperate) would not go with me, 

But (as it feems) did Violence on her felf. 

All this] Know, and to the Marriage her Nurfe is privy : 
And if ought in this mifcarried by my fault, 

Let my old Life be facrific’d fome Hour before the time, | 
Untothe Rigor of fevereft-Law. — —-|' 
Pri. We ttill have known thee for an Holy man. 

Where’s Romeo’s Man? What canhe fay to this ? 
Boy. I brought my Mafter News of Faders Death, 

And then in Pofte he came from Afantua 

To this fame place, to this fame Monument. 


'| This Letter he early bid me give his Father, 


And threatned me with Death, going in the Vault, 
If I departed not, and left him there. 

Prin, Give me the Letter, I will look on it. 
Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the Watch ? 
Sirrah, what made your Matter inthis Place ? oa 

Pag. He came with Flowers to ftrew his Ladies Grave, |. 
And bid me ftandaloof, and fol did: 

Anon comes one with light to ope the Tomb, 
And by and by my Mafter drew on him, 
And then I ran away to call the Watch. 

Prin, This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 

Their Courfe of Love, the tydings of her Death: 

And here he Writes, that he did buy a Poyfon 

Of a poor Pothecary, and therewithal ; 

Came to this Vaultto die, and lie with Sulzer. 

Where bethefe Enemies ? Capulet, Mountague, 

See what a Scourge is laid upon your Hate, 
That Heaven finds means tokillyour Joyes with Love; 
And I, for winking at your difcords too, — 
Have loft a brace of Kinfmen: All are panift’d, = 
SS Ap 


ap. ‘Brother Ga give me thy. Hand, 
This is my Daughters Joynture, forno more 
Can I demand. 

| Moun. But I can give thee more, 

For will raife her Statue in pure Gold, 

‘That whiles Verona by that Name is known, - | 
\There fhall no Figure at that rate be. fet, 

IAs that of trucand faithful Dltt aes 
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> Asrich thall Romeo ae his Lady M0 Ey ae 
Poor Sacrifices of ouir Enmity. re oh 

Prin;-A gloomy Peace this Morning with it brings, a 
The Sun for Sorrow will not thew his Head, ~ od & 
Go hence to have tote talk of thefe fad things, » rok an 
Some fhallbe pardon’d, and fome Parte: ‘ies " St ' ee 
For néver was @Story of more woe, ... ot 
Than this of F ve and her Rezgo..-, «Tita 
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TIMON f ATHENS 


The Actors Names. 


Timon of Athens. Flaminius, one of Timon’s Servants, 


Lucius, . Servilius, amother. 

Bails, Tivo flattering Lords, Caphis, aes 

Apemantus, 4 Churlifh Philofopher. , Varro, 

Sempronius, another flattering Lord. Philo, $ aR 
— | Alcibiades, az Athenian Captain. Titus, | everal Servants to Ofurers. 

'Poct. > - Lucius, 

Painter. Hortenfius. , 

Jeweller. Ventidius, oze of Timon’s falle Friends, 

Merchant. . Cupid. 

Certain Senators. Sempronius. ‘ 

Certain Maskers. | With divers other Servants and Attendants. 


Certain Thieves. 


eAitus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and Mercer at Poet. A thing ibe idly from me. Goun of the 


jeveral doors Our Poefie is as a(Gown, which ufes ) 


From whence ’tis nourifht : The fire i’th’ Flint 
Poet. Ood day, Sir. Shews not ’till it be {truck : Our gentle Flame 


Pain. 1am glad ye are well, Provokes it felf, and like the current flies 
a ‘Poet. | have not {een you long, how goes f Each bound it chafes. What have youthere? 
the World ? Pain. A Picture, Sir: When comes your Book forth ? 

Pasn, \t wears, Sir, as it grows, é Poet. Upon the Heels of my preféntment, Sir. 
Poet. |, that’s well known. : Let’s fee your piece. 

But what particular Rarity ? What ftrangé, | Pain, Tis a good Piece. 

Which manifold record not matches : See Poet. So’tis, this comes off well, and excellent; 

Magick of Bounty, all thefe {pirits thy power Pain, Indifferent. 

| Hath conjur’d to attend. Poet. Admirable! How this Grace 
"| I know the Merchant. Speaks his own ftanding : what a mental power : 
Pain. | know them both, tl?other’s a Jeweller This eye fhoots forth ? How big imagination 
io Mer, Oh’tis a worthy Lord. Moves in this Lip; to th’ dumbnefs of the gefture, 

Jew. Nay, that’s moft fixe. One might interpret, ° 
Mer. A moft incomparable man, breath’d as it were, Pain. Itisa pretty mocking of the life : 

To an untyrable and continuate goodnefs: Here is a touch: Is’t good ? 

He pafles. Poet. I will fay of it, ‘ 
Few. 1 have a Jewel here. it tutors Nature, Artificial ftrife 
Mer. O pray let’s fe. For the Lord Timoz, Sir ? Lives in thefe touches livelier than life. 
Few. If he will touch the eftimate, but for that—_— 
Poet, When we for recompence have prais’d the vild, Enter certain Senators. 


| It ftaines the Glory in that happy Verfe, 


| Which aptly fings the good. Pain. How this Lord is followed ! 


Mer. "Visa good form. Poet The Senators of -4thens, happy men. 

Few. Andrich: here isa Water, look ye. Pain. Look moe. | ee 

Pain. You are rapt, Sir, in fome work, fome Dedication | Poet. You fee this confluence, this great flood of Vifitors 
to'the Great Lord. I have in this rough work fhap’d out a man, pce 

, Aaa a Whom 


sa Timon of Athens. 


er SRIS YSIS AE TANGER oS 2 ae eaten a —- 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugg Tim. Commend me to him, I will fend his ra 
With ampieft entertainment: My free drift And being enfranchized, bid him come to me; 
Halts not particularly, but moves it felf ~ --f pqds not enough to help the feeble up, 
Ina wide Sea of Wax, no levell’d malice *\ ¥°] Bat to fupport him after. Fare you well. 
infects one comma inthe courfe I hold, Mef, All happinefs to your Honour, 
But flies an Eagle flight, bold, and forth on, ; Bf 
Leaving no Tract ego r ; 4 : Enter an Qld Athenian, 
Pain, How fhall.t underitand yop: es 6 
Poet. Lwill unbolt to you. "ye O. Atk, Lord Timon, heakane fpeak, 
You fee how all Conditions, how’ i ud Tim. Freely, good. Father,” 
As well of glib and flipp’r oCreatures, as Pap 0. A “Thou haft a fervantnam’d Lucilins, 
Of grave and auftere quality, tender down Tim. lhave fo; What of him? 
Their fervices to Lord Timon : His large Fortune, (iC 2. Ath, Mott Noble Timon, call the man b 
Upon his good and gracious Nature hanging, ~ | “Tim, Attends he here, or no? Lucilins. 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance Luc. Here, at your Lordfhips fervice, a 
‘All forts of hearts’) yeatpam thie plalsfaqe Flatterer A 0. Ath. This fellowhere, L. Timon, chig thy Creatuse amie 
To Apemantus, Uvanfew things loves better A & | By night fréquents my houfe. I ama man “ | 
Than to abhor himfelf, even he drops dowa That from my firft have been inclin’d to. thrift ae 
The knee before him, and returns in peace _ And my eftate deferves an Heir more rais’d; ~~ 
Molt rich in Timon’s nod. .| Than one which holds a Trencher. 
Pains 1 faw them fpeak together. op Le dim Well : What further ? a 
Poet, Sir, | have upon a high and pleafant-hill 1 0, Ach-Oneonly Daughter havel, noKinele ~ | 
Feign’d Fortune to be thron’d, On whom I may confer what I have got: ., zi ae 
The Bafe o’th’ Monat.yss2 vgomil Assen cia! The Maid is fair, a’th?youngeft for a Bride, ~ hotel: g 
Is rank’d with all deferts, all kind of Natures., And I have bred her at my deareft coft, ae 
That labour on the bofom of thisSphere, ~ In Qualities of the beft. " This man of thine Ny alla TNed 
To propagate their flates 5 among{t them all, Attempts her Love: I pray thee (Noble Lard) | 
Whole eyes are on this Sovereign Lady fixt, | “, ef Joyn with me to forbid him her refort; i 
One do I perfonate, ph ard Timeo’s (rams? = vo "| My felf have fpoke in vain, 
Whom Fortune wittrher Ivory hand waftstoher, ./'!4|| Tim, The man is honeft. 
Whole prefent grace, to prefent flaves and fervants uj) 0. Ath, Therefore he will be, Timon, 
Tranflates Iris Rivals. | of) .oneti| His Honefty rewards him in it felf, 
Pain. ’Tis conceiv’d, £2 ops ae ia eee oni hina vite muft not bear my Daughter. 
This Throne, this Fortune, an his Hilt methinks 2 _ Tim, Does the love him ? 
With one man beckn’d from the reft below, - “| O, Ath. She is young and apt: 
Bowing his head againft the fteepy Mount, Our own precedent paflions do inftruct us. 
To climb his happinets- would bewéll-expreft. What levity’s in Youth. ‘? 
In our Condition. _ Tim, Love you the Maid ? a 
Poet. Nay, Sir, but hear me on: Luci, 1 my good Lord, and fhe accepts of it, 
All thofe which were his Fellows but of late, O. Ath. If in her Marriage my confent be miffing 
Some better than his value; on the moment I call the Gods to witnefs, { will chufe 
Follow his ftrides, his Lobbies fill with tepdance, Mine Heir from torth the Beggars of the World, 
Rain Sacrificial whifperings in hisgany\ io And difpoflefs her all. : 
Make Sacred, even his Stirrop, and through him Tim. How hall fhe be endowed, 
Drinkthe free Air. | If fhe be mated with an equal Husband ? ; 
+ pain, Y marry, what of thefe? O. Ath, Three Talents on the prefent, in future, 


nfom, ; 


efore thee, 4 % 
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Par «When fortune io her hit and change of mood | Tim. This Gentleman of mine 
sptina down her late beloved ; all his Dependants Hath ferv’d me long : 
Which Jabour’d after him, to the Mountains top, _ To build his Fortune I will {train a little, i 
‘Even on their knees and hands let him fit down, For ’tis a Bond in men, Give him thy Daughter, 
Notone a ompanying his declining foot. What you beftow, in him 1’1I counterpoize, ~ 
Pain. ?Tis common : | And make him weigh with her. 
A thoufand moral Paintings Tcan fhew, ; 0. «Ath. Moft Noble Lord, 
That fhall demonftrate thefe quick blowes of Fortune, . Pawn me to this your Honour, fhe is his, 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well, ~ Tim. My Hand to thee, 
To fhew Lord Timon, tliat mean eyes have feen Mine Honour on my Promife. 2 
The foot above the head... Luci. Humbly I thank your Lordfhip, never may 
Ee ig . That State or Fortune fall mto my keeping, = 
“Trumpets Sound. Which is not owed to you, ge. 
Enter Lord Timon, addreffing himfelf courteoufly ‘Poet, Vouchfafe my Labour, .:*. Jn 
cu to every Suitor. _. | And long live your Lordhiip. . ie 
ee _ Tim. {thank you, you fhall hear from me apon: 1a 
| Gonot away. What have you there, my Friend? Bee: 
Me, 1 my good Lord, five Talents is his debt, _ | _ Pain. A piece of Painting, which Ido befeech’ 
‘His means moit fhort, his Creditors moft firaight : _ | Your Lordfhip to accept. Bee 
‘Your honourable Letter hedefires ___ Zim, Painting is welcome. 
Lo thofe have fhut him up, which failing to him, The Painting is almoft the Natural Man: 
“Periods his comfort... eS | For fince Difhonour trafficks with mans Nature, ~ 


Tim. \mprifoned is he, fay you ? 


Tim. Noble Ventidins, well : 8 He is but outfide : The Penfil’d Figures are 


Lam not of that Feather, to hake off . fda! Even fuch as they give out. [ike your work, 
My friend when he molt ncedsme. Idoknowhim .~ | And you fhall find I like it: Wait Attendance : 


A Gentleman, that well deferves a help, r Till you hear further from me. 
_ Pain, The Gods preferve ye. 


Which he fhail have. I’ pay thedebt,and freehim. |. Pa oo ae 
Md. You Lordthip,cver bin = 1 Saar Tim, Well fare you Gentleman: Give me yourhand, | 


aes 
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i We muft needs dine together: Sir, your Jewel Apem. i. 
Hath fuffered under ae Ae ee Tim.. Wherefore ? 
Few. What my Lord, difpraife ¢ Apem, That I had no angry wi \ : 
Tim. A meer fatiety of Commendations, Art a thou a Merchant oa bto he x Loriet Fava 
If I fhould pay you for’t as "tis extoll’d, Mer, 1, Apemantus. 
It would unclew me quite. Apem, Traffick confound thee, if the Gods will not; 
Few. My Lord, "tis rated : He ; Mer, If Traffick do it, the Gods do it. : 
s thofe which fell would give: But you well know Apem, Traffick’s thy God, and thy G 
Things of like value differing in the Owners, " : —s around sien 
i, 2 Are priz’d by their Mafters. Believ’t, dear Lord, Trumpet founds. Enter a Meflenger. 
- | You mend the Jewel by the wearing it. 
the Tim.Well mock’d. [Enter Apemantus. Tim. What Trumpet’s that ? 
A) Mer. No, my good Lord, he fpeaks the common tongue Me. "Tis Alcibiades, and fome twenty Horfe, 
Which all men fpeak with him. All of Companionfhip. : 
ti Tim, Look who comes here, will you be chid ? Tim, Pray entertain them, give them guide to us 
i Few. We'll bear with your Lordfhip. : You muft needs dine with me: Go not you hence ‘ 
i eMer. He'll {pare none. Till | have thankt you ; and when dinner’s done 
Ph Tim. Good morrow to thee; Shew me this piece, Iam joyful of your fights, 
Gentle Apemantus. Enter Alcibiades with the reft. 
Apem. Till 1 be gentle, ftay thou for thy good morrow. | Moft welcome Sir, 
th When thou art Timon’s dog, and thefe Knaves honeft. Apem. Sofo, their Aches contract, and ftarve your fup- 
. | > Tim, Why doft thou call them Knaves, thou know’ft | ple Joynts: That there fhould be fmall love amongft thefe 
a them not ? Bch {weet Knaves, and all thisCourtefie. The ftrain of man’s 
(| -Apem. Arethey not Athemans ? bred out into Baboon and Monkey. 
Kt Tim. Yes, cAlci. You have fav’d my longing, and I feed 
ly Apem. Then I repent not. Moft hungerly on your fight. 
a Few. You know me, Apemantus ? : Tim. Right welcome, Sir. 
Apem. Thou know’tt I do, I call’d thee by thy name. | E’re we depart, we’ll hare a bounteous time 
Tim. Thouart proud, Apemantus. ; In different pleafures. 
Apem. Of nothing fo much, as that I am not like Timox. | Pray you let.us in, [Exeunt. 
Tim. Whither art going ? 
Apem. Toknock out an honeft Athenians brains. Enter two Lords: 
Tim. That’s a deed thou’lt die for. 
Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by th’ Law. 1. Lord, What time a day is’t, eSpemantus ? 
Tim. How lik’f{t thou this Picture, Apemantus ? sApem. Time to be honeft. 
Apem. The belt, for the Innocence. i. That time ferves ftill. 
Tim. Wrought he not well that painted it? Apem, The moft accurfed thou that ftill omit t’ftit. 
- Apem. He wrought better that made the Painter, and yet 2. Thou art going to Lord Timon’s Feat, 
fi, | he’s buta filthy piece of work. Apem. 1, to fee Meat fill Knaves, and Wine heat Fools, 
oni Pain, Yare a Dog. 2. Fare thee well, fare thee well. 
| Apem. Thy Mother’s of my generation : What’s fhe, Apem. Thou art a Fool to bid me farewel twice. 
Worl, | If Ibe a Dog ? 2. Why, -Apemantus ? 
- Tim, Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ¢ _ Apem, Should’tt have kept one to thy felf,for I mean to 
Apem. No, I éat not Lords. give thee none, 
Tim, And thou fhould’ft, thou’d’ft anger Ladies. 1. Hang thy felf. 
‘in fits Apem, O they eat Lords. Apem. No, iwill do nothing at thy bidding: 
fe " So they come by great bellies. Make thy requefts to thy Friend. 
| Tim. That’s a lafcivious apprehenfion. 2: Away unpeaceable Dog, 
| | _ Apem. So thou apprehend’tt it. Or I'll fpurn thee hence, 
ae Take it for thy labour. Apem. 1 will fly likea Dog, the heels a’th’ Als. 
‘ih «=| SD t™ How doft thou like this Jewel, Apemantus ? 1. He’s oppofiteto humanity. 
| Apem. Not fo well as plain-dealing, which will not Come, fhall we in, ; 
| coft a mana Doit. © And tafte Lord Timon’s Bounty ? He outgoes 
,| Tim, What doft thou think ’tis worth? The very heart of kindnefs, 
; a. Apem. Not worth my thinking. ~ 2. Hepoursitout: Pintus,the God of gold, 
How now, Poet ? | Is but his Steward; no meed but he repaies 
af Poet. How now, Philofopher ? Seven-fold above it felf: No gift tohim, 
Lai” Apem, Thou lieft. But breeds the giver areturn: Exceeding 
by Poet. Art not one ?. All ufe of quittance. 
Apem, Yes. 1. The Nobleft mind he carries, 
Poet, Then I lie not. That ever govern’d man. 
, Apem, Art not a Poet ? 2. Long may he livein Fortunes: Shall wein? 
NB Poet. Yes. : I'll keep you company. [Exeunt, 
a Apem. Then thou lief: ) 
i” | Look in thy laft work, where thou hatt feign’d him a Hoboyes playing, Loud Mufick, 
worthy Fellow. _ A great Banquet ferv’din, and then enter Lord Timon, the 
Poet. That’s not feign’d, heis fo. States, the Athenian Lords, Ventidius which Timon re- 
a Apem, Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for | deemed from prifon. Then comes dropping after all, Apernan- 
i | thylabour, He that lovesto be flattered is worthy o'th?| — tus difeontentedly like himfelf. 
pt flatterer, Heavens, that I were a Lord. ; 
mf Tim. What wouldft do then, Apemantus ? Wentid. Moft honoured Timon, _ e: 
ih Apem. Bren as Apemantus does now, hate aLord with | It hath pleas’d the Gods to remember my Fathet’s age; 
my heart. . is ; ae call ee to long se dich 
4 im, Wh elf? eis gone ha and has leit : 
if Ti at thy f g PPYs as 2 Then, 
a 


Timon of Athens. 
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Thenas in grateful virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, I doreturn thofe Talents 
Doubled with thanks and fervice, from whofe help 
] deriv’d liberty. 

Tim. O by no means, 
Honelt Veatidius : You miftake my Love, 
I gave it freely ever, and there’s none 
Can truly fay he gives, if he receives : 
If our betters play at that game, we muft not dare 
To imitate them. Faults that are rich are fair. 

atid. A Noble Spirit. ‘ 

Tin. Nay my aed Ceremony was but devis’d at firit 
To fet a glofs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 

Recanting goodnefs, forry ere tis fhown: 
But where there is true friendfhip there needs none. 
Pray, fit, more welcome are ye to my Fortunes, 
Than my Fortunestome. , 

1 Lord My Lord, we alwaies have confeft it. 

Ap:m. Ho, ho, confelt it? Hang’dit? Have you not ? 

Tim, O Apemantus, you are welcome. 

Apem, No: You fhall not make me welcome. 

[ come to have thee thruft me out of doors, 

Tim. Fye, th’arta Churle, ye have got a humour there 
Does not become a map, ’tis much to blame: 

They fay, my Lords, /ra furor brevis eft, 

But yond man is very angry. — 

Go, let him have a Table by himfelf : 

For he does neither affect company, 

Nor is he fit for’t indeed. f 
e4pem. Let me ftay at thine apperil, Timon, 

I come to obferve, I give thee warning on’t. 

Tim. take no heed of thee; Th’art an Athenian, there- 
fore welcome; I my felf would have no power, prethee 
let my meat make thee filent. 

Apem. 1 {corn thy meat, ’twould choak me: For I fhould 
ne’er flatter thee. Oh you Gods / What a number of men 
eats Timon, and hefees’emnot? Itgrieves me to fee fo 
many dip their meat in one mans blood, and all the mad- 
nefs is, he cheers them up too. : 

I wonder men dare truft themfelves with men. 

Methinks they fhould invite them without knives, 

Good for their meat, and fafer for their lives. : 
There’s much example for’t, the fellow that fits next him 
now, parts bread with him, pledges the breath of him in 
a divided draught: isthe readieft man tokillhim. ’T has 
been proved, if I werea huge man, I fhould fear to drink 
at meals, left they fhould {py my wind-pipes dangerous 
notes, great men fhould drink with harnefs on their 
throats. —* 

Tim. My Lord in heart: and let the health go round. 

2 Lord. Let it flow this way, my good Lord. 

Apem. Flow this way? A brave fellow; he keeps his 
tides well, thofe healths will make thee and thy ftate look 
ill, Timon. 

Here’s that which is too weak to be a finner, 
Honeft water, which ne’er left man i’th’mire: 
This and my food are equal, there’s no ods, 
Feafts are too proud to give thanks to the Gods. 


Apemantus’s Grace. 
Immortal Gods, I crave no pelf, 

I pray for no man but my felf, 

_ Grant I may never prove fo fond, 
To truft man on his Oath or Bond : 
Or a Harlot for her weeping : 

Or a Dog that feems a fleeping : 

Or a Keeper with " Frecdom : 

Or my Friends if I {hould need em. 
Amer, So fall too’t : 
Rich men fin, and I eat root. 


Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus. 
Tim, Captain, sce . 
Alcibiades, your heart’s in the field now. 
eAlci, My heart is ever at your fervice, my Lord. 


Timon of Athens. 


| 


| Who dies, that bears not 
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Tim, You had rather be at a breakfaft of Enemies 
adinner of Friends. 
_ Alci. So they were bleeding new my Lord, there’s no | 
meat like em, | could wifh my friend at fuch a Feaft. | 
Apem. Would all thofe flatterers were thine Enemies | 
then, that then thou might’ft kill’em: And bid met 
1 Lord, Might we but have that happinefs, my 
that you would once ufe our hearts, whereby we mi 
prefs fome part of our zeals, we fhould think o 
for ever perfect. on | 
Tim. Ob no doubt, my good Friends, but the Gods} _ 
themfelves have provided that I hhall have much help from ia 
you: How had you been my Friends elfe? Why have you | i 
that charitable title from thoufands? Did not you chiefly) 
belong to my heart? Ihave told more of you totay fel | 
than you can with modefty {peak in your own behalf | 
And Thus far Icofirm you. Oh youGods (think 1) what| 
need we have any Friends if we fhould never haye 
need of “em? They were the moft needlefs Creatures |j- 
ving , fhould we ne’er have ufe for’em. And wouldmoft| 
refemble {weet Inftruments hung up in Cafes, that oe 
their founds to themfelves. Why I have often witht my. 
felf poorer, that I might come nearer to you: We are 
born todobenefits. And what better or properer can we} 
call our own, than the riches of our Friends? Oh whata| 
precious comfort ’tis to have fo many like Brothers com-| 
manding one anothers Fortunes! Oh Joy® e’en made a-| _ 
way e’re’t can be born, mine eyes cannot hold out water, | 
methinks} to forget their faults, Idrink to you. } 
_ Apem. Thou weep’ft to make them drink ,. Timon 
2. Lord Joy had the like conception in our eyes, 
And at that inftant like a Babe {prung up. | 
cApem. Ho, ho, } laugh to think that Babe a Baftard, | 
3 Lord | promife you my Lord youmov’d me much, |} _ 
Apem. Much, eae: 


) than 


o’em, | 
Lord, | 
ght ex} 4 
ur felyes | 


Sound Tucket. Enter the Maskers of ~4mazons wi 
Lutes in their hands , dancing and playing. 


Tim, What means that Trump ? How now? 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Pleafe you, my Lord , there are certain Ladies 
Moft defirous of admittance. 

Tim. Ladies ? What are their wills ? 2 

Ser. There comes with thema Fore-runner, my Lord, 
which bears that office to fignifie their pleafures. 

Tim, 1 pray let them be admitted. 


Enter Cupid with the Mask of Ladies. 


Cup. Hailtothee, worthy Timon, and to all that of his 
Bounties taft: The five beft Senfes acknowledge thee the 
Patron, and come freely to gratulate thy plenteous Bofom 
There raft, touchall,-pleas’d from thy Table rife: — 
They only now come but to feaft thine eyes. oa. 

Tim.They’re welcome all ; let em have kind admittance} — 
Mufick make their welcome. 3 oe 

Luc. You fee, my Lord, how ample you are belov’d. 

Apem. Hoyday ! 

What a {weep of vanity comes this Way. 

They dance, they are mad Women. 

Like Madnefs is the Glory of this life, 

As this pomp fhews to a little oyl and roots 

We make our felves fools , to difport our felves, 
And fpend our flatteries to drink thofe men, 
Upon whofe Age we void it up agen, 


_| With poyfonous Spight and Envy. 


Who lives, that’s not deprav@, or depraves? 


one {purn to their graves 
Of their friends gift ? P 8 


I fhould fear, thofe that dance before me now, 
Would one day ftamp upon me: ’T’as been done, 


* 


~‘ 
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‘Timon of duchens. 
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’ Men fhut their doors againft a Setting Sun. Being of no Power to make his withes good 
iy’ ee His promifes fly fo beyond his fate, i, 
hi The Lords rife from Table, with much adoring of Timon, and | That what he fpeaksis all in debt, owes for ey’ ord : 
ls to fhew their loves, each fingle out an Amazon, and alk ‘He is fo kind, that he now payes intereft for’r: vie 
iy dance, Men with Women, a lofty {train or two His Land’s put to their Books. Well, would l werd 
" to the Hoboyes, and ceafe.. Gently put out of Office, e’er I were fore’d : 
ins Happier is he that has no friend to feed, 
is Tim. You have done your pleafures, Than fuch that do e’en Enemies exceed, 
x Much Grace (Fair Ladies) I bleed inwardly for my Lord. Cau: 
bi ) | Sets a fair fafhion on our entertainment, Tim, You do your felves much wrong ae 
i Which was not half fo beautiful, and kind: You bate too much of your own merits, 
ie You have added worth unto’t, and lively luftre, Here, my Lord, a trifle of our love. 
ie And entertain’d me with mine own device, 2 Lord With more than common thanks 
; | Lam to thank you for it. I will receive it, 
ty I eet Land you take us evenatthe beft. 3 Lord. O ha’s the very foul of Bounty. 
i ApeFaith for the worft is filthy, and would nothold| Tim. AndnowI remember, my Lord, you gave good 
nly taking, | doubt MiB Hee words the other day of a Bay Courfeér I rode on. ’Tis yours 
; A Tim. Ladies, there isan idle Banquet attends you. becaufe you lik’d it. 
tik | Dleafe you to difpofe your felves. 1 LZ. Oh, Ibefech you, pardon me, my Lord, in that 
bi All La. Moft thankfully, my Lord, Exeunt. Tim. You may take my word, my Lord: T know ho 
Wt) Tim, Flavius. man can juftly praife, but what he does afle@. I weich 
eh Flav, My Lord. my friends affection with my own? [il tell you true . 
th Tim, The little Casket, bring me hither. Pll call to you. . 
Of Fla, Yes, myLord. More Jewels yet ? ell Lords. O none fo welcome. | 
i There is no crofling him in’s humour, Tim. \ take all, and your feyeral vifitations 
likt | Blfe I fhould tell him well, i’ faith { fhould, So kind to heart, *tis not enough to give : i 
Jo: += | When all’s fpeag, he'd be crofs’d then, and he could: Methinks I could deal Kingdoms to my Friends 
iti =| ’Tis pity bounty has not eyes behind, - | And ne’erbe weary. Alcibiades, : 
ki, - | That man might ne’r be wretched for his mind. * Thou art a Souldier, therefore feldom rich, 
rit, 1. Lord. Where be our men ? It comes in charity to thee ; for all thy living 
ites Serv. Here, my Lord, in readinefs. Is *mongft the dead ; and all the Lands thou haft 
, 2. Lerd. Our Horfes, Lie in a Pitcht Field. 
(Bate Tim, O my Friends! Alcs: Vdefie Land, my Lord. 
rim) | 1 haveone word tofay to you: Look you, my goodLord:| 1 Lord, We are fo vertuoufly bound. 
I mutt entreat you, honour me fo much, Tim, And foam I to’you. 
As to advance es Jewel, accept, and wear it, - 2 Lord, So infinitely endear’d, 
| Kind my Lord. Tim. Allto yo you.’ Lights, more Lights, more Light, 
i | 1. Lord. 1am fo far already in your Gifts. 1 Lord. The belt of Mappinelt Hotour and rection 
All. So are we all. Keep with you, Lord Timon | © : 
ont fe Tim, Ready for his Friends. [Exeunt Lords, 
: Enter a Servant. Apem. What a coilshere, fervinig of becks and jutting 
f out of bumms, I doubt whether their Legs be worth 
Serv. My Lord, there are certain Nobles of the Senate | the fummes that are given for ’em, 
stl newly alighted, and come to vifit you. Friendfhip’s full of Dreggs : : 
| Tim. They are fairly welcome. Methinks falfe hearts fhould never have found legs, 
* Thus honeft fools lay out their wealth on Court*fies, 
F=f Enter Flavius. Tim. Now, Apemantus (if thou wert not fallen) 
ak I would be good to thee. . 
eal | Fla. I befeech your Honour, vouchfafe me a word, it Apem. No, I'll nothing ; for if I fhould be brib’d too, 
~ | does concern you near. there would be none left to rail upon thee, and then thon 
|) Tim. Near! Why then another time I’ll hear thee. wouldft fin the fafter. Thou giv’ft fo long, Timer (1 fear 
Ys | I prethee let’s be provided to fhew them entertainment. | me) thou wilt give away thy felf in paper fhortly. _ What 
|. Fila. I {carce know how, _ | need thefe Feafts, Pomps, and Vain-glories? 
dle Tim, Nay, and you begin to rail on Society once, 1 
pn | Enter another Servant, am {worn not to give regard to you. Farewell, and come 
ypatt i tes with better Mufick. [Exit. 
tt 1 Ser, May it pleafe your Honour, Lord Lucins Apem. So: Thou wilt not hear me now, thou fhalt not 
gs | (Out of his free Love) hath prefented to you then. Pll lock thy Heaven from thee: 
eld? | Four Milk-white Horfes trapt in Silver. Oh that mens ears fhould be 
| Tim. I fhall accept them fairly: Let the Prefents To Counfel deaf, but not to flattery. [Exit 
jst” | Be worthily entertain’d. 
Enter a third Servant. Enter a Senator; 
How now? What News? Sen, And late five thoufand: to Varro and to Ifidore 
3 Serv. Pleafe you, my Lord, that honourable Gentle- | He owes nine thoufand, befides my former fumme, 
_ |man, Lord Lucullus, entreats your company to morrow, | Which make it five and twenty. Still in motion 
a to hunt with him, and h’asfent your Honour two brace of | Of raging wafte? It cannot hold, ic will nor. 
ofl Grey-Hounds, © 5 If I want Gold, fteal but a Beggat’s Dog, ry. 
oo Tim, Vil hunt with him, Sag | And give it Timon, why theDogcoinsGold.. = * 
And let them be received, not without fair Reward. If I would fell my Horfe, and buy twenty more 
: Fla, What will this come to? ~ ‘ Better than he; why give my horfe to Temoz. 
if. He commands us to provide, ‘and give great gifts, and all | Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me ftraight 
iff {out of an empty Cofier : ae Ss Anable Horfe: No Porter at his gate, ~ 
| Nor will he know his purfe, or yield me this, But rather one that fmiles and ftill invites 
P To fhew him what a Beggar his heart is, All that pafs by. It cannot hold, no reafon | 
; if Aaa 3 Can 
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Can found his ftate in fafety. Caphz, hoa. 
Caphis | fay. 


Enter Caphis. 


Caph. Here, Sir, what is your pleafure ? 

Sen. Get on your Cloak, and hafte you toLord Témon; 
Importune him for my monies, be not ceaft 
With flight denial, nor then filenc’d, then 
Commend me to your Mafter, and the Cap 
Plaies inthe right hand, thus: But tell him, firrah, 

My ufes cry to me; 1 muft ferve my turn 

Out of mine own, his dayes and times are paft, 
And my reliances on his fracted dates 

Have fmit my credit. [love and honour him, 
But muft not break my back, to heal his finger. 
Immediate are my needs, and my relief 

Mutt not be toft and turn’d to me in words, 
But find fupply immediate, Get you gone, 

Put on a moft importunate afpect, 

A vifage of demand: For! do fear 

When every Feather fticks in his own wing, 
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 

Which flafhes nowa Phoenix, get you gone. 

Caph. 1 go, Sir. : 

Sen. 1 go, Sir? 
Take the Bonds along with you, 
Aad have the dates in, Come. 

Caph. 1 will, Sir. 

Sen. Go. LExennt. 
Enter Steward, with many Bills in bis band. 


Stew. No care, no ftop, fo fenfelefs of expence, 
That he will know neither how to maintain it, 
Nor ceafe his flow of Riot, Takes no account 
How things go from him, nor refume no care - 
Of what is to continue: Never mind 
Was to be fo unwife, to be fo kind. 
What fhall be done, he will not hear, till feel : 
{ muft be round with him, now he comes from hunting. 
Fie, fic, fie, fie. 


Enter Caphis, Ifidore, and Varro. 


Caph. Good even, Varro, what, you come for money ? 
Var. \s’t not your bufinefs too ? / 

Caph, Itis, and yours too, Jfidore ? 

Ifid. It is fo. : ‘ 

Caph. Would we were all difcharg’d. 
Var, | fear it. 

Caph, Here comes the Lord. 


Enter Timon, and his Train. 


Tim. So foon as dinner’s done, we’ll forth again , 
“My Alcibiades. With me, what is your will ? 

Caph, My Lord, here isanote of certain dues, 

Tim, Dues? Whence are you? 

Capo. Of Athens here: My Lord. 

Tim, Goto my Steward, 

Caph. Pleafe it your Lordfhip, he hath put me off 
To the fucceflion of new dayes this month : 
My Matter isawak’d by great occafion, 

To call upon his own, and humbly prays you, 
That with your other Noble parts, you’ll fuit, 
In giving him his right. 

Tim, Mine honeft Friend, 

I prethee but repair to me next morning. 

Caph, Nay, good my Lord, 

Tim, Contain thy felf, good Friend. 

Var. One Varro’s fervant, my good Lord. 

Ifid. From Ifidore, he humbly prays your 
ment, 


fpeedy pay- 


Timon of Athens. 


Caph. If you did know, my Lord, my Matfter’s wants 
Var. ’Twas due on forfeiture, my Lord, fix weeks, and 7 
aft. “4 
H Ifid. Your Steward puts me off, my Lord, and I 
Am fent exprefly to your Lordfhip. 
Tim. Give me breath: 
I do befeech you, good my Lords, keep on, 
V'll wait upon you inftantly. Come hither, pray you 
How goes the world that I am thus encountred: 
With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds 
And the detention, long fince due debts a 
Againft my Honour? 
Stew. Pleafe you, Gentlemen, 
The time is unagreeable to this bufinefs ; 
Your importunacy ceafe, till after dinner, 
That I may make his Lordfhip underftand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 
Tim, Do fo, my Friends, fe 
Stew, Pray draw near. 


+ 


e them well entertain’d. | 
Caph, Stay, fay, here comes the Fool with Apemantus, | 
let’s ee fome fort with ’em. 
Var, Hang him, he'll abufe us 
Ifid. A plague upon him dog. 
Var, How doft, Fool? 
eApem. Dott dialogue with thy fhadow ? 
Var. 1 {peak not to thee. at Ee 
Apem, No, ’tis tothy felf. Come away. aaa 
Ifid, There’s the Fool hangs on your back already. | 
Apem, No, thou ftandft fingle, thou art not on him 
Caph. Where’s the Fool now ? ee 
Apem. He laft ask’d the Queftion. Poor Rogues 
Ufurers men, Bawds between Gold and want, 
All, What are we, Apemantus ? . 
Apem. Affes. 
All, Why ? 
eApem. That you ask me what you are, and do 
your felves, Speak to em Fool. 
Fool. How do you, Gentlemen ? 
All, Gramercies, good Fool: 
How does your Miftrefs ? 
Fool, She’s e’en fetting on water to feald fuch 
as youare. Would we could fee you at Corinth, 
Apem. Good, Gramercy. 


Enter Apemantus and Fool, 


Enter Page. 


Fool. Look you, here comes my Mafter’s Page. 
Page. Why how now, Captain? What do you il 
wife company ? 
How doft thou, Apemantus ? i ae 
* Apem. Would | hada Rod in my mouth , that I mig 
anfwer thee profitably; ; 
Page. Prethee, e4pemantus, read me the fupericri 
of thefe Letters, I know not which is which. 
Apem. Canft not read? | 
Page 2. al 
Apem. There will little learning die then that d 
art hang’d. This isto Lord Timon, this to Alcibiades. 
thou waft born a Baftard and thou’ltdiea Bawd. = | 
Page. Thou waft whelpt a Dog, and thou fhale famifha | 
| Dogs death. ois a 
Anfwer not, Iam gone. 
4pem, E’en fo thou out-runft Grace, 
Fool, I will go with you to Lord Timons. 
Fool. Will you leave me there? 
Apem. If Timon ftay at home, 
You three ferve three Ufurers ? 
All, 1 wou’d they ferv’d us. 
Apem, So would I: 
As good a trick as ever Hangman ferv’d Thief. 
Fool. Are youthree Ufurers men? — 


_ | Return fo much, I have fhook my head, and wept 5 
_ | Yeaagainft th’ Authority of manners, pray’d you 
To hold your hand more clofe: I did endure 
| Not feldom, nor no flight checks, when I have 
' {Prompted you in the Ebbe of saves | 


‘| Vl fpeak with you anon. CExeunt, 


| Perchance fome fingle vantages you took, 
| At many times I brought in my accompts, 


| And fay you found them in mine honefty, 


_| And your great flow of Debts; 


__| When all dur Offices have been oppreft 


ll | 


e4il 1; Fool. 

Fool. | think no Ufurer but has a fool to his Servant. 
My Miftrefs is one, and I am her fool: when men come 
to borrow of your Matters, they approach fadly, and go 
away merrily: butthey enter my mafters houfe merrily, 
and go away fadly. The reafon of this? 

Var. 1 could render one, 

Apem, Do it then, that we may account thee a Whore- 
mafter, and a Knave, which notwithftanding thou {halt 
be no lefs efteemed. 

Var. What is a Whore-mafter, Fool? 

Fool, A Fool in good cloaths, and fomething like thee. 
Tis a fpirit, fomtime ’t appears like a Lord, fometimes 
like a Lawyer, fometime like a Philofopher, with two 
{tones more than’s artificial one, He is very often like a 
Knight; and generally, in all fhapes that man goes up 
and down in, from fourfcore to thirteen, this Spirit 
walks in. 

Var. Thou art not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wife man, 

As much foolery asI have, fo much wit thou lack’ft. 
Apem. That anfwer might have become ‘Apemantus, 
All, Afide, afide, here comes Lord Timon. 


I have retir’d me to a wattefy! cock, 
And fet mine eyes at flow. 

Tim, Preethee no more. 

Stew. Heavens have I faid, the bount of thi i 
How many prodigal bits have Slaves and Peenetie a 
This night englutted! who is not Timon’s? 
What heart, head, fword, for ce, Means, butis L. Timon’s ? 
Great Timon, Noble, Worthy, Royal Timon’s . 
Ab, when the means are gone, that buy this praife 
The breath is gone whereof this praife is made: ° 
Feaft won, Fait loft, one cloud of winter fhowres, 
Thefe flies are coucht, 

Tim, Come fermon me no further. 

No villanous bounty yet hath paft my heart; 

Unwifely not ignobly have I given. 

Why doft thou weep, canft thou the confcience lack 
To think I fhall lack Friends? Secure thy heart; 
If I would broach the Veffels of my Love, 
And try the argument of hearts, by borrowin - 
Men and mens Fortunes could | frankly ufe, 

As I can bid thee fpeak. 

Stew. Aflurance blefs your thoughts. 

Tim. And in fome fort thefe wants of mine are cr 
That I account them Bleflings. For by thefe 
Shall I try Friends. You thall perceive 
How you miftake my fortunes : 

I am wealthy in my friends, 
Within there, Flavins, Serviliss ¢ 


own’d, 


Enter Timon and Steward. 


Apem. Come with me (fool) come, 

Fool. I do not always follow Lover, elder Brother, 
and Woman, fometime the Philofopher, 

Stew. Pray you walk near, 


Enter three Servants, 


Tim. You make me marvel wherefore e’er this time 
| Had you not fully laid my ftate before me, 
That I might fo have rated my expence, 
As I had leave of means. 
Stew. You would not hear me: 
At many leifures I propos?d. 
Tim, Go to: 


Ser, My Lord, my Lord. 

Tim. 1 will difpatch you feverally. 
Youto Lord Lucius, to Lord Lucullus you, I hunted with 
his Honour to day; you to Sempronius ; commend me to 
their loves, and I am proud, fay, that my occafiong have 
found time to ufe em toward afupply of money; let the 
requeft be fifty Talents, 

Flam, As you have faid, my Lord. 

Stew, Lord Lucius and Lucullus ? Homb, - 

Tim. Go you, Sir, tothe Senators ; 

Of whom, even to the States beft health, I have 
Deferv’d this hearing ; bid ’em fend o’th’ inftant 
A thoufand Talents to me, 

Stew. I have been bold 

(For that I knew it the moft general way ) 
To them to ufe your Signet and your Name, 
But they do fhake their heads, and I amhere 

No richer in return, 

Tim. Is’t true? Can’t be? 

Stew. They anfwer in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they are at fall, want Treafure, cannot 
Do what they would, are forry: You are Honourable, 
But yet they could bave witht, they know not, 
Something hath been amifg; a Noble Nature 
May catch a wrench; would all were well; *tis pity, 
And fo intending other ferious matters, 
| After diftaftful looks, and thefe hard Fractions, 

With certain half-caps, and cold moving nods, 
They froze me into filence. 

Tim, You Gods reward them: 

Prethee man, look ¢heerly, Thefe old Fellows 

Have their Ingratitude in them Hereditary : 

Their blood is cak’d, ’tis cold, it feldom flowes, 

"Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 

And Nature, as it grows again toward earth, 

Is fafhion’d for the journey, dull and heavy. 

Go to Ventidius (prethee be*not fad, 

Thou art true, and honeft ; ingenuonfly I fpeak, 

No blame belongs to thee:) Wentidius lately 

Buri’d his Father, by whofe death he’s ftepp’d 

Into a great eftate: when he was poor, 

Imprifon’d, and in fearcity of friends, : 

| clear’d him with five Talents. Greet him from a 
: 1 


When my indifpofition put you back, 
And that wnaptnefs made you minifter 
Thus to excufe your felf, 

Stew. O my good Lord, 


Laid them before you, you would throw them off, 


When for fome trifling Prefent you have bid me 


dear lov’d Lord, 
Though you here now (too late) yet now’s a time 
The greateft of your having, lacks a half, 
To pay your prefent debts, 

Tim, Let all my Land be fold. 

Stew. ’Tis all engag’d, fome forfeited and gone, 
And what remains will hardly ftop the mouth 
| Of prefent dues; the future comes apace : 
| What fhall defend the interim, and at length 
How goes our reck’ning ? 

Tim. YO Lacedemon did my Land extend. 

Stew, O my good Lord, the world is but a world, 
Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, 
How quickly were it gone? 

Tim, You tell me true? 

Stew. If you fufpect my Husbandry or Falfhood, 
Call me before the exacteft Auditors,  - 
And fet me on the proof. Sothe Geds blefs me, 


With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults have wept 
| With drunken Spilth of wine; when every Room 
Hath blaz’d with Lights, and braid with Minftrelfie, 


Ss 


8 Timon of 


Athens. 


ee 
Bid him fuppole, fome good neceflity 
Touches his Friend, which craves tobe remembred 
With thofe five Talents 5 that had, giv’t thefe Fellows 
To whom ’tis inftant due. Nev’r {peak, or. think, 
That Timon’s fortunes ?mong, his Friends can fink. 

Stew. 1 would I could not think it: 
That thought is bounties Foe: 
Being free it felf it thinks all others fo. 


[Exeunt. 


Elaminius waiting to peak with a Lord from his Mafter : 
enters a Servant to him. 


Ser. Lhave told my Lord of you, he is coming down 


to. you. 
Flam. 1 thank you, Sir. 


Enter Lucullus. 


Ser. Here’s my Lord. 

Luc. One of Lord Timon’s men? A Gift I warrant, 
Why, this hits right: I dreamt of a Silver Bafon and 
Ewre tonight. Flaminins, honeft Flaminius, you ate Ve- 
ry refpectively welcome, Sir, Fill me fome Wine. And 
bow does that Honourable, Compleat, Free-hearted 
Gentleman of e4thens, thy very bountiful good Lord 
and Matter. 

Flam. His health is well, Sir. 

Luc. 1am right glad that his health is well, Sir; and 
what haft thou there under thy Cloak, pretty Flaminius ? 

Flam. Faith, nothing but anempty box, Sir, which in 
my Lords behalf, 
who having great and inftant occafion to ufe fifty Talents, 
hath fent to your Lordfhip to furnifh him, nothing doubt- 
ing your prefent afliftance therein. i 

Luc. La,la, la, la: Nothing doubting, fays he? Alas, 
good Lord, a Noble Gentleman tis, if he would not keep 
fo goodahoufe. Many a timeand often Lha’ din’d with 
him, and told him on’t, and come again to fupper to him 
on purpofe to have him fpend lefs, and yet he would em- 
brace no counfel, take no warning by my coming, every 
man hath his fault, and honefty is his. I ha’ told him on’t, 
but I could never get him from’t. 


Enter Servant, with Wine. 


Ser. Pleafe your Lordfhip, here is the Wine. 

Luc. Flaminius, Vhave noted thee always wile. 
Here’s' to thee. 

Flam. Your Lordfhip fpeaks your pleafure. 

Luc, L have obferved thee alwaics for a towardly 
prompt fpirit, give thee thy due, and one that knowes 
what belongs to reafon; andcanft ufe the time well, if 
the time ufe thee well. Good parts in thee; get you gone, 
Sirrah. Draw nearer, honeft Flaminius. Thy Lord’s a boun- 
tiful Gentleman, but thou art wife, and thou knoweft well 
enough: (although thou comeft to me) that this is no 
time to lend money, efpecially upon bare! Friendfhip 
without fecurity. Here’s three Solidares for thee, Good 
Boy, wink at me, and fay thou faw’ft me not. Fare thee 
well. 

Flam. Is’t poflible the world fhould fo much differ, 
And we alive that liv’d? Fly damned bafenefs 
To him that worfhips thee. 

Luc. Ha? Now | fee thou art a Fool, and fit for thy 
Matter. (Exit Lucullus. 

Flam. May thefe add to the number that may, feald thee : 
Let molten Coyn be thy damnation, 

Thou difeafe of a Friend, and not. himfelf : 

Has Friendfhip fuch.a faint and milky heart, 

It turns in lefs than two nights? O you Gods! 

1 feel my Matters paflion. This Slave unto his honour 
Has my Lords meat in him: =. ~ 

Why fhould it thrive and come to Nutriment, 

When he is turn’d to poyfon? ' 


O may difeafes only work upon’t: ; 
And when he’s fick to death, let not that part of Nature 
Which my Lord paid for, be of any power, ‘ 
To expel ficknefs, but prolong his hour. 


Friend, and an honourable Gentleman. 


gers to him, But Ican tell you one thing, my Lord, and 
which I hear from common rumours, now Lord Fimon’s 
happy hours are done and paft, and his eftate fhrinks | 
from him. 


Money. 


one of his men was with the Lord Lucullus, to borrow fo" 
many Talents, nay, urg’d extreamly for’t, and fhewed 
what neceflity belong’d to’t, and yet was deny’d, 


Gods Iam afham’d on’c. Deny’d that honourable man? 
There was very little honour fhew’dinthat. For my own 
part, I muft needs confefs, I have received fome fmall 
kindnefles from him, as money, Plate, Jewels, and fuch 
like Trifles; nothing comparing to his: Yet had he 
miftook him, and fent him to me, I fhould ne’er have | 
denyed his occafion fo many Talents. 
I come to intreat your honour to fupply, | 


{wet to fee his honour. My honour?d Lord. 


well, commend me to thy honourable vertuous Lord, my} 
very exquifite Friend. 


to that Lord; he’s ever fending: How fhall 1 thank his 
think’ft thou? And what has he fent now ? 


Lord; requefting your Lordfhip to fupply his inftant ule, 
with fo many Talents. 


He cannot want fifty five hundred Talents. 


If his occafion were not vertuous, 
I fhould not urge it half fo faithfully. 


LExit, 
Enter Lucius, with three Strangers, 
Luci. Who, the Lord Timon? He is my very good 


1. We know him for no lefs, though we are but ftran- 


Luci. Fye, no, do not believe it: He cannot want for 


2. But believe you this, my Lord, that not long ago, 


Luci. How? 
2. [tell you, deny’d, my Lord. | 
Luci. What a ftrange cafe was that? Now before the 


Enter Servilius. 
Servil. See, by good hap yonder’s my Lord, 1 have 


Luci. Servilius? You are kindly met, Sir. Fare thee 


Servil. May it pleafe your honour, my Lord hathefeat 


Luci, Ha! What hath he fent? Tam fo much endeared 
Servil. Has only fent his prefent occafion now, my 


Luci. | know his Lordfhip is but merry with me, 


Servil. But in the mean time he wants lefs, 


Luci. Doft thou fpeak ferioufly, Servilins ? 
Servil. Upon my Soul ’tis true, Sir. f 
Luci, What-a wicked Beaft was I, to disfurnifh my 
felf againft fuch a good time, when I might ha’ fhe 
my felf honourable? How unluckily it hapned, that I 
fhould purchafe the day before for a little part, and undoe 
a great deal of honour! Servilivs, now before the Gods 
am not able to do (the more beaft I fay) I was fending 
to ufe Lord Timon my felf, thefe Gentlemen can wicnels; 
but I would not for the wealth of e4thens Ihad dont n0W. 
Commend me bountifully to his good Lordfhips #9 
hope his honour ‘will conceive the faireft of me; becaule 
Ihave no power tobe kind, And tell him this from mé¢, 
I count it one of my greateft afflictions, fay, that I cal 
not pleafure fuch an honourable Gentleman. Good Serv- 
lins, will you befriend me fo far, as to ufe my own words 
to him? a: 
Servil, Yes, Sir, I fhall. [Exit Servilius. 
Luci. Villook you out a good turn, Servius. 
True as you faid, Timon is fhrunk indeed, 


And he that’s once deny’d will hardly fpeed. > [Ext 
I. rs you obferve this, Hoftilins ? : 
2. I, too well, 

: ee 1, Why 


my Lord. | 


ooo,,,ll lO |C 
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TR od joft o the iame piece : Enter Varro’s man, meeting others. All Timon’s ‘ 
Is every flatterers fport: Who cancall him his Friend wait for his beintnge out, Then enter cae eee " 
} That dips a the me a i in my knowing, and Hortenfius. 
Timon has been this Lords Father, 
And kept his credit with his purfe : Var. man. Well met, good morrow, Titws and Hortenfiis 
" Supported: his eftate, nay, Témon’s money _ Tit. The like to you, kind Varro, 
Has paid his men their wages. He ne’er drinks, Hort. Lucius, what do we meet together ? 
re But Tsmon’s Silver treads upon his lip ; Luc. I, and I think one bufinefs do’s command us all, 
hy. And yet Oh fee the monftroufnefs of Man, For mine is money, 
ms . “ Some: en a “a : Tit. Sois theirs, and ours. 
a € does deny him (in refpect of his 
st What Charitable Men afford to Beggars, Enter Philotus. 
3. Religion groans at it. 
at 1. For mine own part I never tafted Timon in my life,| Luci, And Sir Philotus too. 
Nor came any of his bounties over me, Phi. Good day at once. 
‘tt | To mark me for his Friend. Yet'I proteft, Luci. Welcome, good Brother. ° 
iit | For his right Noble Mind, Illuftrious vertue, What do you think the Hour? 
ne And Honourabie a 2 ; Phi. sete for nine, 
Ni Had his neceflity made ufe of me, Luci. So much? . 
I would have ae my wealth into Donation, Phil. Is not my Lord -feen yet ? 
And the beft half fhould have return’d to him, Luci. Not yet. . | 
Ne So much I love his heart: But I perceive, Phil. I wonder on’t, he was wont to fhine at feven, 
hoe Men mutt learn now with pity to difpence. Luci. 1, but the days are wax’d fhorter with him: 
hat For policy fits above Confcience, [Exeunt. | You muft confider that'a prodigal courfe 
cin: Is like the Suns, but not like his recoverable, I fear: 
jem Enter a third Servant with Sempronius, another ’Tis deepeft Winter in Lord Timon’s purfe, thatis; One 
hiss of Timon’s Friends, may reach deep enough, and yet find little. 
tl Phil. | am of your fear for that. 
Semp. Muft he needs trouble me in’t? Humb. Tit. Pll thew you t’obferve a ftrange event + 
*Bove all others ? Your Lord fends now for money ? 
He might have tried Lord Lucims, or Lucullus, Hort, Moft true, he does, 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too. T#. And he wears Jewels now of Timon’s gift, 
ya, Whom he redeem’d from prifon. All thefe For whith I wait for money. 
i | Owe their Eftates unto him. Hort. It is againft my heart. 
Gir fk Ser. My Lord, 3 Luci, Mark how ftfange it thows, 
si) | Dhey have all been touch’d, and all are found bafe Mettal, | Timon in this fhould pay more than he owes: 
“i For they have al] deny’d him. And e’en as if your Lord ‘fhould wear rich Jewels, 
a Semp. How? Have they deny’d him? And fend for money for em. 
va as Ventidivs and Lucullus deny’d him ? Hort. Pm weary of this Charge, 
_ | And does he fend to me? Three? Humb. The Gods can witnefs : eee 4 
i It fhews but little love or judgment in him. I know my Lord hath {pent of Timon’s wealth, 
wll} Mutt 1 be his latt Refuge? His Friends (like Phyficians) _| And now ingratitude makes it worfe than ftealth, 
i it That thriv’d, give him over, MuftI taketh’Cureuponme?} ar. Yes, mine’s three thoufand Crowns: 
rai Has much difgrac’d me in’t, I’m angry at him, What’s yours ? 
piyti! = That might have known my place, I fee no fenfe for’t Luci. Five thoufand mine, 
| But his occafions might have wooed me firft : _ Kar. "Tis much deep, and it fhould feem by th’ fum, 
wr For in my confcience I was the firftman Your Mafter’s confidence was above mine, 
a | That e’er received gift from him. Elfe furely his had equall?d. 
is!8 | And does he think fo backwardly of me now, se 
| That I'll requite it laft? No: Se Enter Flaminius. 
a it may prove an argument of laughter 
i “a thrrelte and ‘mong Lords I be thought a fool : Tit. One of Lord Timon’s men. F ; 
I'd rather than the worth of thrice the fum, Luc. Flaminins? Sit, a word: Pray is my Lord réady 
w! | Had fent to me firft, but for my minds fake: to come forth ? , 
‘of =|Vdfacha courage to do him good. But now return, Flam. No, indeed he is not. 
i And with their faint reply this anfwer joyn Tit. We attend his Lordfhip: Pray fignifie fo thuch, 
es! Who bates mine honour, fhall not know my Coyn. [Eait.| Flam. I need not tell him that, he knows you are too 
if Ser. Excellent: Your Lordfhip’s a posdly: Villain Sere diligent, 
é | Devil knew not what he did, when he made man Poli- | 
a tick; he crofled himfelf by’t: And IT cannot think, but Enter Steward in a Cloak, muffled, 
in the end the villanies of man will fet himclear. How or 
it fairly this Lord ftrives to appear foul?- Takes vertuous| Laci. Ha! Is not that his Steward muffled fo? 
, is Copies to be wicked: Like thofe that under hot, ardent | He goes away ina Cloud: Call him, call him. 
sf zeal, would fet whole Realms on fire, of fuch a nature is = Do you nes ? - 
if his politick love. 2« Varro. By your lieve, Sir. yale tg 
y i) This was my Lord’s beft hope, now all are fled, Stew. What do you ask of me, niy Friend ? 
44 Save only the Gods, now his Friends are dead, Tit. We wait for certain money here, Sirs 
oe Doors that were ne’er acquainted with their Wards, Stew. If money wereas certain as your waiting; 
p Many a bounteous year, muft be imploy’d ’Twere fure enough. = oepae 
/ Now to guard fure their Matter, Why then preferr’d you riot your Sums and sg S3 
se And this igall a liberal courfe allows; When your falfe Mafterseat of my Lords meat? 
i Who cannot keep his wealth, muft keep his houfe; Then they would fmile and fawn upon his debts, 
i CExit, | And take down th’intereft into their glutt’novs Maws; 


saint 


You 


eee agen) EP “ 
hie! 


Rieko of Athens. 
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foul; there’s not fo much left to furnifh out a moderate ws 
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You do your felves but wrong to ftir me up, 
Let me pafs quietly: 
Believ’t, my Lord, 
[have no more tO reckon, 
Luci. 1, but this anfwer wil 
Stew. Af ?twill not ferve, "tis not 
erve Knaves. 
ua i. How? What does his cafhier’d worfhip mut- 
? 
oe, Varro, No matter what, he’s poor, and that’s re- 
venge enough. Who can fpeak broader, than he that has 
no houfe to put his headin ? Such may rail againft great 


buildings. 


and [| have made an end, 

he to fpend. 

will not ferve. 

fobafe as you, _ 


Enter Servilius. 
Tit. Oh, here’s Serviliw, Now we fhall know fome 
an{wer. 
Servil. lf I might befeech you, Gentlemen, to repait 
fome other hour, I fhould derive much from’t. For tak’t 
of m 
confortable temper has forfook him, 
health, and keeps his Chamber. | 1 © 
Luci, Many do keep their Chambers, are not fick : 
And if it be fo far beyond his health, 
Methinks he fhould the fooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the Gods. 
Servil. Good Gods! ns 43). 
Tit. We cannot take this for anfwer,: Sig: <4: ; 
Flaminius within. Servilins, help, my Lord, my Lord. 


he’s much out of 


Enter Timon i a rage A 


aT DA 
Tim. What, are my doors oppos'd againit my paflage? 
Have I been ever free, and mutt may houfe +4 
Be my retentive Enemy ? My Gaol? 
The place which I have feafted, doesit now 
(Like all Mankind) fhew me an Icon heart ? 
Luci. Put in now, Titus. A! BGit 
Tit. My Lord, here’s my Bill. 
Luci. Here’smine. 
1. Varro, And mine, my Lord. 
2. Varro. And ours, my Lord. 
Philo. All our Bills. *, 
Tim. Knock me down with ’em, cleave me to the 
Girdle. mitts 
‘Luci, Alas, my Lord. 
Tim, Cut out my heart in fums: 
Tit. Mine, fifty Talents. 
Tim. Tell out my Blood, 
Luci. Five thoufand Crowns, my Lord. 
Tim. Five thoufand drops pays that, 
What yours? And yours ? 
1. Varro,. My Lord. 
2. V woe My Lord. 
Tim, Tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon you. 
Exit Timon. 
Hort Faith, I perceive our Mafters may throw their caps 
at their money, thefe debts may well be call’d defperate 
ones, fora mad man owes’em, [Exeunt. 


Enter Timon. 


the flaves. 


Tim, They have e’ne put my breath from me, 
Creditors? Deyils : 
Stew. My dear Lord. 
Tim, What if it fhould be fo ? 
Stew. My Lord. 
Tim. Vl have it fo, My Steward ? 
Stew. Here, my Lordi 2 ; 
Tim, So fitly ? Goe, bid all my Friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronins + “Ally: <: 
| Pll once more Feaft the Raftals. aed 
i Stew. Ouny Lord,:-you only fpeak from your diftracted 


Soul, my Lord leans wondroufly to difcontent: His. 


Table. 

Tim. Be it not in thy care: 
Go I charge thee, invite them all, let in the tide 
Of Knaves once more: My Cook and Ill provide, Exeunp. 


Enter three Senators at one door, Alcibiades meeting 
them, with Attendants, 


1, Sen. My Lord, you have my voice to’t, 
The fault’s bloody ; 
Tis neceflary he fhould die : 
Nothing emboldens fin fo much as Mercy. 
2. Moft true ; the Law hall bruife ’em. 
Alci, Honour, health and compaffion to the Senate, 
1. Now, Captain. : 
Alci, 1 am an humble Suitor to your Vertues ; 
For pity is the Vertue of the Law, 
And none but Tyrants ufe it cruelly. 
It pleafes Time and Fortune to lie heavy 
Upon a Friend of mine, who in hot bloud 
Hath ftept into the Law : which is paft depth 
To thofe that (without heed) do plunge into’. 
He’s a man (fetting his Fate afide) of comely Vertues, 


- | Nor did he foyl the fact with Cowardife. 


And honour in him, which buyes out his fault) 
But with a Noble Fury and Fair Spirit, 
Seeing his reputation touch’d to death, 
He did oppote his Foe ; 
And with fuch fober and unnoted paffion 
He did behoove his anger e’re ’twas {pent, 
Asif he had but prov’d an Argument. 
1. Sen. You undergo too ftrict a Paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair : 
Your words have took fuch pains, asthey labour’'d = 
To bring Man-flaughter into form, and fet Quarrelling | 
Upon the head of Valour; which indeed ee) 
Is Valour mis-begot, and came into the world, 
When Sects and Factions were newly born. 
He’s truly valiant, that can wifely fuffer 
The worft that man can breath, 
And make his wrongs his Out-fides, 
To wear them like his Rayment, carelefly, 
And ne’er prefer his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
rif ‘icons be evils, and enforce us kill, 
What Folly ’tis to hazzard life for ill. 
eAlci, My Lord. ie 
1, Sen. You cannot make grofs fins look clear, eer: 
To revenge isno Valour, but to bear. ; “a 
tAlci. My Lords, then under favour, pardon me; — “4 
If I fpeak like a Captain. ina 
Why do fond men expofe themfelves to Battel, 
And not endure all threats? Sleep upon’t, 
And let the Foes quietly cut their throats 
Without repugnancy ? If there be 
Such Valour inthe bearing, whatmake we 
Abroad? Whythen, Women are more valiant 
That ftay at home, if bearing carry it: a 
And the Af, more Captain than the Lion?» The Fellow | 
Loaden with frons, wifer than the Judge? : 
If Wifdom be in fuffering. Oh my Lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good, 
Who cannot condemn rafhnefs in cold blood?» 
To kill, I grant, is fins extreameftGuft, 
But in defence, by Mercy ’tis moft juft. 
Tobe in Anger, is impiety : ee 
But who is man, that isnot Angry ? 
Weigh but the Crime with this, 
2. Ses. You breath in vain. 
Alcs, In vain? 
His fervice done at Lacedemon, and Bizantinm: 
Were a fufficient Briber for his life. 
1, What’s that? ; 
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Timon 


| eAlcib. Why, 1 fay my Lords h’ as done fair fervice, 
| And flain in Figit many of your Enemies : 
| How full of Valour did he bear himfelf 
‘In the laft Conflict, and made plepteous Wounds ? 
| 2. He ias,mave too much plenty with ’em, 
_| He’s a fworaRioter, he has a fin an a 
'That often drowns him, and takes his valour Prifoner,. ‘ 
If there were noFoes, that were enough 
~ To overcome him, in that beaftly fury, 
‘He jas been known to commit outrages, 
And cherifh Factions. ”Tis inferr’d to us, 
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 
i. 1» He dyes. 
| Aleb: Hard Fate! He might have dy’d in War. | 
‘My Lords, if, not for any Parts in him, 
‘Though hisright arm might purchafe his own time, 
| And be in debt to none: yet more to move you, 
'Take my deferts to his, and joyn em both, 


‘Pli pawn my Victories, all my Honours to you, 
Upon his good returns, j 
lf by this Crime, he owes the Law his life, 
‘Why let the War receive’t in valiant Gore, 
For Law is {tyi@t, and War is nothing more. 
' 1. We are for Law, he dyes, urge it no more 
On heighth of our dilpieaiure: Friend, or Brother, 
He forfeits his own blond, that {pills auother. 

Alcib, Mutt it be fo? It mult not be: 
‘My Lords, I do befeech youkaow me. 

2. Hewst!. / 

Alcib. Call me to your remembrances, 

3. What! ' 

Alcib. {cannot think but your Age hath forgot me, 

F It could notelfe be, 1 should prove fobafe, — 
To fue, and be deny’d fuch common Grace. 
My Wounds ake at you. 

1. Do you dare our anger ? 

Tis few words, but fpacious in effect, 
We banith thee for ever, 

Alcib, Banifh me, banifh your dotage, 
That makes the Senate ugly. 

1, If aftentwo days thine, Arhens contain thee, 
Attend our weightier Judgment. 

And, not to fwell.our Spirit, 
He fhail be executed prefently, 

Alcib. Now the Gods keep you old enough, 
That you may live “3 
Only in Bone, that none may look on you. 

?’m worfethan mad : I have kept back their Foes 
‘While they bave told their Money, and let out 
Their Coin upon large Intereft. I my felf 
Rich only inlarge hurts; All thofe, for this ? 
}s this the Balfom that the ufuring Senate 
Pours into Captains wounds? Ha/ Banifhment ’ 

} It comes nocill : I hate not to be banifht; 
It is a Caufe worthy my Spleen and Fury, 

| ThatI may firike at Athens. 1'll cheer up 

my difcontented Troops, and lay for hearts: 

| Tis honour with moft Lands to be at odds, 
Souldiers fhould brook as little wrongs as gods. 


banifh Ufary, 


Exeunt. 


Ext. 
Enter divers Friends at fevercl Doors, 


1, The good time of day to you, Sir. 
2. Talfo wilh it toyou; I think this honourable Lord did 
buttry usthis otherday. 
1. Upon that were my thoughts tiring when we encoun 
_|tred. [ hope it is not fo low with him as he made it feem 
| in the tryal of his feveral Friends. 7” 
2. Itfhould not be, by the perfwafion of his new Feaft 
ing. 
se I fhould think fo: He hath fent mean earneft invi- 
| ting, which many my near occafions did urge me to put 


fare you ? 


of Athens. 


off: but he hath conjur 
needs appear. 

2. In like manner was I in debt to my importunate bu: 
finefs, but he would not hear my excufe, | am -forry 
when ‘he fent to borrow of me,. that my Provifion was 
out, : 

1. I am fick of that 
things go. 

z. Every man here’s fo : 
ed of you ? : 

1. A thoufand Pieces. 

2. Athoufand Pieces ! 

1, What of you ? 

2, He fent tome, Sir-—— Here he comes. 


Il 


"d me beyond them, and I mu? 


Btief too, as I underftand how all 


What would he have borrow. 


Enter Timon and Attendants. 


Tim. With all my heart, Gentlemen both; and how 

1. Ever at.the beft, hearin 

2. The Swallow follows n 
Than we your Lordhhip. 

Tim. Nor more willingly leaves'Winter, fuch Summ:rs 
Birds are men. Gentlemen, our Dinner will not recom 
pence this long ftay: Feaft your ears with the Muck a 
while : if they will fare fo harfhly o” th’ Trumpets found : 
we hall to’t prefently. 

1, I hope it remains not unkindly with your Lordhhip, 
that Ireturn’d you an empty Me flenger. 

Tim, O Sir, let it not trouble you, 

2. My Noble Lord. 

Tim. Ah my good Friend, what Cheer 2 

; The Banquet brought in, 
Tam e’en fick of fhame, 


g well of your Lordhip. 
ot Summer more willingly, 


2. My moft honourable Lord, 
that when your Lord hip the other day fent to me, I was 
fo unfortunate a Beggar. 

Zim. Think not on?t, Sir. 

2. If youhad fent but two hours before. : 

Tim. Let it notcumber your better remembrance. 
Come, bring in all together, 

2. All cover%d Dithes ! 

1, Royal Chear, | warrant you.” 

3. Doubt not that, if Money and the Seafonca 

1. Howdo you? What’s the News? 

3. Alcibiades is banifht: Hear you of it ? 

Both, Alcibiades banith’d ! 

3. *Tis fo, be fure of it, 

-1. How? How? 

2. I pray you upon what ? 

Tim, My worthy Friends will you draw near ? 

3. I'll tell you more anon. Here’s a Noble Feaft toward. 

2. This isthe Old man ftill. 

3. Will’t hold? Will ’t hold? 

2. Itdoes, but time will, and fo— 

3. Ido conceive, 

Tim, Each man to his Stool, with that Spur as he would 
to the Lip of his Miftris: Your Diet hall be inal! places a 
like, Make not a City-Feaft ofit, to let the Meat coo}, e’r< 
we can agree upon the firft place. Sir, Sir. - 

The Gods require our thanks. 


n yieldit, 


You great Benefattors, Sprinkle our Society with Thankful 
nefs. For your own gifts, make your felves praisd: But re 
ferve fill to give, left your Deities be dcfpifed. Lend to each 
man enough, that one need not lendto another, For were your 
godheads to borrow of men, men would forfake the gods, Mak; 
the meat be beloved, more than the man that givesit, Let no 
Affembly of Twenty, be without a Score of Villains. If there 
fit twelve Women at the Table, let a Dozen of them be as thes 
are The reft of your Fees, O gods, the Senators of A 
thens, together with the common leg of People, what ts amifi ix 
them, you gods, make futable for deftruttion, For thefe m 
prefent Friends, as they are to me nothing, foin nothing blef 
them, and to nothing are they welcome. 
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ver Dogs, and lap. Be meerly Poyfon. Nothing I’ll bear fromthee, 
ae Jpeak; Ry hat doa his Lordfhip mean ? But Nakednefs, thou deteftable Town. qh, 
Some other. 1 know not. Take thou that too, with multiplying Banns:) 
Tim, Mav you a better Feaft never behold, Timon will tothe Woods, where he fhallfind © © 
You Knot of Mouth Friends : Smoke,andlukewarm Water | Th’ unkindeft Beaft much kinder than Mankind, 
Is your perfection. This is Témon’s laft, The gods confound (hear me you good gods all) 
Who {tuck and fpangled you with flatteries, Th’ Athenians both within and out that Wall; 
Wathes itoff, and fprinkles in your faces And grant as Timon grows, his hate may grow 
Your reeking villany. Live loath’d, and long Tothe whole Race of Mankind, high and low.’ 
Molt fmiling, fmooth, detefted Parafites, Amen. OLE 
Courteous Deftroyers, affable Wolves, meek Bears: ee ahi 
You Fools of Fortune, Trencher-friends, Time-flies, Enter Steward'with two or three Servants, 
Cap and Knee Slaves, Vapours and Minute Jacks #40 Oa 
Of Man and Beaft, the infinite Malady 1, Here you, Mafter Steward, where’s our Mafter?. 
Cruft you quite o'r, What doft thou go? Are we undone, caftoff, nothingremaining? = * 
Soft, take thy Phyfick firft ; thou too, and thou ; Stew. Alack, my Fellows, what fhould I fay toy 
stay, | will lend thee Money, borrow none. Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
What! allin motion? Henceforth be no Feaft, lamas poor as you. 
Whereata Villain’s nota welcome Gueft, 1. Such a Honfe broke? . 
Burn houfe, fink Arbens, henceforth hated be So Noble a Matter faln, all gone, and not 
Of Lsmon, Man, and all humanity. . Exit. | One Friend to take his Fortune by the Arm 
And goalong with him. 
Exter the Senators, with other Lords. 2. As wedo turn our Backs Pag 
From our Companion, thrown into his Grave, - 
. How now, my Lords? So his Familiars to his buried Fortunes . 
. Kaow you the quality of Lard Timon’s fury? Slink allaway, leave their falle Vows with him 
3. Pufh, did youfeemy Cap? .. Like empty Purfes pickt. And his poor felf 
| have loft my Gown. A dedicated Beggar tothe Air, 

"e's buc a mad Lord, and nought but humour fways| With his Difeafe, of all fhun’d poverty, . ae | 
him, He gave me a Jewel th’ other day, and now he has Walks like contempt alone, More of our Fellows. — | 
beat it out of my Har, i Pie ee | 

‘Did you fee my Jewel ? Enter other Servants. 
2, Did you feemy Cap? ee 
3, Here ’tis. Stew. All broken Implements of aruin’d Houle. | 
4 Here lyes my Gown. 3. Yet doour hearts wear Tzmon’s Livery, Bart | 
1. Let’s makenoftay. © " ... 6) That feeI by our faces: we are Fellows ftill, 
2 Lord Timon’s mad. . | Serving alike in forrow: Leak’d is our Bark, 
3. | fee? upon my'Bones. And we poor Mates {tand on the dying Deck, 
4. One day he gives us Diamonds, next day Stones. Hearing the Surges threat: we muft all part 
Exiunt the Senators. | Intothis Sea of Air. , 
Stew. Good Fellowsall, — .* 
Enter Timon. The lateft of my wealth (il fhare amongft you. 
Whereever we fhall meet, for Temon’s fake, . 
Tim. Let me look back uponthee. O thou Wall, Let’s yet be Fellows. Let’s fhake our heads, and fay, 
Thar girdles in thofe Wolves, dive in the Earth, As *twere a Knell unto our MaftersFortunes, = 
And fence not e4rhers. Matrons, turn incontinent ; VVe have feen better days. Let each take fomes 1% 
Obedience fail in Children: Slaves and Fools Nay put out all your hands: Not one word more, 
Pluck the grave wrinkled Senate fromthe Bench, Thus part we rich in forrow, parting poor. 
And minifter in their {teads to general Filths. Embrace, and part feveral Ways. 
Gonvert o th’ inflant green Virginity, Oh the fierce wretchednels that Glory brings us! a 
Do’t in your Parents eyes. Bankruprs, hold faft, Who would not with to be from wealth exempt, 
Rather chan render back , out with your Knives, _ | Since Riches point to Mifery and Contempt ? fe 
And cut your Trufters throats. ° Bound Servants, fteal, VVho would be fo mock’d with Glory, ortolive a 
Large-handed Robbers your grave Mafters are, - | But ina Dream of Friendfhip, Yorkie 
And Pill by Law. Maid, tothy Mafters Bed, - | Tohave his Pomp, and all what ftate compounds, — 
Thy Miltrefs is o’th’ Brothel. Son of fixteen, ~ But only painted Jike bis varnifht friends: igi 
Pluck the lin’d Crutch from thy old limping Sire, Poor honeft Lord, brought low by his ownheart, 
With it, beat out his Brains Piety, and tear, | Undone by goodnefs : ftrange unufual blood, 
Religion tothe gods, Peace, Juftice, Truth, VVhen man’s worft finis, he does too much good. 
Domeftick awe, Night-reft, and Neighbourhood, VVho then dares to be half fokind agen? 
Inftruction, Manners, Myfteries, and Trades, For Bounty that makes gods, does ftill mar men; 
Degrees, Obfervances, Cuftoms, and Laws, , My deareft Lord, bleft to be moft accurft, . 
Decline.to your confounding contraries. . ’ : Rich only to be wretched , thy great Fortunes “ee a 
And yet confufion live: Plagues incident to men, Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas (kind Lord) 
Your potent and infe¢tious Feavers, heap Ay He’s flungin Rage from thisungrateful Seat 
On Athens ripe for ftroke. Thou cold Sesatica, Of monftrous Friends : : ete: 
Cripple our Senators, that their Limbs mayhalt ._—_| Nor hashe with him to fupply his life 
As lamely as their Manners. Luft and liberty | Or that which can command it : , 
Creep in the Minds and Marrows of our Youth, | Pil follow and enquire him out. 
That ’gainft the Stream of Vertue they may ftrive, Pil ever ferve his mind, with my beft will, 
And drown themfelves in Riot. Itches, Blains, Whilft I have Gold, ’ll be his Steward ftill. 
Sow all the Athenian bofoms, and their Crop Enter Timon in the Woods. ie 
Be general Leprofie: Breath infect breath, = Tim. O bleffed breeding Sun, draw from the Eat th 
That their Society (as their friendfhip) may as Rotten humidity: below thy Sifters Orb oe infe al 
p . : dl 
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Infect the air, Twin’d Brothers of one womb, 
| Whofe procreation, refidence, and birth, 
Scarce is dividant; touch them with feveral fortunes, 
The greater fcorns the Jefler. Not Nature 
(To.whom all fores lay Siege) can bear great Fortune 
But by contempt’of Nature, 
| Raife me. this Beggar, and deny’t that Lord, 
The Senator#ihall-bear contempt Hereditary, 
| The Beggar Native honour. 
| Icis the Rafteetords, the Brothers fides, the tastune 
| The want that makes him’ lean» who dares ? who dares 
In pufity of Manhood, ftand upright 
| And fay, this man’s a Flatterér ? If one be, 
§o are they all, for everyprize of fortune se degree 
Is fmooth’d by that belowThe Learned pat ; 
Ducks tothe Golden Fool. | All’s obliquy: ¢ ¢. obleqn 
| There’s nothing level in our curfed Natures 
But direct Villany. Therefore be abhorr’d, 
All Feafts, Societies, and Throngs of men. 
His femblable, yea himfelf Timoz difdains, 
Deftruction phang mankind, Earth’ yield me Roots, 
Who feeks for better of thee, fawce' his pallate 
With thy moft operant poifon. What is here ? 
Gold? Yellow, glittering, precious Gold ? 
Ng gods, Iam no idle Votarift, 
Roots you clear Heavens. ° Thus much of this will make 
Blacks white ;' fowl, fairs wrong, right; 
Bafe, Noble; Old, Young 5 Coward, Valiant. 
Ha you gods! why this?) what this you gods? why, this 
Will lug your Priefts and Servants from your fides : 
Pluck ftout mens Pillows from below the Heads. 
This yellow Slave 
Will knit and break Religions, blefs th’accurft, 
Make the hoar Leprofie ador’d, place Thieves, 
And give them title, knee, and approbation 
With Senators on the Bench? This is it 
hat makes the wapen’d Widdow wed again 3 
whom the Spittle-Houfe, and ulcerous Sores," 
Would caft the gorge at, This Embalms and Spices 
To th’ «4pril day again. Come damn’d Earth, 
| Thou common Whore of Mankind, that puts odds 
Among the rout of Nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right Nature. earch afar off. 
Ha! a Dtum? Th’ art quick, 
But yet I'll bury thee: Thou'lt go (ftrong Thief) 
| When Gouty Keepers of thee cannot ftand : 
Nay ftay thou out for earneft. 


a3 


There were no Suns to borrow of 
_ Alci. Noble Timon, what Friend {hip may I do thee? 
Tm, ‘None, but to maintain My opinion, : 
Alci, What is it Finton ? 
Tim. PromifémeFriendthip, but perform none. 
If thou wilt not promife;! the Gods plague thee, for thou 
artaman: if thow'dof perform, confound thee, for thou 


artaman, '°4 
Alc:, I have heard in fome fort of thy Miferics. 
rogim. Thou faw'ft them When Thad profperity. 
Alci. | fee them now, ‘then was a biefled time. 
Tim. As thine'is now, ‘Held with’a brace of Harlots. 
Timan. \s this*th’Athénian Minion, whom the World, 
Voic’d io regardfully ? : a 
Tim. Actthou'Timandrg? « “*" Timandra. Yes; 
Tim, Be a Whorettrify they Jove thee not that ufe thee, 
give them Difeafes, leaving with thee their Luft. Make 
ufe of thy falt hours ;' feafon' the’ Slaves for Tubs and 
| Baths’, bring down‘ Rofe-cheek’d' Youth to the Fubfatt, 
and the Diet. ¢?89'G 2441 Silk) 2 i 
Timam Hang thee Montfter. 
Alci, Pardon him, {weer Timandra, for his Wits 


Are drown’d and loft if his Calamities. 
I have but littlé'Gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof, doth daily maké 'revole 
In my penurious Band. have heatd 4nd griev'd, 
How Curfed Athens, mindlefs of thy’ worth, 
Forgetting thy great dééds, when Neighbour ftates’ 
But for thy Sword and Fortune trod upon them. 
Tim, I prethee beat thy Drum, and: get thee gone, 
Alcs, | am thy Friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 


Tim How doft thou pity him; whom thou dott trouble, 
I had rather-be alone. 

Alc. Why fare thee well: 

Here is fome Gold for thee: 

Tim, Keep it, I cannot eat it. 

Alci; When Ihave Taid’ proud «4thent on a heap, 

Tim. War’ft thou gaintt Athens ? 

Alci. 1, Timon, andhave caulk. 

Tim, The gods confound them all in thy Conqueft, 
And theeafter, when'thou haft conquer’d, 

Alci, Why me, Timon ? 

Tim. That by killing of Villains 
Thou was’t born to conquer my Country. 

Put up thy Gold. Go on, here’s Gold, goon; 

Be as a Planetary plague, whom Jove 

WilPo’re fome-high-vic’d City hang his poifon 

In the fick air : Jet‘not thy Swofd skip one. 

Pity not honout’d Age for his white Beard, 

He isan Ufurer. Strike me tke counterfeit Matron, 

It is her habit only, that is honeft, 

Her felf’s a Bawd. Let rot the Virgins cheek 

Make foft thy trenchant Sword : for thofe Milk-Paps ] 
That through the Window Barn bore at mens Eyes,_ Q 
Are not within the Leaf of pity writ, 

But fet them down horrible Traitors: Spare not the'Babe 
Whofe dimpled fmiles from Fools exhauft their mercy 5 
Think it a Baftard » whom the Oracle 

Hath doubrfully pronounced<thethroat fhall cut’ 

And mince it fans remorfe. Sw ar againft Objects,» 
Put Armour on thine Ears; and on thine Eyes, 

Whofe proof, nor yels of Mothers, Maids, nor Babes, 
Nor fight of Priefts in holy Veftments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There’s Gold to'pay-thy Souldiers. 
Make large confufion : and thy fury fpent, ~~ 
Confounded be thy felf:. Speak not, be-gone. ~~ 

Alci, Haft thou gold yet? I'll take the gold thou giveft 
me, not all thy Counfel. 

Tim, Doft thov, or doft thou not, Heavens Curfe upon 
thee. ae ie 
Both, Give us fome gold, good Timon, haft thou-more ? 

Tim, Fnough to make a Whore forfwear her Trade, 
And to make Whores a Bawd. Hold up, you Sluts, 

4 Your Aprons Mountant, - sy not Othable, 
: B 


| Exter Alcibiades with Drum and Fife in warlike manner, 
and Phrinia’, and Timandra. 


Alci, What art thou there? fpeak. 
Tim, A Beaft as thou art. The Canker gnaw thy heart 
| For fhewing me again the Eyes of man. 
| e4lci, What is thy name? is man fo hateful to thee, 
| That art thy felf a man? 
| Tim. V amy A4fanthropos , and hate Mankind. 
| For thy part, I do wifh thou wert a Dog, 
| That I might love thee fomething, 
Alci. \ know thee well : o 

But in thy fortunes am unlearn’d, and ftrange. 

Tim. | know thee too, and more than that I know thee 
I not defire to know. Follow thy Drum, 
With mans blood paint the ground Gules, Gules : 
Religious Cannons, ‘civil Lawsare cruel, 
| Then what fhould War be? This'fell Whore of thine, 
'| Hath in her more deftruétion than thy Sword, 
For all her Cherubin look,» Ter 

Phrin, Thy Lips rot off. 8.51 

Tim, | will not kifs thee, then the rot returns’. 
To thine own Lips agains = 

Alci. Howcame the Noble Timoz to this change ? 

Tim, Asthe Moon do’s, by wanting light togive; | 
But then renew I could not, like the Moon, . es 
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Although | know you’l fwear, terribly fwear Ape. This isin thee a Nature but infected, 
into {trong fhudders, and to Heavenly Agues A poor unmanly Melancholly fprung tfovlane 
Th’ immortal gods that hear you. Spare your Oaths: From change of futuce, VVhy thisSpade ? this place? » 
{le truft to your conditions, be VVhores ftill. This Slave-like Habit, and thefe looks of Care? | 
And he whofe pious breath feeks to convert you, Thy Flatterers yet wear Silk, drink VVine, lye foft, 
Be {trong in VVhore, allure him, burn bim up. Hug their difeafed Perfumes, and have forgot 
Lez your clofe fire predominate his {moak, That ever Timon was, Shame not thefe VVoods, 
And be nO Turn-Coats: yet may your pains fix months | By putting on the cunning of a Carper. 
Be quite contrary. And Thatch Be thou a Flatterer now, and feek to thrive 
Your poor thin Roofs, with burthens of the dead, - that which has undone thee; hindge thy Knee, 
(Some that were hang’d) no matter: o And let his very breath whom thou’lt obferve 
VVear them, betray with them; VVhore ftill. Blow off thy Cap: praife his moft vicious ftrain, 
paint till aHorfe may mire upon your face : And call it excellent: thou waft told thus ; 
A Pox of wrinkles. Thou gav’ft thine Ears (like Tapfters, that bid welcome) 
Both. VVell, more Gold, what then? To Knaves, and allapproachers: ’Tis moft juft 4 
Believ’t that we'l do any thing for Gold. That thou turn Rafcal, hadft thou wealth again, 
Tim. Confumptions low Rafcals fhould.hav’t. Do not affume my likenefs. 
in hollow bones of man, {trike their fharp fhins, Tim. VVere Llike thee, P'de throw away my felf. 
And mar mens f{purring. Crack the Lawyers Voice, Ape. Thou baft caft away thy felf, being like thy felf 
That he may never more falfe Title plead, A Madman fo long, nowa Fool: what think’t 
Nor found his Quillets hrilly. Hoar the Flamen, _ | That the bleak Air, thy boifterous Chamberlain 
That fcold’2again{t the quality, of flefh; | , VVill put thy Shirt on warm? VVill thefe moift Trees, 
And not believes himfelf, Down witl’Nole, * his or the\ That have out-liv’d the Eagle, pag thy heels, 
Down with it flat, take che Bridge quite away And skip when thou point’ft out ? VVill the cold Brook } 
Of him, that his particular to forelee (bald | Candied with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning tafte — 
Smells from the general weal. Make curl'd pate Ruffians | To cure thy o’re-nights furfeit ? Call the Creatures, 
And let the unfcarr’d Braggarts of the Wart VVhofe naked Natures live in all the fpight 
Derive fome pain from you., Plague all, Of wreekful Heaven, whofe bare unhoufed Trunks, 
That youactivity may defeat and quell _ . | To the conflicting Elements expos’d 
The fource of all Erection, There’s moreGold. Anfwer meer Nature: bid them flatter thee. 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you, O thou fhalt find. 
And Ditches grave you.all, +: Tim. A Fool of thee: depart. 
Roh, More counfel with more Money, bounteous) Ape, | love thee better now than ere I did. 
. Timon. 92 Tim. \ hate thee worfe. 
Tim. More Whore, more mi(chiefifirft, I have given) Ape. VVhy? 
you earnett. . Tim. Thou flatter’it mifery. 
Alci, Strike vp. the Drum,towards Athens, farewel| «pe. | fatter not, but fay thou art a Caytiff. 
Timon : if \ thrive well, Pil vifit chee, again. Tim. VVhy doft thou feek me out? 
Tim. \f Thope well, Vl never fee thee more, Ape. To vex thee. 
Alci.. 1 never did: thee harm, Tim. Always a Villains Office, or a Fools. 
Tim. Yes, thou fpok’ft well of me. Dott pleafe thy felf in’c? 
e4lci. Call’ft thou that harm ? Ape. I. 
Tim, Men daily find it. Get thee away, Tim, VVhat, a Knave too? 
And take thy Beagles with thee. Ape. If thou didft put this fowre cold habit on 
Alci. We. but offend him, ftrike. [Exeunt.| To caftigate thy pride, *twere well: but thou 
Tim, That Nature being fick of mans unkindne{s Doft it enforcedly: Thou’dft Courtier be again 
Should yet be hungry: Common Mother, thou , | VVert thou not Beggar : willing mifery 
Whofe Womb unmeafurable, and infinite breaft, Out-lives: incertain pomp, is crown’d before: 
Teems and feeds all: whofe felffame mettle The one is filling till, never compleat : 
Whereof thy proud Child (arrogant man) is puft, The other, at high wifh: beft {tate Contentlefs, 
Engenders the black Toad, and Adder blew, Hath a diftraéted and moft wretched being, 
The gilded Newt, and Eyelefs venom’d Worm, VVorfe than the worft, content. 
With all th’ abhorred Births below Crifp Heaven, | Thou fhouldft defire to die, being miferable. 
Whereon Ayperions quickning fire doth fhine : | Tim, Not by his breath, that is more miferable, 
Yield him, who all the humane Sons do hate, | Thou art aSlave, whom Fortunes tender arm 
From forth thy plenteous bofom, one.poor root | VVith favour never clafpt : but bred a Dog. 
Enfear thy Fertile, and Conceptions Womb, | Hadft thou like us from our firft fwath proceeded; 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man. The fweet degrees that this brief VVorld affords, 
Go great with Tygers, Dragons, Wolves, and Bears, | To fuch as may the paflive drugs of it if 
| Teem with new Monfters, whom thy upward face Freely command’ft: thou wouldft have plung’d thy felt | 
Hath tothe Marbled Manfion all above In general Riot, melted down thy youth 
| Never prefented. ©, a Root, dear thanks: In different beds of Luft, and never learn’d 
Dry up thy Marrows, Vines, and Plough-torn Leas, The Icy precepts of refpect, but followed 
Whereof ingrateful man with Liquorifh draughts The Sugared Game before thee. But my felf 
And Morfels Unctious, greafes his pure mind, VVho had the worldas my Confectionary, 
That from it all. confideration flips —— The months, the tongues, the eyes, the hearts of men, — 
At duty more than I could frame employments: 
Enter Apemantus. ; That numberlefs upon thee ftuck, as leaves 
Do onthe Oak, have with one Winters brufh 
Fell from their boughs, and Jeft me open bare, 


) 
‘ 


-More man ? Plague, Plague. 
Ape. 1 was directed hither. Men report, ‘ For every ftorm that blows. 1 to bear thi 
Thou doft.affect my Manners, and doft ufe them. That‘never knew but better, is fome burthen 
Tim, ’Tisthen, becaufe thou doft not keepa Dog Thy Nature did commence in fufferance, Time Ae 
VVhom I would imitate, Confamptioncatchthee. | Hath made thee hard in’t. Why fhouldit thou hate ; 


~ 
n They never flatter’d thee. What haft thou given ? 
i if chou wilt Curfe: thy Father (that poor rag) 
" Mukt be thy Subject ; who in {pight put ftuff 
hj To fome Sne-Begger, and compounded thee 
ae Poor Rogue, hereditary. Hence be gone; 
it 1f thou hadft pot been born the worft of men, 
Thou hadft”Been a Knave and Flatterer. 

" Ape. Arf thou proud ie 

Tim. 1, that 1am not thee. 
hy Ape. 1, that I was no Prodigal. 
ti Tim, |, that 1 am one now. 
Were all the wealth | have fhut up in thee, 
Ne I'ld give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone : 
it That the whole life of Athens were in this, 
) Thus would | eat it 
had Ape. Here, J will mend thy Feaft 
ry Tum Firft mend thy Company, take away thy felf. 
us Ape. So TE fhall mend mine own, by th’lack of thine, 
o Tim. Tis not well mended fo, itis but botcht ; 
my If not, I would it were. 
Wd Ape. What wouldft thou have to. Arhens ? 
hel, Tim, Thee thither in a Whirlwind: if thou wilt, 
_ Tell them there I have Gold, look, fo I have. 
ili Ape, Here is noufe for Gold. 
ti Tim. The. beft, and trueft : 
be For here it fleeps, and do’s no hired harm. 
ight Ape. Where ly’ft'a nights, Timon ? 
elt Tim. Under that’s above me. 

: Where feed’ft thoua daies, Apemantus ? 
thee Ape. Where my ftomach finds meat, or rather where 
I eat it. 

Tim. Would poifon were obedient, and knew my mind. 

|i Ape. Where, wouldft thou fend it ? 


Tim, To fawce thy Dithes. 


fity: in thy Rags thou knoweft none, but art defpis’d for 
the contrary. There’s a Medler for thee, eatit. 
Tim. On what I-hate, I feed not. 


a Ape. Doft hate a Medler ? 
Tim, 1, though it look like thee. 
e4pe. And th’had{t hated Medlers fooner,thou fhould’ft 
re have loved thy felf better now. What man did’ft thou ever 
ih know uncthrift, that was beloved after his means? 
nt Tim. Who without thofe means thou talk’ft of, didit 
ttl | thou ever know belov’d? 
y. i. Ape. My delfi : 
he | Tem. lunderftand thee, thou hadft fome means to keep 
i | aDog, HL, 
at . Ape. What things in the World canft thou neareft com- 
Wii | pare to thy Flatterers? 
| . Tim, Women neareft,: but men: men are the things 
it || themfelves::. What wouldft thou do with the World Ape- 
tl! | manius, if it lay in thy — str 
@ || Ape. Give itthe Beafts, to berid ef the men. 
i Tim. Wouldft thou have thy felf fall in the confufion 
dif’ | Of men, andiremain a Beaft with the Beafts. 
yi | Ape. 1 Timon. ‘. 
| Tim, A beaftly ambition, which the Gods grant 
g@ | thee t’attain to.»df thou wert the Lyon, the on “es 
_ || beguile thee S- if thow wert the Lamb, the Fox wou 
, jj eat thee: if thou wert the Fox, the Lyon would fufpe 
if | thee, when peradventure thou wert accus’d by the Affe : 
i __| Tf thou wert the Affe, thy dulnefs would torment thee : 


{| and ftill thou liv’dft but as a Breakfaft to the Wolf. If 
| thou wert the Wolf, thy greedinefs would afflict thee, 
| and oft thou fhouldit hazardthy lifeforthy Dinner. Wert 


‘| thouthe Unicorn, pride and wrath would confound thee, 
‘ . | and make thine own felf the conqueft of thy fury, Wert 
" thoua Bear, thou would{t be kill’d by the Horfe': wert 
(|| thou a Horfe, thou would{t be feiz’d by the: Leopard : 
‘ || wert chou a Leopard, thou wert German tothe Lion, and 
v, 4| the {pots of thy Kindred, were Jurors on thy life, All 
ay) 
i 


Timon of Athens. 


Ape. The middle of humanity thou never kneweft, but 
the extremity of both ends. ‘When thou waft in thy Gilt, 
and thy Perfume, they mockt thee, for too much curio- 


“ 


thy fafety were remotion, and thy defence abfence. What 
Beaft could{t thou be, that were not fubject to a Beaft : 
and what a Beaft art thou already, that feeft not thy lofs 
in transformation. 
Ape. If thou couldft pleafe me 
With fpeaking to me thou might’ft 
Have hit upon it here. 
The Commonwealth of Athens is become 
A Forett of Beatfts. 
Tim, How has the Afs broke the Wall, that thou art 
out of the City. uy 
Ape. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter : 
The Plague of Gompany light upon thee : 
I will fear to catch it, and give way, 
When I know not what elfe to do, 
Ile fee thee again, ‘ 
Tim. VVhen there is nothing living but thee, . 
Thou fhalt be welcome. 
[had rather be a Beggars Dog 
Than Apemantus. 
Ape. Thou art the Cap 
Of all the Fools alive. 
Tim. VVould thou wert clean enough 
To {pit upon. 
Ape. A Plague on thee, 
Thow.art too bad to Curfe. 
Tim, All Villains». 
‘That do ftand by thee, ‘are pure. 
Ape. There is no Leprofie, 
But what thou fpeak’tt. 
Tim. If 1 name thee, Ill beat thee; 
But I fhould infeét my hands. 
“Ape. lwould my tongue 
Could rot them off. 
Tim, Away thou iffe of a mangy Dog. 
Choler does kill me, 
That thou art alive,. I fwound to fee thee, 
Ape. VVould thou would’ft burit. 
Tim. Away thou tedious Rogue, I am forry I thall lofe 
a ftone by thee, 
Ape. Beatt. 
Tim. Slaves 
Ape. Toad. org 
Tim. Rogue, Rogue, Rogie. 
I am fick of this falfe VVorld, and will love nought 
But even the meef neceflities upon’t : 
Then Timon prefently prepare thy Grave : 


Lye where the light Foam of the Sea may beat 


Thy Grave-ftone daily, make thine Epitaph, 

That Death in me, at others lives may laugh. 

O thou fweet King-Killer, and dear divorce 

Twixt natural Sun and Fire: thou bright defiler 
Of Hymens pureft Bed, thou valiant ears, 

Thou ever, young; frefh, loved, and delicate wooer, 
VVhofe bluth doth thawe the'confecrated Snow 

That lies on Dians Lap. 

Thou vifible God; badt 

That fouldreft clofe Impoflibilities: : 
And mak’ft them kifs, that fpeak’ft with every Tongue 
To every purpofe; O thou touch of hearts, 

Think thy flave-man'Rebels, and by thy vertue 

Set them into confounding odds, that Beats 


€t | May have the VVorld.in Empire.” 


Ape. VVould ’twere fo, shes! 
But not till ] am dead. Ie fay th’haft Gold : 
Thou wilt'bethrong’d too fhortly. 

Tim, Throng’d too? 

Ape. I. BOies 

Tim, Thy back I prythee. | 

Ape. Live, and love thy mifery. © 33 
Tim. Long live fo, and fo die. 1 am quit. 
Ape. Mo things like men 3 a 
Eat, Timon, and abhor then. 


 Bbbz 


Exit, Apeman. 


Enter 


wi 
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Timon of Athens. 


Enter the Banditti. 


1, Where fhould he have this Gold? It is fome poor 
Fragment, fome flender Ort of hisremainder: the mee! 
want of Gold, andthe falling from of his Friends, drove 
him into this Melancholy. 

2. Itisnois’d 
He hath a Mafs of Treafure, 

3, Let us make the aflay upon him, ifhe care not for’t, 
he will fupply us eafily: if he covetoufly referve it, how 
fhall’s get it? ; é 

> True: for he bears it not about him: 

?Tis hid. 

i. Is not this he? 

All, Where? 

2. Tis his defcription. 

He? I know him. 

All. Save thee, Timon. 

Tim. Now Thieves. 

All. Souldiers, not Thieves. 

Tim, Both too, and Womens Sons. 

All. We are not Thieves, but men 
That much do want. 

Tim. Your greateft wantis, you want much of meat: 
Why fhould you want? Behold, the Earth hath Roots: 
Within this Mile break forth an hundred Springs: 

The Oaks bear Matt, the Briers Scarlet Hips, 
The bounteous Hufwife Nature, on each Bufh, 
Lays her full Mefs before you. Want ? why want? 

1. We cannot live on Grafs, on Berries, Water, 
As Beafts, and Birds, and Fifhes, 

Tim. Nor on the Beafts themfelves, the Birds and Fifhes, 
You muft eat men, Yet thanks I muft you con, 
That you are Thieves profeft; that you. work not 
In holier fhapes: for there is boundlefs. theft 
In limited profeflions, Rafcal Thieves, 

Here’s Gold. Go, fuck the fubtle blood o’th Grape, 
Till the high Feaver,feeth your Bloud to Froth, 

Ant fo {cape hanging. Truft not the Phyfician, 

| His Antidotes are poyfon, and he flayes 

Morethan you Rob: Take wealth, and live together, 
Do Villain do, fince you proteft to do’t. 

Like Workmen, Ile Example you with. Thievery : 
The Sun’s a Thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vaft Sea. The Moon’s an Arrant Thief, 

And her pale fire the fhatches from the Sun. 

The Sea’s a Thief, whofe liquid Surge refolves 

The Moon into Salt tears. The Earth’sa Thief, 
That feeds and breeds by acompofture ftoln. 
From gen’ral Excrement: Each thing’s a Thief. 
The Laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Ha’s uncheck’d theft. Love not your felves, away, 
Rob one another, there’s more Gold, Cut-Throats ; 
All that you meet are Thieves: to e4thens go, 

Break open Shops, nothing can you fteal 

But Thieves do lofe it; fteal Jefs, for this I give you, 
And Gold confound you howfoere: e4men. 


3, H’as almoft charm’d me from my Profeffion, by per- 


{wading me to it. 


1. Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus advifes us 


not to have us thrive in our myftery.. 
2. Ile believe him asan Enemy,’ 2 
And give over my Trade. ie : 
1. Let us firft fee peace in Ahens,there is no time fo mi- 
ferable but a man may be'true. 


Enter the Steward to Timon. 


Stew. Oh you Gods! pe 
| Is yond defpis’d and ruinous man my Lord ?- 
Full of decay ‘and failing? Oh Monument 

And wonder of good deeds, evilly beftow’d! 


What an alteration of honour has defp’rate want made ? 


 LExeunt Thieves. 


en incertae nena 

What vilder thing upon the Earth, than Friends, 

Who can bring Nobleft minds to bafeft ends, 

How rarely does it meet with this times guife, 

When man was wifht to love his Enemies: 

Grant I may ever love, and rather woo 

Thofe that would mifchief me, than thofe that do, 

H’as caught me in his Eye, | will prefent my honeft grief 

Unto him ; and as my Lord, ftill ferve him with my life, 

My deareft Matter. ; 
Tim. Away: what art thou? 
Stew. Have you forgot me, Sir? fea ae 
Tim, Why doft ask that? Ihave forgot allmen, © | 

Then if thou grunt’ft th’ art aman, 

Ihave forgot thee. 
Stew. An honeft poor Servant of yours. 
Tim, Then 1 know thee not: 

I nev’r had honeft man about me, J, all 

I kept were Knaves, to ferve in meat to Villains, 
Stew. The Gods are witnefs, 

Never did poor Steward wear a truer grief 

For his undone Lord, than mine Eyes for you. 
Tim. What doft thou weep ? 


Come nearer, then I love thee 


Becaufe thou art a Woman, and difclaim’ft 
Flinty Mankind: whofe Eyes do never give, 
But through Luft and Laughter: pitie’s fleeping: 
Strange times that weep with laughing, not with weeping, | 
Stew. 1 beg of you to know me, good myLord, | 
T? accept my grief, and whilft this poor wealth lafts, 
To entertain me as your Steward ftill. MUG 
Tim, Had 1 a Steward 
So true, fo juft, and now fo comfortable ? 
It almoft turns my dangerous Nature wild, 
Let me behold thy face: Surely, this man 
Was born of Woman. 
Forgive my general, and exceptlefs rafhnefs 
You perpetual fober Gods. I do proclaim 
One honeft man: Miftake me not, but one: 
No more I pray, and he’s a Steward. ee 
How fain would I have hated all mankind, oa 
And thou redeem’ft thy felf: But all fave thee, 
I fell with Curfes. : x 
Methinks thou art more honeft now than wife: — 
For, by opprefling and betraying me, 
Thou might’ft have fooner got another Service : 
For many fo arrive at fecond Matters, 
Upon their firft Lords neck. But tell me true, 
(For I muftever doubt, though ne?re fo fure) 
Is not thy kindnefs fubtle, covetous, om 
If not a Ufuring kindnefs, and as rich men deal Gifts, — 
Expecting in return twenty for one ? i ides 
Stew. No, my moft worthy Matter, in whofe breft 
Doubt and fufpect (alas) are plac’d too late: 
You fhould have fear’d falfe times, when you did Fealh 
Sufpect {till comes where aneftateisleaft. = = = 
That which I fhew, Heaven knows, is meerly Love, 
Duty, and Zeal, to your unmatched mind, 
Care of your Food and Living, and believe it, 
My moft honour’d Lord, Fae 
For any benefit that points to me, . 
Either in hope, or prefent, I’de exchange 
For this one wifh, that you had power and wealth 
To requite me, by making rich your felf. 
Tim, Look thee ’tis fo: thou fingly honeft mas, _ 
Here take: the Gods out of my mifery, == 
Ha’s fent thee treafure. Go, live rich and happy: 
But thuscondition’d: Thou hhalt build frommen: 


-| Hate all, Curfe all, thew Charityto none, 


But let the famifht flefh flide from rhe bone, pot at 
Ere thou relieve the Beggar. Give to Dogs 
What thou denyeft to men. Let Prifons {wallow 


"em, 
Debts wither’m to nothing, be men like blafted Woods 
And may Difeafes lick up their falfe blouds, © 
And fo farewel, and thrive. | bite Pig other eae oe 


nit 


= Ss 


—— 


a 


Stew, O let me ftay and comfort you my Matter : 
Tim, If thou hat’{t Curfes, 
Stay not: flee, whil’{t thou art bleft and free : 
Ne’re fee thou man, and let me ne’re fee thee, 


Enter Poet and Painter, 


Pain, As I took note of the place, it cannot be far 
Where he abides, 
‘Poet, What’s to be thought of him ? 
Does the Rumour hold for true, 
‘That he’s fo full of Gold ? 
Pain. Certain, 
Alcibiades reports it: Phrinia and Timandra 
Had Gold of him, he likewife enrich’d 
root Aragling Souldiers, with great quantity. ; 
Tis faid, he gave unto his Steward 
A mighty Summ, ni 
Poer. Then this breaking of his, 
Has been but a try for his Friends. 
Pain, Nothing elfe : og’ st 
You hall fee him a Palm in Athens again; 
And flourifh with the higheft : 
Therefore, tis not amifs, we tender our loves 
To him, in this fuppos’d diftrefs of his: 
It will fhew honeftly in us, 
And is very likely toload our. purpofes 
With what they travail for, 
If it be a juft and true report, that goes 
Of his having. 
Poet. What have you now 
To prefent unto him ? 
__ Painter. Nothing at this time 
But my Vifitation : only I will promife him 
An excellent Piece. 
Poet. | mult.ferve him fo too; 
Tell him of an intent that’s coming toward him, 
Painter. Good as the beft, 
Promifing is the very Air o’th’ Time; 
[t opens the Eyes of Expectation. 
Performance is ever the duller for his act, 
And but in the plainer and fimpler kind of people, 
The deed of Saying is quite out of ufe. 
To promife, is moft Courtly and fathionable ; 
Si speed is a kind of Will or Teftament, 
Which argues a great ficknefs in his judgment 
That makes it. 


Enter Timon from bis Cave. 


Timon, Excellent Workman, 
Thou canft not paint a man fo bad 
As is thy felf. 
Poet. | am thinking 
What I fhall fay | have provided for him: 
It muft be a perfonating of himfelf: 
A Satyre againft the foftnefs of Profperity, 
With a Difcovery of the infinite Flatteries 
That follow youth and opulency, 
Timon. Mutt tou needs 
Stand for a Villain in thine own Work ? 
Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men? 
Do fo, 1 have Gold for thee. 
Poet. Nay let’s feek him. 
Then do we fin againft our own eftate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 
Painter, True: had 
When the day ferves before black corner’d night ; 
Find what thou want’{t, by free and offer’d light. 
Come, 
Tim. Ile meet you attheturn: 
What a God’s Gold, that he is worfhipt 
In a bafer Temple, than where Swine feed? _ 
Tis thou that rigg’ft the Bark, and plow’ft the Fome, 


LExit. 


Timon of Athens: 
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Setleft admired reverence in a Slave, 
To thee be worfhip’t; and thy Saints for aye: 
Be crown’d with Plagues, that thee alone obey: 
Fit I meet-them. 
Poet. Hail, worthy Timon. 
Pain. Our late Noble Matter. 
Timon, Have | once liv’d 
To fee two honeft. men ? 
Poet. Sir: 
Having often of your open Bounty tafted, 
Hearing you were retir’d, your Friends faln off, 
Whofe thanklefs Natures (O abhorred Spirits ) 
Not all the: Whips of Heaven are large enough, 
What, to you, 
Whofe Star-like Noblenefs gave life and influence 
To their whole being ? 1am rapt, and cannot covet 
The montftrous bulk of this Ingratitude 
With any fize of words. 
Timon, Let it go, 
Naked men may fee’t the better: 
You that are honeft, ‘by being what you are; 
Make them belt feen, and known. 
_ Pain, He, and my felf 
Have travel’d im the great fhowre of your gifts; 
And {weetly felt it. 
Timon. 1, you are honeft men, 
Paint, We are hither come 
To offer you our fervites 
Timon, Mott honeft men : 
Why how fhall I requite you ? : 
Can you eat Roots, and drink cold Water, no ? 
Both. What we can do; 
Wee’l do, to do you fervice, 
Tim, Y?are honeft men, 


' Y’have heard that I have Gold, 


lam fure you have, fpeak truth,’ y’are honeft meii; 
Pain. So it is faid,my Noble Lord, but therefore 
Came not my Friend, nor I, 
Tim. Good honeft man: thou draw’ft a counterfeit 


| Beft in all Arbens, tha’rt indeed the belt 


Thou counterfeit’ft moft lively; 


Pain. So, fo, my Lord. - j 
Tim, Ene fo, Sir, as I fay. And for thy fiction, 


Why thy Verfe fwells with ftuff fo fine and fmooth, 


. That thou art even Natural in thine Art; 


But for all this (my honeft Natur’d Friends) 
I mutt needs fay you have a little fault, 
Marry ’tis not monftrous in you, neither with I 
You take much pains to mend. 
Both, Befeech your Honour 
To make it known to us. 
Tim, You'| take it ill. 
Both, Mott thankfully, my Lord. 
Tim, Will you indeed ? 
Both, Doubt it not, worthy Lord, fig 
Tim. There’s never a one of you but trults a Knave; 
That mightily deceives you. 
Both, Do we,my Lord? 
Tim. I, and you hear him cogge, 
See him diflemble, : 
Know his grofs patchery, love him, feed him, 
Keepin your bofom, yet remain affur?d 
That he’s a made-up Villain. » 
Pain. \ know none fuch, my Lord. 
Poet, Nor I. - 
Tim. Look you; 
I love you well, ile give you Gold, 00" 
Rid me thefe Villains from yourCompanies;. 
Hang them, or ftab them, drown them in draught, 
Confound them by fome courfe; and come to me, 
Ile give you Gold enough == 
Foch hie them, = Lord, let’s know them: 
Tim, Youthat way, and you this: . 
But two in Company Bbb § , Each | 
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Each man apart, all fingleand alone, 

Yet anarch Villain keeps him company + 

if where thou art, two-villains fhall not be, 
Come not near him, If thou would’ft not recide 
But where one villain is, then him abandon. 


Hence, pack, there’s Gold, ye came for Gold ye Slaves : 


You have work for me; there’s’ payment,  thenee, 
You are an Alchymift, make Gold ofthat: 
Out Rafcal Dogs. 


Enter Steward, and two Senators, 


Stew. It is in vain that you would {peak with Timon : 
For he is fet fo onely to himielf, 
That nothing but himfelf, which looks like man, 
Is friendly with him. 

1 Sen. Bring us to his Cave. 
It is our part and promife to th’ eAthensans 
To fpeak with Timon. 

2 Sen. At all times alike : 
Men are not {till the fame: *twas Time and Griefs 
That fram’d him thus. . ‘Time with his fairer hand, 
Offering the Fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may take him: bring us to 
And chance it as it may. 

Stew. Here is his Cave : 
Peace and content be here, ‘Timon, Témons — 
Look out, and fpeak to Friends: Th’ Athenians 
By two of their moft reverend Senate greet thee: 
Speak to them, Noble Timon. f ‘ 


Enter Timon out of bis Cave, — 
; ot ; 


Tim. Thou Sun that comfort burn, = ee i 
Speak and be hang’d: Aine is 
For each true word, a blifter, and each falfe 
Be as a Catherizing to the root o’th tongue. 
Confuming it with fpeaking.. i; 
1 Worthy Timon. pent 
Tim. Of none but fuch 
And youof Timon . bret: 
1. The Senators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 
Tim, thank them. © 
And would fend them back the plague, 
Could | but catch it for them: ; 
1.-O forgets oY 
What we are forry for our felves in thee : 
The Senators, with one confent of love, 
Intreat thee back to Athens, who have thought 
On fpecial Dignities, which vacant lie » 
For thy beft ufe and wearing. 
2. They confefs : 
Toward thee, forgetfulnefs too general grofs ; 
Which now the publick Body, which doth feldom, 
| Play the Re-canter, feeling in it felf 
A lack of Timons aid, hath fince withal 
1 OF it own fall, reftraining aid to Timon, 
And fend forth us to make their fortowed render, 
Together, with arecompence more fruitful 
| Than their offence can weigh down by the Drath, 
l even fuch heaps and fums of Love and Wealth, 
As fhall to thee blot out, what wrongs were theirs, 
And writein thee, the Figures of their Love, 
Ever to read them thine. 
Tim. You witch me in it ? 
Surprize me to the very brink of tears 5 
Lend me a Fools heart, and a Womans Eyes, 
And ile beweep thefe comforts, worthy Senators. © 
1. Therefore fo pleafe thee to return with us, 
And of our Arhens, thine and ours.to,take 9 00!) 
The Captainfhip, thou halt be met with thanks, 
Allowed with abfolute power, and thy good name... 
Live with authority : fo foon we fhalldrive back . 
Of Alcibiades h’approaches wild Ly nS 


L 
as you, 


~ "Pimon of Athens. 


LExeunt. 


| And ftrain what other means is 
| In our dear peril, 


Who likea Boar too favage, doth rootup’ ~ 
His Countreys Peace. ) 

2. And fhakes his threatning Sword 
Againft the Walls of Athens: 

1, Therefore,Tsmon, 

Tim, Well Sir, 1 will: therefore Iwill Sir thus: 
If Alcibiades kill my Countreymen, \ 
Let e4léibizdes know this of Timon, ae 
That Timon cares not. But if he fack fait e4thens, 
And take our goodly aged meh by th’Beards, 
Giving our holy Virgins to. the ftain 1 230 


Then let him know, and tell him Témon fpeaks it, - 

In pitty of our aged, and our youth, - a 
I cannot chufe but tell him that I care nof,) > fo: | ee 
And let him tak’c'at worfti For their Kiiives care nit, | 
While you have throats toanfwer. For ty felf, 
There’s not a whitch in th’unruly Camp,- 

But I do prize it at my love, ‘before’ (hs 
| The reverendft Throat in-Athens. Sol leave you 
To the protection of the profperous Gods, © 

As Thieves to Keepersy S35 ae 
Stew. Stay not, all’s in vain , oe 
Tim, Why \.was writing of my Epitaph, ©) 
It will be feen to Morrow. My-long fickiefS ' | 
Of Health, and Living, now beginsto mend, J 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live ftill, 
Be Alcibiabes your plague; you his, ees 
'And laft fo long enough. BE aU 
1. We fpeak in vain. 
Tim. But yet I love my Countrey, and am 
‘One that rejoicesin the common wrack, 
‘As common bruit doth put‘it. 
1. That?s well fpoke. ; ane. 
Tim. Commend me to my loving Countrey-men: i 
1. Thefe words become your Lips as they pafs thorow . 
) Sia 
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ws : them. itis ™ 


2, And enter into our Ears, like gtéat Triumphers 
\In their applauding Gates. eee 
Tim. Commend me tothe, . bis 

And tell them, that to eafe them of their griefs, 


ie, Te 


Their fears of Hoftile ftrokes, their Aches,lofles, 
Their pangs of Love, with other incident throes 
That Natures fragile Veffel doth faftain ‘ 
'|'In lifes uncertain Voyage, 1 will fome kindnefs do them, 
_ i} Ile teach them to prevent’ wild Alcibiades wrath. 


1. [like this well, he will return again. Ait, 
Tim, Ihave a Tree which grows here in my Clofe, 
That mine own ufe invites me to cut down, 
And fhortly muft I fell it. Tell my Friends, 
Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree, A ae 
From high to low throughout, that who fo pleafe © | 
To ftop Affliction, let him take his hatte ; ae 
Come hither ere my Tree hath felt the Axe, i 
And hang himfelf. I pray youdomy greeting. = | 
Stew. Trouble him no further, thus you ftill hall ps i 
Find him, | ag 
Tim. Come fot to me again, but fay to Athens, = | 
Timon hath made his Everlafting Manfion bi | 
Upon the Beached Verge of thefaltFlood, == 5) 
Which once a day with hisemboffed Froth = © 4 
The turbulent Surge fhallcover; thither come, 
| And let my Grave-ftone be your Oracle: -. 
| Lips, let four words go by, and Languageend? 
What is amifs, Plague and Infe€tion mend. | 
Graves onely be mens works, and Death their gail 
Sun, hide thy beams, Timon hath done his Reig™ | 
1, His diftontents are wnremoveably coupled to Nay 
ture, = 
2. Our hopein him is dead: let usreturm, 
left unto us 


1, It requires fwift foot. 


Of contumelious, beaftly, mad-brait’d War: ~ pt Be 


ae “ 


Enter two other Senators, with a Meflenger. 


1. Thou haft painfully difcover’d: are his Files 
As full as thy report? _ 
Mef. 1 have fpoke thétéatt. «” i 
Befides, his expeditiohy’ promifés prefent apptoach. 
2. We ftand much hazard, if they/bring not Timon. 
Mef. | met a Curri€fy one mine ancient Frietid, 
‘Whom though in general part we were oppos’d, 
Yet our old love made a particular force, 
And made us fpeak like Friends, This man was riding 
From Alcibiades to Timons Cave, 
With Letters of intreaty, which imported 
His Fellawthip i’th’caufe againft your City, 
In past for his fake mov’d. 


Enter the other Senators, 


1. Here come our Brothers. 

3, No talk of Tsmon, nothing of him expect, , 

The Enemies Drum is heard and fearful fcouring 

Doth choak the air with Duft: In, and prepare, 

Ours is the fall I fear, our Foes the Snare, [Exeunt. 


Enter a Souldier in the Woods feeking Timon. 


Sol. By all defcription this fhould be the place. 
‘Who's here ? Speak ho. No anfwer ? What is this ? 
Timon is dead, who hath out-ftretcht his fpan, 

Some Beaft readthis; There do’s not live a Man. 

Dead fure, and this his Grave, what’s on this Tomb? 
I cannot read: the Character ile take with Wax, 
Our Captain hath in every figure skill, 

Anag’d interpretef, though young in days: 
Before proud Athens he’s fet down by this, 
Whofe fall the mark of his ambition is. 


Trumpets found. Enter Alcibiades with his Powers 
before Athens, 


Alc. Sound to this Coward and lafcivious Town, 
Our terrible approach, 
Sontids a parley. 
The Senators appear upon the Walls, 
Till now you have gone on, and fill’d the time 
With all Licentious meafure, making your wills 
The fcope of Juftice. Till now nty felf and fuch 
As flept within the fhadow of your power 
Have wander’d with our traverft Arms, and breath’d 
Our fufferance vainly. Now the time is fiufh, 
When crouching Marrow in the bearer ftrong 
Cries (of itfelf) no mote: Now breathlefs wrong, 
Shall fitand pant in your great Chairs of eafe, 
And purfy Infolence hall break his wind 
With fear and horrid flight. 
1. Sen. Noble and young ; 
When thy firft griefs were but a eer conceit, 
Ere thou hadft power, or we had caufe.to fear, 
We fenttothee, to give thy ragesBalm, ~ 
To wipe out our ingratitude, with Loves 
Above their quantity. 
2. So did we wooe 
Transformed Timon to our Cities love 
By humble Mefiage, and by promis’d means : 
We were not all unkind, nor all deferve 
| The common ftroke of War. 
1, Thefe Walls of ours net 
Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have receiv’d your grief: Nor até they fuch, 
That thefe great Towres, Trophees,andSchools fhould fall 
For private faults iti them. 


Lexi. 


| Timon of Athens. 


sb 


2. Nor are they living 


:| Who were the motives that you firft went out; 


Shane (that they wanted cunning in excefs) 
Hath broke their hearts, March, Noble Lords 
Into our City with thy Banners fpred, 

By. decimation and a tthed death : 


-| If thy ReVeriges hungét-for that Fodd 


Which Nature loaths,fakéthou the deftin’d tenth; 
‘And by the hazard of the {potced die, 
Let die the {potted. 

, 1. All have not offended : 

of thofe that were, it is not {quare to take, 
On thofe that are, Revenge: Crimes, like Landé 
Are not inherite en dear Countryman, 
olla thy fank§; but leave withont thy tage; 
Spafé thy Atheniag Cradle, and thofe Kin’ 
Whteh in thé blafter of chy wrath mutt fall 
With thofe that have offended, like a Shepherd, 
Approach the Fold; and cull th’ infected forth; 
But kill not all together. 

2,, What thog wilt, 

Thou rather fhalt enforce it with thy fimile, 
Than hew to’t with thy Sword, 

1. Set but thy foot pits 
Againft our rampyr’d Gates, and they fhall ope : 
So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before, 
To fay thoul’t enter Friendly, 

2. Throw thy Glove, 

Or any token of thine honour elfe, 

That thou wilt ufe the Wars as thy tedrefs, 
And not as our Confufion: All thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour, in our Town till we 
Have feal’d-thy full defire. 

eAlc, Then there’s my Glove, 

Defcend and open your uncharged Ports, 
Thofe Enemies of Timons, and mine own 
Whom you your felves fhall fet out for reproof, 
Falland no more ; and to atone your fears 
With my moté Noble meaning, not a man — 
Shall pafs his quarter, or offend the ftream 
Of Regular Juftice in your Cities bounds, 
But fhall be remedied by your publick Laws 
At heavieft anfwer, 

Both. ’Tis moft Nobly fpoken. 

Alc. Defcend, and keep your words. 


Enter a Meffenger. 


eel. My Noble General, Timon is dead, 
Entomb’d upon the very hem o’th’ Sea, 
And on his Graveftone, this Infculpture which _ 
With Wax I brought away : whofe foft Impreffion 
Interprets for my poor Ignorance. 


Alcibiades reads the Epitaph. 
Here lies a wretched Coarfe, of wretched Soul bereft, 
Seek not my name: eA Plague confume you Catiffs left 7 
Here lieI Timon, who all living men did hate, 
Pafs by, and curfe thy fill, but flay not here thy gate, 


Thefe well exprefs in thee thy latter fpirits : 

Though thou abharrd’ft in us our humane grief, 2 
Scornd’ft our Brains fow, and thofe our droplets, which 
From niggard Nature fall; yet Rich Conceit 

Taught thee to make valt Neptune weep for aye 

On thy low Grave; on faults forgiven. Dead 

Is Noble Timon, of whofe Memory 

Hereafter more? Bring me into your City, 

And J will ufe the Olive with my Sword: 

Make War breed Peace, make peace {tint War,make each 
Prefcribe to other, as each others Leach; 

Let our Drums ftrike. eS [Exexunt. 
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JULIUS CAHSARI 


Aldus Primus. Scena ‘Prima, 


i 
Miurellus ,° and certain Commoners over | To hear the replication of your founds, 


Enter Flavius , 
the Stage. 


| Flav Ence: home you idle Creatures, get you home: 
Is this a Holy-day ? What, know you not 


(Being Mechanical) ‘you ought not walk 
Upon a labouring day, without the fign : 
Or your Profeflion? Speak, what Trade art thou ? 

Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. 

Mur. Where is thy Leather Apron, and thy Rule? 
What doft thou with thy beft apparel. on ? 

You fir, what Trade are you? / 

Cob, Truly Sir, in refpect of a fine workman, I am but 
as you would fay, a Cobler. = ce me 

Mur. But what Trade art thou? anfwer me directly. 

Cob, A Trade, Sir, that I hope! may ufe with a fafe 
Confcience, which is indeed, Sir, a mender of bad foals. 

Fla. What Trade thou Knave ? Thou naughty Knave, 
what Trade ? F ; 

Cob. Nay | befeech you Sir, be not out with me: yet 
if you be out Sir, 1 can mend you... : Z 

Muar. What meauit thou by that: Mend me, thou 
fawcy fellow ? : 

Cob. Why Sir, Cobble you. ; 

Fla. Thou arta Cobler, art thou? : 

Cob. Truly Sir, all that I live by is with the Awl: 1) 
meddle with no Tradefmans matters, nor Womans mat- 
ters; but withal, | am indeed, Sir a Surgeonto old Shooes, 
when they are in great danger, I recover them. As pro- 
per men as ever trod upon Neats-Leather, have gone up. 
on my handy work. 

Fla, But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day ? 

Why doft thou leed thefe men about the ftreets ? 

Cob, Truly Sir, to wear out their Shooes, to get my 
{elf into more work. But indeed Sir, we make Holy-day 
to fee Cafar, and to rejoyce in his Triumph. 

Maur, Wherefore tejoyce ? ae 
| What Conqueft brings he home ? 

What Tributaries follow him to Rome, — 

To grace in Captive Bonds his Chariot Wheels ? ; 
You blocks, you ftones, you worfe than fenfelefs things : 
O you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 

| Knew you not Pompey many atime and oft? 

| Have you climb’d up to Walls and Battlements, 

To Towers and Windows? Yeato Chimney tops, 

Your Infantsin your Arms, and there have fate 

The live-long day with patient expectation, 

To fee great Pompey pafs the ftreets of Rome : 

| And when you faw his Chariot but appear, 

Have you not made an Univerfal fhout, 

| That Tyber trembled underneath her banks 
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Made in her Concave Shores ? 


And do you now put on your beft attire? 


And do you now cull out an Holy-day ? 


And do you now ftrew Flowers in his way, 
That comes in Triumph over Pompey’s blood? 
~ | Be gone, ; 


Run to your Houfes, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the Gods to intermit the Plague “S56; 
That needs muft light onthisingratitude. = 
Fla. Go, go, good Countrymen, and for this fault | 
Affemble all the poor men of your fort ; ‘op nel 
Diaw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears 
Into. the Channel, till the loweft ftream 
Do kils the moft exalted Shores of all. = 
[Exeunt all the Commonets.| — 
See where their bafeft mettle be not mov’d, 
They. vanifh tongue-ty’d in their guiltinefs : 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol, 
This way willl: Difrobe the Images, 
If you do find them deck’d with Ceremonies. 
Mur. May we do fo? 
You know it is the Feaft of Lupercal, 
Fla. It isno matter, let no Images 
Be hung with the Cefar’s Trophies: I'll about, 
And drive away the Vulgar from the ftreets; 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
Thefe growing Feathers, pluck’d from Cefar’s wing, 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch, He 
Who elfe would fore above the view of men. 
And keep us all in fervile fearfulnefs. 


| 
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Calphurnia, Portia, if 
Caska, @ soothe |. 
fayer : after them Murellus and Flavivs. | 


Enter Cefar, Antony for the Courfe 
Decius , Cicero, Brutus, Caflitg, 


Caf. Calphurnia. 
Cask, Peace ho, Cafar fpeaks. 
Caf. Calphurnia. 
Calp. Here my Lord. 
Cof Stand you directly in Antonio's way, 
When he doth run his courfe. «Antonie. 
Ant. Cefar, my Lord. 
Cef. Forget notin your fpeed, Antonio, 
To touch Calphurmia : for our Elders fay, > 
The barren touched in this. holy chafe, 
Shake off their fteril curfe. . 
Ant. Ifhallremember _ “area Oe 
When Cafar fays, Do this; it is perform’d. 
Cef. Set on, and leave no Ceremony out. 
Sooth. Cafar. 


ee 


The Tragedy of Julius Ceefar. 


Cef. Ha! Who calls? 
Cak. Bid every noife be-ftill: peace yet again. 
Caf. Whois it in the prefs, that calls on me ? 
I hear atongue fhriller than all the Mufick 
Cry, Cefar: Speak, Cafar is turn’d to hear, 
Sooth, Beware the Ides of AZarch. 
Caf. What man is that ? 
Br. A Sooth-fayer bids you beware the Ides of Adarch. 
Cef. Set him before me, let me fee his face, 
Cafi. Fellow, come from the throng, look upon Cafar. 
Caf; What fay’ft thou to me now ? Speak once again. 
Sooth, Beware the Ides of March. 
Cef, He isa Dreamer, let us leave him: Pafs. 
Senate. Exeunt. Manent Brut. & Cafli. 
Caffi. Will you go fee the order of the courfe ? 
Brut. Not I. 
Caffi. I pray you do. , 
Brut, 1am not Gamefom : I do lack fome part 
Of that quick Spirit that is in Antony : 
Let me not hinder Caffiws, your defires ; 
Vil leave you. 
Caffi. Brutus, 1 do obferve you now of late : 
I have not from your eyes that gentlenefs 
And fhew of Love, as 1 was wont to have: 
You bear too ftubborn, and too ftrange a hand 
Over your Friends, that love you. 
Bru. Caffins. bei 
Be not deceiv’d : if I have veil’d my look, 
I turn the trouble of my Countenance 
Meerly upon my felf. Vexed I am 
Of late, with paflions of fome difference, 


Conceptions only proper to my: felf, 


Which give fome foil (perhaps) to my Behaviours : 
But let not therefore my good friends be griev’d 
(Among which number Caffins be you one) 
or conftrue any further my neglect, 
han that poor Brutus with himielf at War, 
Forgets the fhews of Love to other men, » 
Caffi. Then Brutus, | have much miftook your paflion, 
By means whereof, this Breaft of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy Cogitations. ~ 
Tell me good Brutus, can you fee your face ? 
Bra. No Caffins : 
For the eye fees not himfelf: but by reflection; 
By fome other things. 
Caffi. Tis jutt, 
And itis very much lamented, Brutus, 


| That you have no fuch mirrors, as will tura 


Your hidden worthinefs into your eye, 
That you might fee your fhadow: 


‘| [have heard, ‘ 
| Where many of the beft refpect in Rome, 
‘| (Except Immortal Cefar) {peaking of Brutus, 


And groaning underneath this ages yoak, 
Have wifh’d that Noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers would you 
Lead. me, Caffins ? 

That you would have me feek into my felf, 
For that which is not in me? 

Caffi. Therefore good Brutus be prepar’d to hear 
And fince you know you cannot fee your felf 
So well as by reflection ; I your Glafs, 

Will modeftly difcover to your felf 

That of your felf, which yet you know not of, 

And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus, 

Were | a common Laughger, or did ufe 

To ftale with ordinary Oaths my Love » 

To every new Proteftor: if you know, 

That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 

And after fcandal them: orif youknow, 

That I profefsin Banqueting = = 

To allthe Rout, then hold me dangerous, © 
aid Flourifh and Shout. 

Bru. What means this Shouting ? 


That he is grown fo great ? Age, thou art 
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I do fear the people choofe Cefur 
For their King. 

Caffi. 1, do you fear it ? 
Then muft I think you would not have it {. 

Bru. | would not, Caffizs, yet I love him well - 
But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ? 
What isit, that you would impart to me ? 

If it be ought. toward the gencral good, 

Set Honour in one eye, and Death i’th’other, 
And I will look on both indifferently : 

For let the Gods fo fpeed me, asI love 

The name of Honour, more than I fear Death. 

Caffi. 1 know that vertue to be in you, Brutus, 
As well as I do know your outward favour, 
Well, Honour is the Subject of my Story ; 

1 cannot tell, what you and other men 

Think of this life: But my fingle felf, 

I had as lief not be, as live to be 

In awe of fuch a thing, as I my felf. 

I was born free as Cafar, fo were you, 

We both have fed as well, and we can both 
Endure the Winters cold, as well as he. 

For once upon a Raw and Gufty Day, 

The troubled Tyber chafing with her Shores, 

Cefar fays to me, dar’ft thou Caffius now 

Leap in with me into this angry Flood, 

And.fwim to yonder Point ? Upon.the word, 
Accounted as I was, I plunged in, 

And bad him follow: foindeed he did. 

The Torrent roar’d, and we did buffet it 

With lufty Sinews, throwing it afide, 

And ftemming it with hearts of Controverfie, 
But e’re we could arrive the Point propos’d, 
Cefar cry’d, Help me Caffixs, or I fink. 

1 (as e#reas, our great Anceftor, 

Did from the Flames of Troy, upon his fhoulder 
The old c4achifes bear) fo, from the Waves of Tyber 
Did I the tired Cefar : And this Man 

Is now become a God, and Caffins is 

A wretched Creature, and mult bend his body, 
If Gefar carelefly but nod on him. 

He had a Feaver when he was in Spain 

And when the Fit was on him, I did mark 
How he did fhake: ’Tis true, this God did fhake, 
His Coward lips did from their colour flye, 

And that fame eye, whofe bend doth awe the World, 
Did lofe his Lultre : I did hear him groan : 

I, and that tongue of his that bad the Romans 
Mark him, and writ his Speeches in their Books, 
Alas! it cryed, Givé me fome drink, Tétinins, 

Asa fick Girl: Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of fuch a feeble temper fhould 

So get the ftart of the Majeftick World, 

And bear the Palm alone. 

Shout, 

Bru. Another general fhout ? 
I'do believe, that thefe applaufes are 
For fome new Honours that are heap’d on Cefar. 

Caf. Why man, he doth beftride the narrow VVorld 
Like a Coloffus, and we petty men 
VValk under his huge Legs, and peep about 
To find our felves difhonourable Graves. 

Men at fome time, are Matters of their Fates. 

The fault (dear Brutws) isnot in our Stars, 

But in our felves, that we are Underlings. 

Brutus and .Cefar: VVhat fhould be in that Cefar? 
Why fhould that name be founded more than yours ? 
Write them together : yours is as fair a Name: 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well, 
VVeigh them, itisas heavy :; Conjure with ’em man, 
Brutus will ftart a Spirit as foon as Cefar. 
Now in the names of all the Gods at once, 
Upon what meat doth this our Cafar feed, 


Fiourifh. 


fham’d.: 


Rome, 
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Rome, thou baft loft the breed of noble Blouds, 
When went there by an Age, fince the great Floud, 
But it was fam’d with more than with one man ? 
When could they fay (till now) that talk’d of Reme, 
That her wide walks incompaft but one man? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and Room enough 
When there is in it but one only man. 
QO! you and |, have heard our Fathers fay, 
There was a Brutus once, that would have brook’d 
Ti,? eternal Devil to keep his State in Rome, 
As eafily as a King, 

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous: 
What you would work me to, I have fome aim : 
How | have thought of this, and of thefe times 
[ fhall recount hereafter: For this prefent, 
{ would not fo (with loved might entreat you) 
Be any further mov’d : What you have faid, 
I will confider : what you have to fay 
| will with patience hear, and find a time 
Both meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high things. 
Tillthen, my noble Friend, chew upon this : 
Brutus had rather be a Villager, 
Than to repute himfelf a Son of Rome 
Under thefe hard Conditions, as this time 
Is like to lay upon use 

Cafi. 1am glad that my weak words 
Have ftruck but chus much fhew of fire from Bratu. 


Enter Cxlar and his Train. 


Bru. The Games are done, 
And Cafar is returning: 

Caffi. As they pafs by, 

Pluck Caska by the Sleeve, : 
And he will (after his fowre fafhion ) tell you 
‘What hath proceeded worthy note to day. 

Bru. Lwilldo fo: butlook you, Caffins, 

The angry {pot doth blow on Cefars brow, 
And all the reft look like a chidden train ; 
Calphurnia’s Cheek is pale, and Cicero 

Looks with fuch Ferret, and fuch fiery Eyes 
As we have feen him in the Capitol 
Being croft in Conference, by fome Senators. 

Caffi. Caska will tell us what the matter iSe 

(ef. Antonio, 

Ant: Cafar. 

Caf, Let me have men about me that are fat, 
Sleek-headed men, and fuch as fleep a nights : 
Yond Caffius has a lean and hungry look, 

He thinks toomuch. fuch men are dangerous. 

Ant. Fear him not, Cefar, he’s not dangerous, 
He is a Noble Roman, and well given. 

Caf. Would he were fatter; But I fear monot: . 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 

1 do not know the man I fhould avoid, 

So foon as that fpare Ca/fivs. He reads much, 

He isa great Obferver, and he looks 

Quite through the Deeds of men. He loves no Playes, 
As thou doft Avtony: he hears no Mufick: 
Seldom he fmiles, and fimiles in fuch a fort 

As if he mock’d himfelf, and feorn’d his fpirit 
That could be mov’d to fimile at any thing, 
Such men as he, be never at hearts cafe ; 
Whiles they behold a greater than themfelves, 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 

-I rather tell thee what is to be fear’d, 

Than what I fear: for always 1am Cefar, 

Come on my right hand, for this Ear is deaf, 
And tell me truly, what thou think’ft of him. 


with me? ae 
Bra. 1 Caska, tell us what hath chane’d to day” 
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ig peewee Sennit. 
— [Exeunt Czxfar and his Traim 
Cask, You pull’d me by the Cloak, would you fpeak | 


That Cefar looks fo fad. _ + 
Cask. Why you were withhim, were you not? — 


Cask. Why there was a Crown offer’d him and bein 
offer’d him, he put it by with the backof his hand thie | _ 
and then the people fella fhouting. q 

Bru. What was the fecond noife for ? 

(ask. Why for that too. Mgt) 

Cafi. They fhouted thrice: what was the laft cry for > rh 

Cask, Why for that too. ee 

Bru, Was the Crown offer’d him thrice ? er 

Cask. 1 mazry was’t, and he put it by’ thrice, every. 
time gentler than other; and at every putting by, mine} 
honeft Neighbours fhouted. ea | 

Caffi. Who offer’d him the Crown ? i ae 

<a , 
( 


Cask. Why, Antony. oath 
Bru. Tellus the manner of it, gentleCaska, 
Cask; 1 can as well be hang’d as tell the manner of it: ' 
It were meer Foolery, I did not markit. I faw Adak! 
-| Antony offer him a Crown, yet ?twas not a Crown neither, | 
’cwas one of thefe Coronets : and as I told you, he put it Ls 
by once: but for all that, to my thinking, he would fain ¥ 
have had it. Then he offered it to him again: then he} 
put it by again: but to my thinking , he was very loth} 
to lay his Fingers off it. And then he offered it the third | 
time: he put it the third time by, and ftillas he refugd} 
it, the rabblement houted, and clapp’d their chopt bands, | 
and threw up their fweaty Night-Caps; and uttered fuch | 
a deal of ftinking breath, becaufe Cefar refus'd the} 
Crown, that it had (almoft) choaked Cafar : for he} 
fwoonded, and fell down at it: And for mine own part,| — 
Idurft not laugh, for fear of opening my Lips, ani 
ceiving the bad Air. Aes 
Caffi. But foft I pray you: what did Cefar {wound 
Cask. He fell down in the Market-place, and foam’ 
at mouth, and was fpeechlefs. — , . 
Brut ’Tis very like he hath the falling-ficknefs, — 
Caffi. No, Cefar hathit not: but you, and I. 
And honelt-Caska, we have the falling ficknefs. 
Cask, know not what you mean by that, but Lamture| 
Cafar fell down, if the tag rag people did not clap him, | 
and hifs him, according as he pleas’d, and difpk 
them, ‘as they ufe to do the Players in the Theatre, 1 
no true man. 
Brut. What faid he, when he came unto himfelf? — } 
Cask, Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv) 
the common Herd was glad he refus’d the Crown 
pluckt me ope his Doubler, and offer’d them hi 
tocut: and I had been a man of any Occupatic 
would not have taken him at a word, I would I mig 
go to Hell among the Rogues, and fo he fell, Wh 
he came to himfelf again, he faid, 1f he had do 
faid any thing amifs, he defir’d their worfhips to. 
it was his infirmity.. Three or four Wenches w 
ftood , cryed, Alas good Soul, and forgave him 
all their hearts: But there’s no heed to be takenof 
if Cefar had ftabb’d their Mothers, ‘they would have 
no lefs. +1 : : et ¥ bee eet aot 
Brut. And after that, he came thus fad away. 
Cath, ako is read 
Caffi, Did Cicero fay any thing? 
Catk, 1, he {poke Greeky } 
Caf. To what effet? >> « ‘209 
Cask, Nay, and [ tell you that, P’le ne’re look yout Y ) 
face again. But thofe that underftood him, fimil’dat one) 
another, and hook their heads: but for mine own patt™ 
was Greek to me. I could tell you more newstoo: Mu 
rellus and Flavius, for pulling ‘Scarfls off Gear 
are put to filence, Fare you well. There was more 
yet, if I could rememberit: i: ; eis Ishasti ie 8S 
Caf. Will you fup with me to nights Caska? 7 | 
Cask, No, Lam promis’dforth. 9 soi 9) © ot} 
Caffi.. Will you dine with me to morrow? 


. 


| Cask, I, if [be alive, and your mind hold, and your 
Dinner worth the eating. 
Caffi. Good, I will expect you. 
Cask, Do fo: farewel both. 
| “Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be? 
| He was quick Mettle, when he went to School. 
| Caf, So ishe now, in Execution 
| Of any bold or noble Enterprize, 
| How-ever he puts on this tardy form: 
| This Rudenels is a Sawce to his good wit, 
Which gives men ftomach to digeft his words 
With better Appetites. 
Brut. And fo it is : 
| For this time I will leave you: 
To morrow if you pleafe to fpeak with me, 
I will come home to you ; or if you will, 


LExit. 


* | Come home to me, and { will wait for you. 
Ae Cafi. 1 will do fo: till then, think of the World. 
e [Exit Brutus. 
ig Well Brutus, thou art Noble: Yet I fee 
. Thy honourable Metal may be wrought 
i) From that itis difpos’d, therefore ’tis meet, 
¢ | That Noble minds keep ever with their likes: 
te For who fo firm, that cannot be feduc’d? 
fe Cefar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus. 
i if | were Brutus now, and he were Caffius, 
th He fhould not humor me, I will this night, 
lt In feveral hands, in at his Windows throw, 
Cw: | Asif they came from feveral Citizens, — 
dt | Writings, all tending to the great opinion 
vm | That Rome holds of tis Name: wherein obfcurely 
oy Cafars ambition fhall be glanced at. 
| And after this, let Cefar feat him fure, 
Cul For we will fhake him, or worfe days endure.  [Exit. 
a Thunder and Lightning. Enter Caska, 
fc and Cicero. 
a Cic. Good even, Caska: brought you (far home ? 
tbe | Why are you breathlefs, and why ftare you fo? 
iat | Cask, Are not you mov’d, when all the fway of Earth 
al Shakes, like a thing unfirm? O Cicero, ; 
; tu | Lhave feen Tempefts, when the fcolding Winds 
: Have riv’d the knotty Oaks, and | have feen 
. | Th’ ambitious Ocean fwell, and rage, and foam, 
tO” | To be exalted with the threatning Clouds: 
it? | But never till to night, never till now, 
y Did I go through a Tempelft-dropping. fire. 
| bs Eicher there isa Civil ftrife in Heaven, 
Of | Or elfe the World, too fawcy with the Gods, 
, | Incenfes them to fend deftruction. 
ib Gc. Why, faw'you any thing more wonderful ? 
ag Cask, A common flave, you know him well by fight, 
@ | Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn 
i | Like twenty Torches join’d ; and yet his hand, 
fag Not fenfible of fire, remain’d unfcorch’d. 
4 Befides, I ha’ not fince put up my Sword, 
td Againft the Capitol | met a Lion, 
| Who glaz’d upon‘me, and went furly by, 
ji | Withoutannoying me. And there were drawn 
| Upon a heap, a hundred gaftly Women, 
Transformed with their fear, who fwore, they faw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ftreets. 
|| And yefterday, the Bird of Night did fit, 
i, Even at Noon day, uponthe Market place, 
,/, || Houting, and freeking. When thefe Prodigtes 
ei Do fo conjointly meet, let not men fay, 
if Thefe are their Reafons, they are Natural: 
Hs For I believe, they are portentous things 
4 Unto.the Climate, that they point upon. 
Ga indeed, jt isa ftrange difpofed time ¢ 
But men may conftrue things after their fafhion, 


Clean from the purpofe of the things themfelves, 
Comes Cefar up the Capitol to morrow ? 
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| As doth the Lyon in the Capitol ; 


Therein, ye Gods, you Tyrants do defeat. 


| That part of Tyranny that I do bear; 
‘| ean fhake off at pleafure. 


a 


Cask, He doth: for he did bid Antonio 
Send word to you, he would be there to morrow 
Cic. Good night then, Caska: ; 
This difturbed Sky is not to walk in, 
Cask, Farewel, Cicero, [Exit Cicero, 


Enter Caflius. 


Caf. Who’s there ? 
Cask. A Romane. 
Cajji. Caska, by your Voice. we 
Cask, Your Ear is good. 
Caffius, What night is this ? 
Caf. A very pleafing night to honeft men. 
Cask, Who ever knew the Heavens menace fo ? 
. Caf. Thofe that have knowa the Earth fo full of 
aults, 
For my part I have walk’d about the ftreets, 
Submitting me unto the perillous Night; 
And thus unbraced, Caska, as you fee, 
Have bar’d my Bofom to the Thunder-ftone : 
And when the crofs blue Lightning feem’d to open 
The Breaft of Heaven, I did prefent my felf 
Even in the ait, and very flafh of it. (vens ? 
Cask, But wherefore did you fo much tempt the Hea. 
It is the part of men, to fear and tremble, 
When the moft Mighty Gods by tokens fend 
Such dreadful Heralds, to aftonith us: 
Caffi. You are dull, Caska: 
And thofe {parks of Life that fhould be in a Romaa, 
You do want, or elfe you ufe not, 
You look pale, and gaze, and put on fear, 
And caft your felf in wonder, 
To fee the {trange impatience of the Heavens : 
But if you would confider the true caufe, 
Why all thefe fires; why all thefe gliding Ghofts, 
Why Birds and Beafts, from quality and kind, 
Why Old men, Fools, and Children calculate. 
Why all thefe things change from their Ordinance. 
Their Natures, and pre-formed Faculties, 
To montftrous quality ;_ why you fhall find, 
That Heaven hath infus’d them with thefe Spirits, 
To make them inftruments of fear, and warning, 
Unto fome monftrous State. 
Now could I (Caskz) name to thee a man, 
Molt like this dreadful Night, 
That Thunders, Lightens, opens Graves, and tears, 


A man no mightier chan thy felf, or me, 
In perfonal action, yet prodigious grown, 
And fearful as thefe ftrange eruptions ares 
Cask, ’Tis Cefar that you mean, 
Is it not, Cafjins ? 
Caffi. Let it be who itis: for Romans now 
Have Sinews and Limbs like to their Anceftors ; 
But woe the while, our Fathers minds are deady 
And we are govern’d with our Mothers fpicits, 
Our yoke, and fufferance, fhew us Womanifh. 
Cask, Indeed, they fay, the Senators to morrow 
Mean to eftablifh Cafar as a King: 
And he fhall wear his Crown by Sea; and Land, 
In every place, fave here in /taly, 3 
Caf. 1 know where { will wear this Dagger then 5 
Caffius from bondage will deliver Caffixs 
Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moft ftrong 5 


Nor ftony Tower, nor Walls of beaten Brafs, 
Nor air-lefs Dungeon, nor ftrong- Links of Iron; « 
Can be retentive to the ftrength of Spirit: 

But Life being weary of thefe Worldly Bars, 
Never lacks power to difmifs it felf. | 

If | know this, know all the World befides, 


= 
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Cask, So can I: 

So every Bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to Cancel his. Captivity. 

|,Cafi. And why fhould (afar bea Tyrant then? 
Foor man, I know he would not bea Wolf, 
{ But that he fees the Romans are but Sheep ; 

He were no Lyon, were not Romans Hinds, 
Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty fire, 
Begin ic with weak Straws. What trath is Rome ¢ 
What Rubbifh, and what Offal? when it ferves 
For the bafe matter, to illuminate 

So vilea thing as Cafar. But oh grief! i 
Where haft thou led me? I (perhaps) fpeak this 
Before a willing Bondman: then I know 
My anfwer muft be made. But I amarm’d, 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Cask. You fpeak to Caska, and to fuch aman, 
That is no flearing Tell-tale. Hold, my hand: 
Be factious for redrefs of all thefe Griefs, 

And [ will fet this foot of mine as far, 
As who goes fartheft. 

Caf. There’s a Bargain made. 

Now know you, Caska, Ihave mov’d already 
Some certain of the Nobleft minded Romans 
To under-go, with me, an enterprize, 

Of Honourable dangerous confequence ; 
And I do know by this, they ftay for me 

In Pompey’s Porch ; for now this fearful night, 
There is no ftir, or walking in the ftreets, 
And the Complexion of the Element 

{s Favours, like the work we have in hand, 
Molt bloody, fiery, and moft terrible. 


Enter Cinna. 


Cask, Stand clofe a while, for here comes one in 


hafte. 
Caffi. "Tis Cinna, 1 do know him by his Gate, 
He is a Friend, Cinna, where hafte you fo ? ° 
Cinna. To find out you: Who’s that, MMetellus 
Cymber ? 
Caffi. No, it is Caske, one incorporate 
To our Attempts. Am Inot ftaid for, Cinna ? 
(in. am glad on’t. 
What a feartul Night? 
There’s two or three of us have feen ftrange fights. 
Cafi. Am I not ftaid for ? tell me. 
Cin. Yes, youare, O Caffins, 
If you could but win the Noble Brutus 
To our party —~ 
Caffi. Be you content. Good Cinna take this paper, 
And look you lay it in the Pretors Chair, 
Where Brutus may but find it: and throw this 
In at his Window; fet this up with Wax 
Upon old Brutus Statue : all this done, 
Repair to Pompey’s Porch, where you fhall find us, 
Is Decius Brutus and. Trebonins there? 
Cin. All, but Aetellus Cymber, and he’s gone 
To feek you at your Houfe, Well, I will hie, 
And fo beftow thefe papers as you bad me. 
Caffi. That done, repair to Pompey’s Theater. 


; eh easy LExit. Cinna. 
Come Caska, you and I will yet, ere day, 
See Brutus at his Houle: three parts of him 
Is ours already, and the man entire 
Upon the next encounter, yields him ours. 
Cask, O, he fits high in all the peoples hearts : 

And that which would appear offence in us, 
His Countenance, like richeft Alchymy, 

Will change to Vertue, and to Worthinefs. 
| Caffic Him, and his worth, and our great need of him, 
You have right well conceited: let us go, - Hi 
For itis after Mid-night, and ere day, ) 
| We will awake him, and be fure of him, LExeunt. 


Bra. 
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Aus Secundus. 


Enter Brutus an bis Orchard, 


Hat Lucius, hoe? ey, 
I cannot, by the progrefs of theStars, 
Give guefs how near to day — Lucius, I fay?. eS 
I would it were my fault co fleep fo foundly, vil 
When Lucius, when? awake, I fay: what Lucius? | 
Enter Lucius, 


Luc. Call’d you, my Lord? 
Bru. Get mea Taper in my Study, Lucius : 
When it is lighted, come and call me here, 
Luc, Iwill, my Lord. ae Léxir, 
Bra. It muft be by his death: and for my part, | 
I know no perfonal caufe, to fpurn at him, 
But for the general. He would be crown’d: 


| How that might change his Nature, there’s the queftion ‘a 


It is the bright day, that brings forth the Adder, 

And that craves wary walking : Crown him that, 
And then | grarit we put a fling in him, ; 
That at his will he may do danger with, 


| Th’ abufe of Greatnefs, is, when it disjoins 


Remorfe from power: And to fpeak truth of Cafar, 
[have not known, when his affections fway’d hk 
More thanhis Reafon. But’tisa common proof, 
That Lowlinefs is young Ambitions Ladder, . 
Whereto the Climber upward turns his face : 

But when he once attains the upmoft Round, 

He then unto the Ladder turns his back. 

Looks in the Clouds, {corning the bafe degrees 
By which he did afcend: fo Cefar may; _ fi 
Then left he may, prevent. And fince the quarrel 
Will bear no colour, for the thing he is, 
Fafhion it thus ; that what he is augmented, 
Would runtothefe, and thefe extremities ;: 
And therefore think him as a Serpents Egge, 
Which hatch’d, would as his kind grow mifchievo 
And kill him in the fhell. é 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. The Taper burneth in your Clofet, Sir: 
Searching the Window fora Flint, [found 
This Paper, thus feal’d up, and lam fure 
It did not lye there when | went to Bed. Ea 
Gives him the Letter, — 
Bru. Get you to Bed again, it isnot day: 
Is not to Morrow (Boy) the firft of A4arch 
Luc. | know not, Sir. T wast) See 
Bru, Look inthe Kalendar, and bring meword. | 
Luc. 1 will, Sir. ee) 
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing intheair, 
Give fo much light: that I may read by them. 
Opens the Letter and reads, | 
Brutus, thou fleep’t ; awake, and fee thy felf: | 
Shall Rome, &c. peak, ftrike, redrefs. 
Brutus, thow fleep’/t : awake. eat aie 
Such inftigations have been often dropt. 
Where I have took them up: ah 
Shall Rome, &c. Thus muft I piece it out: 
Shall Rome {tand under one mans awe? Wh Le 
My Anceftors did from the ftreets of Rome | | 
The Tarquin drive, when he was call’d a King. ik 
Speak, ftrike, redrefs, Am lentreated ik 2tigup ae 


) 
(iin 


To fpeak, and ftrike? O Rome, 1 make thee promue, 


| Ifthe redrefs will follow, thou receiveft 2 ett BaRF 


Thy full Petition at the hand of Brite 0 uokog 
‘ Dy i) Gas 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc, Sir, March is wafted fifteen days. 


Since Caffins firtt did whet me againtt Cefar, 
[have not flept. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing, 
And the firft motion, all the Interim is 

Like a Phantafma, or a hideous Dream : 
The Genus, and the mortal inftruments 
Are then in counfel; and the ftate of man, 
Like to alittle Kingdom, fuffers then 

The nature of an infurrection. 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. Sir, "tis your Brother Caffius at the door; 
Who doth defire to fee you. 

Bru. \s he alone ? 

Luc. No, Sir, there are moe with him. 

Bru. Do you know them ? 

Luc. No, Sir, their Hats are pluck’d about their Ears, 
And half their Faces buried in their Cloaths, 
That by no means I may difcover them, 
By any mark of favour. 

Bru. Let them enter : 
They are the Faction, O Confpiracy, 
Sham’ft thou to fhew thy dang’rous Brow by Night, 


-| When evils are moft free? Othen, by day 


Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough, : 
To mask thy monftrous Vilage ?. Seek none, Confpiracy, 
Hide it in Smiles, and Affability : 

For if thou path thy native femblance on, » igs 
Not Erebus it {elf were dim enough, 

To hide thee from prevention; 


Enter the Confpirators, Caflius, Gaska, Decius, Ginna, 
Metellus, azd Trebonius. v 


. Caffi. [think we are.too bald upon your Reft: 

Good morrow, Brutus, co we trouble you? it 
Bru, | have been up this hour, awake all. Night: 

Koow [ thefe men, that come along with you? «.:< 
Caffi. Yes, every man of them; and no man here 

But honours you: and every one doth with, 

You had but that opinion of your felf, 

Which every Noble Roman bears of you, 


| This is Treboniw. 


Bru. He is welcome hither. 
Caffi. This, Decsus Brutus, 
Bru. He is welcome too. 


ie Caffi. This, Caska, this, Cinna, and this ,Aetellas 


Cimber. 
Bru. They are all welcome. 
What watchful cares do interpofe themfelves 


Caffi. Shall 1 intreat a word? [They whifper. 
Dec. Here lies the Eaft: doth not the Day break here? 
Cask. No, : 

‘Gn. O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey Lines, 


| Betwixt your Eyes and Night? 


| That fret the Clouds, are Meflengers of Day. 


Cask, You hall confefs that you are both deceiv’d : 
Here as | point my Sword, the Sun arifes, 
Which is a great. way growing on the South, 
Weighing the youthful Seafon of the year. 
Some two months hence, up higher toward the North 
He firft prefents his fire, and the high Eaft 
Stands as the Capitol, directly here. 
~ Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one. — 
Caffi. And let us fwear our refolution. 
Bru. No, not an Oath: if not the face of men, 
The fufferance of our fouls, the times abufe ; 
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Castle within, 
Bru. Tis good. Gotothe Gate, fome body knocks : 


If thefe be motives weak, break off betimes 
And everyman hence, tohisidlebed: 
So let high-fighted-Tyranny range on, 
Till each man drop by Lottery. Butif thefe 
(As Iam fure they do) bear fire enougti 
Fo kindle Cowards, and to fteel with valour 
The melting Spirits of women; Then, Countrymen 
What need we any fpur, but our own caufe ; 
To prick us to redrefs 2? What other Bond, 
Then fecret Romans, that have {poke the word, 
And will not palter ?° And what other Oath, 
Than Honefty to Honefty engag’d, 
That this fhall be, or we will fall for it. 
Swear Priefts and Gowards, and men cautelous, 
Old feeble Carrions, and fuch fuffering fouls - 
That welcome wrongs : Unto bad caules, fwear 
Such Creatures as men doubt; but do not ftain 
The even vertue of our Enterprize,; 
Nor th’infuppreflive Mettle of our Spirits, 
To think, that or our Caufe, or our Performance 
Did need an Oath. . When every drop of blood 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 
Is guilty of a feveral Baftardy, ; 
If he doth break the fmalleft Particle 
Of any promife that bath paft from him. 

Cafji. But what of Cicero? Shall we found him? 


‘Tthink he will fland very ftrong: with us. 


Cask, Let us not leave him out;\ 
Cin,'\No, by no means, 
Met, O let us have him, for his.filver hairs 
Will purchafe us a good opinion. 
And buy mens voices, to commend our deeds: 
It fhall be faid, his judgment rul’d our hands, 
Our youths, and wildnefs, {hall no whit appear, 
But all be buried in his gravity. ; 
Bru, Oname him not; Jet us not break with him. 
For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. a) 
Cajfi. Then leave him out, 
Cask; Indeed, he is not fit; 
Dec, Shallno man elfe be touch’d, but only Cafar? 
Caffi.. Decius,; Wellurg’d.: I think itis not meet, 
Mark,cAntony, fo well belov’d of Cefar, 
Should out-live Cefur, we fhall find ef him 
A fhrewd Contriver....And you know, his means, | 
If\heimprove them, may well ftretch fo far 
As to annoy usall: which to prevent, 
Let Antony and Gefar fall together. 
Bru. Our courfe will feem too bloody, Caius Caffins, 


| To cut the Head off, and.then hack the Limbs : 


Like wrath in death, and Envy afterwards. 
For Antony is but aLimb of Cé/ar. 
Let’s be Sacrificers, but not Butchers, (aise : 
We all ftand up againft the Spirit of Cafar, 
And in the Spirit of men, there is no blood : 
O that we then could come by Cefar’s Spirits, 
And not difmember Cefar! But. (alas) 
Cefar muft bleed for it, - And gentle Friends, 
Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully - 
Let’s carve him, asa Dihh fit for the Gods, 
Not hew him as a Carkafs fit for Hounds; 
And let our hearts, as fubtle Mafters do, 
Stir up theit Servants to an act of rage, 
And after feem to chidethem. This hall make 
Our purpofe neceflary, and not envious, 
Which fo appearing to the common eyes, 
We fhall be-call’d Purgers, not Murderers, 
And for Mark, Antony, think not of him: 
For he can do no more than Cefar’s Arm, 
When Cefar’s head is off. 

Cafi. Yet I fear him, ; ; 
For in the ingrafted Love he bearstoCefare 

Bru. Alas, g00d Caffius, do notthink of him ; 
If he love Cefar, all that, Mi can do 
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Is to himfelf, take thought, and dye for Cafar. 
Afd that were much he fhould : for he is given 
To fports, to wildnefs, and much company. 

Treb. There is no fear in him; let him not die, 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 


[ Clock firikes. 


It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep ; 
And could it work fo much upon your fhape, 
As it hath much prevail’d on your Condition, 

I fhould not know you, Brurus. Dear, My Lord, 
Make me acquainted with your caufe of grief, ; 
Bru. 1am not well in health, and that is all, 
Por. Brutus is wife, and were he not in health 
He would embrace the means to come by it, ; 
Bru, Why fo Ldo: good Portéa, go to Bed. 

Por. Is Brutus fick? and is it Phyfical 
To walk unbraced, and fack up the humors 
Of the dark Morning? What, is Brutus fick ? 
And will he {teal out of his wholfom Bed, 
To dare the vile contagion of the Night ? 
And tempt the Rheumy, and unpurged Air 
To add unto his ficknefs? No, my Brutus, 
You have fome fick offence within your mind, 
Which by the Right and Vertue of my place 
I ought to know of : And upon my knees, 
I charm you, by my once commended Beauty, 
By all your vows of Love, and that great Vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 
That you unfold to me, your felf, your half; 
Why you are heavy, and what men to night 
Have had refort to you: for here have been 
| Some fix or feven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darknefs. 
Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. eevee 
Por. I fhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus, | 
Within the bond of Marriage, tell me, Brutus, * 
Is it excepted, I fhould know no fecrets i | 
i 


Bru. Peace, count the Clock. 

Caffi. The Clock bath ftricken three. 
Treb. ’Tis time to part. 

Capi. But it is doubtful yet, 

Whether Cefar will come forth today, or no: 

For he is fuperftitious grown of late, 

Quite from the main opinion he held once, 

Of Fantafie, of Dreams, and Ceremonies: 

It may be, thefe apparent Prodigies, 

The unaccuftom’d terrour of this Night, 

And the perfwafion of his Augurers, 

May hold him from the Capitol to day, 

Dec. Never fear that: if he be fo refolv’d, 

I can o’re-fway him: for he loves to hear, 

That Unicorns may be betray’d with Trees, 

And Bears with Glaffes, Elephants with Holes, 

Lyons with Toils, and Men with Flatterers. 

But, when [ tell him, he hates Flatterers, 

He fays, he does 5 being then moft flattered. 

Let me work: ; 

For I can give his humour the true bent ; 

And I will bring him to the Capitol. 3 
Caf. Nay, we willall of us be there to fetch him. 
Bru. By the éighth hour, is that the uttermott ? 

Gin, Be that the uttermoft, and fail not then. 
Met. Cains Ligavins doth bear Cafar hatred, 

Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompeys 

{ wonder none of you have thought of him. 

Bru, Now good Metellus go along by'him: | > 

He loves me well, and I have given him Reafors, 0. | 

Send him but hither, and Pll fafhion him. a 
Caffis The Morning comes upon’s : 

Wee’l leave you, Brutus, ~~ A 3 

And Friends difperfe your felvés but all remember 

What you have faid, and fhew your felves true Romans. 

| Bra. Good Gentlemen, look freth and merrily, . 

Let not our looks put on our purpofes, . 

But bear it as our Roman Actors do, iivoile 

With untir’d fpirits, and formal Conftancy, <a 

And fo good morrow to you every one. LExennt: 

Manet Brutus. 

Boy: Lucivs: faftafleep? It isno matter, 

Enjoy the hony-heavy-dew of Slumber : 

Thou haft no Figures, nor no Fantafies, 

Which bufiecare draws in the Brains of men 5 

Therefore thou fleep’ft fo found. 


That appertain to you ? AmI your felf, 
But as it were in fort, or limitation? © Vad: 
To keep with you at meals, comfort your Bed, =| 
And talk to you fometimes ? Dwell i but in the Suburbs | 
Of your good pleafure ? If it be no more, “<a 
Portia is Brutus Harlot, not his Wife. ie 

Bru. You are my true and honourable Wife, — 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops ) 
That vifit my fad heart. 

Por. If this were true, then fhould I know this & 
I grant I'am a woman; but withal, oo 
A woman that Lord Bratus took to Wife: i 
I grant lam a woman; but withal, 
A woman well reputed: Cato’s Daughter. i 
Think you, I am no ftronger than my Sex, 
Being fo Father’d, and fo Husbanded ? ~ oe 
Tell me your Counfels, I will not difclofe them: — 
I have made ftrong proof of my Conftancy, 
Giving my felf a voluntary wound — es 
Here, inthe Thigh: Can] bear that with patience, 
And not my Husband’s Secrets ? me 

. Bru. Oye Gods! 4 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. .  [&™ 
Hark, hark, one knocks: Portia, goina while, 
Por. Brutus, my Lord. Ja | And by and by thy bofome fhall partake — Be 

Bru. Portia, What mean you ¢ wherefore rife you now ? | The fecrets of my heart. i i 
It is not for-your health, thus to commit _ All my engagements, I willconftrue to thee, 
Your weak condition to the raw cold Morning. All the Charactery of my fad brows: teen 

Por. Nor for yours neither, Y’have ungently, Bratws, | Leave me with hafte 
Stole from my Bed: and yefternight at Supper 
You fuddenly arofe, and walk’d about, 
Mufing, and fighing, with your arms a-crofs : 
And when I ask’d you what the matter was, 
You ftar’d upon me with ungentle looks. 
I urg’d you further, then you fcratch’d your head, 
And too impatiently ftamp’d with your foot : 
Yet J infifted, yet you anfwer’d not, 
But with an angry wafter of your hand 
Gave fign for me to leave you: Sol did, 
Fearing to ftrengthen that impatience 
Which feem’d too much inkindled, -and withal, 
Hoping it was bur an effect of Humour, — 
Which fometime hath his hour with every man. 


Enter Portia. 


(Exit! 
Enter Lucius and Ligarius. 


| Lucius, who’s that knocks? eS ee 
| Lac. Here isa fick man that would fpeak with you. 
| Bru. Cains Ligarins, that Merellus fpakeof 
| Boy, ftand afide. Caius Ligarins, how? = 
| Cai, Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeble este ; 
| _ Bra, O what atime have you chofe out, brave Caius, | 
| To wear a Kerchief?- Would youwere not fick. == : 
Cai. Lam not fick, if Brutus have\n band Rae 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honour. ee | 
Bru. Such an exploit have | in‘hand, Ligaris; i 
Had you an healthful Ear tochearof it. 
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Cai, By all the Gods that Romans bow before, 
[here difcard my ficknefs, Soul of Rome, 
Brave Son, deriv’d from honourable Loins, 
Thou like an Exorcift, haft conjur’d up 
My mortified Spirit. Now bid me run, 
And I will ftrive with things impoflible, 
Yea get the better of them. What’s to do? 

Bru. A piece of work, 
That will make fick men whole, 

Cai, But are not fome whole that we muft make fick ? 

Bru, That mult we alfo. What it is, my Cains, 
I fhall unfold to thee, as we are going, 
To whom it muft be done. 

Cai. Set on your foot, 
And with a heart new fir’d, I follow you, 
Todo | know not what: But it fufficeth 
That Brutus leads me on. 

Bru, Follow me then. 

Thunder and Lightning, 


Enter Julius Cafar sm his Night-Gown 


Cef; Nor Heaven, nor Earth, 
Have been at peace to night : 
Thrice hath Calphurnia in her fleep cryed out ; 
Help, ho: They murder Cefar. Who’s within? 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My Lord. 

(2. Go, bid the Priefts do prefent Sacrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of Succef3. 

Ser. 1 will, my Lord, 


Enter Calphurnia. 


Cal, What mean you, Cefar ? Think you to walk forth? 


You fhall not ftir out of your houfe to day. 

Caf. Cafar fhall forth; the things that threatn’d me, 
Ne’r lookt but on my back: When they fhall fee 
The face of Cefar, they are vanifhed. 

(alph. (afar, | never ftood on Ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me: There is one within, 
Befides the things that we have heard and feen, 
Recounts moft horrid fights feen by the Watch. 
A Lionefs hath whelped in the ftreets, 
And Graves have yawn’d and yielded up their dead ; 
Fierce fiery warriours fight upon the Clouds 
In Ranks and Squadrons and right form of war 
Which drizzel’d blood upon the Capitol : 
The noife of Battel hurried in the Air: 
Horfes did neigh, and dying mendid groan, 
And Ghoft did fhriek and fqueal about the ftreets. 
O Cafar, thefe things are beyond all ufe, 
And I do fear them. 

(ef. What can be avoided 


_| Whofe end is purpos’d by the mighty Gods? 


Yet Cafar fhall go forth: For thefe Predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Cefar. 
Calph. When Beggars die there are no Comets feen, 


| The Heavens themfelves blaze forth the death of Princes. 


Caf. Cowards die many times before their deaths, 
The valiant never tafte of death but once: 
Ofall the wonders that I yet have heard, 
It feems to me moft ftrange that men fhould fear, 
Seeing that death, a neceflary end 
Willcome, when it will come. 


Enter a Servant. 


What fay the Augurers? 

Ser. They would not have you ftir forth to daye 
Plucking the Entrails of an Offering forth, 
They could not find a heart within the beaft. 

Caf. The Gods do this in fhame of Cowardife : 
Cefar fhould be a beaft without a heart 


[ Thunder. 
LExeunt. 


Léxit. 


— 


If he fhould ftay at home to day for fear : 
No, Cefar fhall not; Danger knows full well 
That (far is more dangerous than he. 
We hear two Lions litter’d in one day, 
And I the elder and more terrible, 
And Cafar hall go forth, 

Cal. Alas, my Lord, 
Your wifdom is confum’d in confidence : 
Do not go forth to day: Callit my fear, 
That keeps you in the houfe, and not your own. 
We'll fend Wark «Antony to the Senate houfe, 
And he fhall fay your are not well to day: - 
Let me upon my knee prevail in this. . 

Caf. Mark eAntony fhall fay | am not well, 
And for thy humour, I will ftay at home. 


Enter Decius. 


Here’s Decius Brutus, he fhall tell thein fo: 
Dec. Cefar, all hail: Good morrow, worthy Cefar, 
I come to fetch you to the Senate houfe. 
Céf. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my greeting to the Senators, . 
And tell them that | will not come to day : 
Cannot is falfe: and that I dare not, falfer: 
I will not come to day, tell them fo, Decius. 
(al. Say he’s fick. 
Caf. Shall Cefar fend a Lie? 
Have I in Conqueft ftretcht mine arm fo far, 
To be afraid to tell Grey-beards the truth: 
Decius, go tell them Cefar will not come. 
Dec, Mott mighty Cefar, let me know fome caufe, 
Left! be laught at when I tell them fo, 
Cef. The caufe isin my will, I will not come, 
That is enough to fatisfic the Senate, 
But for your private fatisfaction, 
Becaufe I love you, I will let you know. 
Calphurnia here my wife, ftays me at home ‘ 
She dreamt tonight fhe faw my Statue, 
Which like a Fountain , with an hundred fpouts, 
Did run pure blood : and many lufty Romans 
Came fmiling, and did bathe their hands in it: 
And thefe does the apply, for warnings and portents, 


| And evils imminent; and on her knee 


Hath bege’d that I will ftay at home to day. 
Dec. This dream is all amifs interpreted, 

It was a vifion fair and fortunate : 

Your Statue fpouting blood in many Pipes, 

In which fo many fmiling Romans bath’d, 

Signifies that from you great Rome fhall fuck 

Reviving blood, and that great Men hall prefs 

For Tinctures, Stains, Reliques, and Cognifance. 

This, by Calphurzia’s dream is fignified. ~ 
Caf. And this way have you well expounded it. 
Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can fay; 

And know it now, the Senate have concluded 

To give this day a Crown to mighty Cefar. 

If you fhall fend them word you will not come, 

Their minds may change. Befides it were a mock 

Apt to be render’d for fome one to fay, 

Break upthe Senate till another time, 

When Cafar’s wife fhal] meet with better Dreantis: 

lf Cafar hide himfelf, fhall they not whifper, 

Lo, (“far is afraid ? 

Pardon me, Cefar, for thy deat dear love, 

To your Proceeding, bids me tell you this 

And reafon to my love is liable. Dp a 
(ef. How foolith do your fears feem now, Calphurriia? 

Iam afhamed I did yield to them. 

Give me my Robe, for I will go. 
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Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Caska, Trebonius , 
Cinna, and Publius. 


And look where Publiu is come. to fetch me, 
Pub. Good morrow, Cafar. 
Caf. Welcom, Publius. 
What, Brutus, are you ftirr’d fo early too? 
Good morrow, Cuska, Caius Ligarims, 
Cefar was ne’re fo much yout Enemy, 
As that fame Ague which hath made you lean. 
What is’t a Clock 2 
Bru. Cafar, ’tis ftrucken eight. 
Cef. I thank you for your pains and curtefie. 


Enter Antony. 


See Antony, that revels long a-nights, 
Is notwith{tanding up. Good morrow, Antony, 
Ant. So to molt noble Cefar. 
Cef. Bidthem prepare within : 
I am to blame to-be thus waited for, 
Now Ginna, now Metellus : what, Trebonius, 
I have an hours talk in {tore for you: 
Remember that you. call on me to day :.. 
Be near me, that may remember you... 
Treb. Cafar, \ will; and fo near willl be,  - 4 
That your beft Friends fhall wih L had been further. 
Cef. Good Eriends go in, and tafte fome Wine with me, 
| And we (likeFriends) will ftraightway go together. 
Bru. That every like is not the fame, O Cefar, 
The heart of Brutus earns to think upon... LExeunt. 


Eater Artemidorus,, Bye cd 


Calar, beware of Brutus, take heed of Sie come not 
| wear Caska, have an eye to Cinna, truft not Trebonius, mark 
well Metellus Cymber, Decius-Brutus loves thee not.:. Thou 
haft wrong’d Caius Ligarins. There ss but one mind 1 all 
thefe men, and it is bent againft Cxfat : If thou bee not Im- 
mortal, look about you: Security gives way to Confpiracy. The 
mighty Gods defend thees - : 

ss Thy Lover Artemidorus, 


| Here will I ftand, till Cefar pafs along, 

| And as a Sutor will I give him this: 

| My heart laments, that Vertue cannot live 

| Out of the teeth of Emulation. 

| If thou read this, O Gefar, thou mayeft live; 
| If not, the Fates with Traytors do contrive. 


Enter Portia and-Lucius. 


Por. I prythee, Boy, run.to the Senate-houfe, 
| Stay not to anfwer me, but get thee gone, 
| Why doft thon ftay? : 
| Luc. Toknow-my Errand, Madam. 
| Por. 1 would have had thee there and here again 
| E’re I can tell thee what thou fhould’ft do there ;. 
4 OConftancy, be ftrong upon my fide, 
| Set a huge Mountain ’tween my Heart and Tongue ; 
| T havea mans mind, but a womans might - 
| How hard it is for women to.keep counfel. 
Art thou here yet ? 
Luc. Madam, what fhould Ido? 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing elle ? 
| And fo return to you, and nothing elfe ? 
| Por. Yes, bring me word if thy Lord look well, 
For he went fickly forth : and.take good note 
What Cefar doth, what Suitors prefs to him. 
| Hark Boy, what noife is that ? 
Luc. | hear none, Madam. 
| Por, Prythee liften well : 
‘{ heard a bufsling Rumour like a Fray, 


| (At your beft leifure) this bis humble fuit. 


| That touches Cefar nearer. Read it, great Cafar. 


| Popilins Lena {peaks not of 
| For look he fmiles, and Cefar doth not change. 
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And the wind brings it from the Capitol. 


Luc. Sooth, Madam, 1 hear nothing, 
Enter the Soothfayer. 


Por, Come hither fellow, which way haft thou been? 
Sooth. At mine own houfe, good Lady, a 
Por. What is’t a Clock ? 
Sooth, About the ninth hour, Lady. ~ 
Por, Is Cafar yet goneto the Capitol ? 
Sooth. Madam, not yet, Igo to take my ftand, 
To fee him pafs on to the Capitol. 
Por. Thou haft fome fute to Cefar, haft thou not? 
Sooth. That I have, Lady, if it will pleafe Cefar 
To be fo good to.Cafar, as to hear me: 
I fhall befeech him to befriend himfelf. re. 
‘ Por. Why know’ft thou any harm’s intended toward 
im? 
Seoth. None that.I know will be, 
Much that I fear may chance : 
Good morrow-to'you: here the flreet is narrow: 
The throng that follows Czfar at the-heels 
Of Senators, of Prators, common Suitors, 
Will crowd a feeble man (almoft to death; 
I'll get me to a place more void, and there 
Speak to great Cefar as he comes along. 
Por. 1 mult goin: 
Aye me! How weak a thing 
The heart of Woman is? O Brutus, 
The Heavens fpeed thee in thine enterprize. 
Sure the Boy heard me: Brutus hatha fuit 
That Cefar will not grant. O, I grow faints 
Rup, Lucius, and commend me to my Lord, 
Say |am merry; Cometomeagain, . 
And bring me word what he doth fay to thee. 


Aus Tertius. 


Flourifh. 


Caf. A Ides of AZarch are come. 


Sooth. 1, Cafar, but not gone. 
Art, Hail, (afar: read this Schedule. 
Dec. Trebonius doth defire you to o’re-read 


Art. -O Cafar, read mine firft ; for mine’s4' 
Caf, What touches us our felf, fhall be lait ferv'd 
Art. Delay not, Cefar, read it inftantly. 

Caf. What, is the fellow mad? 

Pub. Sirah, give place. 


Caf. What urge you your Petitions in the ftreet? i Me 


Come to the Capitol. 


Pop. 1 with your Enterprizeto day may thrive. rata 
feat, 


Caffi. What Enterprize, Popslius ? 
Pop. Fare you well. 
Brn. What faid Popilins Lena? 


I fear our purpofe is difcovered. 
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Caffi. He wifh’d today our Enterprize might thrive: 1 


aa 
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Bru, Look how he makes. toCefar: markhim. ot 


Caffi. Caska, be fugden, for we fear preventiole 


| Brutus, what fhall be done? If this be know?, 
| Caffivs or Cefar never fhall turn back, ; 
| For I will flay my felf. 


Bru. Caffins be conftant : eee 
our purpofes, 


Caffi. Trebonius knows his time ;. for look you, 
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He draws Mark, Antony out of« the way. 
‘Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? let him go, 
And prefently prefer his fuit to Cefar, 
Bru. He is addreft: prefs near, and fecond him. 
Cin. Caska, youare the firft that rears your hand. 
Cef. Are we allready ? What is now amifs, 
That Cefar and his Senate muft redrefs ? 
M:t, Mott high, moft mighty, and moft puiflant Cefar, 
Meteilus Cimber throws before thy Seat, 
An humble heart. 
Caf. I mult prevent thee, Cimber: 
Thefe couchings, and thefe lowly curtfies 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 
And turn pre-Ordinance, and firft Decree, 
Into the lane of Children, Be not fond, 
To think that Cefar bears fuch Rebel Blood 
That will be thaw’d from the true quality 
With that which melteth Fools, 1 mean, {weet words, 
Low-crooked-curtfies, and bafe Spaniel fawning : 
Thy Brother by Decree is banifhed : 
If chou doft bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 
I fpurn thee like a Cur out of my way : 
Know, Cefar doth not wrong, nor without caufe 
Will he be fatisfied. . 
Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own, 
To found more fweetly in great Cefar’s Ear, 
For the repealing of my banifh’d Brother ? 
Bru. Ukifs thy hand, but not in flattery, Cafar : 
Defiring thee that Publias Comber may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 
Cef. What Brutus ? 
Caffi Pardon, (2far : Cefar, pardon: 
As low as to thy Foot doth Caffizs fall, 
To beg infranchifement for Publius Cimber. 
Cef. Icould be well mov’d, if I were as you, 
If I could pray to move, Prayers would move me: 
But I am conftant as the Northern Star, 
Of whofe true fixt, and refting quality 
There is no fellow in the Firmament, 
The Skies are painted with unnumbred fparks, 
They are all fire, and every one doth fhine : 
But there’s but one in all doth hold his place. 
So, in the World, ’tis furnifh’d well with men, 
And men are flefh and blood, and apprehenfive ; 
Yet inthe number, I do know but one 
That unaffailable holds on his rank, 
Unfhak’d of motion: and that J am he, 
Let me a little fhew it, even in this: 
That I was conftant Givsber fhould be banith’d, 
And conftant do remain to keep him fo. 
Cin. O Cafar. 
Caf. Hence : wilt thou lift up Olympus? 
Dec, Great Cafar. 
Cef. Do not: Brutus bootlefs kneel ? 
Cask, Speak hands for me. 


Cef. Et tu Brute Then fall Cefar. 
Cm, Liberty, Freedom; Tyranny is dead, 

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ftreets, 
Caffi. Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out, 


; Liberty, Freedom, and Enfranchifement. 


Bru, People and Senators, be not affrighted : 
Fly not, ftand ftill, ambitions debt is paid. 

Cask, Goto the Pulpit, Brutus. 

Dec. And Caffius too. 

Bru. Where’s Publius ? : 

Cn. Here quite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met. Stand faft together, left fome friend of Cefar’s 
Should chance-— 

Bru. Talk not of ftanding. Publius, good cheer, 
There is no harm intended to your Perfon, 


| Nor ot no Roman elfe: fo tell them, Publins. 


Caffi. And leave us, Publins, left that the People 
Rufhing onus, fhould do your age fome mifchief. 


They frab Cefar. 


Bru. Do fo, and let no man abide this deed, 
But we the Doers. . 


. Enter Trebonius. 


Caffi. Where is Antony ? 

Treb. Fled to his houfe amaz’d, 
Men, Wives, and Children, ftare, cry out, and run; 
As it were Doomefday. 

Bru, Fates, we will know your pleafures : 
That we fhall dye we know, ’tis but the time 
And drawing days out, that men ftand upon. 

Cask, Why he that cuts off twenty years of life, 
Cuts of fo many years of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is deatha benefit : 
So are we Cafar’s friends, that have abridg’d 
His time of fearing death, ftoop Romans, ftoop, 
And let us bath our hands in Cefar’s blood 
Up to the Elbows, and befmear our Swords: 
Then walk we forth even to the Market Place, 
And waving our red Weapons o’re our heads, 
Let’s all cry Peace, Freedom, and Liberty. 

Caffi. Stoop then, and wath. How many ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be a¢ted over, 
{n States unborn, and Accents yet unknown ? 

Bru. How many times hall Cefar bleed in fport, 
That now on Pompey’s Batis lies along, 
No worthier thar the duft ? 

Caffi. So oft as that fhall be, 
So often fhall the knot of us be call’d, 
The men that gave their Country Liberty. 

Dec. What, fhall we forth? 

Caf. 1, every man away. 
Brutus fhall lead, and we will grace his heels 
With the moft boldeft, and beft hearts.of Rome. 


Enter a Servant. 


Bru. Soft, who comes here ? a friend of Antony’s, 
Ser, Thus, Brutus, did my Mafter bid me kneel ; 

Thus did A4ark Antony bid me fall down, 

And being proftrate, thus he bad me fay, 

Brutus isnoble, Wife, Valiant, and Honett ; 

Cefar was Mighty, Bold, Royal, and Loving : 

Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him ; 

Say, | fear’d Cefar, honour’d him, and lov’d him. 

If Brutus will vouchfafe, that Axtony 

May fafely come to him, and be refolv’d 

How Cefar hath deferv’d to lye in death, 

Mark, Antony fhall not love Cefar dead 

So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 

The Fortunes and Affairs of Noble Brarus, 

Thorough the hazards of this untrod State, 

With all true Faith. So fays my Mafter Aztony, 
Bru. Thy Matter isa Wife and Valiant Roman, 

I never thought him worfe - 

Tell him, fo pleafe him come unto this place 

He fhall be fatisfied, and by my honour 

Depart untouch’d. 
Ser. Pll fetch him prefently. [Exit Servant. 
Bru. 1 know that we fhall have him well to Friend. 
Caffi. | wifh we may: But yet have 1a mind 

That fears him much: and my mifgiving {till 

Falls fhrewdly to the purpofe. 


Enter Antony. 


Bru. But herecomes Antony : 
Welcome, AZark Antony, 
An, Omighty Cefar! doft thou lye fo low ? 
Are all thy Conquefts, Glories, Triumphs, Spoils, 
Shrunk to this little Meafure? Fare thee well. 
| know not, Gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is rank: 
Gec 3 If 
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if I my felf, there is no hour fo fit 
“As Cejur’s seaths hour; nor no inftrument 
Of half that worth, as thofe your Swords; made rich 
With the moft Noble Blood of all this World. 
I do befeech ye, if you bear me hard, 
Now, whil’ft your purpled hands do reek and fmoak 
Fulfil your pleafure. Live a thoufand years, 
{ fhall not find my felf fo apt to dye. 
No place will pleafé me fo, no mean of death, 
As here by Cafar, and by you cut off, 
The Choice and Matter Spirits of this age. 
Bru, O Antony ! Beg not your death of us: 
Though now we muft appear bloody and cruel, 
As by our hands, and this our prefent Ac&t 
You fee we do: yet fee you but our hands, 
And this, the bleeding bufinefs they have done - 
Our hearts you fee not, they are pitiful : 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome, 
As fire drives out fire, fo pity, pity, 
Hath done this deed on Cefar. For your part, 
To you, our Swords have leaden points, Mark Antony; 
Our Arms in ftrength of malice, and our Hearts 
Of Brothers temper, do receive you in, 
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 
Caffi. Your voice fhall be as ftrong as any mans, 
In the difpofing of new Dignities. 
Bru. Only be patient till we have appeas’d 
The multitude, befide themfelves with fear, 
And then we will deliver you the caufe, 
Why I, that did love Cefar when I ftrook him, 
Have thus proceeded, 
Ant. (doubt not of your wifdom : 
Let each man render me his bloody hand. 
Firft, A¢arcas Brutus, will] fhake with you 5 
Next, Cains Caffius, do l take your hand, . 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours, now yours, Metellus 5 
| Yours, Cinna; and my valiant Caska, yours; 
Though laft, not leaft in love, yours, good Trebonius : 
Gentlemen all, alas, what fhall 1 fay, 
My credit now ftands on futh flippery ground, 
That one of two bad ways you muft conceit me, 
Either a Coward, or a Flatterer. 
That I did love thee, Cafar, O ’tis true: 
If then thy Spirit look upon us now, 
Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death, 
To fee thy Avtony making his peace, 
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes? 
Moft Noble in the prefence of thy Coarfe, 
Had I as many eyes, as thou haft wounds, 
Weeping as faft as they ftream forth thy blood, 
It would become me better, than to clofe 
Interms of friendfhip with thine Enemies. 
Pardon me, 7ulus, here was’t thou bay’d brave heart. 
Here didft thou fall, and here thy Hunters ftand 
Sign’d in thy fpoil, and Crimfon’d in thy Lethe. 
O World! thou waft the Foreft to this Hart, 
And this indeed, O World, the Hart of thee. 
How likea Deer, ftricken by many Princes, 
Doft thon here lye ? 
Caffi. Mark, Antony. 
Ant. Pardon me, Cains Caffins : 
The Enemies of Cefar thall fay this: 
Then, ina friend, it is cold Modefty. » 
_ Caffi. [blame you not for praifing Cafar fo, - 
But what compact mean yon to have with us? 
Will you be prick’d in number of our friends, 
-Or fhall we on ; and not depend on you? 
cAnt, Therefore I took your hands, but was.indeed 
Sway’d from the point, by looking down on Cefar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all, 
Upon this hope, that you fhall give me Reafons, — 
Why, and-wherein Cefar was dangerous, «© - 
Bru. Or elfe were this a favage f{pectacle : 
Our reafons ate fo full of good regard, 


S eneimeiadietie aan 


That were you Antony the Son of Cefar. 
You fhould be fatisfied. 
Ant. That’sall I feek, 
And am moreover fuitor that I may 
Produce his Body to the Market-place, 
And in the Pulpit as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his Funeral, 
Bru. You fhall, Adark, Antony. 
Caffi. Brutus, a word with you: 
You know not what you do; do not confeat 
That Aztony {peak in his Funeral : 
Know you how much the people may be mov’d 
By that which he will utter, 
Bru. By your pardon: 
I will my felf into the Pulpit firft, . 
And fhew the reafon of our Cefar’s death, 
What Aneony fhall fpeak, I will proteft 
He fpeaks by leave, and by permiflion : 
And that we are contented Cefar hall 
Have all true Rites, and lawful Ceremonies, 
It fhall advantage more, than do us wrong, 
Caf. 1 know not what may fall, I like it not, ji Ta 
Bru. Mark, Antony, here take you Ceafar’s Body: 9 
You fhall’not in your Funeral fpeech blame us, 
But {peak all good you can devife of Cafar, 
And fay you do’t by our permiffion : 
Elfe fhall you not have any hand at all 
About his Funeral. And you fhall {peak 
In the fame Pulpit whereto I am going, 
After my fpeech is ended. 
Ant. Be it fo: 
I do defire no more, 


Ay 4 


Bru. Prepare the Body then, and follow us. [bak be 


Manet Antony. Soa 
O pardon.me, thou bleeding piece of Earth: 9 + vi 
That | am meek and gentle with thefe Butchers, =] 
Thou art the Ruines of the Nobleft man. 
That ever lived in the Tide of Times. 
Woe to the hand that fhed this coftly Blood. Bape yi: 
Over thy wounds, now do | prophetie, eR ey | 
(Which like dumb mouths do ope their ruby lips; 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue)’ 
A Curfe fhall light upon the limbs of men; 
Domeftick fury, and fierce civil f{trife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of Jtaly : 
Blood and deftruction fhall be foin ufe, 
And dreadful objects fo familiar, i os 
That Mothers fhall but fmile, when they behold: 
Their Infants quartered with the hands of Wat: 
All pity choak’d with cuftom of fell deeds, 
And Cefar’s Spirit ranging for revenge, 
With Ate by his fide, come hot from Hell, 
Shall in thefe Confines, with a Monarch’s voice, — 
Cry havock, and let flip the Dogs of War, © - 
That this foul deed fhall fmell above theearth) 
With Carrion men, groaning for burial. . 


Enter Oktavio’s Servant. 


You fetve Offavins Cefar, do younot ? 


Ser. 1do, Mark, Antony. . 
Ant, Cafar did write for himto come to Rome, 
Ser. He did receive his Letters, and is coming, — 
And bid me fay to you by word of mouth——— 
O Cefar | Dig aes 
Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee a-part and weep: 
Paflion I fee is catching, for mine eyes, oe 
Seeing thofe Beads of forrow ftand in thine, 
Began to water. Is thy Maftercoming? — _ 
Ser. He lies to night within feven Leagues of Rome. 
Ant. Poft back with fpeed, a BHO Be 


“1 And tell him what hath chane’d : . 
| Here isa mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
| No Rome of fafety for Octavius yet, os 


Hie hence, andtellhimfo. Yet ftay a while, 
Thou fhale not back, till [have born this Coarfe 
Into the Market-place: There fhall I try 

In my Oration, how the people take 

The cruel iffue of thefe bloody men, 

According to the which, thou thalt difcourfe 
To young Oéavius of the ftate of things. 

Lend me your hand. 


with the Plebeians, 


Pleb. We will be fatisfied : let us be fatisfied. 


(4ffivs, go you into the other Street, 
And part the Numbers: 
Thofe that will hear me fpeak, let em ftay here ; 
Thofe that will follow Caffins, go with him, 
And publick Reafons fhall be rendred 
Of Cafar’s death. 
1. Pleb. 1 will heat Brutus fpeak, 
2. I will hear Caffivs, and compare their Reafons, 
When feverally we hear them rendred. 
3. The noble Brutus is afcended : Silence. 
Brut. Be patient till the laft. 


Caufe, and be filent, that you may hear. 


low 


art 
itches 


Valour, and Death for his Ambition, 
have | offended. 
fpeak , for him have J offended. 


_ All, None, Brutus, none. 
Brut. Then none have I offended. 


I paufe for a reply. 


fore’d, for which he fuffered death. 


Death. 
All. Live, Brutus, live, live. 
1. Bring bim with Triumph home unto his honfe. 
2. Give him a Statue with his Anceftors. 
3. Let him be Cefar. 
4. Cefar’s detter Parts 
Shall be crown’d in Brutus. 
1, We'll bring him to his houfe 
With Shouts and Clamors, 
Brut. My Country-men— 
2. Peace, filence, Brutus fpeaks. =e 
- 1. Peace, Ho, ncaa 
Brut. Good Country-men, let me depatt alone, 
And (for my fake) ftay here with Antony : en 
Do grace to Cefar’s Corps, and grace his Speech 
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[ @xeunt. 


Enter Brutus, and goes into the Pulpit , and Caffius, 


Brut. Then follow me, and give me audience, Friends. 


Romans, Country-men, and Lovers, hear me for my 
Believe me fo: 
mine Honour, and have refpect to mine Honour, that you 
may believe. Cenfure me in your wifdom, and awake 
your Senfes, that you may the better judge. If there be 
any inthis Affembly, any dear Friend of Cefur’s, tothem 
I fay, That Brutus love to Cafar was no lefs than his. 
then, that Friend demand, why Brutus rofe againtt Cefar, 
this is my Anfwer: Not that’ lov’d Céefar lefs, but that 
I lov’d Rome more, Had you rather Cefar were living, 
and dye all Slaves , than that Cefar were dead, to live all 
Free-men? As Cefar lov’d me, | weep for him; as he was 
fortunate, I rejoyce at it; as he was valiant, I honour 
him: But, as lie was ambitious, I flew him. There is 
Tears for his Love, Joy for his Fortune, Honour for his 
Who is hete fo 
bafe that would be a Bond-man? Jfany, fpeak; for him 
Who is here forude, that would not be 
a Roman ? If any, {peak ; for himhavel offended, ‘Who 
is here fo vile, that will not love his Countrey ? If any, 


I have done no 
more to Cefar than you fhall do to Braus. The Queftion 
of his Death is inroll’d in the Capitol; his Glory not ex- 
tenuated, wherein he was worthy; not his offences en. 


Enter Mark Antony, with Czfar’s Body. 
Here comes his Body, mourn’d by Mark Antony, who 
though he had no hand in his death, fhall receive the bene. 
fit of his dying, a Place in the Commonwealth; as which 
of you fhall not? With this I depart, That as I flew my 
beft Lover for the good of Rome, I have the fame Dagger 
for my felf, when it fhall pleafe my Countrey to need my 
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Tending to (¢/ar’s Glories, which ¢ 97 p 
(By our permiflion ) is allow’d to ae mai 
Ido entreat you, nota man depart, 

Save Talone, till dztony have fpoke. 
1. Stay, Hoe, and let us hear Mark Antony, 
3. Let him go up into the Publick Chair, 
We'll hear him: Noble Axtony, 20 up 
Ant. For Brutus’s fake 1am beholden to you, 
4. What does he fay of Brutus ? 
3. He fays for Bruras’s fake 
He finds himfelf beholden to us all) © 
4. "Twere belt fpeak id harm of Brutus here, 


LExit. 


1° This Cafar wasa Tyrant.” 

3. Nay, thatscertain: = 
We are glad that Romie is rid of him.’ 

2. Peace, let us hear what e4ntony can fay. 

Ant, You gentle Romans—— 

All, Peace, Hoe, Tet us bear him. 

Ant, Friends, Romans, Country-men, lend me your ears: 
I come to bury Czar, not to raife him: 

The evil that men do, lives after them, “ 

The Good is oft interred with the Bones ; 
Solet it be with Cofar. The Nobl& Brutus 

Hath told you, Cefar wasambitions: > 

If it were fo, it was a Brievous fault, 

And grievoufly hath Cefar anfwer’d it 

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reff, 

(For Brutus is an honourable man, 

Soarethey all, all hondurable’men)”’ 

Come I to fpeak in Cefar’s Funeral. 

He was my Friend, faithfal'and juft to me; 

But Brutus fays, He was ambitious, 

And Brutus is an Honourable man. 

He hath brought many Captives home to Rome, 
Whofe Ranfomes did the general Coffers fill ; 
Did this in Cefar feem ambitions? | ’ 

When that the poor'liave cry’d, Céfar hath wept : 
Ambition fhould be'made of fterner Stuff: 

Yet Brutus fays, He was. ambitious, ~ 

And Brutus is an Honourable man. 

You all did fee,” That on the Lupercal, 

I thrice prefented him a Kingly Crown, 

Which he did thrice refufe Was this Ambition ? 
Yet Brutus fays; He was ambitious, 

And fure he isan Honourable man, 

I fpeak not to difprove what Brutus fpoke, 

But here I am to fpeak. what 1 do know; 

You all did love him one, “not without caufe, 
What caufe with-holds you then to mourn for him ? 
O Judgment ! thou art fled to Brutifh Beatfts 
And Men have loft their Reafon. Bear with me, 
My heart isinthe Coffin there with Cejar, 

AndI muft paufe till ir come back to me. 

1. Methinks there is much reafon in his Sayings, 

If thou confider rightly of the matter, 
Cafar has had great wrong, (place. 

3. Has he, Matters ? | fear there willa worfe come in his 

4. Mark’< ye his words? He would not take the Crown, 
Therefore ’tis certain, he was not ambitious. 

1. If it be found fo, fome will dear abide it 

2. Poor Soul ! his eyesare red as fire with weeping. 

3. There’s not a nobler man in Rome than «Antony; 

4. Now mark him, he begins again to {peak, 

Ant. But yelterday the word of Cafar might 
Have ftood againft the World; Now lyes he there; 
And none fo poor to do him reverence, ; 

O Matters! If 1 were difpos’d to ftir yt. 

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, — 

I fhould do Bruéus wrong, and Ca/fins wrong 

Who (youall know) are Honourable men. 

I will not dothem wrong : I rather chufe 

To wrong the dead, to wrong my felf and you, 

Than I will wrong fuch Honourable men. 

But here’s a Parchment, withthe Sealof Cefar, 
ms _I found 


— 
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[ found it in his Clofet, "tis his Will: 
Let but the Commons hear this Teftament : 
(Which pardon me) Ido not mean to read, 
And they would go and kifs dead Cefar’s Wounds, 
And dip their Napkins in his Sacred blood: 
Yea, begahair of him for Memory, 
And dying, mention it within their Wills, 
Bequeathing it as a rich Legacy 
Unto their iffue. 
4 Wee’ll hear the Will, read it, AZark Antony. 
All. The Will, the Will, we will hear Cafar’s Will. 


‘Ant. Have patience, gentle Friends, 1 muft not read it. 


It is not meet you know how Cefar lov’d you: 
You are not Wood, youare notStones, but men: 
And being men, hearing the Will of Cefar, 
it will inflame you, it will make youmad; — 
?Tis good you know not that you are his Heirs, 
For ifyou fhould, O what would come of it? 

4. Read the Will, wee’ll hear it, Antony : 
You fhall read us the Will, Cefar’s Will. 

Ant. Will you be Patient ? will you ftay a while? 
| have o’re fhot my felf to tell you of it, 
| fear I wrong the Honourable men, : 
Whofe Daggers have ftabb’d Cafar : 1 do fear it. 

4. They were Traytors, Honourable men ? 

cl, The Will, the Teftament. 


° 


2. They were Villains, Murderers: the Will, read the 


Will. 
Ant. You will compel me then to read the Will; 
Then make a Ring about the Corps of Cefar, 
And let me fhew you him that made the Will: 
Shall I defcend? and will you give me leave ? 
All. Come down. { 
2. Defcend. 
3. You fhall have leave.. : 
4. A Ring, ftand- round, . a 
1, Stand from the Hearfe, ftand from the Body. 
2. Room for Antony, moft Noble Antony. 
Ant, Nay prefs not fo upon me, ftand far off, 
Ail, Stand back, room, bear back. A 
Ant. \f you have tears, prepare to fhed them now. 
You all do know this Mantle, Iremember 
The firft time ever (afar put it on, 
Twas on a Summers Evening in his Tent,” 
That day he overcame the Nervis 
Look, inthis place ran Caffins’s Dagger through : 
See what a Rent the envious Caska made: 
Through this, the well beloved Brutus ftab’d, 
And as he pluck’d his curfed Steell away, 
Mark how the blood of Cefar followed it. 
As rufhing out of Doors, to be refolv’d, 
If Brutws fo unkindly knock’d, or no: 
For Brutus as you know, was Cefar’s Angel. 
Judge, O you Gods, how dearly Cefar lov’d him: 
This was the moft unkindeft cut of all. 
For when the Noble Cefar faw him ftab, 
Ingratitude, more ftrong than Traitors arms, 
Quite vanquifh’d him : then burft his Mighty heart, 
And in his Mantle, muffling up his face, 
Even at the Bafe of Pompey’sStatue 
(Which all the while ran blood) great Cefar fell. 
O what a fall was there, my Country-men ? 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 
Whilft bloody Treafon flourifh’d over us. 
O now you weep, and I perceive you feel 
The dint of pity : Thefe are gracious drops. 
Kind Souls, what weep you, when you but behold 
Our (éfar’s Vefture wounded ? Look you here, 
Here is Himfelf, marr’d as you fee with Traytors. 
. O piteous Spectacle ! ; 
. ONoble (afar! 
. Owoful day! — 
. O Traytors, Villains! 
. Omoft bloody fight / 


ast, 
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2, We will bereveng’d: Revenge 
About, feek, burn, fire, kill, flay, 
Let not a Traytor live. 
Ant. Stay, Country-men. 
1. Peace there, hear the Noble Antony, ? 
2. Wee'll hear him, wee’ll follow him, wee’ll dye 
with him. a 
Ant. GoodFriends,fweet Friends, let me not ftir youup | 
To fuch a fudden Flood of Mutiny : aa 
They that have done this Deed, are Honourable, 
What private griefs they have, alas I know not, j 
That made themdo it: They are wife and honourable, 
And will no doubt with reafons an{wer you. j 
1 come not (Friends,) to {teal away your hearts ; 
Iam no Orator, as Brutus is 5 
But (as you know meall) a plain blunt man mae 
That love my Friend, and that they know full well, — 
That give me publick leave to {peak of him: j 
For I have neither Wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action nor utterance, nor the power of fpeech, 
To ftir mensBlood. I only fpeak right on: 
I tell you that, which you your felves do know, Ee 
Shew you fweet Ce[ar’s Wounds,poor, poor dumb mouths, | 
And bid them fpeak for me: But were I Bratus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an e4atony 
Would ruffle up your Spirits, and put a Tongue 
In every Wound of Cefar, that fhould move 
The ftones of Rome torife and mutiny. 
All, Wee'll Mutiny. 
1, Wee’ll burn the Houfe of Brutus. 
3. Away then, come feek the Confpirators, J 
eAnt. Yet hear me, Country-men, yet hear me feak,| 
All, Peace ho, hear Antony, moft Noble e4ntony, | 
Ant. Why, Friends, you go to do you know not what.) — 
Wherein hath Cefar thus deferv’d: your loves ? | 
Alas you know not, I muft tell you then: 
You have forgot the Will I told you of. a 
All. Moft true, the Will, let’s tay and hear the Will.) — 
e4nt; Here is the Will, and under Cafar’sSeal: | 
To every Roman Citizen he gives, 
To every feveral man, feventy fiveDrachmaes. =| 
2. Ple. Moft noble Cafar, wee'll reyenge his Death. | 
3. Ple. O Royal Cafar. ihe 
Ant. Hear me with patience. 
All. Peace ho. 
e4nt. Moreover he hath left you all his Walks, 
His private Arbours, and new-planted Orchards: 
On this fide Tyber, he hath left them you, 
And to your Heirs for ever : common pleafures 
To walk abroad, and recreate your felves. 
Here was a Cefar: when comes fuch another ? 
1. Ple. Never, never: come, away, away: 
Wee’ll burn his body in the holy place, 
And with the Brands fire all the Traytors Houfes. 
Take up the Body. 
2. Ple, Go fetch fire. 
3. Ple. Pluck down Benches. hy es 
4. Ple. Pluck down Forms, Windows, any thing. | 
LExeunt Plebeiats: 4 
Ant. Now let it work ; Mifchief thou arta foot, | — 
Take thou what courfe thou wilt. ne Ae 
How now, Fellow ? 


rs 
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_ Enter Servant. 

Ser. Sir, O&avius is already come to Rome. 

Ant, Where is he ? ssepsqige, RGA 

Ser. He and Lepidus are at Cefar’s Houleceey? 1. 4 

Ant, And thither will I ftraight, to vifit him: an | 
He comes upon a wifh. Fortuneis merry, = 
And in this mood will give us any thing. : 

Ser. heard him fay, Brutus and (ajfias Lae 
Are rid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome. =| 

Ant. Belike they had fome notice of the people, : aia.) 


How I had moved them. Bring me to Ofavm. Lh pis ne | 


Eater Cinnathe Poet, and after him the Plebeians. 


Gin. I dreamt to Night, that I did Feaft with Cafar, 

And things unluckily charge my Fantafie ; 

I have no will to wander forth of Doors, 

Yet fomething leads me forth, 

. What is your Name ? 

. Whither are you going ? 

. Where do you dwell ? 

. Are youa Married Man, ora Batchellor ? 
. Anfwer every man directly. 

. I, and briefly. 

. I, and wifely. 

3. 1, and truly, you were beft. 

Cia. What ismy Name? Whither am I going ? Where 
do I dwell ? Amda Married Man, or a Batchellor ? Then 
to Anfwer every Man directly and briefly, wifely and 
truly: wifely, | fay, 1am a Batchellor, 

2. That’s as muchas to fay, they are Fools that Marry : 
you'll bear mea bang for that I fear: Proceed directly. 

Cin. Dire&tly, Lam going to Cefar’s Funeral, 

1. As aFriend, or anEnemy ? 

Cin, As a Friend. 

2, That matter is anfwered direly. 

4. For your Dwelling: briefly. 

Cin. Briefly, | dwell by the Capitol. 

3- Your Name, Sir, truly. 

Gn. Truly my Name is Cénna. 

1, Tear.him to pieces, he’s a Confpirator. 

Cin, Yam Cinna the Poet, 1am Cinna the Poet. 

4. Tear him for his bad Verfes, tear him for his bad 
Verfes, iy 

Cin, 1 am not Cinna the Confpirator. 

4. It is no matter, his Name’s Guna, pluck but his 
name out of his heart, and turn him going. 

3. Tear him, tear him; Come Brands ho, Firebrands : 
to Brutus, to Caffins, burnall. Some to Deciw’s Houles, 
and fome to Caske’s, fome.to Ligarius: Away, go. 
LExeunt all the Plebeians. 


Pe yw DH 


Adtus Quartus. 


Enter Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus. — 


| ite fag many then fhall die, their Names are 


prickt. 
oO. Your Brother too muft die: confent you, Le- 


pidus ? 


Lep. Ido confent. 
O&, Prick him down, Antony, 
Lep. Upon condition Publius hall not live, 


| Whois your Sifters Son, A¢ark, Antony. 


Ant. He fhall not live 3 look, with a {pot, Idamn him. 


| But Lepidus, go you to Cefar’s Houle : 


Fetch the Wall hither, and. we fhall determine 
How to cut off fome charge in Legacies. 
Lep. What? fhall I find you here ? 
O&#, Or here, or at the Capitol. 
Ant. This isa flight unmeritable man, 
Meet to be fent on Errands: isit fit 
The three-fold World divided, he fhould ftand 


LExit Lepidus. 


One of the three to fhare it? . 


O&. So you thought him, 


| And took his Voice who fhould be prickt to dic 
| In our black Sentence and Profeription. 


Ant. Oftavins, Lhave feen more days than yon ; 


| And though we lay thefe honours on this man, 
| To eafe our felves of divers fland’rous loads, ~ 


| The Tragedy of Julius Geefar. 33 
eerste and 


He fhall but bear them, asthe Af bears Gold 
To groan and fweat under the Bufinefs, : 


-| Either led or driven, as we print the -way: 


And having brought our treafure, where we will 
Then take we down his load, and turn him of 
(Like to the empty Afs) to fhake his Ears, 
And graze in Commons. 
O&. You may do your will: 
But he’s a tri’d and valiant Souldier. 
Ant. Sois my Horfe, Octavius, and for that, 
I do appoint him ftore of Provender. 
It is a Creature that I teach to fight, 
To wind, to ftop, to run direétly on : 
His corporal Motion, govern’d by my Spirit, 
And in fome taft, is Lepidus but fo : 
He muft be taught, and-train’d, and bid go forth : 
A barren {pirited Fellow, one that feeds 
On Objects, Arts, and Imitations. 
Which out of nfe, and ftall’d by other men 
Begin his fafhion. Do not talk of him, 
But as a property: and now, O&avius, 
Liften great things. Brutusand(affias 
Are levying Powers, We muftitraight make head: 
Therefore let our Alliance be combin’d, 
Our beft Friends made, and our beft means ftretcht out, 
And let us prefently go fit in Council, 
How covert matters may be beft difclos’d, 
And open Perils fureft anfwered, 
O, Let us dofo: for we are at the ftake, 
And bayed about with many Enemies, 
And fome that {mile have in their hearts, I fear, 
Millions of Mifchiefs. (Exeunt. 


Drum, Enter Brutus, Lucilius, and the Army. Titinius 
and Pindarus meet them. 


Bru. Stand, ho. 
Luc. Give the word, ho, and Stand: 
Bru. What now, Lucilius, is Caffius near? 
Luc. Heis at hand, and Pindarus is come 
To do you falutation from his Matter. 
Bru. He greets me well. Your Matter Pindarus, 
In his‘own change, or by ill Officers, 
Hath given me fome worthy caufe to wifh 
Things done, undone : But if he be at hand, 
I hall be fatisfied. 
Pin. 1 do not doubt 
But that my Noble Mafter will appear 
Such as he is, full of regard, and Honour. 
Bru. He is not doubted. A word, Lucius, 
How he receiv’d you: let me be refolv’d. 
Luc. With curtefie, and with refpect enough, 
But not with fuch familiar inftances, 
Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference, 
As he hath us’d of old: 
Bru. Thou haft defcrib’d 
A hot Friend, cooling : Ever note, Lucius, 
When Love begins to ficken and decay, 
It ufeth an enforced Ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and fimple Faith : 
But hollow men, like Horfes hot at hand, 
Make gallant thew, and promife of their Mettle : 
Low March within, 
But when they fhould endure the bloody Spur, 
They fall their Creft, and like deceitful Jades, 
Sink in the Trial. Comes his Army on? F 
Luc. They mean this Night in Sardis to be quarter’d: 
The greater part, the Horfe in general 
Are come with Caffius. 


Enter Caflius and his Powers. 
Bru. Hark, he is arriv’d : 


March gently onto meet him. 


Caf. 
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Caf. Stand, ho, 
Bru. Stand, ho, fpeak the word along. 


and. 
Caffi. 

Bru, Judge me, youGods; wrong I mine Enemies? 
And if not fo, how fhould I wrong a Brother ? 


Caffi. Brutus, this fober form of yours, hides wrongs, 


And when you do them —— 

Bru, Caffius, be content, 

Speak your gtiefs foftly, Ido know you well. 
Before the Eyes of both our Armies here 

(Which fhould perceive nothing but Love from us) 
Let us not wrangle, Bid them move away: 

Then in my Tent Caffus enlarge your Griefs, 

And I will give you Audience. 

Caffi. Pindarus, 

Bid our Commanders lead their Charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Bru. Lucilins, do you the like, and let no man 
Come to our Tent, till we have done our Conference. 
Let Lucius and Titimus guard our Door. 

Manent Brutus and Caflius. 


Caffi. That you have wrong’d me, doth appear in this 


You have condemn’d, and noted Lucius Pella 

For taking Bribes here of the Sardians ; 

Wherein my Letter, praying on his fide, 

Becaufe I knew the man, was flighted off. 
Bru. You wrong’d your felf to write in fucha cafe. 
Caffi. In fuch a time as this, it is not meet, 

That every nice offence fhould bear his Comment. 
Bru. Let me tell you, Caffixs, you your felf, 

Are much condemn’d to have an itching Palm, 

To fell, and Mart your Offices for Gold 

To Undefervers, 
Cafi., 1, an itching Palm ? i 

You know that you are Brutus that {peaks this, 

Or by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your laft. 
Bru, The name of @affias honours this Corruption, 

And Chaftifement doth therefore hide his head. 
Caf. Chaftifement ? 


Bru. Remember eMarch,the Ides of ALarch remember ; 


Did not great Fulius bleed for Juftice fake ? 
What Villain touch’d his Body, that did ftab, 
And not for Juftice ? What, fhall one of Us, 
That {truck the Formoft man of all this World, 
But for fupporting Robbers: fhall we now 
Contaminate our Fingers with bafe Bribes? 
And fell the mighty fpace of our large Honours 
For fo much trafh, as may be grafped thus ? 
I had rather be a Dog, and bait the Moon, 
Than fuch a Roman. 

Caffi. Brutus, bait not me, 
Pll not endure it: you forget your felf, 
To hedge mein, 1 ama Souldier, 1, 
Older in practice, abler than your felf 
To make Conditions. 

Bru. Goto: you are not Caffius. 

Cafft. Tam. 

Bru. \fay, you are not. 

Caffi. Urge meno more, I fhall forget my felf: 


Have mind upon your health: Tempt me no farther. : 


Bru. Away, flight man. 

Caffi. 1s’t poflible ? 

Bru. Hear me, for I will fpeak. ui 
Mutt I give way, and room to yourrafhCholer? 
Shall I be frighted, when a mad man fares? 

Caffi. O ye Gods, ye Gods, muft Il endure all this? 


Bru. Allthis? I more. Fret till your proud heart break, 


Go thew your Slaves how Cholerick you are, 

And make your Bondmentremble. Mult I budge? 
Mutt I obferve you? Muft I ftand and-crotch 
Under your tefty humour? By theGods — 


Moft Noble Brother: you have done me wrong. 


LExeunt. 
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You fhall digeft the Venom of your fpleen 
Though it do fplit you. For from this day forth, 
Pll ufe you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter, 
When you are wafpith. 

Caffi. 1s it come to this ? 

Bru. Youfay, you are a better Souldier : 
Let it appear fo, make your vaunting true, 
And it fhall pleafe me well. For mine own part, 
I fhall be glad to learn of Noble men, 

Caf. You wrong me every way : 
You wrong me, Brutus: 
I faid, an Elder Souldier, not a Better, 
Did I fay Better ? 

Bru \f youdid, I care not,. 


me. 


Bru. Peace, peace, you durft not fo have tempted him, | — 


Cafi. I durft not. 
Bru. No. : 
Cafi. What? durft not tempt him? 

Bru. For your life you durft not ? . 
Caffi. Do not prefume too much upon my love, 

I may dothat I fhall be forry for. ie 
Bru. Youhave done that you fhould be forry for, 

There is no terror, Caffias, in your threats. 

For lam arm’d fo ftrong in honefty, 

That they pafs by me, as theidle wind, 

Which I refpect not. I did fend to-you 

For certain fums of Gold, which you deny’d me, 

For I can raife no money by vile means : 

By Heaven, [had rather coin my heart, 

And drop my blood for Drachmaes, than to wring 

From the hard hands of Peazants, their vile trahh 

By any indirection. I did fend Vie 

To you for Gold to pay my Legions, sae 

Which you deny’d me : was that done like Caffns? 

Should I have anfwer’d Caius Caffiusfo? Ye 

When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous, 

To lock fuch Rafcal Counters from his Friends, 

Be ready gods with all your Thunder-bolts, 

Dath him to pieces, 

Caffi. 1 deny’d you not. 
Bru. You did. 


Caffi. 1 did not. He was but a Fool ie 3 
That brought my anfwer back. Brutus hath riv’d my heatt, | 


A Friend fhould bear his Friends infirmities, aie 
But Brus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru. 1 do not till you practife them on me. _ 
Caffi. You love me not. 
Bru. 1 do not like your faults. 
Caffi. A Friendly Eye could never fee fuch faults. 


Than ever thou loved{t Caffius. 
Bru. Sheath your Dagger: ao 
Be angry when you will, it fhall have fcope, 
Do what you will, difhonour fhall be humour. 
O, Caffius, you are yoaked with a Lamb 
That carries anger, asthe Flint bearsfire, =~ 
Who much inforced, fhews a hafty fpark, 


et > 
ij . 


ie 


Caffi, When Cafar liv’d, he durft not thus have mov'd | 
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| And ftraight is cold again: 


Caffi. Hath Caffins liv'd 


-{| To be but Mirth and Laughter to his Brutus, 


When grief and blood ill temper’d, vexeth him? 
Bru. When I {poke that, | was ill-temper’d too. 


' Caffi, Do you confefs fo much? Give me your hand. | 


Bra. And my heart too. 

Caffi. O Brutus! 

Bru. What’s the matter ? 

Caffi. Have not you love enough to bear with me, 
When that rafh humour which my Mother gave me 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru. Yes, Caffius, and from henceforth 
When you are over-carneft with your Brutus, 

Hee’il think your Mother chides, and leave you fo. 


Enter a Poet, 


Po. Let me go in to {ee the Generals, 
There is fome grudge between ’em, ’tis not meet 
They be alone. 

Luci. You fhall not come to them. 
' Poet, Nothing but Death fhall ftay me. 

Caffi. How now? What’s the matter ? 


Poet. For fhame you Generals ? what do you mean? 


Love, and be Friends, as two fuch men fhould be, 
For 1 have {een more years I’m fure than ye. 
Caffi, Ha, ha, how vilely doth this Cynick rhime: 
Bra, Get you hence, Sirrah: Sawcy fellow, hence. 
Caf. Bear with him, Brutus, ’tis his fafhion. | 


Bru, Vil know his humour, when he knows his time : 


What fhould the Wars do with thefe jigging Fools ? 
Companion, hence. 
Caffi. Away, away, be gone. 
Brut, Lucilins and Titinius, bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companies to- Night. 


| Cai. And come your felves,and bring A4¢ffala with you 
| Immediately to us. 


Bru, Lucius, a Bowl of Wine. 
(aft. 1 did not think you could have been fo angry. 
Bru. O Caffias, 1 am fick of many griefs. 
Caffi. Of your Philofophy you make no ufe, 
If you give place to accidental evils. 
Brut, No man bears forrow better. Portia is dead. 
Caffi. Ha! Portia? 
Bru. She is dead. 
Caffi. How feap'd I killing, when I croft you fo ? 
O infupportable, and touching lofs ! 
Upon what ficknefs ? 
Bru, Impatient of my abfence : 
And grief, that young Oftavius with Adark Antony, 
Have made themfelves fo ftrong: For with ber Death 
That tydings came. With this fhe fell diftract, 


And (her Attendants abfent) fwallow’d fire, 


Caffi. And dy’d fo ? 
Bra. Even fo. 
Caf. O ye immortal Gods! ~ 


Enter Boy with Wine and Tapers. 


: t 
Bru. Speak no more of her: Give me a Bow] of Wine. 
[ Drinks. 
| Caf. My heart is thirfty for that Noble pledge, 
| Fill, Lucius, till the Wine o’re-fwell the Cup: 


In this I bury all unkindnefs, Caffins 


I cannot drink too much of Brutus’s love, 


Enter Titinius, and Meflala. 


Bru. Come in, Titinins 

| Welcome, good AZeffala: 

Now fit we clofe about this Taper here, 

And call in queftion our neceflities. 
Caffi. Portia, art thou gone ? 


[Exit Poet. 


35 | 
Bru. No more, I pray you, 

Meffala, Ihave here received Letters, 

That young Octavius, and Afark Antony, 

Come down upon us with a mighty power, 

Bending their expedition toward Philippi, 

Meff, My felf have Letters of the felf fame tenure, 
Bru, With what Addition. 

| Mef. That by profcription, and Bills of Outlawry, 

Otavins, Antony, and Lepidus, 

Have put to Death an hundred Senators. 

Bru, Therein our Letters do not well agree : 

Mine fpeak of feventy Senators, that dy’d 

By their profcriptions, Cicero being one, 

Caffi. Cicero one? 
Meff. Cicero is dead, and by that order of profcription. 

Had you your Letters from your Wife, my Lord ? 
Brut, No, Meffala. 
eMef. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 
Bru. Nothing, Meffalz. 

Meff; That methinks is ftrange. 
Bru. Why ask you? 
Hear you ought of her, in yours ? 
Meg; No, my Lord, 
Bru. Now, as you are a’ Roman, tell me true. 
Meff. Then like a Roman, bear the truth | tell, 

For certain fhe is dead, and by ftrange manner. 
Bra, Why, farewel, Portia: we mult dic, Ac{fulz, 

With meditating that fhe muft die once, 

I have the patience to endure it now. . 
Meff. Even fo great men, great lofles fhould endure. 
Caf, 1 have as much of this in Art as you, 

But yet my Nature could not bear it fo. 

Bru. Weil, to our work alive. What do you think 

Of marching to Philippi prefently. 

Caffi, Ido not think it good. 
Bru. Your reafon? 
Caffi. This it is: 

Tis better that the Enemy feek us, 

So fhall he wafte his means, weary his Souldiers, - 

Doing himfelf offence, whilft we lying ftill, 

Are full of reft, defence, and nimblenefs. 

Bru. Good reafons muft of force give place to better: 

The people *twixt Philippi, and this ground 

Do ftand but in a fore’d affection : 

For they have grudg’d us Contribution. 

The Enemy, marching along by them, 

By them fhall make a fuller number up, 

Come on refrefht, new added, and encourag’d; 

From which advantage fhall we cut him off. 

If at Philipps we do face him there, 

Thefe people at aur back. 

Caff: Hear me, good Brother. 
Bru. Under your Pardon. You muft note befide, 

That we have try’d the utmoft of our Friends: 

Our Legions are brim full, our caufe is ripe, 

The Enemy encreafeth every day, 

We at the height, are ready to decline. 

There is a Tide in the affairs of men, 

Which taken at the Flood, leads on to Fortune: 

Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life; 

Is bound in Shallows, and in Miferies. 

On fuch a full Sea, are we now a-float, 

And we mult take the current when it ferves, 

Or loofe our ventures. 

Caffi. Then with your will go on s well along 

Our felves, and meet them at Philipps. 

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk, 

And Nature mult obey Neceflity, 

Which we will niggard with a little reft: 

There is no more to fay. 

Caffi. No more, good night, 

Early to Morrow will we rife, and’/hence. 


Enter 


ws 


eel 


Enter Lucius. 


Bru. Lucius, my Gown: farewel, good AZeffala, 
Good Night, Titeaus : Noble, Noble Ca/ffius, 
Good Night, and good repofe, 
Cali. O my dear Brothet <3, Gea% 
This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never come fuch divilion ’cween our Souls: 
Let it not, Brutus. 


Enter Lucius with the Gown. 


Bru, Every thing is well. 
Cuff. Good Night, my Lord. 
Bru. Good Night, good Brother. 
Tit. Meffa. Good Night, Lord Brutus. 
Bra. Farewel, every one. 
Give me the Gown. Where is thy Inftrument ? 
Luc, Here inthe Tent. 
Bru, What, thou fpeakett drowfily ? 
Poor Knave, | blame thee, thou art o’re-watch’d. » 
Call Claudio, and fome other of my men, 
Il have them fleep on Cufhions in my Tent. 
Luc. Varrus and Clandio. 


Enter Varrus and Claudio. 


Var, Calls my Lord? 

Bru. 1 pray you, Sirs, lie in my Tent, and fleep, 
[t may be I fhall raife you by and by. 
On bufinefs to my Brother Caffims. 

Var. So pleafe you, we will ftand, 
‘And watch your pleafure.. ; 

Bru. 1 will not have it fo: lie down, good Sirs, 
It may be I fhall otherwife bethink me. 
Look Lucius, here’s the Book I fought for fo: 
[putitinthePocketofmyGown. 

Luc. 1 was fure your Lordfhip did not give It me. 

Bru. Bear with me, good Boy, | am much forgetful. 
Cantt thou hold up thy inftrument a ftrain or two. 
And touch thy heavy Eyes a while. 

Luc. 1, my Lord, an’t pleafe you. 

Bra. It does, my Boy ; 
[trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is my duty, Sir. 

Bru. \ fhould not urge thy duty palt thy might, 
I know young bloods look for a time of relt. 

| Luc. {have flept, my Lord, already. 

Bru. It was well done, and thou fhalt fleep again: 
I will not hold thee long. If I dolive, 
I will be good to thee. 


Mufick, and a Song. 


This is a fleepy Tune : O murderous flumber / 
Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy, 

That plays thee Mufick? Gentle Knave, good night: 
| will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee: 
If thou doft nod, thou break’{t thy Inftrument, 

(ll take it from thee, and (good Boy) good night. 
Let me fee, let me fee? isnot the Leafturn’d down 
Where Lleft reading? Here itis, ithink, = 


Enter the Ghoft of Caefar. 


How ill this Taper burns. Ha! Whocomes here Kz 
[think it is the weaknefs of mine Eyes 

That fhapes this monftrous Apparition. 

It comes upon me: Art thou any thing? c? 
Act thou fome God, fome Angel, or fome Dgvil, 
That mak’ft my blood cold, and my hair to flare? 
Speak tome, what thou art. eee 
 Ghoft, Thy evilSpirit, Brutus, 
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Bru. Why com’ft thou ? j : 
Ghoft. To tell thee thou fhalt fee meat Philippi. 
Brut. Well; then I fhall fee thee again? 
Ghoft, 1, at Philipp. 
Bru. Why, 1 will fee thee at Phélipp: then: 
Now I have taken heart, thou vanitheft. 
Ill Spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. 
Boy, Lucius, Varrus, Claudio, Sits: awake: 
Claudio, 
Luci. The ftrings, my Lord, are falfe, 
Bru. He thinks he is ftill at his Inftrument. Lian 
Lucius, awake. . Bi 
Luci, My Lord. oe 
Bru. Didf thou dream, Lwcius, that thou fo cyl 


45 


out ? , at 
Luc. My Lord, Idonot know that! did cry, ie 


pi 


Bru. Yes, thacthou didft, Didft thou fee any thing?| 
Luc. Nothing, my Lord. ~ 
Bru. Sleep again, Lucius; Sirrah, Claudio, Fellow, 4 

Thou, awake. soe dad : 
Var. My Lord. 

Clau. My Lord. © of ¢50 pe 
Bru. Why did you fo cry out, Sirs, in yourSlep? | 
Both. Did we, my Lord ? “ko 
Bru. 1: faw you any thing ? 

Var. No, my Lord, I faw nothing. 

Clau. Nor 1, my Lord. 

Bru. Go, and commend me to my Brother Caffi 

Bid him fet on his powers betimes before, 

And we will follow. 

. Both. It fhall be done, my Lord. 


\ aoe bs 
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Aéius Quintus. 2 " 4 


OFa NE W, Antony, our hopes are anfwered 
You faid the Enemy would not come 
But keep the Hills and upper Regions: Tole 
[t proves not fo: their Battels are at hand, 
They mean to warn us at Philipps here : oA 
Anfwering before we dodemand of them.” » 

Ant. Tut Lam intheir bofoms, and] know — 
Wherefore they do it: They could be content 9 
To vifit other places, andcomedown 
With fearful bravery : thinking by thisface 
To faften in our thoughts that they have Courage 
But ’tis not fo. 


Enter aMel nger. 


Me. Prepare you Generals, 
The Enemy comes on in gallant fhew: 
Their bloudy fign of Battel ishung out, > | 
And fomething to be done immediately. _ 
eAnt. Oftavins, lead your Battel foftly on 
Upon the left hand of the evil Field. 
Oéa. Upon the right hand 1, keep thou tne 
Ant. Why do you erof me in this exigent f 
Oéta. 1 do not crofs you: but I will do fo. 


Drum, — Enter Brutus, Caflius, and theit 7 eis ait i 
Bru. They ftand, and would have parley. ee 
Caffi. Stand falt, Titimtus, we act oae ‘ad talk. et 

Offa. eAark Antony, thall we give fign of Battel 
Ant. No, Cajar, we will anfwer on theit Charge. 
Make forth, the Generals would have fome words. 

Oéta, Stir not until the Signal. gh 

Bru. Words before blows : is it fo, Country-men? 


Oo 


f, 


Oéta. Not that we love words better, as you do, 
Bru. Good words are better than bad ftrokes, Oavius. 


Witnefs the hole you made in (4fars heart, 
Crying, long live, hail Cefar. 
Caffi. Antony, 
The pofture of your blows are yet unknown; 
Bur for your words, they rob the Hibla Bees, 
And leave them Honey-lefs. 
Ant. Not ftinglefs too. 
Bru. O yes, and foundlefs too : 
For you have ftoln their buzzing, Antony, 
And very wifely threat before you fting. 
Ant, Villains : you did not fo, when your vile Daggers 
Hack one another in the fides of Cefar ; 
You fhew’d your teeth like Apes, 
And fawn’d like Hounds, 
And bow’d like Bondmen, kifling Cefar’s feet : 
Whilft damned Caska, like a Cur, behind 
Struck Cafar on the neck. O you flatterers! saad 
Caffi. Flatterers ? Now Brutus thank your felf : 
This tongue had not offended fo to day, 
If Caffins might have rul’d. 
Oita. Come, come, the caufe. Ifarguing make us fwet, 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops: 
Look, I draw a Sword againft Confpirators, 
When think you that the Sword goes up again ? 
Never till Cefar’s three and thirty wounds 
Be well aveng’d ; or till another Ce/ar 
Have added Slaughter to the Sword of Traytors. 
Brus Cefar, Thoucanft not die by Traytors hands, 
Unlefs thou bringft them with thee. 
Offa. So I hope: ; 
I was not born to die on Brutus Sword. 
Bru. O if thou wert the Nobleft of thy Strain, 
Young-man, thou couldft not die more honourable, 
Caffi. A peevifh School-Boy, worthies of fuch honour 
Join’d with a Masker and a Reveller. 
Ant, Old Caffius ftill. 
Oita, Come, «4ntony: away: 
Defiance, Traytors, hurle we in your teeth. 
If you dare fight to day, come to the field: 
If not, when you have ftomachs. . 
[Exit Oftavius, Antony, and Army. 
Caffi. Why now blow wind, {well billow, 
And {wim Bark : 
The Storm is up, and all is on the hazard. 
Bru. Ho, Lucikins, hark, a word with you. 
Lucillius, and Meflala ftand forth. 
Luc. My Lord. 
Caf. Meffala. 
Meffa What fayes my General ? : 
Caf Meffala, this is ny Birth-Day: as this very day 
Was Caffins born. Give me thy hand, Meffala : 
Be thou my witnefs, that againft my will, 
(As Pompey was) am J compell’d to fet 
Upon one Battel all our Liberties. 
You know that I held Epicurus ftrong, — 
And his opinion ; Now I change my mind, 
And partly credit things that do prefage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our former Enfign, 
Two mighty Eagles fell, and there they pearch’d, 
Gorging and feeding from our Souldiers hands, 
Who to Philippi here conforted us: 
This Morning are they fled away, and gone, _ 
And in their fteads, do Ravens, Crows and Kites, 
Fly o’re our heads, and downward look on us 
As we were fickly prey ; their fhadows feem 
A Canopy moft fatal, under which 
Our Army lies, ready to give up the Ghoft. 
Meffz. Believe not fo. . 
Caffi. I but believe it partly, 


| For am freth of fpirit, and refolv’d 


To meet all peril, very conftantly. 
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Ant. In your bad ftrokes, Brutus, you give good words, | The gods to day ftand friendly, 
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Bru. Even {o, Lucillin, 
Caffi. Now moft Noble Brutus, * 
( that we may 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age. 
But fince the affairs of men refts {till incertain, 
Lets reafon with the worft that may befal. 
If we do lofe this Battel, then is this 
The very Jaft time we fhall {peak together : 
What are you then determined to do? 
Bru. Even by the rule of that Philofophy, 
By which I did blame Cato, for the death 
Which he did give himfelf, I know not how: 
But I do find it Cowardly, and vile, 
For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent 
The time of life, arming my felf with patience, 
To ftay the providence of fome high Powers, 
That govern us below. 
(afi. Then if we lofe this Battel, 
You are contented to be led in triumph 
Through the ftreets of Rome. 
Bru, No, Caffins, no: 
Think not thou, Noble Romaz, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome, 
He bears too great a mind, But this fame day 
Moft end that work, that Ides of e#/arch begun. 
And whether we fhall meet again, | know not: 
Therefore our everlafting farewel take : 
For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caffins, 
If wedo meet again, why, we hall {mile: 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 
Caf. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus : 
If we do meet again, wee’l {mile indeed ; 
If not, "tis true, this parting was well made. 
Bra. Why then lead on. O thata man might know 
The end of this days bufinefs, ere it come : 
But it fufficeth, that the day will end, 
And then the end is known. Comeho, away. [Exeunt. 
eAlarum. Enter Brutus and Meffala. ; 
Bru. Ride, ride, Meffala, ride and give thefe Bills 
Unto the Legions, on the other fide. « ; 
[ Loud Alarum. 
Let them fet on at once: for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Oétavio’s Wing : 
And fudden pufh gives them the overthrow : 
Ride, ride, A4effala, let themallcome down.  [Exeunt. 


Alarums. Enter Cailius and Titinius. 
Caffi. Olook, Titinins, look, the Villains fly ; 

My {elf have to mine own turn’d Enemy : 

This Enfign here of mine was turning back, 

I flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 
Titin, O Caffins, Brutus gave the word too early; 

Who having fome advantage on Odtavius 

Took it too eagerly: his Souldiers fell to {poil, 

Whilft we by Antony are all inclos’d, 


Enter Pindarus. 


Pind, Fly further off my Lord : fly further off, 
Mark, Antony is in your Tents, my Lord : 
Fly therefore, Noble Caffas, fly far off. a 
Caffi. This Hillis far enough. Look, look, Téténius, 
Are thofe my Tents where I perceive the fire ? 
Tit. They are, my Lord. 
Caffi. Titinins, if thou loveft me; 1025 
Mount thou my Horfe, and hide thy Spurs in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder Troops, 
And here again, that I may reft affur’d 
Whether yond Troops are Friend or Enemy. ac 
Tit. I will be here again, — with ; boat LExit, 
afi. Go, Pindarus, get thither on t i 
Caffi. GO, aioe My 


sd 
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|My fight was ever thick: regard, Tétinius, Alas, thou haft mifconftrued every thing. 
rege me what thou nak dont the field. But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, 
This day I breach’d firft, time is come round, Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, andl 

| And where I did begin, there fhall I end, Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace, 
My life is run his compafs. Sirrah, What news ? And fee how I regarded Cains Caffius : 

‘Pind, Above. O, my Lord. By your leave, gods: This is a Romans part, ee 

Caffi. What news? Come Caffius Sword, and find Titénins heart, ' CDi.) 4 

Pind. Titinius is enclofed round about eae 
With Horfemen, that make to him on the Spur, Alarum, Enter Brutus, Meflala , young Cato, | 
Yet he fpurs on. Now om are —s ns him ; Strato, Volumnius, and Lucillius. 

tint w fome light: O he lights too. - 
aos lige te : : [Shout.| Bru. Where, where, Meffala, doth his Body lie? | 
And hark, they fhout for joy. Maeffa. Lo yonder, and Titiius mourning it, | 

(afi. Come down, behold no more ; Bru, (itvnius face is upward, 5 ba | 
O Coward, that Lam, to live fo long, | Cato. He is flain. 

To fee my beft Friend tane before my Face. Bru. O Fulius Cefar,thou art mighty yet, ie 
Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our Swords = | 
Enter Pindarus, In our own proper Entrails. [Low Alarms. 

. Cato, Brave Titimius, re tyitits 
Come hither Sirrah; In Parthia did I take thee Prifoner, | Look where he-nave not Crown’'d dead Caffias, | 
And then I fwore thee, faving of thy life, Bru. Are yet two Romans living fuch asthefe2? ¢. | 
That whatfoever I did bid thee do, The laft of ali the Romans, fare thee well: 
Thou thouldft attempt it. Come now, keep thine Oath, | It is impoflible that ever Rome Fats V4 
Now be a Freeman, and with this good Sword Should breed thy Fellow: Friends I owe moe tears 
That ran through Cefars Bowels, fearch this Bofom, To this dead man, than you fhall {ce me pay, > 
Srand not to Anfwer: Here, take thou the Hilts, I fhall find time, Ca/fivs : 1 fhali find time. | dood 
And when my face is cover’d, as’tis now, 5 Come therefore, and to Tharfus fend his body, 
Guide thou the Sword —— Cefar thonart reveng’d, His Funerals fhall not beinourCamp, . > |) 
Even with the Sword that kill’d thee, [Kills him, | Left it difcomfort us. Lucillins come, _ 

Pin. So, 1 am free, sim And come, young Cato, let us to the Field, 
Yet would not fo have been, By Labio and Flavius, {et our Battelson: | 
Durft I have done my will, O Caffius,. ’Tis three a Clock, and Romans yet ere night, 
Far from this Country, Pindarus thall run, We fhall try Fortune in a fecond fight. 

Where never Roman dhall take note of him. 


‘ 
lary 4 


eee SSK al Alarum, Enter Brutus, Meflala, Cato, Lucillius, i i 
be id Flavius. a 
Enter Titinius, and Meffala. | w i 


Bre. Yet Countrymen: O yet, hold up your! 
Meffa, Itis but change, Titinius: for Ofavius | (ato. What Baftard doth not ? who will gowi 
{s overthrown by Noble Brutus power, {I will proclaim my name about the field. j 
As Caffins Legions are by Antony. {1 am the Son of AZarcus Cato, ho. 
Titin. Thee tidings will well comfort Caffius. | A Foe to Tyrants, and my Countreys Friend. 
eMeffa. Where did you leave him? | I am the Son of AZarcus Cato, ho. lie 
Titin. Al! difconfolate, Enter Souldiers and fight. 
With Pindarus his Bondman, on this Hill, And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I. iW 
Meffa. 1s not that he that lies upon the ground ?._.| Bratus my Countries Friend: know me for Bratus, 
Titi, He lies not like the Living. O my heart! Luc. O young and Noble Cato, art thou down? 
Meffa. \s not that he ? ; Why now thou dyeft, as bravely as Titinius, | 
Titin, No, this was he, A4effala, And may’ft be honour’d being Cato’s Son, 
| But Caffivs is no more. O fetting Sun: Sould. Yield, or thou dyeft. 
| Asin thy red Rayes thou doft fink to night ; Luc. Only | yield to die : a a 
| So in his red blood Caffius day it fet. There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraights 
The Son of Rome is fet, Our day is gone, Kill Brutus, and be honour’d in, his Death, +a 
| Clouds, Dews, and Dangers come; our deedsaredone:|  Sould. We muft not: a Noble Prifoner. - 
| Miftruft of my fuccefs hath done this deed. stag al 
| Meffa Miftruft of good fuccefs bath done this deed. ee Enter Antony. 
O hateful Error, Melancholies Child: 


Why doft thou fhew to the apt thoughts of men, 2, Sould. Room ho: tell Antony, Brutus is tan, | 
The things that are not? O Error foon conceiv’d, 1. Sould. VII tell thee news, here comes the General,’ | 
Thou never com’ft unto a happy Birth, Brutus istane, Brutus is tane, my Lord. 164 | 
But kill’ the Mother that engendred thee. Ant. Where ishe? 
Tit. What Pindarus ? Where art thou, Pindarus? 
Meffa. Seek him, Titinius: whiilt 1 go tomeet 
The Noble Brutus, thrufting this report 
Into bis Ears; I may fay, thrufting it: 


Luc. Safe ~Antony, Brutus is fafe enough: =| 
I dare affure thee, thatnoEnemy 5 Barge 
sk Shall ever take alive the Noble Brutus: 103 OE 
is E = The gods defend him from fo greata fhame, . 0. © || 
| For piercing Steel, and Darts invenomed. | When you do find him or alive, or dead, i 
Shall be as welcome to the Ears of Brutus, He will 


Ant. This is not Brutus, Friend, but 1 allure yO" « 

Tot. Ele you, Mafalai t yar A prize no lefs in worth : keep this man fale 0” | 
And I will feek for Pindarusthe while: Give him all kindnefs, I had rather have =) 0 8) 
Why didft thou fend me forth, brave Caffins ? Such men my Friends, than Enemies. Goo). <4 
Did I not meet thy Friends, and.did not they ~ | And fee where Brutus be aliveordead,. J...) 9 
Put.on my brows this wreath of Victory, 


And bring us unto Oétavins Tent, | jo ini a 
And bid me give it thee ? Didft thou.not hear their fhouts? | How every thing ischanc’d.) 2 : inG iis 3 


[ 
s 
be found lik ike himeelf, cove.) 
As tydings of this fighe, found Like Braceptibs binnleti aaa A 
& 


Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, 
b | -and Volumnius, 


Mm  - Bru, Come,poor remains of Friends, reft on this Rock, 
i Cit. Statillins fhew’d the Torch-light, but, my Lord, 
He came not back, he is, or cane, or flain. | 


ym Bra. Sit thee down, Ctitus = flaying is the word, 
la, It is a deed in fathion, Hark thee, Cheas. 
% Cit. What i, my Lord? No, not for all the Werld. 
ish Bru, Peace then, no worcs, 
iy, Clit. Vil rather kill my felf. 
Bru. Hark thee, Dardanins. 
Dard. Shall 1 do fucha Deed ? 
rN, Clit. O Dardanius. : 
lt Dar, O Clitus. , 
Cit, What ill requeft did Brutus make to'thee? 
Dar. To kill him, Clitus : look he meditates. 


ts Clit. Now is that Noble Veflel full of grief, 
thy Fhat it runs over even at his Eyes. 
i Bru, Come hither, good Volumuius, lift a-word. 


Volum, What fays, my Lord ? 
Bru. Why this, Volumnius : 


oa The Ghoft of Cafar hath appeat’d to me 
ie Two feveral times by night: at Sardis, once ; 
ee And this laft night, here in Philippi-fields : 
tik [ know my hour is come. : 
h Volum, Not fo, my Lord. © 
af Bru, Nay, lam fure it is, Volumnius. 
Fi Thou feeft the World, Volumnius, how it goes, 
ap Our Enemies have beat us to the Pit: [Low Alarum. 
can It is more worthy, to leap in our felves, 
i, Than tarry till they pufhh us. Good Volumnius, 
: Thou knoweft that we two went to School together : 

Cat Even for that our love of old, | prethee 

_ | Hold thou my Swords Hilt, while I run on it. 

Fol. That’s not an office for a Friend, my Lord. 

Nd up [Alar nm frill. 


0 wil Clit. Fly, fly, my Lord, there isno tarrying here. 
d, Bru. Farewel to you, and you, and you, Volumnius. 
| Strato, thou haft been all this while afleep : 


Frien, Farewel to thee, to Strato, Countrymen : 
My heart doth joy, that yet all my life, 
af I found no man, but he was true to me. 
H) 


| I fhall have glory by this loofing day, 
More than Offavins and Adark Antony, 
| By this vile Conqueft fhall attain unto. 
So fare you well at once, for Brurus tongue 


= 
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Fath almoft ended his lives Hiftor ys 

Night hangs upon mine Eyes. My Bones would reft, 

That-have but labour’d, to attain this hour. 

Alarum, — Cry within. Flie fie, flie. 

Ch. Flie, my Lord, flie. 
Bru. Hence: I wilifotlow : 

I prethee, Strato, {tay thou by thy Lord 

Thou arta Fellow of a good refpect : 

Thy life hath had fome fmatch of honour in it, 

Hold then my Sword, and turn away thy face, 

While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato? 
Strat. Give me your hand fir{t. Fare you well, my Lord. 
Bru. Farewel, good Strato, — Cafar, now be fill, 

[ kill’d not thee with half fo good a will. [ Dies, 


? 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter Antony, Octavius, Meffala, 
Lucillius, and the Army, \ 


Oda. What-man is that ? 
Meffz. My Mafters man. Strato, where is thy Matter ? 
Stra, Free from the Bondage youare.in, Adeffalas 
The Conguerours can but make a fire of him : 
For Brutus only overcame himfelf, 
And no man elfe hath honour by his Death. 
Luct. So Brutus fhould be found. | thank thee, Brutus, 
That thou haft prov’d Lucillins faying true. 
Oita, All thatferw’d Brucus | will entertain them, 
Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy time with me? 
Stra. 1, if Aeffala will prefer me to you. 
Ota. Do fo, good AMeffala. 
Meffa. How died my Lord, Strato? 
Stra. 1 held the Sword, and he did run on it. 
Meffa. Offavins, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateft fervice to my Matter. 
Ant. This was the Nobleft Roman of them all: 
All the Confpirators fave only he, 
Did that they did, in envy of great Cefar : 
He, only ina general honeft thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle, and the Elements 
So mixtin him, that Nature might ftand up, 
And fay toall the World; This was a man. 
Otta. According to his Vertue, let us ufe him 
With all refpect, and rites of Burial, . 
Within my Tent his Bones to night fhall lie, 
Moft like a Souldier, ordered honourably : 
So call the field to reft, and let’s away, 
To part the glories of this happy day, 


LExeunt omnes. 


Aus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witches. 


i, HEN hall we three meet again ? 
In Thunder, Lightning, orin Rain? 
2. When the Hurly-burly’s done, 
When the Battel’s loft and won. ‘ 
3. That will be e’re the fet of Sun, 7 
. Where the place? rid Ry i 
. Upon the Heathen silico offs «: Pa. 
. There to meet with Macbeth. he 
. Lcome, Gray-AMalkin. ». bia i 
cAll, Padocke calls anon: Fair.is foul, and foul is faic. 
Hover through the fog and filthy air. 


Scena Secunda. 


Alarum within. Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbaine,, 
’ Lenox, with. Attendants, meeting 
a, bleeding Captain. 


Uae Abe Be Bedi tl OFF = 3 
King. What bloody manis that? He can report, , .. 
As feemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The neweft ftate. 
eal. This is the Serjeant, ; 

Who like a good and hardy Souldier fought 

*Gainft my Captivity: Hail, hail, brave Friend ; 

Say to the King, the knowledge of the broyl, 

As thou didft leave it. — 

| Cap.-Doubtful it flood, 

-Astwotpent Swimmers, that do cling together, 

And choak their Art: The mercilefs AZacdonnel 

(Worthy to be a Rebel, for to that 

The multiplying villanies of Nature 

Do fwarm upon him) from the weftern Ifles 

Of Kernes and Gallow glafles is fupply’d, 

And Fortune on his damned Quarry fmiling, 

Shew’d like a Rebels whore: But all’s too weak : 

For brave Aacheth (well he deferves that name) 

Difdaining Fortune with his brandifht Steel, 

Which {moak’d with bloody execution 

Like Valours Minion) carv’d out his paflage, 

.| Till he fac’d the Slave: ; : 
Which never fhook hands, nor bid farewel to him, 
Till he unfeam’d him from the Nave to th’ Chops, 
And fix’d his head upon our Battlements. 

| King. O valiant Coufin, worthy Gentleman. 

Cap. As whence the Sun gins his reflection, 


LExeunt. 


Shipwracking ftorms and direful Thunders breaking 
So trom that fpring, whence comfort feem’dtocome, | 
Difcomfort fwells: Mark, King of Scotland, mark, betes 
No fooner Juftice had with Valour arm’d, ees 
Compell’d thefe skipping Kernes to truft their heels, 
But the Norweyan Lord furveying vantage, Gk 
With furbufht arms and new fupplies of men, 
Began a freth affaulc. 

King.. Difmmaid not t 


t Banquo ? 


Cap. Yes, as Sparrows Eagles; 
Or the Hare'the Lion. ‘ 
If Ifayfooth, 1 muft report they were 
As Cannons overcharg’d with double Cracks, 
So they doubly redoubled ftroakson the Foe: 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking Wounds, — 
Or memorize another Golgotha, agg 
I cannot tell: But am faint, 
My Gathes cry for help. aks 
King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds, 
They {mack of Honour both: Go, get him Surgeons. 


Enter Rofle and Angus, 


Who comes here ? 

Mal. The worthy Thaze of Roffe. 

Len, What haft looks through his eyes? +. 
So fhould he look, that feems to fpeak things ftrange. | 
Roffe, God fave the King,» eis 2 

King, Whencecam’ft thou, worthy Thane ? 

Rofe From Fife, great King, Pas 
Where the Norweyan Banners flout the Skyy ~~ 
And fanour peoplecold. ae 
Norway himfelf, with terrible numbers, i 
Affifted by that moft difloyal Traytor, 

The Thane of Cawdor, began a difmal Conflict, 

Till that Belona’s Bridegroom, lapt in proof, 
Confronted him with felf-comparifons, ages 
Pointagaintt Point, rebellious Arm *gainft Arm, 
Curbing his lavith {pirit ; And to conclude, i 
The victory fell on us. RE Re 

King. Great happinefs. Nee ge 

Rof That now Sweno, the Newayds King, 
Craves compofition : pee ie 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 

Till he disburfed, at Saint Colmes-hill, 
Ten thoufand Dollars, to our general ufe. f 

King. No more that Thane of Cawdor fhall deceive 


Our bofom intereft: Go, pronounce his pref deaths 


oes 


acks, 
Foe: 
Vounh ” 


.: 


gas 
hin 


‘Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 


-| And yet are on’t? Live you, or are you ought. 


| By each at once her choppy finger laying 
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And with his former Title, great Macbeth. 
Rofe. Vil fee it done. tie 
Kiag. What he hath loft, noble AZacbeth hath won. 
{ Exeunt, 


Scena Tertia. 


Thunders Enter the three Witches. 


1. Where haft thou been, Sifter ? 

2. Killing Swine. 

3. Sifter, where thou ? 

1. A Saylors wife had Cheftnuts in her Lap, _ 
And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht: 
Give me, quoth I. 
Anoynt thee, Witch, the Rump:-fed Ronyon cries. 

er husband’s to ~4leppo gone, Malter o’th? Tiger: 
But ina fieve Ill thither fail, 
And like a Rat without a Tail, 
Pil do, PIldo, and Pll do, 

2. Pil givethee a wind, 

1, Th’art. kind. 

3. And I another. 

1, I my felf have all the other, 
And the very Ports they blow, 

All the Quarters that they know. 
I’th’ Shipman’s Card. 

Vl drain him dry as Hay: 
Sleep fhall neither night nor day, 
Hang upon his Pent-houfe Lid : 
He hall live a man forbid : 
Weary Sev’nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine: 
Though his Bark cannot be loft,.. 
Yet it thall be Tempeft-toft. 
Look what I have. 

2. Shew me, fhew me. « : 

1. Here, [havea Pilow’s Thumb, 
Wrackt as homeward he did come. 

3. A Drum, a Drum: 
eMacheth doth come. __ 

All, The‘weyward Sifters, hand in hand,” Wygyd-_ 


[Drum within. 


Pofters of the Sea and Land, % ies ! 
Thus do go, about, about, Wizard Pay: $2. 


And thrice again to make up nine. 
Peace, the Charm’s wound up.. 


Enter Macbeth and Banquo. 


Mach. So foul and fair a day I have not feen. 

Bang. How far is’t call’d'to Soris? » what are thefe ? 
So wither’d, and fo wild in their attire, 
That look not like th’ mhabitans o’th’ Earth, 


That man may queftion? You feem to underftand me, © 


Upon her skinny Lips: You fhould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are fo. 
Macb. Speak if you can: What are you? 
1. All hail, A#acbeth, hail to thee, Thane of Glamis. 
2. All hail, A¢acherh, hail to thee, Thane of Cawdor, 
3. All hail, Adacheth, that fhalt be King hereafter. 
Ban, Good Sir, why do you ftart and feem to fear 
Things that do found fo fair ? [’th’ name of Truth, 
Are ye fantaftical, or that indeed © 
Which outwardly ye fhew ? My noble Partner, 
You greet with prefent Grace, and great Prediction 
Of Noble having, and of Royalhope, 
That he feems wrapt withal; to me you fpeak not. 
If you can look into the Seeds of Time, — 
And fay, which Grain will grow, and which will not, 
Speak then tome, who neither beg, norfear 


tit total thump 


hi 


Your favours, nor your hate. 

1. Hail. 

2. Hail. 

3. Hail. *, 

1, Lefler.than AZacheth, and greater. 

2. Not fohappy, yet much happier. 

3. Thou fhalt get Kings, though thou be none: 
So all hail, Adacbeth and Banquo. 

1. Banquo and Macbeth, ail hail. 

Mab. Stay, you imperfect Speakers, tell me more: 
By Sinel’s death | know L am Thane of Glamis, 
But how of Cawdor ?. The Thane of Cawdor lives, 
A profperous Gentleman: And to be King, 


Stands not witiin the profpectof belief, , 


No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this ftrange intelligence, or why, 
Upon this blafted heath you {top our way 
With fuch Prophetique greeting ? 
Speak, I charge you. . [Witches vanifh. 
Bang. The Earth hath bubbles, as the water has. - 
And thefe are of them: Whither are they vanith’d 2+ 
«Mach. Into the Air:.and what feem’d corporal, 
Melted, as breath into the wind, : 
Would they had ftaid. 
Banq. Were fuch things here, as we do {peak about? 
Or have we eaten of the infane Root, 
That takes the Reafon Prifoner ? 
Macb. Your Children hall be Kings. 
Bang. You fhall be King. 
Mach. And Thane of Cawdor too: Went it not fo? 
Bang. To th’ felf-fame tune, and words: Who’s here? 


Enter Rofle and Angus. 


__ Roffe. The. King hath happily receiv’d, Atacheth, 
The news of thy Sucééfs: and when he reads 
Thy perfonal Venture inthe Rebels fighr, 

His wonders and. his Praifes do contend, . 

Which fhould be thine or his: Silenc’d with that; 
In viewing o’re the reft o’th’ felf-fame day, 

He finds thee in the ftout Norweyan Ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thy felf didft make 
Strange Images of death, as thickas tale 

Can poft with Poft, and every one did bear 

Thy praifes in bis Kingdoms great defence, 
And pour’d them down before him. 

cing. Weare fent, 
To give thee, from our Royal Mafter, thanks, 
Only to herald thee into his fight, 
Not pay thee. 

Roffe. And for an earneft of a greater honour, 
He bad. me, from him, ca!l thee Zhaze of Cawdor : 


| In whichaddition, hail, moft worthy Thaze, 
-| For it is thine. 


Bang. What, can the Devil fpeak true? 
each. The Thane of Cawdor lives: 
Why do you drefs me in his borrowed Robes ? 
Ang. Who was the Thane, lives yet, 
But under heavy judgment bears that life, 
Which he deferves to lofe. 
Whether he was combin’d with thofe of A{orway; 
Or elfe did line the Rebel with hidden help, © 
And vantage; or that with both he labour’d 
In his Countreys wrack, I know not: 
But Treafons Capital, confefs’d, and prov’d, 
Have overthrown him. 
Mach. Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor : 
The greateft is behind. Thanks for your pains. 
Do you not hope your Children fhall be Kings, 
When thofe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis’d no lefs to them ? 
Bang. That trufted home, 
Might yet enkindle you into the Crown, 
Belides the Thane of Cawdor: But’tis ftrange : 


—Ddd 3 And 


Came 
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And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 
The inftruments of Darknefs tell us Truths, 
Win us with honeft trifles, to betray’s 

In deepeft confequence. 

Coulins, a word, I pray you. 

Mach. Two truths are told, 

As happy Prologues to the fwelling Act 

Of the imperial Theam. Ithank you, Gentlemen : 

This fupernatural folliciting 

Cannot be ill; cannot be good. 

if ill? Why hath itgiven me carneft of fuccefs, 

Commencingina Truth? Lam Thane of Cawdor. 

If good? Why dol yield tothat fuggeftion, 

Whole horrid Image doth unfix my heir, Pete 

And make my feated heart knock at my Ribs, 

Againft the ufe of nature ? Prefent fears 

Are lefs than horrible imaginings : i 

My thought, whofe murther yet is but fantaftical, 

Shakes fo my fingle ftate of man. 

That funétion is fmother’d in furmife, 

Andnothingis, but what isnot, 

Ban. Look how our Partner’s rapt. 
Mach. 1f Chance will have me King, 
Why Chance may crown me 
Without my ftirr. 
Ban. New honours come upon him, ; 
Like our ftrange Garments, cleave not to their mould, 
But with the aid of ufe. 
Macb, Come what come may, 

Time and the hour runs throughthe rougheft day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we {tay upon your leifure. 
Mach. Give me your favour: __ 

My dull brain was wroaght with things forgotten. 

Kind Gentlemen, your pains are regiftred, 

Where every day I turn the Leaf, 

To read them. 

Let us toward the King; think upon ~ 

What hath chanc’d : and at more time, 

The interim having weigh’d it, let us fpeak 

Our free hearts each to other. 

Ban. Very gladly. 
Mach. Till then-enough : 
Come, friends. 


«Scena Quarta. 


‘Flourifh. ‘Enter King, Lenox, Malcolme, 
Donalbain, and Attendants. 


King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? 
Are not thofe in commiflion yet return’d ? 

Mal. My Liege, they are not yet come back. 
But I have fpoke with one that faw him die : 
Who did report, that very frankly he 


And fet fortha deep Repentance : 
Nothing in his life became him, 

Like the leaving it. He dy’d, 

As one that had been ftudied in his death, 
To throw away the deareftithing he ow’d, 
As ’twere a carelefs trifle. 

King. There’s no Art, eee” 
To find the minds conftruction in the face : 
He was a Gentleman on whom I built 
An abfolute truft. 


Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Rofle,’ and Angus. 


O worthieft Coufin, . LoeRE 
The fin of my Ingratitude even now 
Was heavy on me. Thou art fo far’ is 
That {wifteft Wing-of Recompence is flow: 


To overtake thee./ Would thou hadft lefs. erv'd, 


begets 


| And in his commendations, | am fed: 
LEweunt. | E =) ae 
<j | Whofe care is gone before, to bid us welcome: ——* 


| ming on of time, with bail King that fhalt be. Thy ave © 
| thought good to deliver thee (my deareft partner of Greatnty 
| that thon might’ not lofe the dues of rejoycing by being sgnara” | 


That the Propottion both-of thanks and payment, 
Might have beeu mine: Only I have left to fay, 
More is thy due, than more thamall can pay. ~ thar. 

Mach. The fervice and the loyalty 1 owe, } 
In doing it, paies it felf. ; 

Your Highnefs part is to receive our Duties: 

And our Duties are to your Throne and State,..— 
Children and Servants; which do but what they fhould 
By doing every thing fafe toward your love pe 
And honour. 1. Nhet-may Secure apens tle, 

King. Welcome hither: ee i 
I have begun to plant thee, and will labour . ; 
To make thee fall of growing. Noble Banque, ; 
That haft no lefs deferv’d,. nor muft be known: 
<Nof lefs to have done fo: Let me enfold thee, 

And hold thee to my heart. 

Ban.. Tneréit 1 grow, 
The Harveft is your own. 

King. My plenteous joys, ; aes oe 
Wanton in fulnefs, feektohidethemfelves =] 
In drops of Sorrow. Sons, Kinfman, Thanes,. pee 
And you, whofe places are the neareft, know, 
We will eftablifh our Eftate upon 
Our eldeft, A4Zalcofm, whom we name hereafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland: Which honour mutt 
See ama inveft him only; 

But figns of Noblenefs, like Stars fhall thine 
On all Defervers. From hence to Envernes, 

And bind us further to you. ey 
Mal; The reft is labour, which is not us?d for you: — 
[ll be my felf the Harbenger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach: 

So humbly take my leave. . 

King. My worthy (awdor. — Pes 

Mach. The Prince of Cumberland; That isa ftep, 

On which | muft fall down, or elfe o’r leap, 
For in my way it lies. Stars hide your fires, 
Let not light fee my black and deep defies: : 
The eye wink at the hand: Yet let that-be,: “ .cuiere 
Which the eye fears, when it isdone to fee. [Exit 

King. True, worthy Banquo : He is full fo valiant, — 


ie 


Wet 


It is a Banquet to me, let’s after him, 
It is a peerlefs kinfman. 
Scana Quinta. 
Enter Macbeth’s wife alone with a Letter. 


Lady. They met me inthe day of fucceff: and I haveleart 


| by the perfect’? report, they have more in them, than mortal 
| knowledge. When I burnt sn defire to queftion them fursher,) — 
| they made themfelves Air. Into which they vaniflid, Whiles 
Confefe’d his Treafons, implor’d your Highnefs pardon, | 


ftood rapt in the wonder of it, came Miffives ‘rom the 
who all bail’d me Thane of Cawdor , by which Title bd 
thefe weyward Sifters faluted me , andreferr’d metot 


of what Greatnefs ic promis’dthee, Lay it to thy heart, cand 
farewel. . 


! bb ee 


| Glamis thouart, and (awdor, andfhaltbe =. + 
| What thouart promis’d: Yet Ido fear thy Nature; | 
| It is too fullo’th’ milk of humane kindnefs, 0) 

| To catch the neareft way. Thou wouldft be greats 

| Art not without ambition; But-Without 9.) .)) 

| The Inefs fhould attend it. What, thou wou tt ighly, 

| That wouldft thou holily: Would’ft not play fall) 
Tem j 


And yet would’{t wrongly win, |; 


Thouw’d’ft have, great Glamis, that which cries, ) uot al 
| Thus thou muft do if thou haveit;. 5 i wei 


And that which rather thou doft fear toda, Fr} 


I 


Hoboys, and Torches. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain. 


| The air nimbly and fweetly recommends it felf 


— 


| Th 
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Than wifheft fhould be undone. Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour my Spirits in thine ear, 
And chattife with the-valour of my tongue 
All that thee hinders fromthe Golden Round, 
Which Fate and Metaphyfical aid doth feem 
To have thee crown’d withal, 


Enter Meflenger. 


What is your tidings? 4 
Meg. The King comes here to night; 
Lady. Thou’rt mad to fay it, 
i Isnot thy Matter with him ? who, wer’t fo, 
Would have inform’d for: preparation. 
Meff. So pieafe you, itis true: our Thane is Coming, 
One of my fellows had the. fpeed of him ; 
Who almoft dead for breath, had fcarcely more 
Than would make wp his Meflage. 
Lady. Give him tending, 
He brings great News, 
The Raven himfelf is hoarfe, 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncane 
Under my:Battlements. Come you Spirits. 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unfex me here, 
And fill me from the Crown to the Toe, top-full 
Of direft Cruelty : make thick my blood, 
Stop up the accefs: and paflage to Remorfe, 
That no compunctious vifitings of Nature 
Shake my fell purpofe, nor keep peace between 
Th’effect, and it: Come to'my Womans Breafts, 
And take my Milk for Gall, you murth’ring Minifters, 
Where-ever in your-fightlefs fubftances, 
You wait on Natures Mifchief. Come, thick Night, 
And pall thee in the dunneft fmoak of Hell, 
That my keen knife fee not the wound it makes, 
Nor Heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, hold, hold. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Great Glamis, worthy Cawdor, 
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter, 
Thy Letters have tranfported me beyond 
This ignorant prefent, and | feel now 
The future in the inftant. 
Mach. My deareft Love, 
Duncane comes here to Night. 
Lady. And when goes hence ? 
Macb. To morrow, as he purpofes. 
Lady, O never, 
Shall Sun that morrow fee. 
Your Face, my Thane , is asa book, where men 
May read {trange matters to beguile the time, 
Look like the time, bear welcome in your eye, 
Your harid, your tongue; look like the innocent flower, 
But be the Serpent under’t. Fe that’s coming, 
Muft be provided for: and you fhall put 
This Nights great bufinefs into my difpatch, 
Which fhall to all our Nights and Days to come, 
Give folely Soveraign Sway and Mafterdom. 
Mach. We will {peak further. 
Lady. Only look up clear : 
To alter favour ever is to fear : 
Leave all the reft tome, 


Scena Sexta. | 


[Exeunt, 


Banquo, Lenox, Macduffe, Rofle, Angus 
Beh aiid Attenda nts, bis mee 


King. This Caftle bath a pleafant feat, 


wee os nate anata thee. wo a ve 


(Exit Meilenger. 


43 


Unto our gentle fenfes, 

_ Bang. This Gueft of Summer, 

The Temple-haunting Barlet does approve 
‘By his loved Manfonry, that the Heavens breath, 


o> Enter Ladys i 


King. See, fee, our honour’d Hoftefs? «' 
| The love that follows us, fometimexis our trouble; 
Which ftill-we thank as Love.) “Herein'I-teach you, ' 
How you fhall bid god-eyld-us'for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble) © yiecit 6) | 
Lady. All our fervice,: vol 
In every point twice done, ‘and:thendone:double, 
| Were poor}. and fingle:Bufinefs, to contend 
Againft thofe honours deep, and broady:o>"! 
_Wherewith your Majefty doads our houfes 
For thofe of old, and thedate Dignities, 
| Heap’d up to them, we reft your Hermits.) 
King. Where’s the Thane of Cawdor ?: 
We courft him at the ‘heels, and hdd acpurpofe 
To be his Purveyor : But he rides well, 
And his great Love (fharp asihis Spur) hath holp him 
To his homie before'us: Fair and Noble Hoftefs, 
We are your gueft to Night. 
Lady. Your Servants-ever, 
Have theirs, themfelves, and whatistheirs in compt, 
To make their Audit at your highnefs: pleafure, 
Still to'return your own. 
King, Give me your hand: 
Conduct me to mine Hoft, we love bim highly, 
And fhall continue, our Graces towards him. 
By your.leave, Hoftefs. 


+ [Exeunt, 
Scana . Septima. 


. Aloboys. - «Torches, 
Enter a Sewer, and divers Servants with Difhes and Service 
aver the Stage. Then enter Macbeth. 


Mach. \f it were done, when ‘tis done, then ’twere well, 
It were done quickly: if th’Aflaflination 
Could trammel up the Confequence, and catch 
‘With his furceafe, Succefs: that but this blow 
Might be the be all, and the end all, beHere, 
But. heres upon this Bank and Schoolgf time, JAgal- 
We'ld jump the lifetocome. But i® eefe Cafes, 
We ftill have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody inftructions, which being taught, return 
To plague th’ingredience of our poyfon’d Chalice 
To our own lips. He’s here in double truft-; 
Firft, as 1am his Kinfman, and his Spbjeét, 
Strong both againft the Deed: then, as his Hoft, 
Who fhould againft-his Murderer fhut.the door, 
Not bear the knife my felf. Befides this Duncane 
Hath born this Faculty fo meek ; hath been 
So clear in his great Office, that his Vertues 
Will plead like Angels, Trumpet-tongu’d againft . 
The deep damnation of his taking off: ; . 
And Pity, like anaked new-born-babe,’. 
Striding the blaft,, or Heavens Cherubin, hors’d 
Upon. the fightlefs Curriors of the Air, 
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, ; 
That tears fhall drown the Wind. Ihave no Spur 
To prick the fides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting Ambition, which o’re-leaps it felf, 


Enter Lady. 


And-falls on theother Seale, 
How now? What News? 


Mac. Hath he ask’d for me? 
Lady, Know you not, he has ? 
Mac, We will proceed no further in this Bufinefs : 
He hath Honour’d me of late, and I have bought 
Golden Opinions from all forts of People, 
Which would be worn now in their neweft glofs, 
Not caft afide fo foon. - 
Lady. Wasthe hope drunk, 
VVherein youdreft your felf? Hath it flept fince ? 
And wakes it now tolook fo green and pale ? 
At what it did fo freely ?, From thistime, 
Such [ account thy love. Art thou.afraid 
To be the fame in thine own A&, and Valour, 
As thou art in defire ? Wouldft thou have that 
Which thou efteem’ft the Ornament of Life, 
And live a Cowagd in thine own efteem ? 
Letting dare not, wait yponl would, # 
Like thé poor Cati’th’ Adage. 
Mich, Prethee’, peace + 
| I dare do all that may become.a man; 
Who dares ¢o more is none. 
Lady, What beaft was’t then, 
That made yowbreak-this enterprize tome? 
When you durft do it, then you were a man 
And to be more than what youwere, you would 
Be fo much more:the:itan./Nor: time; >nor place 
Did then adhete, and:yet you would make both: 
They have made themfelves, and that their firnefs now 
Do’s unmake you. Ihave given Suck, and know 
How tender °tis toldvethe Babe that milks me, 
1 would, while it was {miling in my: face; 
Have pluckt my Nipple from his bonelefs Gumms,;, 
And datht the Brains out, had.{ but fo fworn 
As you have done to,this, simat 
Mach. If we fhould fail? ~~ 
Lady, We fail? 
But {crew your courage to the {ticking place, 
And we'll not fail: When Ducan is afleep, 
(Whereto thetather fall his days hard Journey 
foundly invite him) his two Chamberlains 
Will | with VVine and VVaflel, fo convince, 
That memory, the warder of the Brain, 
Shall be a Fume, and the Receipt of Reafon 
‘A Limbeck only:, when in fwinifh fleep, 
Their drenched Natures lie as ina Death, 
What cannot'you and I perform upon 
Th’unguarded Dufhcan 2What, not put upon 
His fpungy Officers? Who fhall bear the guilt 
Of our great Quell? 
Mach. Bring forth Men-Children only : 
For thy undaunted Metal fhould compofe 
| Nothing but Males. VVill it not be receiv’d, | 
VVhen we have mark’d with blood thofe fleepy two 
Of his own Chamber, and us’d their very Daggers, 
That they have don’t? ue, 
Lady. Who daresreceive it other, 
As we fhall make our Griefs and Clamour roar, 
Upon his Death? 
| Mach. \am fetled, and bend up 
Each corporal Agent to this terrible Feat, 
Away, and mock the time with faireft fhow, 
Falfe Face muft hide what the falfe heart doth know. 
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La: Héhasalmolt fup’d:why have you left the chamber? 


Exeunt, 


i 


* Adus Secundus. Scena Prima, | ~ 


Enter Banquo, and Fleance, with aTorch 
before him, ; . 
27, - TVG , 


ang On pelo Night, Boy?u)is 50 ‘at 
Fleance. The: Moon is down: sia 
heard the Clock. Gi 7 : ma ale i | a 

Bang. And fhe goes downat Twelve...) i) ee 
Fleance. \ tak’t’tis later, Sir. 53 att hee 
_ Bang. Hold, Take my-Sword; 
‘There’s Husbandry in Heaven,. ©). . 
Their Candles are all out; Take theethattoo, iW 


7 


ii) Digg Wyiegat 


‘A heavy Summons lies like lead upon me, 
And yet I would not fleep: wane ee 
‘Merciful Powers, teftrain in me the curfed thoughts 4 Ad 
That Nature gives way to in repofe, Ree: 
_ Enter Macbeth , and a Servant with a Tech, vent 
Give me my Sword-: Who’s there? > s: a 
Mach. A Friend. tes ‘5 WONG 
Bang. What, Sir, not yet at reft? The King’s a bed | 
He hath been in unufual pleafure, . _ 
And fent forth a great Largefs to your Offices. . 
This Diamond he greets your Wife withal , a 
By the name of moft-kind Hoftefs, amd apts os 
am 


vA 


Which elfe fhould free have wrought. 
Bang. All’s well, F 
I dreamt laft night of the three weyward Sifters: wise 
To you they have fhew’d fome truth. ¥ 
Mach. \ think not of them: ; 
Yet when we can intreat an hour to ferve, aur 
We would {pend it in fome words upon that Bufinels, 
If you would grant the time. usr 
Bang. At your kind leifure, ae 
Mach. If you fhall cleave to my confent, sia 
When’tis, it fhall make honour for you. wae 
Bang. So 1 lofe none, : eh 
In feeking to augment it, but ftill keep 
My bofom franchis’d, and allegiance clear, 
| I fhall be counfell’d. ay 
Mach. Good repofe the while. So a 
Bang. Thanks, Sir: The like to you. [Exit Banquo. 
‘Mach, Go, bid thy Miftrefs, when my drink is f 
She {trike upon the Bell. Get thee to bed. 
Is this a dagger which I fee before me, ae 
| The handle toward my hand? Come let me clute 
Ihave thee-not, and yet I fee thee ftill,. f 
Art thou not fatal Vifion, fenfible q 
| To feeling, asto fight? Orartthonbut = 
A Dagger of the Mind, a falfe Creation, _ 
| Proceeding from the heat: opprefled Brain? 
‘| I fee thee yet, inform, as palpable 
As this which now I draw. . 
| Thou marfhal’{t me the way that I was going, 
And fuch an Inftrument I was to ufe. ai eihe 
Mine eyes are made the fools o’th’ other Senfes, 
Or elfe worth all the reft: Lfeetheeftill, 
And on thy blade, aid Dudgeon, Gouts of blood, 
Which was not fo before. There’s no fuch thing: 
It isthe bloody Bufinefs, whichinforms. 4», 
Thus to mine eyes, Now o’re the one half world — 
Nature feems dead, and wicked Dreams abu 
The Curtain’d fleep: Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecates Offerings: and wither’d Murther, 
Alarum’d by his Sentinel, the Woolf,,.. “Who 


el 


t 


i |p 


‘Did not you {peak ? 


Liftning their fear, I could not fay Amen, 


_ Lady, Confider it not fo deeply. 


. =, ‘ ee 


x Sides the Pine rea "9, gad in cans ye, LT ageqy pf 3 M acbeth, hpi 


Whofe howl’s his watch, thus with his ftealthy pace 
With Tarquin’s ravithing fides; towards his defign Fabttioy 
Moves like a Ghoft. Thotfour and firm-fec Earth ,- 
Hear not my fteps, which’ may walk, for fear 
Thy very ftones prate of my where-abour, 
And take the prefent horrour from the time, 
Which now fuits with it. Whiles | threat, he lives: 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives, 

A Bell rings. 
I go, and it isdone: the Bell invites me, 
Hear it not, Duncane, for itisa Knell, © 


That fummons thee to Heaven, or to Hell. LExit. 


Scana Secunda. 


Enter Lady. 

és (bold : 
La. That which hath made them drunk, hath made me 
What hath quench’d them, hath given me fire. 
Heark, peace: It was the Owl that fhriek’d, 
The fatal Bell-man, which gives the ftern’{t 
He is about it, the doors are open: 
And the furfeited Grooms do mock their charge 
With Snores. [have drugg’d theire Poflets, 
That Death and Nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die. 


good night, 


Enter Macbeth, 


Mach. Who’s there ? What ho? 
Lady. Alack, | am afraid they have awak’d, 
And ’tis not done: The attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us: Hark: I laid their Daggers ready, 
He could not mifs ’em. Had he not refembled 
My Father as he flept, I had done’t, 
My Husband ? 
Mach. | have done the deed : 
Didft not thou hear a noife ? 
Lady. { heard the Owl fcream, and the Crickets cry. 


Mach. When? 

Lady. Now. 

Mach, As I defcended ? 

Lady, 1. 

Macb. Hark, who lies i’th’ fecond Chamber ? 

Lady. Donalbaine. 

Mach. Thisis a forry fight. 

Lady. A foolifh thought, to fay a forry fight. 

Mach. There’s one did laugh in’s fleep, 
And one cry’d Murder, that they did wake each other : 
Iftood, and heard them: But they did fay their Prayers, 
And addreft them again to fleep. 
_ Lady, There are two lodg’d together. 
“Mach. Onecry’d, God blefs us, and Amen the other, 
As they had feen me with thefe Hangmans hands : 


When they did fay, God blefs us. 


Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen? 
| had moft need of blefling, and Amen ftuck in my throat. 

Lady, Thefe deeds muft not be thought 
After thefe ways: fo, it will make us mad. 

Mach. Methought I heard a voice cry, fleep no more: 
Macbeth does murder fleep, the innocent fleep, 
Sleep that knits up the ravell’d Sleeve of Care, sfeave 
The death of each daies Life, © fore Labours Bath, 

Balm of hurt minds, great Natures fecond Courfe, 
Chief Nourifher in Lifes Feaft, = 

Lady, What doyoumean® === 

Mach, Still it cry’d, fleep n0 mors to all the honk : 
Glamis hath murther’d fleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall fleep no more: A4acheth hall fleep no more, 

La. Who was.it that thus cry’d?* Why, worthy Thane, 


You do unbend your noble ftrength, tothink . 
So brain-fickly of things: Go, get fome water 
And wahh this filthy witnefs from your Hand : 
Why did you bring thefe Daggers from the place ? 
They muft lie there: Go, carry them, and {mear 
The fleepy Grooms with bloud. 

Mach, Vii go no more: 
Tam afraid, tothink what I have done: 
Look on’*t again } I dare nor, 

Lady. \nfirm of purpofe: 
Give me the Daggers: The fleeping and the dead, 
Are but as Pictures; ’Tis the Eye of Child-hood, 
That fears a painted Devil. If he do bleed ; 
"I! gild the Faces of the Grooms withal, 
For it muft feem their Guile, 

Knock, within. 

Mach, Whence is that Knocking ? . 
How is’t with me, when every noife appalls me ? 
What Hands are here? Hah: they pluck out mine eyes. 
Will all great Dv eptune’s Ocean wath this bloud 
Clean from my Hand? No: This my Hand will rather 
The multitudinous Seag incarnardine, fs 
Making the Green one Red, 


LExit. 


Enter Lady, 


Lady. My hands are of your colour: But I fhame 
To wear a heart fo white. [ Knock, 
[ hear a Knocking at the South Entry : 
Retire we to our Chamber : 
A little Water clears us of this deed, 
How eafie is it then? Your Conftancy 
Hath left you unattended, 
Heark, more Knocking. 
Get on your Night-Gown, left occafion call us, 
And fhew us to be Watchers: Be not loft 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
Macb. To know my deed, 
’Twere beft not know my felf. 
Wake Duncane with thy Knocking : 
I would thou could’ft. 


eived toy 
| Knock, 


LXvnock, 


[Exeunr, 
Scana Tertia. 


Enter a Porter. 


[Kxocking within, 
Porter. Here’s a knocking indeed : If-a man were 
Porter of Hell Gate, he fhould have old turning the 
Key.  Kaock. Knock, knock, knock, Who’s there, 
ich’ name of Belzebub ? Here’s a Farmer, that hang’d 
himfelf on th’expectation of Plenty : Come in time, have 
Napkins enough about you, here you’ll fweat for’r. Knock. 
Knock, knock, Who’s there, in th’other Devils Name? 
Faith, here’s an Equivocator , that could {wear in both 
the Scales , againft either Scale, who committed Treafon 
enough for God’s fake, yet could not equivocate to Hea- 
ven: Oh come in, Equivocator. Knock. Knock, 
knock, knock. Who’s there? Faith, here’s an Englith 
Taylor come hither for ftealing out of a French Hofe: 
Comein, Taylor, here you may roatt your Goofe. Knock. 
Knock, knock, never at quiet! Whatare you? But this 
place is toocold for Hell. Pll Devil-Porter ic no further : 
I had thought to have let in fome of all profeflions , that 
go the Primrofe-way to th’ everlaiting Bonfire. Kyock, 
Anon, anon, I pray you remember the Porter. 


Enter Macduff, and Lenox. 


Macd. Was it fo late, Friend, e’re you went to bed, 


That you do lie fo late? 


Port. Faith, Sir, we were caroufing till che fecond Cock: 


And Drink, Sir, is a great Provoker of three things. 


Macd. 
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Macd. What three things does Drink efpecially pro: 
voke? 

Porte Marry , Sit, Nofe-painting, Sleep, and Urine. 
Letchery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes : it Provokes 
the defire, but it takes away the performance. Therefore 
much Drink may be faid to be an Equivocator with Le- 
chery: it makes him and it mars him; it fets himon, 
and it takes him off; it perfwades him, and difheartens 
bim; makes him ftand to, and not ftand to: in conclu- 
fion, etjuivocates him ina fleep, and giving him the Lye, 
leaves him. 

Macd. \ believe, 

Port. That it did, Sir, V the very Throat on me: but i 
requited him for his Lye, and ([ think) being too {trong 
for him, though he took up my Legs fometime, yet I made 

ja Shift co calt him. 


Eater Macbeth. 


Macd, 1s thy Matter ftirring ? . 
Our knocking has awak’d him: here he comes. 
Lenox, Good Morrow, Noble Sir. 
Macb. Good Morrow both, 
Macd. 1s the King ftirring, worthy Thane? 
Mact. Not yet. 
Macd, He did command me to call timely on him, 
[ have almoft flipt the hour. 
Mach. Vil bring you to him. 
«Maced. \ know thisis a joyful trouble to you: 
But yet "tis one. . s 
Mach. The labour we delight in, Phyfick’s pain : 
This is the Door. 
Macd, Vil make fo bold to call, for 
fervice. ‘ 
Lenox. Goes the King hence to day. 
«Mach. He does: he did appoint fo. 
Lenox. The Night has been unruly : 
Where we lay, our Chimneys were blown down. 
And (as they fay) lamentings heard i? th’ Air; 
Strange Screems of Death, 
And Prophefying, with Accents terrible, 
Of dire combuftions, and confus’d Events, 
New hatch’d to th’ woful time. 
The ob{cure Bird clamor’d the live-long Night, 
Some fay, the Earth was feaverous, 
And did fhake: ; 
Mach. ’Twas a rough Night. . 
Lenox. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. f 


tis my limited 
[ Exit Macduffe. 


Eater Macduff. 


Macd, O horrour, horrour, borrour ! 
Tongue nor Heart cannot conecive, nor name thee. 
Mach. and Lenox. What's the matter ? 
«Macd. Confufion now hath made his Mafter-picce : 
Mott facrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
The Lord’s annointed Temple, and flole thence 
The Life o’ th’ Building. 
«Mach. Whatis’t you fay? the Life? 
- Lenox. Mean youhis Majefly? 
Muck. Approach the Chamber, and deftroy your fight 
With anew Gorgon, Donot bid me fpeak: - 
Sce, and then fpeak your felves: awake, awake. 


[&xeunt Macbeth and Lenox. | 


Ring the Alarum-Bell: Murther, and Treafon, 
Banquo, and Donalbaine: eAMalcolme awake, | 

Shake off this Downy fleep, Death’s counterfeit, 

And look on Death it felf: up, up, and fee 
The great Doom’s Image: eMalcolme, Banquo, 

As fram your Graves rife up, and walk like Sprights, . 
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell. 


& 


gee 


Drink gave thee the Lye laft Night. 


~ | And his gafh’d Stabs, 


Unmannedy Freecks 
mae Gott.) 
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Bell.rings. Enter Lady. — 


Lady. Whiat’s the bufinefs ? 
That fuch a hideous Trumpet calls to parley 
The fleepers of the Houfe? fpeak, fpeak. 
Macd. O gentle Lady, 
’Tis not for you to hear what! can {peak : 
The repetition ina Woman’s Ear, 
Would murther as it fell. 


Enter Banquo. 


O Banquo, Banquo, Our Royal Mafter’s murther’d, 


Lady. Woe, alas: 
What, in our Houfe? 

Bam Too cruel, any where, | 
Dear Duff, 1 prythee contract thy felf, contradich | 
And fay, it is not fo. , <p teed yaaa 


Enter Macbeth, Lenox, and Rolle, 


Mach. Had I but dy’d an hour before this chance, 
[had liv’da bleffed time : for from this inftant, 
There’s nothing ferious in Mortality : 

All is but toyes :. Renown and Grace is dead, 
The Wine of Life is drawn, and the mere Lees 
Is left this Vault to brag of. - 


Enter Malcolme, and Donadbaine. 


Dona! What is amifs ? 
Mach, You are, anddonot know’t: i 
The Spring, the Head, the Fountain of your Bloud 
Is ftopt; the very Source of it is ftopt. 0 en 
eMacd. Your Royal Father’s murther’d. 
Mal, Oh, by whom ? agi 
Lenox.» Thofe of his Chamber, as it feem’d, had don't:| 
Their Hands and Faces were all badg’d with bloud, | 
So were their Daggers, which unwip’d, we found 
Upon their Pillows: they ftar’d, and were diftratted, 
No man’s life was to be trufted with them. Aa 
«Mach, O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them. pe 
Macd. Wherefore did you fo? 
Mach. Who can be wife,amaz’d,temp’rate,and f 
Loyal, and Neutral, in a moment? No man: ; 
Th’ expedition of my violent Love 
Out-run the pavfer, Reafon. Here lay Duncan, 
His filver skin, lac’d with his Golden Bloud, ( 
look’d like a Breach in Nature, 
For Ruins waftful entrance ; there the Murtherets, — 
Steep’d in the Colours of their Trade; their Daggers 
Unmannerly breech’d with gore : who could refralo 


mate Th | 
Nh tats 


“That had a heart to love, and in that heart, 


Courage, to make’s love known ? 3s at) 
Lady. Help me hence, ho. deen ,, 
eMacd, Look to the Lady. | et? Ro. 
Mal. Why do we hold our tongues, 

That moft may claim this argument for ours? 
Donal. What fhould be fpoken here, 

Where our Fate hid within anawger-hole, 

May rufh,’and feize us? Let’saway, 

Our tears are not yet brew’d. 
eal. Nor our ftrong Sorrow 

Upon the foot of Motion, s 
Bang. Look to the Lady : steeat o 

And when we have our naked Frailties hid, 

That fuffer in expofure; let us meet, ‘ 

And queltion this moft bloudy piece of work, 

To know it further. Fears and fcruples fhake us : 

In the great Hand of God I ftand, and thence, 

yee Be un-divulg’d pretence I fight _ a 

trea ice. - F Bee 
onous Malice. ead.) 
wilh Gore’ yond Peat wader 


- 


eMacd. And fodol. 

All, So all. 

Mach. Lev’s briefly put on manly readinefs, 
And meet i’ th’ Hail together. 

All. Wellconten ted, 

eValc.. What will you do? 
Let’s not confort with them : 
To thew an unfelt Sorrow, is an Office 
Which the falfe man do’s eafie, 
Pll to England. 

Don. To Ireland, 1: 
Our feparated fortune fhall keep us both the fafer ; 
Where we are, ther’s Daggersin mens Smiles; 
The near,in-bloud, the nearer bloudy. 

Malc. This.murtherous fhaft that’s thot, 
Hath not yetilighted : and our fafeft way, 
Is to avoid theaim. Therefore toHoufe, Horfe. 
Ad'lebus not be-dainty of leave-taking, 
But fhift away: there’s warrant in that Theft 
Which {teals.it:felf, when there’s no mercy left, 

LExeunt. 


Léxeunt 


Scana Quarta. 


ine Rofle, with az Old man, 


Old man. .Threefcore and ten I. can.remember well, 
Within the Volume of which time, 1 have feen 
Hours dreadful, and things ftrange : but this fore Night 
Hath trifled former knowings, 
| Roffe. Ha, good Father, 

Thou feeft the Heavens, as troubled with man’s Act, 
1 Threatenshis bloudy Stage » by th’ Clock "tis Day, Hus 
And yet dark Night ftrangles the travelling Lamp ; 
Is’t Night’s predominance, onthe Day’s fhame, 
That Darknefs do’s the face of Earth intomb, 
| When living Light fhould kifsic @ 
| Oldman, Tis unnatural, ‘ 
| Even like the deed that’s done: on Twefday lalt, 
A Faulcon towring in her pride of place, 
Was by a Moufing Owl hawkt at, and kill’d. 

Roffe. And Duncaa’s Horfes, 

(A thing moft ftratige, and certain) 
| Beauteous, and fwift, the Minions of their Race, fhe 

Turn’d wild innature, broke-their ftalls, flung out, 
Contending ’gainft Obedience, as they would 
Make War with Mankind. 

Old man, Tis faid, they eat each other. 

Roffe. They did fo: 


~ | Toth’ amazement of mine Eyes that look’d upon’t, 


Enter Macduff, 


‘| Here comes the good «Macduff. 
| How goes the World, Sir, now ? 
' Macd. Why fee you not? — 
. Boffe.1s’t known who did this more than bloody deed ? 
Macd, Thofe that Macbeth hath flain. 
Roffe. Alas the day, 
What good could they pretend ? 
Macd. They were fuborned, 
Malcolm, and Donaibain the King’s two Sons 
| Are ftoln away and fled, which puts upon them 
‘| Sufpicion of theideed): © © 
Roffe, ’Gaink Nature fill, 
'| Thrifclefs Ambition, that will raven upon 
Thine own hives means? then tis moft like, 


| The Soveraignty will fall upon Adacberb; 


Macd. He is already*nam’d, and gone to Scone 
To Be invefted :2!18) "+ Hr buff 
Roffe. Where is Duncun’s Body? 

Macd. Carried to Colmekill, 

The Sacred Store-houfe of his Predeceffors, \ s° 


| ’Twixt this and Supper. 
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And Guardian of their Bones. 

, Roffe. Will you to Scone ? 
eMacd, No Coulin, Pll to Fife. 
Roffee Well, I will thither, 
Macd. Well may you fee things well done there: Adi 

Left our old Robes ir éalier at our new, ee 
Roffe. Farewel, Father. 
Old.M. God’s benifon.go with you, Sir, and with thofe 
That would make good of bad, and Friends of Foes. 
{ Exennt omnes, 


’ 


Altus Tertius. Scena Prima. 
ee oh Emer Banquo. : 


Banq. Hou haft itnow, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 

As the weyward Woman. promis’d, and I fear 
Thou play@’ft moft foully. for’t:’ yet it was faid 
It fhould not ftand,in thy Pofterity,: . 

But that my felf fhould'be the: Root, and Father 
Of many Kings. If there\come truth from them, 
As upon thee, Adacbeth,, their Speeches fhine, 
Why by the verities on; thee made, good, 

May they not be my Oracles as well, 

And fet me up in hope? But hufh, no more. 


Senit founded. Enter Macbeth.as King, Lady Lenox, Rofle, 
Lords, and Attendants. 


Mach. Here’s our chief Gueft, 
La. \f he had:been forgotten, 
It had been as agap in our great Feaft, 
And all things unbecoming. 
each. To night.we boldja folemn Supper, Sir, 
And Pll requeft. your prefence. 
Banq. Let your Highnefs . 
Command upon me,-to the which my duties 


| Are witha moft indiffoluble tye 
| For ever knit. 


Mach. Ride you this Afternoon ?. 
Bang. 1, my good Lord. ... 
Mach. We fhould have elfe defir’d your good advice, 


'| (Which ftill hath been both grave, and. profperous) 


In this dayes Councel: but we’ll take to Morrow. 
Is’t far you ride? 
Banq. As far, my Lord, as will fill up the time 
Go not my Horfe the hetter, 
I muft become a borrower of the Night, 
For a dark hour or twain. 
Mach, Fail not our Feaft, 
Ban, My Lord, 1 will not. 
Mach. We hear our bloudy Coufins are beftow’d 


|| In England, and in Ireland, not confefling 
'| Their cruel Parricide, filling their hearers 


With ftrange invention, . But of that to morrow, 
When therewithal we fhall have caufe, of State, 
Craving us jointly. Hye you to Horfe: 

Adien, till you return at Night. 


_| Goes Fleance with you ? 


Ban. 1, my good Lord: our time does call upon’s, 

each. 1 with your Horfes fwift, and fure of foot: 
And fo do | commend you to their backs. 
Farewel. But 
Let every man be matter of his time, 
Till feven at Night, to make Society 
The fweeter welcome : g sugdcate: 
We will keep our felf till Supper time.alone + 
While then, God be with you... [Exeunt Lords. 
Sirrah, a word with you: Attend thofe men 
Our pleafure? . 

Servant. They are, my Lord, without the Pallace 


Mach, 


SI ate 


[Ex Banquo. 


: Gate. a ‘ 


*» 
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2. Marth. 1am one, my Liege, 
Whom the vile Blows and Bufiets of the World 
Hath fo incens’d that 1 am recklefs what I do, 
To fpight the World. 
1, eMurth. And | another, 
So weary withDifafters, tugg’d with Fortune, 
That I would fet my Life on any Chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on’t. 
Mach. Both of you know Banquo was your Enemy 
Murth. True, my Lord. " 
Mach. So is he mine: and in fuch bloody diftance 4 
That.every minute of his being, thruifts 7 
Againft my near’ft of Life: and though I could > a 
With bare fac’d power fweep him from my fight, 
And bid my will avouch it; yet I muft not, i 
For certain Friends that are both his, and mine, 3 
Whofe loves [may not drop, but wail his fall, 
Who I my felf truck down: and thence it is, 
That I to your afliftance do make love, 
Masking the bufinefs from the common Eye, 
For fundry weighty Reafons. 
2. -Murth. We fall, my Lord, 
Perform what you command us, 
1. Marth. Though our Lives —— 
Macb, Your Spirits fhine through you. 
Within this hour, at moft, , 
I will advife you where to plant your felves, a 
Acquaint you with the perfect Spy o’th’time, = f 
The moment on’t, for’t muft be done to Night, | 
And fomething from the Palace keg thought, | 


Mach. Bring them before us. [Exit Servant. 
To be thus, is nothing, but to be fafely thus : 
Our fears in Banquo {tick deep, 
And in his Royalty of Nature reigas that 
Which would be fear’d. ’Tis much he dares, 
And to that dauntlefs temper of his Mind, 
He hatha Wifdom, that doth guide his Valour, 
To act in fafety. There is none but he, 
Whole being I do fear: and under him, 
My Genius is rebuk’d, as it Is faid 
Mark, Anthony's was by Cefar, He chid the Sifters, 
When firft they put the Name of King upon me, 
And bad them fpeak to him. Then Prophet. like, 
They’ hay!’d him Father to a line’ of Kings. 
Upon my Head, they plac’d a fruitlefs Crown, 
And puta barren Scepter in my Gripe, 
Thence to be wrench’d with an unlineal Hand, 
No Son of mine fucceeding : if’t be fo, 
For Banquo’s Iffue have 1 fil’d my Mind, : 
For them, the gracious Duncan have I murther’d, 
Put Rancours in the Veflel of my Peace 
Only forthem, and mine Eternal Jewel 
Given to the common Enemy of Man, : 
To make them Kings, the Seeds of Banquo Kings! . 
Rather than fo, come Fate into the Lift, 
And Champion me to th’ utterance. 
Who’s there ? 


Enter Servant, and two Murtherers. 


Now goto the Door, and ftay there rill wecall. That I require a clensncls 4:00 vith him, Jf 
. [Exit Servant. | To leave no Rubs nor Bofches in the Work: i 
Was it not yefterday we fpoke together ? Fleance, his Son, that keeps him company, | mi 
Murth, it was, fo pleafe’'your Highnefs. Whofe abfence is no lefs material to me, 183 
Mach. Well then, LUAGL SOT Than is his Fathers, muft embrace the fate . coah 
Now you have confider’d of my fpeeches ? Of that dark hour: refolve your felvesa-part, = 
Know, that it was he, in the tines patt; ll come to you anon. net: | 


Murth. Weare refolv’d, my Lord. ca 

Mach. Vl call upon you ftraight: abide within, | 

It is concluded : Banguo, thy Soul’s flight, wae ig 

If it find Heaven, mutt find it out to Night. LExewut, | 
- 


Which held you fo under fortune, 
Which you thought had been our innocent felf, 
This I made good to you, in our laft Conference, ' 
Paft in probation with you : zs 
How you were born inband, how croft: coe 
The Inftruments: who wrought with them : 
And all things elfe, that might 
To half a Soul, and to a Notion craz’d, 
Say, thus did Banquo. A, 

1. Marth, You made it known to us. 

Macb. 1 did fo: ~ Ee Ele 
‘And went further, which is now 


Scana Secunda. ia 
Enter Macbeth’s Lady, and a Servant. — , 


Lady. Is Banquo gone from Court > et Si 
Servant. 1,Madam, but returns again to Night. | 


‘Our point of fecond meeting. *- Lady, Say tothe King, I would attend hisleifure, 
Do you find your patience fo predominant For a few words. 19% aye 
In your nature, that you can let this go? Servant. Madam, | will. [Ext.) 
Are you fo Gofpell’d to pray for this good man, Lady. Nought’s had, all’s fpent, q 
And for his lilue, whofe heavy hand Where our defire is got without content : 

Hath bow’d you tothe Grave, and begger’d ’Tis fafer, to be that which we deftroy, 

Yours for ever? Than by deftruction dwell in doubtful joy. 
1. Murth, We are men, my Liege. ; any 
Mach. I, in the Catalogue ye go for men, Enter Macbeth. 3:4 


As Hounds, and Greyhounds, Mungrels, Spaniels, Curs, é 
Showghes, Water-Rugs, and Demy-Wolves are clipt How now, my Lord, why do you keep alone? 


All by the Name of Dogs: the valued file Of forrieft Fancies your Companionsmaking, ,,, | 
Diftinguifhes the fwift, the flow, the fubtle, Ufing thofe Thoughts, which fhould indeed havedy’d 

The Houfe Keeper, the Hunter, every one With them they think on: things without all remedy. 
According to the gift, which bounteous Nature Should be without regard: what’s done, is done. Lia 
Hath in him clos’: whereby he does receive Mach. We have fcofch’d the Snake, not kill’dit: * | 
Particular addition, from the Bill, — She'll clofe, and be her felf, whileft our poor 

That writes them all alike: and fo of men. | Remains in danger of her former Tooth. 

Now, if you have a ftation in the file, But let the frame of things disjoint, 

Not i’ th’ worft rank of Manhood, fay’t, Both the Worlds fuffer, 3 

And I will put the bufinef in your Bofoms, E’re we will eat our Meal in fear, and fleep - 

Whofe Execution takes your Enemy off, In the affliction of thefe terrible Dreams, 

Grapples you to the heart; and love of us, That fhake us Nightly: Better be with the dead, 


Who wear our Health bué fickly in his Life, Whom we, to gain our place, have fent to peace* 1 
-| Which in his Death were perfect. Than on the torture of the Mind to lie 7 
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In reftlefs ecttafie : 
Duncan is in his Grave : 
After Life’s fitful Fever, he fleeps well, 
Treafon has done his worft : nor Steel nor Poifon, 
Malice domeftick, Foreign Levy, nothing 
Can touch him further. 
Lady. Come on: 
Gentle, my Lord, fleek o’re your rugged Looks, 
Be bright and Jovial ’mong your Guetts to Night. 

Macb. So fhali 1, Love, and fo pray be you: 

Let your remembrance {till apply to Banquo, 
Prefent him Eminence, both with Eye and Tongue : 
Unfafe the while, that we mutt lave 

Our Honours in thefe flatrering ftreams, 

And make our Faces*Vizards to our Hearts, 
Difguifing what they are. 

Lady. You mutt leave this. 

Mach. O, full of Scorpions is my Mind, dear Wife: 
Thou know’ft, that Banquo and his Fleans lives, 

Lady. But inthem, Nature’s Copie’s not eterne. 

Mach. There’s comfort yet, they are aflailable, 
Then be thou jocund : e’re the Bat hath flown 
His Cloyfter’d flight, e’re to black Hecat’s Summons 
The fhard-born Beetle, with his drowfic hums, 

Hath rung Night’s yawning Peal, 
There fhall be done a deed of dreadful note. 

Lady, What’s to be done ? 

Mach. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareft Chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed : Come, feeling Night, 
Skarf up the tender Eye of pitiful Day, 

And with thy bloudy and invifible Hand 

Cancel and tear to picces that great Bond, 

Which keeps me pale. Light thickens, 

And the Crow makes Wing to th’ Rooky Wood: 

Good things of Day begin to droop, and drowze, 
Whiles Night’s black Agents to their Preys do rowze. 
Thou marvell’ft at my words: but hold thee ftill: 
Things bad begun, make {trong themfelves by ill : 
So prythee go with me, ; [ Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter three Murtherers. 


. But who did bid thee join with us ? 
. Macbeth. 
. He needs not our miftruft, fince he delivers 
Our Offices, and what we have to do, 
To the direction juft. 
1. Then ftand with us. 
The Weft yet glimmers with fome ftreaks of Day. 
Now fpurs the lateft Traveller apace, 
To gain the timely Inn, and near approaches 


NW we 


'| The fubject of our Watch. 


3. Hark, I hear Horfes. 

Banquo within, Give us a Light there, ho. 

2. Then’tis he: 
The reft, that are within the note of expectation, 
Already are i’ th’ Court. 

1. His Horfes go about. 

3. Almofta mile: but he does ufually, 


| So a'l men do, from hence to th’ Palace Gate 


Make it their walk. 
Enter Banquo and Fleans, with a Torch. 


2. ALight, a Light. 
3. “Tis he, 
1. Stand fto’t. “ 
-Ban. \t will be Rain to Night. 
1. Let it come down. 
Ban. O, Treachery ! 
Fly, good Fleas, flie, flie, flie, 


eS 
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Thou may’[t revenge. O Slave ! 
3. Who did ftrike out the light? 
- 1, Was’t not the way ? 
3. There’s but one down: the Son is fled; 
2. We have loft 
Bett half of our Affair. 
1. Weil, let’s away, and fay how much is done, 


LExéunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Banquet prepar’d. Enter Macbeth, Lady, Rofle, Lenox, 
\ Lords, and Attendants, 


eMach. You know your own degrees, fit down: 
t firft and Jaft, the hearty welcome. 
Lords, Thanks to your Majetty. 
Macb. Our felf will mingle with Society, 
And play the humble Hoft : 
Our Holtefs keeps her State, but in the beft time 
We will require her welcome, 

Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our Friends, 
For my heart fpeaks, they are welcome. 


>d 


Enter firft Murtherer, 


Mach. See they encounter thee with their hearts thanks, 
Both fides are even: here PH fit i’ ch’ mid’f, 
Be large in Mirth, anon we’ll drink a Meafure 
The Table round. There’s bloud upon thy Face. 
Mur. "Tis Banquo’s then. ‘ 
eMac. ’Tis better thee without, than he within. pAym 
Is he difpatch’d ? eyily 
eur. My Lord, his Throat is cut, that I did for him. 
Mach, Thou art the beft o’ th’ Cut. Throats, 
Yet he’s good that did the like for Fleans: 
If thou did’ftit, thou art the Non-pareil. 
Mur. Mott Royat Sir, 
Fleans is {cap’d, 
Mach, Then comes my Fit again > 
I had elfe been perfect ; 
Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rock, 
As broad, and general, as the cafing Air : 
But now I am cabin’d, crib’d, confin’d, bound in 
To fawcy doubts, and fears. But Banquo’s fafe? 
Mur. 1, my good Lord: fafe in a Ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gafhes on his head ; 
The leaft a Death to Nature. 
Mach. Thanks for that, 
There the grown Serpent lies, the Worm that’s fled 
Hath Nature, that in time will Venom breed, 
No teeth for th’ prefent. Get thee gone, to morrow ‘ 
Well hear our peter again. [Exit Murtherer. 
Lady. My Royal Lord ; 
You do not give the Cheer, the Featt is fold — loth vt Forld — 
That is not often vouch’d, while ’tis making : 
’Tis given with welcome : to feed were beft at home : 
From thence, the fawce to meat is Ceremony, 
Meeting were bare without it. 


Enter the Ghoft of Banquo, and fits in Macbeth’s place: 


Mach. Sweet Remembrancer : 
Now good digeftion wait on Appetite, 
And health on both. 
Lenox. May’t pleafe your Highnefs ft. 
Mach. Here had we now our Conntric’s Honour,roof’d, 
Were the grae’d perfon of our Banquo prefent : 
Who may I rather challenge for unkindnefs; 
Than pity for Mifchance. 
Roffe. Hisabfence (Sir) : 
Layes blame upon his promife. Pleas’t your Highnefs 
To grace us with your Royal Company ? 
Eee eUach. 
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Macb. The Table’s full. 
Lenox. Here is a place referv’d,’Sir. 
Mach. Where? 
Lenox. Here, my good Lord. 
What is’t that moves your Highnefs ? 
Mach. Which of you have done this ? 
Lords, What, my good-Lord ? 
Mach. Thou canft not fay I did it; never fhake 
Thy goary Locksat me. 
Roje. Gentlemen rife, bis Highnefs is not well. 
Lady. Sit, worthy Friends : my Lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth. Pray you keep feat, 
The fitis momentany, upon a thought. ° 
He will again be well. If much you note him 
You fhail offend him, and extend his Paffion, 
Feed, and regard him not. Are youa map ? 
Mab. 1, anda bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appall the Devil. 
Lady. O, proper ftuff! Hal 4 
This is the very painting of your fears) + ~ 4 
This is the Aic-drawn-Dagger which you faid 
Led you to Duncan, O, thefe flaws’ and flarts 
(impoftors to true fear.) would well become 
A Woman's {tory at a Winter’s fire 
Authoriz’d by her Grandam: fhame it felf, 
Why do you make fuch faces 2° When all’s done 
You look but on a ftool. 
Mach» Prythee fee there: 
Behold, look, loe, howfay you: 
Why what care I, if thou cant nod, ‘fpeak too: 
if Charnel-Houfes, and our Graves muft fend 
Thofe that we bury, back; our Monuments - 
Shall be the Mawes of Kites. - [Exit Choft. 
Lady, What? quite unmann’d in folly. 
Mach. \f I ftand here, Ifaw him, — 
Lady. Fie for fhame. . biti 
Mach. Bloud due fhed e’re now, 7 th’ olden time 
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E’re humane Statugpurg’d the gentle Weal: — ; 
I, and fince too, ‘Wfurthers have been perform’d 
Too terrible for the Ear: the times have-been, 
That when the Brains were out, the man'would die, 
And there an end; But now they rife again 
With twenty mortal murthers on their Crowns, 
And pufh us from our ftools: ‘thisds more {trange 
Than fuch a Murther is, PSGED | 
Lady. My worthy Lord, _ 
_ Your. Noble Friends do Jack you. 
Mach. 1 do forgets &2 282° = 
Do not mufe at me, my moft worthy Friends, 
[ have’a ftrange infirmity, whichis nothing oo, 
To thofé that know me. Come, love and health to all,’ 
Then Vil fitdown: Give me fome Wine, fill full: 


, 


Enter : Ghoft. 


I drink to th’ general joy o’ th’ whole Table, 

And to our‘dear Friend Bazquo, whom we mifs: 
Would he were here: to all, and him, we thirft, 
And all to all. 

Lords, Our duties, and the pledge. 

Mach. Avant,and quit my fight,let the Earth hide thee 
Thy bones are marrowlefs: thy bloud is cold: 
Thou haft no {peculation in thofe Eyes 
Which thou doft glare with. 

Lady Think of:this good Peers 

, But asa thing of Cuftom: ’tis no other,” 
| Only it fpoils the pleafure of the time. ~ 

Mach. What man dare, Idare : 

Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian Bear, 
The arm’d Rhinoceros; or th? Ayrean T ygers 
Take any fhape but chat, and my firm Nerves” 
| Shall never tremble. Or be alive again, = 
») And dare me to the Defart withthy Sword: ¢— 
if trembling I inha bit, the nproteft me 


Uae 


a 


4 Attend his Majefty. 


| Bloud will‘have Bloud : 


| At our great bidding ? 


| Rettirning were as tedious as go o’re: 


{lam for th’ Air: thisnight ifpend = 
| Unto a difmal, andafatalend. = 


of Macbeth. 


The Baby of a Girl. Hence horrible thadow, esis ( 
Unreal mock’ry hence. Why fo, be gone | * ' 
Iam aman again: pray you fit frill. 
Lady. You have difplac’d the mirth, 
Broke the good meeting, with moft admir’dUiforder | 
Macb. Can fuch things be, aid ive egies 
And overcome us like a Summer’s Cloud ia 
Withoutour fpecial wonder? You make'me ftrange 
Even to the difpofition that lowe, ;/¢ @wn? 5” 1 4 
When now 'I think you can behold fuch fights,” onl, 
And keep thenatural Ruby of your'€heeks," | 0) 27 
When mine-is blanch’d with fear: pall nah 
Roffe. What fighhge my Lord? 6 Sephtss 5. 
Lady. | pray you {peak not : he grows worfe and wor 
Queftion enrages him’: at once, goodnight: ~~ 
Stand not upon the order of your going, «4 © # 
But go at once. pO GJ aa 
Lenox. Good night, and better health“! « 
+ oe VG TO 


EEtewnt Lords | 
ee 


Lady. A kind goodnight to all. 
Mach. tt will have bloud-they fay: "7% 
; ; ON} S¢ ff o 
Stones have been known to move, and trees ta fpeak? | Zi 
Augures, and underftood Relations, have’ © *0* =f 
By Maggot Pyes, and Choughs, and Rooks brought for 
The fecret?{t man of bloud. What isthe night? “7 
La. Almof at odds with Morning, whichis whi 
Mach. How fay’ft thou that Macduff denies his p 
$6 GONG 


La. Did you fend to him, Sir? PeBiik? 
Mach. \ hear it by the way: But I will fend: 
There’s not a one of them but in his Houfe = 
I keep a Servant Fee’d. J will to morrow 
(And betimes I will) tothe wizard Sifters. 
More fhall they fpeak : for now Tam bent to’ kno : 
By the worft means, the worft, for mine own gi ad, i 
All caufes fhall give way, Il am in bloud the ye 
ent in fo far, that fhould wade no more, Pai 
Strange things I have in head, that willto hand, 
Which muft be acted, e’re they may be fcann’d, 
Lady. You lack the feafon of all Natures,fleep. 
Mach. Come, we’ll to fleep, My ftrange and felf-abule} 


\{s the initiate fear, that wants hard ufe: 


Weare yet but young indeed. 


Scana Quinta. 


a i 


"Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate. 


1. Why how now,Hecate, you look angerly? — 
Hec. Have I not reafon (Beldams) as you are? 
Sawcy, andover-bold, how did youdare 
To trade, and traffick with Adacbeth, ; 
In Riddles, and Affairs of death 5 
And I the Miftrefs of your Charms. 
The clofe contriver of all harms, 
Was never call’d to bear my part, | 
Or fhew the glory of our Art? © 
And which is worfe, all you have done 
Hath been butfora waywardSon, = 
Spightful, and wrathful, who (as others do) 
Loves for his own ends, not for you. gee 


oe 


_ |But make amends now: Get you gon, 


And at the Pit of Acheron 

Meet me i’ th’ Morning: thither he 
Will come, to know his Deftiny, 
‘Your Veflels, and your Spells provide, are 
Your Charms, and everything befide; 


f 


Great bufinefs muft be wrought e’re Noon. 
Upon the Corner of the Moon = * 


— 
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There hangs a vap’rous drop, profound, 

Pil catch it e’re it come to ground ; 

And that diftili’d by Magick flights, 

Shall raife fuch Artificial Sprights, 

As by the ftrength of their illufion, 

Shall draw him on to his Confufion. 

He fhall fpurn Fate, fcorn Death, and bear 

His hopes *bove Wifdom, Grace; and Fear: 
And you all know, Security 
ls mortals chiefeft Enemy. 


Hark, I amcall’d: my little Spirit iee~ 
Sits in a foggy Cloud, and ftays for me. 


1. Come, let’s make haft, fhee’] foom be 
Back again. 


Scena Sexta. 


- 


Enter Lenox, and another Lord: 


Lenox, My former Speeches 
Have but hit your Thoughts, 
Which can interpret farther: Only | fay \ 


Was pitied of Adacbeth : marry he was dead : 


And the right valiant Banquo walk?d too late, 
| Whom you may fay, (if't pleafe you) Fleans kill’d, 


For Fleaxs fled; Men mutt not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monttrous 
It was for Adalcolm, and for Donalbane 

To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Fact, 
How it did grieve AZacheth? Did he not ftraight 
In pious rage, the two delinquents tear, 


Was that not nobly done ? I, and wifely too: 
For ?twould have anger’d any heart alive 

To hear the men deny’t... So that I fay, 

He has born all things well, and I do think, 
That had he Duacan’s Sons under theKey, —- 


What ’twere to kill a Father: So fhould Fleans. 


| His prefence at the Tyrant’s Feaft; I hear 
| Macduffe lives indifgrace. Sir, can you tell 
VVhere he beftows himfelf ? 

Lord. ,The Sons of Duncan 
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth) 
Live in the Englifh Court, and is feceiv’d’. 
Of the moft Pious Edward, with fach grace, 
That the malevolence of Fortune, nothing 
| Takes from his high refpect, \ Thither AZacduffe' 
Is gone, to pray the holy King, upon hisaid 
To wake Worthumberland, and warlike Seyward, 
That by the help of thefe (with him above 
To ratifie the VVork) we may again 
Give toour Tables Meat, Sleep.to our Nights: 


Do faithful Homage, and receive free Honours, 
All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath fo exafperatetheig King, that he 
Prepares for fome attempt of V Var. 

Lenox, Sent heto Macduffe? : 


The cloudy Meflenger turns me his back, 
And hums; as who fhould fay, you'll rue the time 
That clogs me with this Anfwer, 
- Lenox, And that well might, Sai ies 
Advife him to a caution, thold what diftance 
His wifdom can provide. Some Holy Angel 
Fly tothe Court of Exgland, and unfold 
His Meflage e’re he come, that a fwift blefling 


[Mdufick, and a So: g. 


Sing within. Come away, come away, &c. 


[éxeunt. 


Things have been ftrangely born. « The gracious Dwacan 


That were the flaves of Drink, and thralls of Sleep? 


(As, and’t pleafe Heaven he fhall not) they fhall find 


But peace ; for from broad-words, and caufe he fail’d 


Free from our Feafts, and Banquets bloody Knives; 


Lord. He did : and with an abfolute, Sir, not I, 
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May foon return to this our fuffering Country, 
Under a hand accurs’d. 
Lord. Vilfend my Prayers with him. 


Aétus Quintus. Scena Prinza. 


Thunder. Enter the three VVitches: 


T Hrice the brinded Cat hath mew’d. 


2, Thrice, and once the Hedges Pig whin?J. 


3- Harpier crys, ’tistime, ’tis time. 
1, Round about the Cauldron go: 
In the poifon?d Entrails throw 
Toad, that under’€6ld ftone, 
Days and Nights,“ has thirty one : 
Sweltred Venom fleeping got, 
Boil thou firft i’th’ charmed Pot. 
All, Double, double, toil and trouble ; 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 
2. Fillet of a Fenny Snake, 
In the Cauldron Boil and: Bake : © 
Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frog: 
Wool of Bat, and Tongue of Dog: 
Adders,Fork, and Blind-worms Sting, 
Lizards keg, and Howlet’s Wing: 
For a Charm of powerful trouble; 
Like a Hell-broth, boil and bubble. 
All. Double, double, ‘toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 
3. Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolf, 
Witches Mummy, Maw, and Gulf 
OF the ravin’d fait Sea Shark : 
Root of Hemlock, digg’d i’th? dark : 
Liver of Blafpheming Few: . 
Gall of Goat, and Slips.of Yew, 
Sliver’d in the Moon’s Etlipfe = 
Nofe of Turk, andiTartar’s lips; 
Finget of Birth-ftrangled Babe, «— 
Ditch-deliver’d by aDraby 
Make the Gruel thick, and flab. uf ¥ 
Add thereto a Tyger’s Chawdron, 
For th’[ngredience of out Cauldron. — mgredjenty 
All. Double, double,itoil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and Gauldron‘bubble. 
2. Cool it witha :Baboon’s blood, 
Then the Charm is firmeand good... 


< Enter Hecate, and the other three Witches. ~ 


Hec. O well-done: I commend your pains, 
Andevery one fhall tharei’th’ gains: 
And now about the Cauldron fing 
Like Elves and Fairiesin.a Ring}. 
Iachanting all that you\put in: 


Mifickand a Song. Black, Spirits, Kc. 


2. By the pricking of my thumbs; 
Something wicked this way comes: 
Open Locks, whoever knocks, 


: > Enter Macbeth. 
, © Hoy 
eMac. How now yon fecte 
What is’t you do ? 
All, A deed without a name. - 
Mac. \ conjure you, by that which you profefs, 
(How e’re yon come to know it.) -anfwer me: 
Though you untie the Winds, and let them fight 
Againit the Churches :- Though the yefty. Waves 
Confound and fwallow Navigation up: ° 


Though bladed Corn be lodg’d, and Trees blown down, 


h Caftles topple on theit Warders heads : 
= = Eee o Though 


LExeunt. 


i Pty 
r, black, and midnight Hags? 
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Though Palaces, and Pyramids do flope Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the firft ; 
Their heads to their Foundations ; though the treafure A third, is like the former. Filthy Haggs, 
Of Natures Germain, tumble altogether, Why do you fhew me this ? —— A fourth ? Start Eye! 
Even till deftruction ficken : Anfwer me What will the Line ftretch out to th’ crack of Doom? 
Fo what bask you. Another yet? Afeventh ? Pll fee no more : 
1, Speak. ; And yet theeighth appears, who bearsa Glafs, | 
>. Demand. Which fhews me many more: and fome] fee, 
3. We'll anfwer. That twofold Balls, and treble Scepters carry, 
1. Say, if th’ had’{t rather hear it from our mouths, | Horrible fight: Now | fee ’tis true, 
Or from our Matters. For the Bloud-bolter’d Banquo {miles upon me 
Mach. Call’em: let me fee’em. And points at them for his. What is this fo? : 
1. Pour in Sowes bloud, that hath eaten 1. I Sir, all this is fo. -But why 
Ter nine Farrow: Greace that’s {weaten Stands e#acheth thus amazedly ? 
From the Murtherers-Gibbet, throw Come Sifters, cheer we up his fprights, 
into the Flame. And fhew the beft of our delights. 
Ak. Come high or low: Pil Charm the Air to give a found, 
Thy Self and Office deftly how. [ Thunder. | While you perform your Antique round : 
1. Apparition, an Armed Head. | That this great King may kindly fay, 
Mach. Tell me thou unknown power. | Our duties did his welcome pay. 
1, He knows thy thought: The Witches Dance, and vanifh.. 
Hear his Speech, but fay thou nought. each. Where are they? Gone? ‘ 
1 Appar. Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth : Let this pernicious hour, 
Beware Adacduff, } Stand aye accurfed in the Kalender. 
Beware the Thane of Fife: difmifs me. Enough Come in, without there. Enter Lenox. 
; yi [He Defcends.| Lenox. What’s your Graces will? 
Mach. What-e’re thou art,for thy good caution,thanks.} each. Saw you the Wizards Sifters ? 
Thou haft harp’d my fear aright. - But one word more. “Déndx.< No, my Lord. 
1. He will not be commanded: here’s another Mach. Came they not by you? 
More potent than the firft. [_Thunder.| Lenox, No indeed, my Lord. 
2. Apparition, a Bloudy (bild.| Mach. Infected be the Air whereon they ride,’ ae 
2. Appar. eMacheth, eAtacherh, Macbeth. + And damn’d all thofe that truftthem. 1 did hear 
Mach. Hadi three Ears, Vd hearthee. ,. | The gallopping of Horfe. Who was’tcame by? | 
2. Appar. Be bloudy, bold, and refolute :. © Lenox. Tis two or three,my Lord,that bring you word 
Laugh to {corn Macduff is fled to England. 2 a © 


The power of man: For none of Woman born Mach. Fled to England? 
Shall harm eAacbeth.) 25 [Defcends.| Len. 1, my good Lord. 
Mach. Then live Macduff: what need Ifearofthee? |  Afach. Time, thou anticipat’ft my dread exploits 


But yet I’ll make affurance, double fure, >. The flighty purpofe never is o’re-took aa 

And take a Bond of Fate: thou fhalt not live, © Unlefs the deed go with it. From this moment, — 

That I may tell pale-hearted Fear, it lies; e The very firftling of my heart fhall be 

And fleep in fpight of Thunder. ’ [Thunder. | The firftlings of my hand. And even now Sak 

3, Apparition, a Child crowned, with a Tree in his band, | To Crown my thoughts with Acts:be it thought anddon 
What is this, that rifes like the iflue of a King, The Caftle of A¢acduff 1 will furprize. aa 
And wears upon his Baby-brow, theround Seize upon Fife; give to th’ edge 0” th’ Sword 

-P And top of Soveraignty? 5 9) | His Wife, his Babes, and alltinfortunate Souls, | 
All, Liften, but fpeak not to’t.. That trace him in his Line. No boafting likea Fool? | 
3. Appar. Be Lyon metled, proud, and take no care: | This deed Il do, before this purpofe cool, ‘ 

Who chafes, who frets, or where:Confpirers are: | But no more fights. Where are thefe Gentlemen? — 

Macbeth fhall never vanquifh’d be, until Come, bring me where theyare. — 

Great Birnam ate to high Dynfinane Hill 

Shall come againft him.  . BDefcend, 
Mach. That will never be: es Scena Secunda. 

Who can imprefs the Foreft, bid the Tree 

Unfix his Earth-bound Root ? Sweet Boadments, good : Enter Macdufl’s Wife, ber Son, and Roffe. 

Rebellious dead, rife never till the Wood . | ? 

Of Birnamrife, and our high-plac’d Adacbeth Wife. What had he done, to make him fly the Land 

Shall live the Leafe of Nature, pay:his breath «> Roffe. You muft have patience, Madam. 

To time, and mortal Cuftom. Yet my heart _ Wife. He had none : Bah 

Throbsto know onething: tellme, if your Art - : His flight was madnefs: when our Actions do not, 

Can tell fo much: Shall Banquo’s iflue ever Our fears do make us Traytors. 

Reign in this Kingdom ? ; Roffe. You know not ah 
All. Seek to know no more. Whether it was his wifdom, orhisfear, =, 
Mach. \ will be fatisfied. Deny me this, "Wife. Wildom ? to leave his Wafe, to leave his Babes) 

And an eternal Curfe fall on you: Let me know. His Manfion, and his Titles, inaplace- = 

Why finks that Cauldron? and what noifeis this ?LAoboys, | From whence himfelf does flie? Helovesusnot. = | 
1. Shew. . igh 33 He wants the natural touch : for the poor Wret 
2. Shew. + GES. (The moft diminutive of Birds) willfight, = 
3. Shew. fotthy try nhs Her young ones in her Neft, againft the Owle: 

‘All, Shew his Eyes, and grieve his Heart, Allis the Fear, and nothing is the Love; 

Come like fhadows, fodepart. ° As little isthe Wifdom, where the flight — 

A fhew of eight Kings, and Banquo laft, with a | Soruns againft all reafon. iad 

glafs in bishand. | Roffee MydeareftCouz,» eA 

Mach. Thou art too like the Spirit of Banquo: Down :| I pray you School your felf; But for your Husband, 
Thy Crown do’s fear mine Eye-Balls. And thy hair. ‘He is Noble, Wife, Judicious, and beft knows 
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The fits o’th’ Seafon. I dare not {peak much further, 
But cruel are the times, when we are Traytors, 
And do not know’our felves: VVhen we hold Rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear, 
But float upon a wild and violent Sea 
Each way, and move. [take my leave of you: 
Shall not be long but I’ll be bere again: 
Things at the worft will ceafe, or elfe climb upward 
To what they were before, my pretty Coufin, 
Blefling upon you. 

Wife. Father’d he is, 
And yet he’s Fatherlefs, ; 

Rofe. am fo mucha Fool, fhould [ ftay longer, 


| It would be my difgrace, and your difcomfort. 


Itake my leave at once. CExit Rofle. 
Wife. Sistah, your Father’s dead, 

And what will you do now? How will you live? 
Son. As Birds do, Mother. 
Wife. VVhat with worms and flies ? 
Son, VVith what I get, and fodo they. 
Wife. Poor Bird, : 

Thoud’ft never fear the Net, nor Line, 

The Pit-fall, nor the Gin. 
Son. VVhy fhould 1, Mother? 

Poor Birds they are not fet for : 


| My Father is not dead for all your faying, 


Wife. Yes, heis dead: 

How wilt thou do for a Father? 

Son. Nay, how will you do for a Husband ? 

Wife. VVhy, Ican buy me twenty at any Market. 

Son. Then yow'll buy ’em to fell again. 

Wife. Thou fpeak’ft with all thy wit, 

And yet i’ faith with wit enough for thee. 

Son. VVas my Father a Traytor, Mother? é 

Wife, 1, that he was. : 

Son, VVhat isa Traytor? 

Wife, Why, one that {wears and lies. 

Son, And be all Traytors that do fo? i 

" Wife. Every one that does fo is a Traytor, 
And muft be hang’d. ‘ 

Son, And muft they all be hang’d that fwear and lie? 

Wife. Every one. 

Son. Who muft hang them ? 

Wife. VVhy, honeft men. 

Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools: for there 
are Liars and Swearers enow, to beat the honeft men, 
and hang up them. 

Wife, God help thee, poor Monkey: 

But how wilt thou do for a Father? — 
Son. If he were dead, youd weep for him: If you 


| would not it were a good fign, that I fhould quickly 
| have a new Father. 


Wife. Poor Pratler, how thou talk’ft! 


Enter a Meflenger. 


|’ Meff. Blefs you, fair Dame, I am not to you known, 


Though in your ftate of honour I am perfect ; 

{ doubt fome danger does approach you nearly. 

If you will take a homely man’s advice, 

Be not found here : Hence with your little ones: 

To fright you thus, methinks I am too favage : 

To do worfe to you, were fell Cruelty, 

Which is too nigh your perfon. Heaven preferve you, 

I dare abide no longer. LExit Meflenger. 
Wife, Whither fhould I fly ? 


| [have done no harm. But I remember now 


T am in this earthly world: whete todo harm 


| Is often Iandable, to do good fometime ° 


Accounted dangerous Folly. VVhy then (alas) © - 

Do I'pat up that womanly defence, ~ ; 
To fay Ihad done no harm ? 2 
VVhat are thefe. faces ? HON iT .3) 


: ee 
| 


Enter Murtherers, 


eUur. VVhere is your Husband ? 
Wife. 1 hope in no place fo unfanctified, 
VVhere fuch as thot may’ft find him. 
«Mur. He’sa Traytor. 
Som, Thou ly’{t thou fhag-eard Villain. 
Mur. VVhat you Egg ? 
Young fry of Treachery ? 
Son. He has kill’d me, .Mother, 


Runaway, | pray you. LExit, erying murther. 


Scena Tertias 
Enter Malcolm and Macduffe. 


eal. Let us feek out fome defolate fhade, and there 
VVeep our fad bofomes empty. 

«Macd. Let us rather 
Hold faft the mortal Sword: and like good men, 
Beftride our downfal’Birth-dome : Each new Morn, 
New widows howl, new Orphanscry, new forrows 
Strike Heaven on the face, that it refounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd ont 
Like Syllable of Dolour, 

eMal. VVhat-I believe, Pil wail; 
VVhat know, believe; and what I can redrefS, 
As I fhall find the time to friend , I will. 
What you have fpoke, it may be fo perchance: 
This Tyrant, whofe fole Name blifters our Tongues, 
Was once thought honeft: You have lov?d him well, 
He hath not touch’d you yet. 1am young, but fomething 
You may difcern of ‘him through me, and wifdom 
To offer up a weak,:poor innocent|Lamb, 
T’appeafe an angry God. 

eMacd, Lani not treacherous: 

Mal. But Macbeth iss 
A good and virtuous Nature may recoil 
In an imperial charge, But I fhall crave your pardon: 
That which-yourare, my thoughts cannot tranfpofe ; 
Angels are bright. {till, though the brighteft fell. 
Though all things foul would bear the brows of Grace, 
Yet Grace mutt ftill look fo. 

eMacd. \haveloftmy hopes. 

Malc. Perchance, even there 
Where I did find my doubts, 
Why in that rawnefs left you wife and Children ? 
Thole precious Motives, thofe {trong knots of Love, 
Without leave-taking. I pray you, 
Let not my Jealoufies, be your Difhonours, 
But mine own fafeties: you may be rightly juft, 
Whatever I fhall think. . 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor Country, 
Great Tyranny, lay thou thy Bafisfure, 
For goodnefs dares not check thee : wear'thou thy wrongs, 
The Title is afeard. Fare thee well; Lord, 
[ would not:be the Villain that thou think’ft, 
For the whole fpace that’s in the Tyrants Grafp, 
And the rich Eaft to. boot. Carsy: 

Mal. Be not offended : 
I {peak not as in abfolute fear of you: 
I think our Country finks beneath the yoke, 2 
It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gafh 
Is added to her wounds. I think withal, 
There would be hands up-lifted in my right +. 
And here from gracious England have | offer 
Of goodly thoufands. But for all this; 


“When I fhall tread upon the Tyrant’s head, - 


Or wear it on my Sword ; yet my poor Country 
Shall have more vices than it had before, 

More fuffer, and more fundry ways than ever, 
By him that fhall fucceed. ; 


Eee 3 Macd.\ 
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Macd, What fhould he be ? 

Mal. \tis my felf Imean, in whom I know 
All the particulars of Vice fo grafted, 
That when they fhall be open’d black AZacheth 
Will feem as pure as Snow, and the poor State 
Efteem him asa Lamb, being compai?d 
With my confinelefs harms. 

- Macd, Not in the Legions ; 

Of horrid Hell, can come a Devil more damn’d 
In evils, to top Macbeth. 

Mach, | grant him Bloudy, 
Luxtrious, Avaricious, Falfe, Deceitful, 
Sudden, Malicious, fmoaking of every fin 
That has a name. But there’s no bottom, none 
In my Voluptuoufnefs: Your Wives, your Daughters, 
Your Matrons, and your Maids, could not fill up 
The Ciftern of my Luft, andmy Defire 
Allcontinent Impediments would o’re-bear 
That did oppofe my will. Better Adacheth, 
Than fuch an one to reign, 

Macd. Boundlefs intemperance 
In Nature isa Tyranny: It hath been 
Th’ untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many Kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours: you may 
Convey your pleafures in a fpacious plenty, : 
And yet feem cold. The time you may fo Hoodwink : 
We have willing Dames enough: there cannot be 
That Vulture in you, to devour fo many 
As will to Greatnefs dedicate themfelves, 
Finding it fo inclin’d. 

Mal. With this, there grows - 
In my moft ill-cémpos’d Affection, fuch 
A ftanchlefs Avarice, that were I King, 
| fhould cut off the Nobles for their Lands, 
Defire his Jewels,- and ‘this others Houfe, 
And my more-having would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that I fhould forge 
Quarrels unjuft againft the Good and Loyal, 
Deftroying them for wealth. 

Maca. This Avarice 
Sticks deeper : grows with more pernicious root 
Than Summer-feeming Luft: and it hath been 
The Sword of our flain Kings: yet do not fear, 
Scotland hath Poifons to fill up your will 
Of your mere Own. All thefe are portable, 
With other Graces weigh’d, 


Mal. Buti have none, The King becoming Graces, 


As Juitice, Verity, Temp’rance, Stablenefs, 
Bounty, Perfeverance, Mercy, Lowlinefs, 
Devotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude ; 
I have no relifh of them, but abound 
In the divifion, of each feveral Crime, 
Acting it many ways. Nay had I power I fhould 
} Pour the {weet Milk of Concord, into Hell, 
Uproar the univerfal peace, confound 

All unity on earth, 

Macd. O Scotland, Scotland! 

Mal. Vf fuch a one be fitto govern, fpeak : 
Jam as | have fpoken. 


Macd.Fit to govern? No not tolive.O Nation miferable! | 


With an untitied Tyrant, bloudy Sceptred, 
When fhalt thou fee:thy wholefome days again ? 
Since that the trueft Ifte of thy Throne 
By his own Interdiétion ftands accurft, 
And do’s blafpheme his breed? thy Royal Father 
Was a moft Sainted King: the Queen that bore thee, 
Oftner upon her Knees, than om her fect, 
Dy’d every day fhe liv’d. Fare thee well, 
Thefe Evils thou repeat’ft uponthy felf, 
Hath banifht me from Scotland. O my Brealt, 
Thy hope ends here. Pest 

Mal. Macduff, this Noble paflion. 
Child of Integrity, hath from my Soul, 
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Wip’d the black Scruples, reconcil’d my thoughts 
To thy good truth, and honour. Devillith Adacherh 
By many of thefe trains, hath fought to winme ” 
Into his power: and modeft Wifdom plucks me 
From over-credulous hafte: but God above 


_| Deal between thee and me; For even now 


I put my felf to thy direction, and 

Unfpeak mtine own detraction. Here abjure 

The taints, and blames | laid upon my felf, 

For ftrangers to my Nature, Iam yet 

Unknown to Women, never was forfwore, 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own, 

At no time broke my Faith, would not betray 
The Devil to his Fellow, and delight . 
No lefsin truth than life. My firft falfe fpeaking 
Was this upon my felf, what 1 am truly 
Is thine, and my poor Countries to command: 
Whether indeed, before thy here approach, 


| Old Seyward with ten thoufand warlike men 


Already ata point, was fetting forth? 

Now we'll together, and the chance of goodnefs 
Be like our warranted Quarrel, Why are you filent? ia 
Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcomethings at once | 

’Tis hard to reconcile. y 


Enter a Doctor. . 
Mal. Well, more anon. Comes the King forth F : 


I pray you? i 2 
Doét, I Sir: there are a crew of wretched Souls - 


‘That ftay his Cure: their malady convinces 


The great affay of Art. But at his touch, 
Such fanctity hath Heaven given his hand, 
They prefently amend. 
Mal. thank you, Doctor. 
Macd. What's the Difeafe he means ? 1 dg 
Mai. ’Tiscal?dthe Evil, . ee 
A moft miraculous work in this good King, ey 
Which often fince my hereremainin England, | 
Ihave feenhimdo: HowhefolicitsHeaven, = | 
Himfelf beft knows: but ftrangely vifited people, | 
All fwoln and Ulcerous, pitiful to the Eye, iti 
The mere defpair of Surgery, he cures, 
Hanging a golden ftamp about their Necks, 
Put on with holy Prayers, and ’tis fpoken - 
To the fucceeding Royalty he leaves tty ae 
The healing Benediétion : with this ftrange virtue, = | 
He hath a Heavenly Gift of Prophecy, 
And fundry Bleflings hang about his Throne, 
That fpeak him full of Grace. 


Ces) 


Reb! 


Enter Rofle. 


Macd. See, who comes here. we ae 
eUalc. My Countreyman: but yet I know him note | 
eMacd. My ever gentle Coufin, welcome hither. 
«Male, 1 know him now. Good God betimes remove 
The means, the means that makes us ftrangets.. 
Roffe. Sir, Amen, 5 mies |e 
eMacd. Stands Scotland where it did? . . } 
Roffe. Alas poor Countrey, ond i 
Almoft afraid to know. it felf. It cannot 


| Be call’d our Mother, but our Grave ; where nothing | 


But who knows nothing is once feentofmile:  , 
Where fighs and groans, and fhrieks that reat the ait 
Are made, not mark’d: Where violent forrowfeems. 
A Modern ecftafie: theDead-man’sKnell, =. J 
Is there fcarce ask’d for who, and good men’s lives | 
Expire before the Flowersin their Caps, dt 
Dying, ore’re they ficken. ~ hae 
eMacd. Ohrelation; toonice, and yet too true.) | 
Malc. Whats the newelt grief? ue | 
Roff. That of an hours age, doth hifs the fpeaker, | 
Each minute teems a new one. 3 ori 


Pa 


ree ee 
hae 


_| Pertains to you alone. 


‘| They were all ftrook for thee: Naught that lam, 
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«Macd. How does my Wife ? 
Roffe. Why, well. 
Macd.. And all my Children? 
Roffe. Well too. 
eMacd. The Tyrant has not batter’d at their peace ? 
Roffe. No, they were well at peace when I did leave ’em. 
eMacd. Be nota niggard of your fpeech: how go’s it ? 
Roffe. When I came hither to tranfport the Tidings 
Which I have heavily born, there rana Rumour 
Of many worthy Fellows, that were out, 
Which was to my belief witneft the rather, 
For that I fawthe Tyrant’s Power a-foot, 
Now is the time of help: your Eye in Scotland 
Would create Souldiers, make our Women fight, 
To doff their dire diftreffes, 
eMalc, Be’t their comfort 
We are coming thither: Gracious England hath 
Lent us good Seyward, and ten thoufand men, 
An older, and a better Souldier, none 
That Chriftendom gives out. 
Roffe. Would | could anfwer 
This comfort with the like. But I have words 
That would be how!’d out in the defert air, 
Where hearing fhould not latch them. 
eMacd, What concern they, 
The general caufe, or is it a Fee grief 
Due to fome fingle Breaft ? 
Roffe. No mind that’s honeft 
But in it fhares fome woe, though the main part 


Our lack is nothing but our leave. ¢ Afacherh 
Is ripe for fhaking, and the Powers aboye 

Put on their Inftruments: Receive what cheer you may 
The Night is long that never finds the Day. ; 


LExeunt, 


— Adtus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter a Doctor of Phyfick, and a waiting 
Gentlewoman. ° 
— Have two Nights watch’d with you, but can ger- 
ceive no truth in your report. When was it the 

laft walk’d ? 

Gent, Since his Majefty went into the Field, I have feen 
her rife from her Bed, throw her Night-Gown upon her, 
unlock her Clofet, take forth Paper, fold it, write upon’t, 
read it, afterwards Seal it, and again return to Bed ; yet 
all this while in a moft falt fleep. 

Doi?, A great perturbation in Nature, to receive at 
once the benefit of fleep and do the effects of watching. 
In this flumbry agitation, befides her walking, and other 
actual performances, what (at any time) have you heard 
her fay ? ' 

Gent. That Sir, which J will not reportafter her. - 

Dott, You may tome, and ‘tis moft meet you fhould. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one, haying no witnef§ 
to confirm my fpeech, Enter Lady with a Taper, 
Lo you, here fhe comes: This is her very guife,-and up- 
on my life faftafleep; obferve her, ftand clofe. 

Doi, How came fhe by that light? 

_ Gent. Why, it ftood by her: fhe has light by her con- 
tinually, *tis her command. 

Dott, You fee her Eyes are open. 

Gent, but their fenfe are fhut. 

Doét., Whatis it the do’s now ? 

Look how fhe rubs her hands. 

Gent. It is an accuftom’d action with her, to feem thus 
wafhing her hands: I have known her continue in this a 
quarter of an hour. 

Lad. Yet here’s a fpot. 

Dott. Hark, the fpeaks, 1 will fet down what comes 
from her, to fatisfie my remembrance the more ftrongly. 

La, Out damned fpot: outi fay. One: Two: Why 
then ’tis time todo’t: Hell is murky. Fie, my Lord, Fie, 
aSouldier, and afear’d ? what need we fear ? who knows 
it, when none can call our power to account: yet who 
would have thought the old man to have had fo much 
bloud in him. 

Dott. Do you mark that ? 

Lad, The Thane of Fife, hada Wife: where is fhe now? 
What will thefe hands ne’re be clean? No more o” that, 
my Lord, no moreo’ that: you marr all with ftarting. 

Doct. Go to, goto: 

You have known what you fhould not. 

Gent. She has {poke what fhe fhould not, I am fure of 
that: Heaven knows what the has known. 

La, Here’s. the fmell of bloud ftill: all the perfumes 
of Arabia will not fweeten this little hand. 

Oh, ob, oh. ae 

Dott. What a figh isthere? The heart is forely charg’d: 

Gent. 1 would not have fucha heart in my bofome, for 
dignity of the whole body. 

Doct, Well, well, well. 

Gent, Pray God it be, Sir. nea 
. Doct. This Difeafe is beyond my practice: yet ! have 
known thofe which have walkt in their fleep, who have. 
died holily in their Beds, peeks 

Lad, Wath your hands, put on your Night-Gown, look 
| notfo pale: I tell you yetagain, Banquo’s buried ; he can- 

not. come out on’s Grave. ews 
1 Doct. Even fo? ‘Sake a 
Lady. To Bed, to Bed : there’s knocking at the Gate : 


«Maca, If it be mine 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 
Roffe. Let not your Ears defpife my tongue for ever, 
Which fhall poffefs them with the heavieft found 
That ever yet they heard. 
eMYacd. Humh: { guefs at it. 
Roffe. Your Caftle is furpriz’d : your Wife, and Babes 
Savagely flaughter’d: torelate the manner 
Were on the Quarry of thefe murther’d Deer 
To add the Death of you. 
eMalc. Merciful Heaven: 
What man, ne’re pull your Hat upon your brows: 
Give forrow words ; the grief that do’s not fpeak, 
Whilfpers the o’re-fraught heart, and bids ic break. 
Macd. My Children too? 
Roffe. Wife, Children, Servants,all that could be found. 
Macd. And 1 mutt be from thence ? My Wife kill’d too? 
Roffe. 1 have faid. 
eMalc. Be comforted. 
Let’s make us Med’cines of our great Revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 
Macd. He has no Children. All my pretty ones? 
Did you fay All? O Hell Kite! All? 
What, All my pretty Chickens, and their Damm 
At one fell {woop ? 
eMale, Difpute it like a man. 
Macd. | fhall do fo. 
But I muft alfo feel it as a man; 
I cannot but remember fuch things were 
That were moft precious tome: Did Heaven Jook on, 
And would not take their part ? Sinful AZacduff, 


Not for their own demerits, but for mine 

Fell flaughter on their Souls : Heaven reft them now. 
Mal. Be this the Whetftone of your Sword, let grief 

Convert to anger: blunt not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd. O I could play the Woman with mine Eyes, 

And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heavens, 

Cut fhort all intermiffion : Front to Front, - 

Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my felf 

Within my Swords length fet him, ifhe {cape, 

Heaven forgive him too. 
eMal. This time goes manly: = 

Come go weto the King, our Power is ready, — 
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Come, come, come, come, give me your hand: What's 
done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, ‘to bed. 
~| CExit Lady. 
Dott. Will fhe go now to bed? 
. Gent. Directly. 
Dott. Foul whifperings are abroad: unnatural deeds 
Oo breed unnatural troubles : Infeéted minds 
To their deaf pillows will difcharge their fecrets: 
More needs fhe the Divine than the Phyfician : 
God, God forgive us all. Look after her, 
Remeve from her the means of all annoyance, 
And {till keep eyes upon her : So good night: hed: 
M@mind fhe has*mated, and amaz'd my fight. '. €démfs 
| think, but dare not fpeak. 


Gent. Good night, good Dottor. (Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Drum and Colours, Enter Menteth,. Cathnes, 
Angus, Lenox, Souldiers. 


Ment. The Englifh power is near, led on by Malcolm, 
His Uncle Seyward, and the good Macduff. 
Revenges burn in them: For their dear caufes 
Excite the mortified man. 
Ang. Neat Birnam wood 
Shall we meet them, that way are they coming. 
Cath, Who knows if Donalbaine be with his:Brother ? 
Lenox. For certain, Sir, he isnot: I havea File 
Of all the. Gentry; there is Seyward’s Son, 
And many unruff Youths, that even now 
Proteft their firft of Manhood. 
Ment. What do’s the Tyrant? 
Cath. Great Dunfinane he ftrongly fortifies, 
Some fay he’s mad: Others, that lefler hate¢ him, 
Do call it valiant Fury, but, for certain, 
He cannot, buckle his diftemper’d caufe 
Within the belt of Rule. 
Ang. Now do’s he feel riage 
His fecret Murthers fticking on his hands, 
Now minutely Revolts upraid his faith-breach : 
Thofe he commands move only in command, 
Nothing in love : Now does he feel his Title 
Hang loofe about him, like a Giants Robe 
Upon a Dwarfith Thief. 
Ment. Who then fhall blame 
His pelter’d Senfes to recoyl, and ftart, 
When all that is within him do’s condemn. 
‘It felf for being there. 
(ath. Well, march we on, 
To give obedience where ’tis truly ow’d: 
Meet we the Med’cine of the fickly Weal, 
And with him pour we in our Countries purge, 
Each drop of us. 
Lenox. Or fo much as it needs, 
Todew the Sovereign Flower, and drown the Weeds. 
Make we our March towards Birzam. . 
[Exeunt Marching, 


Sana Tertia. 
Enter Macbeth, Doctour, and Attendants. 
Mac. Bring me no more Reports , let them fly all: 


Till Birnam Wood remove to Dunfinane, 
I cannot taint with fear, What’s the Boy, A4alcolme ? 


Was he not born of Woman? The Spirits that know — 


All mortal Confequences, have pronounc’d me thus: :. 
Fear. not, Adacheth, no man that’s born of woman 
Shall e’re have power u 
And mingle with the Exglifh wire Ot 
The mind I fway by , and the heart I bear,;- } - 

Shall neverffag with doubt, nor fhake with fear. = 
| 42 Srey oy hang frrgerd — 


| Til igs nae come to Dunfinane. 


iF 
a4 
} 


pon.thee. Then fly falfe Thanesy — 
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| Enter a Servant. 
The Devil damn thee black; » thou cream-fac’d Lown: 
Where got’ft thou that Goofe-Look ? 

Ser. There is ten thoufand. 

Mach. Geefe, Villain? 

Ser. Souidiers, Sir. 
Macd. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 
Thou Litly-liver’d Boy. What Souldiers, Patch? 
Death of thy Soul, thofe linnen cheeks of thine 
‘ Are Counfellours to fear. VVhat, Souldiers, Wha 

Ser. The Englifh Force, fo pleafe you. 

Mach. Take thy face hence, Seyron, 1am fick at heart, 
When I behold: Seyton, 1 fay, thispufh = > ay 
Will cheer me ever, or difeafe me now. 

I have liv’d long enough : My way of life 

Is faln into the Sear, the yellow leaf, } 

And that which fhould acompany Old Age, 

As Honour, Love, Obedience, troops of Friends, 

I muft not look to have: But in their ftead, 

Curfes, not loud but deep, Mouth-honour breath, 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and date not, 
Seyton ? Li 


, 
| 


y-face? 


Enter Seyton. 


| Sey. What’s your Gracious pleafure ? 
Mach. What news more ? me 
Sey. Allis confirm’d, my Lord, which was reported, | 
Mach. Vitfight, till from my. bones my flefh is hack, | 
Give me my Armour. Li 
Sey. "Tis not needed yet. | ie 
Mach. Vil put it on: 
Send out more horfes, skir the Country round,.; 
Hang thofe that ftand in fear. Give me mine Amour: — 
How do’s your Patient, Doctor ? Bry 3) 
Dott. Not fo fick, my Lord, 
As fhe is troubled with thick-coming Fancies, 
That keep her from her reft. 
Mach. Cure her from that : 
Canft thou not minifter toa mind difeas’d, 
Pluck from the memory a rooted Sorrow, 
Rafe ont the written troubles of the Brain, 
And with fome fweet oblivious Antidote, — . 
Cleanfé the ftuft bofome of that perillous ftuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 
Do. Therein the Patient 
Muft minifter unto himfelf. i 
Mach. Throw Phyfick to the Dogs, I'll none of ti 
Come, put my Armour on, give me my Staffes ieee 
Seyton, Sendout: Doctor, the Thanes fly from me: 
Come, Sir, difpatch. If thou cauld’ft, Doctor, caft 
The waterof’myLand, find:ber difeafe, 
And purge it to a found and:priftine Health, 
I would applaud thee to the very Echo, i 
That fhould applaud again. Pull’t of, I fay, j 
What Rubarb, Senna, or what Purgative Drug, 
Would fcour thefe Exglifh hence: Hear’ft thou of them" 
Doé. 1, my good Lord: Your Royal preparation —— 
Makes us hear fomething. od TON 
. Mach. Bring it after me: 9 
Iwill not be afraid of Death and Bane, — 
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Dot. Were | from Dunfinane away, and cleats 
| Profit again fhould hardly draw me here. . 14 
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eMent. We doubt it nothing. 

Seyw. What Wood is this before us ? 

Ment. The Wood of Birnam. 

Male, Let every Souldier hew him downa Bough, 
And bear’t before him, thereby fhall we fhadow 
The numbers of our Hoaft, and make difcovery 
Erre in report of us. 

Sonld, Ic fhall be done. 

Seyw. We learn no other, but the confident Tyrant, 


| Keeps {till in Dunfinane, and will endure 


Our fetting down befor’t. 

eMalc. ’Tis hismain hope: _ 
For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and lefs have given him the Revolt, 
And none ferve with him, but conftrained things, 
Whofe hearts are abfent too. 

eMacd. Let our beft Cenfures 
Before the true event, and put we on 
Induftrious Souldierfhip, 

Sey. The time approaches, 
That will with due decifion make us know 
What we fhall fay we have, and what we owe: 
Thoughts fpeculative, their unfure hopes relate, 
But certain iffue, ftrokes muft arbitrate, 
Towards which, advancethe War.  [Exeuxnt marching, 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Macbeth , Seyton , ad Souldiers, with 
: Drums and Colowrs. 


Mach, Hangout our Banners on the outward Walls, 
The Cry is till, they come: Our Caftles ftrength 
Will laugh a Siege to fcorn: Here let them lie, 
Till Famine and the Ague eat them up: 
Were they not force’d with thofe that fhould be ours,y.< , 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, *“ 
And beat them backward home. What is that noife ? 
LA cry within of Women, 
Sey It isthe cry of Women, my good Lord. 
Mach. | have almoft forgot the tafte of Fears: 
The time-has been, my fenfes would have cool’d 
To hear a Night-fhriek, and my Fell of hair 
Would at a difmal Treatife rouze, and ftir 
As life were in’t. I have fupt full with horrors, 


j Direnefs familiar to my flaughterous thoughts 


Cannot once ftartme, Wherefore was that cry ? 

Sey, The Queen (my Lord) is dead. 

Macb. She fhould have dy’d hereafter ; 
There would have beena time for fuch a word : 
To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 
Creeps inthis petty pace from day today, 

To the laft Syllable of Recorded time : 

And all our yefterdays have lighted Fools 

The way to ftudy death. Out, out, brief Candle, 
Life’s but a walking Shadow, a poor Player, 

That ftruts and frets his hour upon the Stage, 

And thenis heard no more, It isa tale 

Told by an Ideot, full of found and fury 
Signifying nothing. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Thou com’ft to ufe thy tongue : thy ftory quickly. 


¢Mef. My Gracious Lord, 
I fhould report that which I fay I faw, 
But know not how to do’t, 
— eMach, Well, fay, Sir. 

‘eM. As | did ftand tmy Watch upon the Hill, 
I look'd toward Birnam, and anon me thought 
The Wood began to move. 

Macb. Lyar, andSlave. 

Me, Let me endure your wrath, if’t be not fo: 
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Within this three mile you may fee it coming. 
I fay, a moving Grove. 
Mach. If thou fpeak’ft falfe, 
Upon the next Tree fhalt thou hang alive 
Till Famine cling thee: If thy {peech be footh, 
Icare not if thou do’ft for me as much. 
I pull in Refolution, and begin 
To doubt the Equivocation of the Fiend, 
That lies like truth. Fear not, till Birzam Wood 
Do come to Dunfinane, and now a Wood 
Comes toward Dunfinane. Arm, arm, and out, 
If this which he avouches do’s appear, 
There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here, 
Pgin to be a weary of the Sun, 
And with th’ eftate 0’ th’ World were now undone: 
Ring the alarum Bell, blow Wind, come wrack, 


At leaft we'll die with Harnefs on our back. LExeunt. 


Scena Sexta. 


Drums and Colours, ; 
Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduffe, and their Army, 
' with Boughs, 


Mal, Now near enough : 
Your Leavy Screens throw down, 
And fhew like thofe you are: You (worthy Uncle) 
Shall with my Coufin, your right Noble Son, 
Lead our firft Battel. Worthy Macduffe, and we 
Shall take upon’s what elfe remains to do 
According to our order, 
Seyw. Fare you well : 
Do we but find the Tyrants power to night, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. (breath, 
Macd. Make all our Trumpets fpeak, give them all 
Thofe clamorous Harbingers of bloud and death. [Exeuae. 
€ -  LeAlarums continned. 
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Scena Septima. 
_ Enter Macbeth, 


Macb. They have ty’d me toa ftake, I cannot fly, 
But Bear-like I muft fight the courfe. What’s he 
That was not born of Woman? Such a one 
Am I tofear, or none. 


Enter Young Seyward. 


Y. Sey. What is thy name ? 

Mach. Thow'lt be afraid to hear it. 

Y. Sey. No: though thou call’ft thy felf a hotter name 
Than any is in Hell. 

Mach. My name’s Macbeth. 

Y, Sey. The Devil himfelf could not pronounce a Title 
More hateful to mine Ear. 

eMacb, No: nor more fearful. 

Y. Sey. Thou lieft thou abhorred Tyrant,with my Sword 
Pll prove the lye thou fpeak’ft. 

_ Fight, and young Seyward’s flan. 

Mach, Thou waft born of Woman ; 

But Swords I finile at, Weapons laugh to fcorn, = 
Brandifh’d by mian that’s of a Woman born. (Exit. 
Alarums. Enter Macduffe. 

Macd. That way the noifeis: Tyrant, fhew thy face, 
If thou beeft flain, and with no ftroke of mine, 
My Wife and Childrens Ghofts will haunt me ftill : 
| cannot ftrike at wretched Kernes, whofé arms 
Are hir’d to bear their Staves; either thou, eAacheth, 
Or elfe my Sword with an unbattered edge He 


{ fheath again undeeded. There thou fhould’ft be 
By this great clatter, one of greateft note 
Scems bruited. Let me find him Fortune, 


And more I beg not. LExit.  <Alarums, 


Enter Malcolme and Seyward. 


Seyw. This way, my Lord, the Caftles gently rendred: 
The Tyrants people, on both fides do fight, 
The Noble Thanes do bravely in the War, 
The day almott it felf profefles yours, 
And little is to do. : 

Malc. We have met with Foes 
That ftrike befide us. 

Seyw, Enter, Sir, the Caftle. 


[Exeunt. Alarum. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mac. Why fhouldJ play the Roman Fool, and die 
On mine own Sword? whiles I fee lives, the gafhes 
Do better upon them. 


Enter Macduffe. 


Macd. Turn Hell-hound, turn. \ 

Mach. Of all men elfe I have avoided thee : 
But get theeback, my Soul is too much charg’d: 
With bloud of thine already. 

Macd. | have no words, : 
My Voice is in my Sword, thou bloudier Villain 
Than terms can give thee out. LFight. Alarum. 

Mach, Thou lofeft labour, 7 
As eafie may’{t thou the intrenchant Air 
With tby keen Sword imprefs, as make me bleed : 

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Crefts, 
I bear a’charmed life, which muft not yield 
To one of Woman born. 
Macd. Defpair thy Charm, 
And let the Angel whom thou ftill haft ferv’d 
Tell thee, A¢acduffe was from his Mothers Womb 
Untimely ript. 

Macb. Accurfed be that tongue that tells me fo ; 
For it hath Cow’d my better part of man: | 
And be:thefe Jugling Fiends no more believ’d, 
That palter with us in a double fenfe, 
That keep the word of promife to our Ear, 

And break it to our hope. Pll not fight with thee. 

Macd. Then yieldthee Coward, 

And live to be the fhew, and gaze o” th’ time. 
We'll have thee, as our Rarer Monfters are ~ 
Painted upon a Pole, and under-writ, 

Here may you fee the Tyrant. — 
_ Mach. Lwill not yield — - cde’ ¢. 
To kifs the ground before young A4Zalcolms fect, 

‘| And to be baited with the Rabbles Curfe, . 

| Though Birzam Wood be come to Dunfinane, 

And thou oppos’d, being of no Woman born, 

Yet I will try the laft. Before my Body, ° 
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I throw my Warlike Shield: Lay on Macd z, 
And damn’d be him, that firft cries hold, enough.» 
LExeunt fighting. Alarums. 


Enter fighting, and Macbeth flain, | 
Retreat and Flours{h. Enter with Drum and Colours) 
Malcolme, Seyward, Rofle, Thanes, and Souldiers, 


Mal. 1 would the Friends we mifs, were fafe arriy’d 
Sey. Some mutt go off: and yet by thefe | fee, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought, 
Mal. Macduffe is mifling, and your noble Son, ig 
- Roff. Your Son, my Lord, ha’s paid a Souldiers Debt, | 
He only liv’d but till he was a man, a 
The which no fooner had his prowefs confirm’d 
In the unfhrinking ftation where he fought, 
But like a man he dy’d. 
Sey. Then he is dead ? 8 
Roffe. 1, and brought off the Field : your caufeof forrow | 
Mutt not be meafur’d by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. eh oee “ 
Sey. Had he his hurts before. 
Roff. 1, on the Front. 
Sey. Why then, Gods Souldier be he : 
Had I as many Sons as have hairs, 
I would not wifh them to a fairer death: 
And fo his Knell is knoll’d..- 
eal. He’s worth more forrow, 
And that I’ll fpend for him. 
Sey. He’s worth no more, 
They fay he parted well, and paid his fcore, Be si, 
And foGod be with him. Here comes newer comfort, | 
: Enter Macduffe, with Macbeths Head. | 
Macd. Hail, King, for fo thou art. 
Behold where itands reali 
Th’ Ufurpers Curfed Head; the time is free: ) 
I fee thee compaft with thy Kingdoms Pearl, 
That fpeak my falutation in their minds : 
Whofe Voices I defire aloud with mine. 
Hail King of Scotland. ea 
All. Hail, King of Scotland. ~ | | Elune 
Mal. We {hall not {pend a large expence of time, ~ 
Before you reckon with your feveral loves, = 5 
And make us even with you. My Thazes and Kinft 
Henceforth be Earls, the firft that ever Scotland ~ 
In fuch an honour nam?d : What’s more.todo’ © 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exil’d Friends abroad, >> | 
That fled the Snares of watchful Tyranny, © © 
Producing forth the cruel Minifters _ i bipowa 
Of this dead Butcher, and his Fiend-like Queens: — 
Who (as ’tis thought) by felf and violent hands, | 
Took offher life. This, and what needful ele). )— 
That calls upon. us, by the Grace of Grace, 0 
We will perform in meafure, time and place: 
So thanks to all at once, and toeachone,., ¢ o. 9 
Whom we invite, to fee us Crown’d at Scone. 
ie [Elourifh, _, Excewnt ont 
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Enter Barnardo and Francifco,; two Centinels, 


c 


DENMARK. - 


eAdus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Hor. Well, fit we'down, 


| And let us hear Barnardo fpeak of this! 


Ho’s there ? 
Fran. Nay anfwer me: Stand 
and unfold your felf. 
Bar. Long live the King. 
Fran.. Barnardo. 
Bare He, 
Fran, You come moft chearfully upon your hour. 
Bar. ’Tis now ftruck twelve, get thee to Bed,Franciféo. 
| Fran. For thisrelief much thanks: ’tis bitter cold, 
| And I am fick at heart. 
Bar. Have you had guiet Guard. 
Fran. Not.a Moufe ftirring. 
; |. Bar. Well, good Night. If you do meet Horatio and 
Marcellus, the Rivals of my Watch,* bid them make hatt. 


Enter Horatio aad Marcellus. 
Fran. (think Thear them. Stand, who's there ?° 
Hor. Friends to this ground. 
Mar. And Liege-men to the Daze. 
Fran. Give yougood Night. 9" ~* 
Mar. O farewel,honeft Souldier, who hath reliev’d you? 
Fran. Barnardohas my place: give you good Night. — | 

[Exit Francifco. 

ear. Holla, Barnardo. 
Bar. Say, what is Horatio there? 
Hor. A piece of him. 
Bar. Welcome, Horatio, welcome, good eMarcellus, 
Mar. What, has this thing appear’d again to Night, 
Bar. 1 have feen nothing. 
Mar. Horatio fays, tis but our phantafie, 

And will not let belieftake hold of him 

Touching this dreaded fight, twice feen of us, 

| Therefore { have intreated him along 

With us, to watch the minutes of this Night, 

That if again this Apparition come, 

| He may approve our Eyes, and fpeak to it. 
Hor. Tush, tufh, ’twill not appear. 
Bar. Sit down a while, 

And let us once again affail your Ears, 

That are fo fortified againft our ftory, 

What we two Nights have feen. 


} But in the grofs and fcope of my opinion, 


Bar, Laft night of all, 
When yon fame Star, that’s weftward from the Pole 
Had made his courfe t’illume that part of Heaven, 
Where now it burns,» @Zarcellus and my felf, 
The Bell then beating one. 

ear, Peace, break thee off: 


Enter the Ghott: 


Look where it comeS again. 
Bar. In the fame figure like the King that’s dead. 
eMar. Thouatt a Scholar, fpeak to it; Horatio. 
Bar. Looks it not: like the King?) Mark it, Aoratia. 
Hor. Moft like It harrows me. with fear and wonder, 
Bar. Tewould*be fpoke to. ’ 
Mary Queftion it, Horatio. i 
Hor, What art thou that ufurp’ft this time of Night) 
Togethet with that fair-and warlike form 
In which the Majefty ‘of buried Denmark, 


| Did fometimes march: By Heaven'l'charge thee fpeak, 


eMar. it is offended. 

Bar. See, it ftalks away. 

Hor. Stay: fpeak; {peak : Icharge thee, fpeak.’ 
(Ext Ghott. 


Mar. "Tis gone, and will not anfwer! 
Bar. How now,Horatio? You trembleandlook pale : 
Is not’this-{omething more than fantafié? 
What think you ont? = 
Hor. Betore my God I might not this believe 


‘| Without the fenfible and true avouch 


Of mine own Eyes. 
Mar. (sit not like the King. 
Hor. As thou art to thy felf, © 


] Such was the Armour he had on, 


When th’ambitious Morway combated : 
So frown’d he onee, when in an angty parle 
He {mote the fledded Poleaxe on the ice? 
Tis ftrange. (5 
Mar. Thus ’twice before, and juft at this fame hour, 
With Martial ftalk, hath he gone by-our Watch. 
Hor. \n what particular thooghe to-work, {know not: 


This | 
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Chis boads fome ftrange eruption to our State. 
Mar. Good now fit down, and tell me hethat knows 
Why thisfame ftrict and moft obférvant watch, 
So nightly coils the fubject of the Land, 
And why juch daily ca{t of Brazen Cannon 
And foreign Mart for Implemeuts of War: 
Why fuch imprefleof Shipwrights, whofe fore Task 
Dos’t not divide the Sunday from the week, 
What might be toward, that this fweaty hafte 
Doth make the night joynt-labourer with the,day = 
Who is’cthat can informe me? 
Hor, That can |, 
At leaft the whisper goes fo, Our laft King, , 
Whofe Image even but now appear’d to us, 
Was (as you know ) by Fortinbras of Norway, 
( Thereto prick’d on by a moft emulate pride ) 
Dard to the combate. In which, our valiant Hamlet, 
( For fo this fide of our knowl world efteem’d him ) 
Did flay this Fortinbras : who by a feal’d Compact, 
Weil ratified by Law, and Heraldry, 
Did forfeit ( with his life) all thofe his Lands ~ 
Which he ftood {eiz’d on, to the Conqueror : 
Againit the which, a Moity competent 
Was gaged by our King: which had return’d © 
Tothe Inheritance of Fortinbras, 
Had he bin Vanquifher, as by the fame Cov’nant 
And carriage of the Article defign’d, 
His fell to Hamler. Now fir, young Fortinbras, 
‘| Of unimproved mettle, hot and full, Fas 


“| Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there, 


-| Shark’d up a Lift of Landlefs Refolutes, 

For food and Dyet, to fome enterprize 

That hath a ftomach in’t: which is no other 

( And it doth well appear unto our State ) 

But to recover of us by ftrong hand 

And terms compulfative, thofe forefaid Lands 
So by his father loft: and this (1take it) 

Isthe main motive of our Preparations, 

The fource of this our watch, and the chief head 
Of this poft-hafte, and Romage in the Land. 


Enter Ghoft agai. 


But foft, behold : Lo, where it comes again : 

Ple crofs it, though it blaft me. Stay, INufion : 

if chou haft any found, or ule of voice, 

Speak to me. If there be any good thing to be done, 

That may to thee do eafe,and grace to me ; {peak to me. 

Ifthou art privy to thy Countries Fate 

(Which happily foreknowing may avoid ) Oh fpeak. 

Or, if thou haft uphorded in thy life 

Extorted Treafure in the womb of Earth, 

(For which, they fay, you fpirits oft walk in death ) 

Speak of it. Stay, and fpeak. Stop it, AZarcellas. 
Mar, Shall I ftrike at it with my Partizan ? 

- Hor. Doifit will not ftand. 

Barn. *Tis here, 
Hor. ’Tis here. 
Mar. ’Tis gone. 

We do it wrong, being fo Majeftical 

To offer it the fhew of Violence, 

For it is as theair, invulnerable, 

And our vain blows, malicious mockery. 
Barn. \t was about to fpeak, when the Cock crew. 
Hor. And then it ftarted, like a guilty thing 

Upon a fearful Summons. I have heard, 

The Cock that is the Trumpet to the day, 

Doth with his lofty and fhrill-founding throat 

Awake the God of Day: and at his warning, 

Whether in Sea, or Fire, in Earth, or Air, 

Th’extravagant and erring fpirit hyes 

To his Confine. And of the truth herein, 

This prefent Object made probation, 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock. 


Léxie Ghoft. 
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Some fayes, that ever ’gainft that feafon comes 
Wherein our Saviours Birth is celebrated, 
Tae Bird of Dawning fingeth all night long: 
And-(they fay ) no fpirit can walk abroad, 
The nights are wholfome, then No Planets ftrike, 
No Fairy talks, no Witch hath power to charm , 
So hallow?d;, and fo gracious is the time. 

Hor. $0 have \ heafd,and do in part believe it, 
But look, the Morn in Ruflet Mantle clad, 


“| Walks o’re thé Dew of yon high Eaftern hill, 


Break we our VVatch up,and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have feen to night 
Unto young Hamlet, For upon my life, 

This fpirit dumb to us, will fpeak to him : 

Do you confent we fhall acquaint him with it, 


As needful in our Loves, fitting our duty ? 


Mar. Let’s do’t, [pray, and I this morniag know | 
VVhere we fhall find him moft conveniently. ~ reel 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Clandius, King of Denmark, Gertrude the 
Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, and his Si- 
frer Ophelia, Lords, Attendants. bl 


King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear Brothers death, | 
The Memory be green : and that it us befitted Ve 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole Kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe: 


| Yet fo far hath Difcretion fought with Nature, 


That we with wifelt forrow think on him, ; 
Together with remembrance of our felves. ae 
Therefore our fometimes Sifter, now our 1, fo 
Th’ Imperial Joyntrefle of this warlikeState, \ } gaa 
Have we, as’twere, with adefeatedjoy, = 
VVith one Aufpicious, and one Dropping eye, 


‘VVith mirth in Funeral, and with Dirge in Martiage, | 4 


In equal Scale weighing delight and Dole peer iss 
Taken to wife; nor have we herein barr’d ane Be 
Your better wifdoms, which have freely gone 
VVith thisaffair along, for all our thanks. mae 
Now follows, that you know young Fortinbra, 
Holding a weak fuppofal of our worth ; ia 
Or thinking by our late dear Brothers death, 

Our State to be disjoynt, and out of Frame, 
Colleagued with the dream of his Advantage 5 

He hath not fail’d to pefter us with Meflage, 
Importing the furrender of thofe lands 

Loft-by his Father, with all Bonds of Law 


To our moft valiant Brother. So much for him. 
Enter Voltimand and Cornelius. 


Now for our felf, and for this time of meeting : 
Thus much the bufinefs is. VVe have here writ 
To Norway, Uncle of young Fortinbras, 
VVho impotent and bedrid, fcarcely hears 

Of this his Nephews purpofe, to fupprefs 

His farther gate herein. In thatdie levies, 
The Lifts, and full proportions areall made 
Out of his fubjeéty: and we here difpatch 
You, good Cornelius, and you Voltimand, 


| For bearing of chis greeting to old Norway, 
| Giving to you no further perfonal power 


Tobufinefs with the King, more than the {cope 
Of thefe dilated Articles allow : OF a 
Farewell,and let your hafte commend your duty:, | 
ah In that, and all things, will we i nel duty. JE 
ing. VVedoubtin nothing, heartily farewe’ 4 
Zz LExenit Voltimand 4nd Cornelius: | 
And now Laertes, what’s the news with you 
You told us of fome fuit. VVhat is’t, Laertess 
You cannot fpeak of Reafonto the Dane, 
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That fhall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ? 
The head is not more native to the heart, 
The hand more inftrumental to the mouth, 
Than is the Throne of Denzmark to thy father, 
What wouldit thou have, Laertes ? 
Laer. Dread my Lord, 
Your leave and favour to return to France’: 
From whence, though willingly I came to Denmark, 
To thew my duty in your Coronation, 
Yet now I mutt confefs, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wifhes bend. again towards France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon, 
King, Have you your Fathers leave ? 
What fays Polonius ? 
Pol. He hath, my Lord: 
I do befeech you give him leave to go, 
King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes, time be thine, 
And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will : 
But now, my Coufin Aamler, and’ my Son ? 
Ham, A little more than kin, and lefs then kind. 
King. How is it that the Clouds ftill hang on you? 
Ham, Not fo, my Lord, Iam too much i’th’ Sun, 
Queen. Good Hamlet caft thy nightly colour off, 
| And tet thine eye look like a Friend on Denmark; 
Do not for ever with thy veiled lids. f 
Seek for thy Noble Father in the duft ; 
Thou know’tt ’tiscommon, all that live muft dye, 
Pafling through Nature to Eternity. 
Ham, I, Madam, it iscommon. 
Queen If it be; 
Wisy feems it fo particular with thee ? 


’Tis not alone my Inky Cloak (good Mother ) 

Nor Cuftomary fuits of folemn Black, 

Nor windy fufpiration of forc’d breath, 

No, nor the fruitful River in the Eye, 

Nor the dejected haviour of the Vifage, . 

Together with all Forms, Moods, thews of Grief, 

That can denote me truly. Thefe indeed Seem, 

For they are actions that a man might play : 

But I have that within, which paffeth fhow : 

Thefe, but the Trappings, and the Suits of woe. 
King. "Tis fweet and commendable 

| [In your Nature, Hamlet, 

To give thefe mourning duties to your Father: + 

But you muft know, your Father loft a Father, 

| The Father loft, loft his, and the furviver bound 

j [n filial Obligation, for fome term 

To do obfequious Sorrow, But to pares 

| In obftinate condolement, isa courfe 

Of impious ftubbornnefs. ?Tis unmanly gricf, 

} It fhews a will moft incorrect to Heaven, 

| A heart unfortified, a mind impatient, | 


_ | An Underftanding fimple, and un{chool’d: 


| For what we know mult be, and is as common 
| As any the moft vulgar thing to fence, 


| Why fhould we in our peevifh Oppofition 


Take it to heart? Fic, ’tisa fault to Heaven, 
A fault againft the Dead, a fault to Nature, 
To Reafon moft abfurd, whofe common theam 
Is death of Fathers, and who ftill hath cry’d, 
From the firft Coarfe, till he that dyed to day, 
This muft be fo. » We pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and think of us, 

As of a Father: For let the world take note, 
You are the moft. immediate to our Throne, 
And with no lefs Nobility of Love, © 

Than that which deareft Father bears his Son, 
Do I impart towards you. For your intent 

{n going back to School in Wittenberg, 

It is moft retrograde to our defire: 

And we befeech you, bend you to remain 
Here in the cheer and comfort of our Eye, 
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And lofe your voice, What would{t thou beg; Laertes,| Our chicicft Courtier, Coufin, and our Sop, 


Ham. Seems, Madam? Nay, it is: I know not Seems: 


| Adam, Thrift, thrift, Herat : the Funeral bak’d Mea 


Queen, Let not thy Mother lofe her Prayers, Hamlet 
I prithee ftay wich us, go.not to Wittenbers, 
Ham, | fhall in ail my beft 
Obey you, Madam. 
King, Why ’tis a loving, and a fair Reply, 
Be as our felf in Denmark, Madam, come, 
This gentle and unfore’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits {miling to my heart, in grace whereof, 
No jocund Health that Denmark drinks to day, 
But the great Cannon to the Clouds fhall cell, 
And the Kings Rouce,. the Heaven fhall bruit again, 
Re-fpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away. 


Manet Hamlet, 


Ham. Q that this too too folid Fleth would melt; 
Thaw, and refolve it felf intoa Dew: 
Or that the Everlafting had not fixt 
His Cangon ’gainft felf-flaughter. O God, O God / 
How weary, ftale,: flat, and unprofitable 
Seems to me all the ufes of this World ? , 
Fie on’t! O fie! ’tis an unweeded Garden 
That grows to Seed: things rank, and grofs in Naturé 
Poflefs itmeerly.. That, it fhould come to this : 
But two Months dead: Nay, not fo much; not two, 
So excellent a King, that was torthis 
Hyperion toa Satyr: foloving tomy Mother, 
That he might nof between the,winds of Heaven 
Vifit her face tooroughly. Heaven and Earth? 
Mutt I remember :; why fhe would hang on him, 
As if increafe of Appetite had grown 
By what it fed-on , and yet within a Month? 
Let me not think on’t ; Frailty, thy name is woman: 
A little Month, or e’re thofe fhooes were old, 
With which fhe followed my poor, Fathers Body, 
Like Niobe, all tears, . Why fhe, even the, 
(O Heaven! A Beaft that wantsdifcourfe of Reafon 
Would have mourn’d longer) married with mine Uacle 
My Fathers Brother :, but no morelike my Father, 
Than I to Hercales. - Within.a Month? 
E’re yet the falt of moft unrighteous tears 
Had left the flufhing of her gauled eyes, 
She married. -O moft wicked fpeed, to poft 
With fuch dexterity to inceftuous fheets : 
Itis not, nor it canmot come to good, 
But break, my heart;for 1 muft hold my tongue. 


Enter Horatio, Barnard, and Marcellus, 


Hor, Hail to your Lordhhip, 
Ham. 1am glad to fee you well, | 
Horatio, or | do forget my felf. 
Hor. Thefame, my Lord, 
And your poor fervant ever, 
Ham, Sir, my good friend, 
Pll change that name with you: , 
And what make you from Watenberg, Horatio? 
Marcellus. 
Mar. My good Lord. , 
Ham. 1am very glad to fee yous good even, fir. , 
But, in faith, make you from Wittenberg. 
Hor. A Truaut difpofition,..good my Lord. 
Ham, \ would have your Enemy fay fo ; 
Nor fhall you do mine ear that violence, 
To take it trufter.of. your own report. . 
Againft your felf... I know you are no Truant: 
But what is your affair in €lfenoore? 
We'll teach you to drink deep e’re you depart. 
Hor. My Lord, Icame to fee your Father’s Funeral, 
Ham. \prithee donot mock me (fellow Student ) 
[ think it was to fee my Mothers Wedding. 
Hor. Indeed, my Lord, it followeth hard upon. 
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Did coldly furnith forth the Marriage Tables ; 
Would I had met my deareft Foe in Heaven, 
F’re I had ever feen that day, Horatio, 

My Father, methinks I fee my Father, 

‘Hor. O where, my Lord? 

Ham. In my minds eye (Horatio) 

Hor. \faw him once, be wasa goodly King. 

Ham. He wasa man,’take’him for all in all : 
| fhould not look upom his like again. 

Hor. My Lord, I think faw him yefternight. 

Ham. Saw? Who? 

Hor: My Lord, the’King your Father. 

Ham, The King my Father ! ° 

Hor, Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentive Ear till I may deliver 
Upon the witnefs of thefe Gentlemen, 

This marvel to you. 

Ham. For Heavens'love, let me hear. 

Hor, Two nights together, had thefe Gentlemen 
(Marcellus and Barnardo)-on their Watch 
In the dead wafte and middle of the night 
Been thus encountred. A figure like your Father, 
Arm’d at all points exactly, Cap 4 Pe, 

Appears before them, and with folemn Mareh 

Goes flow and flately : By them thrice he walk’d,’ 

By their oppreft and fear-farprized Eyes, qi 
Within his Truncheons length; ‘whilffthey venir 
Almoft to Jelly with the Act of fear, He 

Stand dumb and {peak not to him, This to me 

In dreadful fecrecy impart they did, 

And 1 with them the third night kept the Watch, 
Whereas they had deliver’d both in time, 


Form of the thing ; each word ‘made true and good, 


The Apparition comes, I knew’ yout! Father : 
| Thefe-hands are not moretike, °°! %) °° ; 
Ham. But where was this 2 970 
Mar. My Lord, npoo the platform wher we wateht, 
Ham, Did you not say dl ao = s 
Hor. My Lord, Pata 5% 
But anfwer made it’ none? yet ont reehoagtt 
It lifted up its head, and did addrefs © 
It felf to motion,’ dike as it would fpeak : 
But even then, the Morning ‘Cock crew loud ; 
And at the found it fhruok in hafte pet 
And vanifht from ‘our fight: 1 
Ham. ’Tis very ftranges 9 ~~: 
Hor. As | dolive;' my Ho bubdtte! Lord; 


"tis trues 
And we did think it writ dows 3 in our ant 


'To let you know of it: 


Ham, Indeed, indeed, Sires bat this troubles i me. 


Hold you the Watch to night? 


Both. Wedo, my Lord ? 

Ham, Arm’d, fay you ?.- 

Both. Arm’d, my Lord. 

Ham, From top to toe ? 

Both. My Lord, from head to ices’ 

Ham, Then faw you not his face ?"* 

Hor. O yes, my Lord, he wore his Bea op. 
Ham, What, lookt he frowningly ? j 

Hor, A countenance more in forrgw than in’ ‘anger, 
Ham, Paie, or oe a : oe 


Hor. Nay, very a 
Ham. And’ fixt his Fm upon’ you 2 
Hor. Molt conftant 
Ham. (would khad been ‘there.’ the 
Hor. \t would have much Sa 

Ham, Very like, very like : ftaid it- tong? 


av © L 
Neto 4G 


“Cdred. | 


Hor. While one with moderate hee might tel 3 hun. | 


cll, Longer, ‘longer. 9 i297 88) ©” <td 
Hor. Not when 1 i a Eyes ea Aan 
Ham. His Beard v nee 
Hor, Xt was, Uhave en it eee 


: oe 


~ | And keep within the rear-of your affedtion 5” it ae 


sae sa ti i i a le 


The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Hor. \ warrant you it will. 
Ham. \f it aflume my noble Fathers perfon, 
P'l fpeak to it, though Hell it felf thould gape 
| And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
If you have-hitherto concealed this tights 
| Let it be treble in your filence ftill : 
And whatfoever elfe fhall hap to night, 
Give it an underftanding but no tongue; 
I will requife your loves}. fo; fare ye well : 
| Upon the Platform *twixt eleven and twelve, 
Pil vifit you. e 
Au. Qur duty to your Honour. iB 8 
Ham. Your love, as mine to you: arte 
| My Fathers fpirit in Arms! All is not well +: ; 
I doubt fome foul play : would the night were come; 4 
Till then fit ftill,my Soul, foul deeds will rife,” Be! 
Though all the Eartho rewhielin them tomens Byes Ces 


ae: + 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter Laertes and Ophelia, ~ 


Laer, My neceflaries are imbark’d, farewel: . 
And Sifter, as the Winds give benefit, 
| And Convoy is affiftant;, do not fleep, 
But let me hear from you, 
Ophe, Do you doubt that ? 
Lxer.: For Hamlet, and the trifling of his fon, 
Hold it’a fathion and a toy in Bloud ; 
| A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature ; ; 
| Forward, not permanent , fweet, not lafting 
The fuppliance ofa minute’; 3 No more. 
Ophe. No more but fo, ) > - 
Laer, Think itno mores: 
For nature crefcent does not grow alone, 
In thewsand Bulk: but as his Temple waxes, © | 
The inward fervice of the mind and foul = abe bes 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you yee 
And now no foil nor cautel doth bef{merch ‘ ; 
The vertue of his fear: but you muft fear,” “a 
His greatnefs weigh’d, his willis not his owas yea 
For he himfelf is fubject to his Birth : 
He may not, as unvalued perfons do, i 
Carve for himfelf; for, on his choice depends 
The fandity'and health of the whole State. 
And therefore muft his choice’be circumfcrib’d: 


| Unto the voice and yielding of that body, © 


Whereof he is the head: Then if he fays’he love om) 
It fits your wifdem fo far tobelieveit, ~o % ¢ 
As he in his peculiar Se&t»and:force ia 
May give his faying deed :' which is no further, 
Than the main Voice of Denmark, goes withal. ' 
Then weigh that lofs yourjhonour may-fuftain, G 
If with too credent Ear ‘you lift his Songs 5 o> 
Or loofe your heart ; or your chafte treafure open 3 
To his unmatftered i impottunity. y 33000 3h 

| Fear it, Ophelia, fear it,my dear Sifter, — 


| Out of the fhot and danger of defire. © 
The charieft maid is prodigalenough, © ~ “ 0:n - a 
If fhe unmask-her beauty to the Moon : ~ x96 a 
Vertue it felf {capes not calumnious ftrokes, 
The Canker galls the infant of the fpring « 


1 Too oft before the:Buttons be difclos’d, 2 ef 
| And in the morn and liquid‘dew of Youth, tae 
| Contagious blaftments ‘are moft imminent: = — 
Be wary then, beft fafetyliés in fear, “es 
Youth to it felf rebels, though none even | aaa 
| Ophe. I fhall th’ effeétgof this.good LeffomkeePy 


| As Watchmen to my heart’: but! fos’ my Brothers 
| Do not as fome ungracious Paftors: do, ' 
; way to Heaven 5, 9 


|Shew me the fteep and thorny 


+ | Himfelf, the Primrofe path of daliiance treads, 
And reaks not bis own read. 
Laer, Oh, tear me not. 


Enter Polonius. 
I {tay toolong ; but here my Father comes: 


A double biefling is a double grace. 
Otcafion {miles upon a fecond leave, 


Polon. Yet here, Laertes ?, Aboard, aboard for fhame, 


The wind fits in the fhoulder of your fail, 

| And you are ftaid for there; my blefling with you : 
And thefe few Precepts in thy memory, 
See thou Character, Give thy.thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his AG: 
Be thou familiar ; but by no means vulgar : 
The friends thou haft, and cheir adoption try’d, 
Grapple them to thy Soul, with hoops of fteel : 
But do not dull thy palm, with entertainment 
Ofeach unhatch’d, unfledg’d Comrade, Beware 
Of entrance to.a quarrel :, but being in 
Bear’t that th’oppofed may beware of thee. 
Give every man thine ear ;,but few thy voice : 
Take each mans cenfure: but referve thy judgment : 
Coftly thy habit as thy purfe can buy ; 
But not expreft in fancy; rich, not gaudy: 

| Forthe appareloft proclaims.the man. 
And they in Fraace of the beft rank and ftation, 


Are of a moft felect and generous’chefl in that, . Soph 
either a borrower, nor alender be; “nyse fe ™Mea, 


For Loan oft lofes both it felf and friend : 
A borrowing dulls the edge of Husbandry. 
This above a!l ; tothine own felf be true: 
And it mut follow, as the might the Day, 
Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 
Farewel: my blefling feafon this in thee. 
Laer. Moft humbly do I take my leave,-my Lord. 
Polon, The time invites you, go, your fervants tend. 
Laer. Farewel, Ophelia, andremember well 
What I have faid to you. 
Ophe. ’Tisin my memory Jockt, 
And you your felf fhall keep the key ofit. 
_ Laer. Farewel. 
‘Polen. Whatis’t Ophelia, he faid to you? 


Ophe.So pleafe you,fomething touching the Lord Hamlet. 


Polon. Mary, well bethought: , 
’Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you; and you your felf 
Have of your audience been moft free and bounteous, 
If it be fo, as foit is,put on me 5 
| And that in way of caution: I muft tell you, 
You do not underftand your felf fo clearly; 
-As it behooves my Daughter, and your honour, 
What is between you, give me upthe truth? 
Opbe. He hath my Lord of late, made many tenders 
Of kis affection to me. 
Polon. Affection, pub. You fpeak like a green Girle, 
Unfifted in fuch perillous circumftance. 
Do you believe his tenders as you call them?» . 
Ophe. 1 do not know, my Lord, what | fhould think. 
Pol. Marry Ple teach you ; think your felf a Baby, 
That you have tane his tenders for true pay, 
Which are not ftarling. Tender your felf more dearly ; 
Or not to crack the wind of the poor phrafe, 
R&aming it thus, you'll render me a fool. 
Opbe. My Lord, he hath importua’d me with lov e, 
In honourable fafhion. 
Polon, 1, falhion you may callit, go to, goto. 
Opbe. And hath given countenance to his fpeech, 
My Lord, with all the vows of heaven. —_ 
Polon, 1, Springs to catch VVoodcocks. I do know 
When the bloud burns, how prodigal the Soul 
Gives the tongue vows : thefe blazes, daughter, 
Giving more light than heat; extinct in both, b.. 
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{ éxit Laer: 


I do not fet my life at a Pins fee? _ 
= se ae. ee 


Even in their promife, as itis a making ; 
You mult not take for fire, For this time, Daughter, 
B: iomewhat tcanter of your Maiden prefence, 
Set your entreatments at a-higher rate, 
Than acommand to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 
Believe fo much in him, that he is young, 
And with a larger tether may he walk, 
Than may be given you, In few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his Vows; for they are Brokers, 
Not of the eye, which their inveftments fhew : 
But meer implorators of unholy Suits, 
Breathing like fanctified and pious bonds, 
The better to beguile. This is for all : 
| would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you fo flander any moment leifure, 
As to give words or talk withthe Lord Hamlet : 
Look to’t, I charge you; come your way. 
Opbe. 1 thall obey zy Lord. L Exeunt. 
Enter Hamlet, Horatio, Marcellus. 


Ham. The air bites fhrew’dly:. it is very cold ? 
For, \t isa nipping and eager air, 
Ham, What hour now? 
Hor, { think it lacks of twelve, 
Mar. No, it ha’s ftruck. (feafon, 
Flor, Indeed I heard it not: then it draws near the 
Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walk. 
What do’s this mean, my Lord ? 
“Ham, The King doth wake to night,and takes his roufe, 
Keeps waffels, and the fwaggering up!pring reels, 
And as be drains his draughts of Rhenifh down, 
The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 
For, \s it a cuitom? 
Ham, | marry is’t : 
And to my mind, though I am native here, 
And tothe manner born: It isacuftom 


| More honour’d in the breach, than the obfervance. = 


Enter Ghoft. 


Hor. Look, my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend us : 
Be thou a Spirit of heaith, or Goblin damn’d, 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blafts from hell; 
Be thy events wicked or charitable, 
Thou com’ft in fuch a queftionable thape, 
That I will {peak to thee. I’le call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royal Daze: Oh, oh, anfwer me, 


‘Let me not burft in ignorance : but tell 


Why thy Canoniz’d bones hearfed in death, 
Have burft their Cearments, why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we faw thee quietiy Inurn’d, 
Hath op’d his ponderous and Marble jaws, 
To caft thee up again? What may this mean? 
That thou dead Coarfe again in compleat fteel, 
Revifit*it thus the glimpies of the Moon, 
Making night hideous ? and we fools of Natures 
So horridly to fhake our difpofition, A 
With thoughts beyond thegmereaches of our Souls, 
Say, why is this, wherefore ? what fhould we do? 
: - EGhoft beckens Hamlets 
Hor. \t beckens you to go away with it, 
As if it fome impartment did deéfire 
To you alone, , 
«Mar. Look with what courteous action 
It wafts you ro amore removed ground : 
But do not go with it, 
Hor, No, by no. means, at ng 31] 
Ham. \t willnot {peak : then, will I follow its 
Hor. Do not, my Lord; ( re 
Ham. Why, what fhould be the fear ? 
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And for my Soul what can it do to that ? 
Being a thing immortal as it felf: 
Ir waves me forth again, Vle follow it. 
Hor. What if it tempt you toward the Floud,my Lord ? 
Or to the dreadful Sonnet of the Cliff,“ Sasamcf- 
That beetles o’re his bale into the Sea, 
And there affumes fome other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your Soveraignty of Reafon, 
And draw you into madnefs? think of it. 
Ham. It wafts me ftill: go on, Vle follow thee. 
Mar, You hhall not go, my Lord, 
Ham. Hold off your hand. 
Hor. Be rul’d, you fhall not go. 
Ham. My fate cries out, 
And makenan petty‘ Attire inthis body, theY 
As hardy as the Nemean Lions Nerve: 
Srillam | call’d? Unhand me,Gentlemen - 
By heav’n, I’le make a ae . him that letts me: 
{ay away, goon, I’le follow thee. 
ae ass [Exeunt. Ghoft, and Hamlet. 
Hor. He waxes defperate withimagination. — 
Mar. Lev’s follow ; ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hor. Have after, to what iflue will this come ? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmark. 
Hor. Heaven will direét it. 
Mar. Nay, let’s follow him. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Gholt and Hamlet, 


Ham. Where wilt thou lead me? fpeak; Tlego no 
Ghoft. Mark me. Ham. 1 will. ( further, 
Ghoft. My hour is almoft come, — 
When I to fulphurous and tormenting Flames 
Muft render up my felf. 
Ham. Alas poor Ghoft. Z : 
Ghoft. Pitty me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I fhall unfold. . 
Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 
Ghoft. So att thou to revenge, when thou fhalt hear, 
Ham. What ? i 
Ghojt. 1am thy fathers fpirit, ; 
Doom’d for a certainterm fo walkthe night; 
And for the day confin’dto,faft in fires, = moveover” 
Till the foul crimes done in my dayes of Nature, 
Are burnt and purg’d away: Butthat Iam forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my Prifon-houfe 
I coulda Tale unfold, whofe lighteft word 
Would harrow up thy foul, freez thy young bloud, 
Make thy two eyes,like Stars, ftart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined locks to part, 
And each particular hair to ftand an end 
_| Like Quills upon the fretful Porpentine ;- 
But this eternal blazon muft not be 
To ears of flefh and bloud ; lift Afamler, ob lift, 
If thou didft ever thy dear father love. 
Ham. Oh heaven! 
Gho/t. Revenge his foul and moft unnatural Murther. 
Ham, Murther ? § 
Ghost. Murther moft foul, as in the beft it is ; 
But this moft foul, ftrange,and unnatural. 
Ham. Hafte, hafte me to know it, 
That { with wings as fwift 
As Meditation, or the thoughts of Love 
May {weep to my Revenge. 
 Ghoff. 1 find thee apt, 
And duller fhould’ft thou be than the fat weed 
That rots it felfin eafe on Lethe Wharf, 
Would’ft thou not ftirinthis, Now,Aamlet, hear : 
It’s given out, that {leeping in mine Orchard, 
A Serpent ftung me: fothe whole ear of Denmark, 
‘Is by a forged procefsof my death — 
‘Rankly abus’d ; But know, thou noble tba 
The Serpent that did fting thy fathers life,» 
Now wears his Crown. sae 


ip ene ae en eg 


That one may 
At leaft I’m fure it may be fo in Denmark; 
So Uncle, there you are: now to my 
‘Itis adieu, adieu, Remember me - 


Ham. O my Prophetick Soul: mine Uncle ? 
Ghoft. 1, that inceftuous, that adulterate Beaft 
With witchcraft of his wits, and traiterous gifts . 
( Oh wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 
So tofeduce )! won.to his fhameful luft 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queen: 
Oh Hamlet, what a falling off was there, 
From me, whofe love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand, even with the Vow 
I made to her in Marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a Wretch, whofe natural gifts were poor 
To thofe of mine. But vertue, as it never will be 
Though Lewdnefs court it in a fhape of heaven; 


‘Soluft, though to a radiant Angel link’d, 


moved, | 


Will feat it felf ina Celeftial bed, and prey in Garbage, 


But foft, methinks I fcent the mornings Air : 
Brief let me be: fleeping within mine Orchard, 
My cuftom always in the afternoon, 


‘Upon my fecure hour thy Uncle ftole 


With juyce of curfed Hebenon ina Viol, 

And inthe Porches of mine ears did pour 

The leprous Diftilment ; whofe effect 

Holds fuch an enmity with bloud of man, 

That fwift as Quick-filver it courfes through 
The natural Gates and Allies of the body ; 

And with a fudden vigour it doth poflet 

And curd, like Aygre droppings into Milk, 
The thin and wholfom bloud : fo did it mine 
Anda moft inftant Tetter bak’d about, - 

Moft Lazar-like, with vile and loathfome cruft, 
All my fmooth body. , 
Thus was I, fleeping, by a Brothers hand, 

Of Life, of Crown, and Queen at once difpatcht : 
Cut off even in the bloffoms of my Sin, 
Unhouzzled, difappointed, unnaneld, 

No reckoning made, but fent tomy account 
With all my imperfections on my head, 

Oh horrible, Oh horrible, moft horrible! 


‘| {fchou haft nature in thee, bear it not; 


Let not the Royal Bed of Denmark be 

A Couch for Luxury and damned inceft, 

But howfoever thou purfueft this Act, 

Taint not thy mind; nor let thy Soul contrive 


' Againft thy Mother ought; leave her to heaven, 
| And to thofe thorns that in her bofom lodge, 


To prick and fting her. Fare thee well at once, 


The Glow-worm fhews the Matine to be near, 


And’ginsto pale his uneffectual Fire : 

Adieu, adieu, Hamlet : remember me, 4 
Ham. Oh allyou hoft of heaven ! Oh Earth 5 whatelle? 

And fhall I couple hell ? Oh fie: bold my heart; 

And you my finews, grow not inftant Old ; 

But bear me {tify up: remember thee ? 

I, thou poor Ghoft, while memory holds a feat 

In this diftraéted Globe : Remember thee? 

Yea, from the table of my memory, 

I’le wipe away all trivial fond Records, 

All faws of books, all forms, all preflures paft, 

That youth and obfervation copied there = 

And thy Commandment all alone fhall live 

Within the book and Volume of my brain, 

Unmixt with bafer matter ; yes, yes, by heaven: 

Oh moft pernicious woman ! 


Oh Villain, Villain filing damned Villain! 


My Tables, my Tables: meetit is I fet it down, 


fmile, and file, and bea Villains 
word jah 
Thave fworn te. 
Hor, & Mar. within, My Lord,my Lord. 


Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 


Mar, Lord Hamlet. j 


Hor. Heaven fecure he 
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eMar. So be it. 
Hor. illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ; come bird, come. 
Mar, How is’t, myNoble Lord ? 
Hor. What news, my Lord? 
Ham, Oh wonderful ! 
Hor, Good my Lord,tell it. 
Ham. No, you'll reveal it. 
Hor, NotI, my Lord, by heaven. 
Mar. Nor 1, my Lord. 
Ham, How fay. you then,would heart of man once think 
But you'll be fecret? (it? 
Both. 1, by heav’n, my Lord, 
Ham, There’s ne’re a villain dwelling in all Denmark , 
But he’s an arrant Knave. 
Hor, There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come from the 
Grave to tell us this. 
Ham, Why, right, youarei’th’right ; 
And fo without more circumitance at all, 
I hold it fit that we fhake hands, and part: 
You as your bufinefs and defires fhall point you: 
For every man has bufinefs and defire, 
Such as it is: and for mine own poor part, 
Look you, Vle go pray. 
Hor, Thefe are but wild and hurling words, my Lord. 
Ham. Vm forry they offended you,heartily’: 
Yes faith, heartily: 
Hor, There’s no offence, my Lord. 
Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is my Lord, 
And much offence too, touching this Vifion here : 
It is an honeft Ghoft, that let.me tell you: 
For your defire to know what is between us, 
O’re-mafter’t as youmay. And now, good friends, 
Asyou are Friends, Scholars, and Souldiers, 
Give me one poor requelt. 
Hor, What is’c, my Lord ?. we will. 
' Ham. Never make known what you have {een to, night, 
Both, My Lord, we will not. 
Ham, Nay, but f{wear’t. 
Hor. \n faith, my Lord, not I. 
Mar. Nor 1, my Lord, in faith. 
Ham, Upon my Sword, 


| » Mar, Wehave fworn, my Lord,already. 


Ham, Indeed, upon my fword, indeed. 

Gho. Swear. [Gholt cries under the Stage. 

Ham. Ah, ha boy, fay’ft thou fo} Art thou there true- 
penny ? Comewn, you hear this fellow in the Celleridge. 
Confent to f{wear, 

Hor. Propofe my oath, my Lord. 

Ham. Never to fpeak of this that you have feen, 
Swear by my Sword. 

Gho. Swear. 

Ham. Hic & ubique? Then we'll fhift for ground, 
Come hither Gentiemen, 


And Jay your hands again upon my fword. 
Never to {peak of this that you have heard : 


Swear by my Sword. 
Gho. Swear. -) Cfaft? 
Ham, Well faid, old Mole, can’{t work ich’ ground fo 

A worthy Pioneer,once more remove,good friend. 
Hor. Ohday and night, but this is wondrous ftrange. 
Ham, And therefore asa ftranger bid it welcom, 

There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 

Than are dreamt of in.our Philofophy. But come, 

Here as before, never fo help you mercy, 

How ftrange or odde fo a tiee: my felf 5 

( As J perchance hereafter fhail think meet 

To put an antick difpofition on : ) 

That you at fuch time feeing me, never fhall 

With armes encumbred thus, or thus, head thake ; 


‘| Or by pronouncing of fomedoubtful phrafe; - 


As well, we know, or we could, and if we would, 
Or if we lift to fpeak , or there be and if there might, 
Or fuch ambiguous giving out to note, 


_ Mark you your party in converfe, him you would found, 
Having ever fee 
The youth you 
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That you know onght of me ; this not todo: 
So grace and mercy at your moft need help you: 
Swear. 

Ghoft.. Swear. 

Ham, Relt, reft perturbed Spirit: fo, Gentlemen, 
With all my love commend me to you ; 
And what fo poor a manas Humlct is, 
May do t’exprefs his love and friending to you, 
God willing fhall not lack: Jet us goin together, 
And {till your fingers on your lips! pray, 
The time is out of joynt: Oh curled {pight, 
That ever I was born.to fee it right, 


Nay, come, let’s go together. [Exeunt. 


Atus Secundus. 


Enter Polonius, and Reynoldo. 


Pol. Give him his mony, and thofe notes, Reyroldo. 
Reynol. | will my Lord. Aes 
Pol. You fhall do marvels wilely , good Reynold. 
Before you vifit him,you make inquiry 
Of his behaviour. 
Reyn. My Lord, I did intend it. 
Polon, Marry, well faid : 
Very well faid. Look you, fir, 
Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Paras ; 
And how, and who, what means; and where they keep: 
What company, what expence : and finding 
By this encompaffement and drift of gueftion, 
That they do know my fon: Come you more near, 
Then your particular demands will touch ir, 
Take you as *twere fome diftant knowledge of him, 
And thus, | know.his father and his friends, 
And in parthim. Doyoumark this, Reynoldo ? 
Reynol, 1, very well, my Lord, 
Polon, And in part him, but you may fay not well ; 
Bur if’t be he I mean, he’s very wild ; , 
Addicted fo and fo 5 and there put on him 


_ What forgeries you pleafe : marry, none fo rank, 


As may difhonour him: take heed of that; 
Bur, Qr, (ch wanton, wild, aod ufval flips, 
As are companions noted and moit kaown 
To youth and liberty. 
Reyno. As gaming, my Lord. 
Polon, {, or drinking, fencing, fwearing, 
Quarrelling, Drabbing. You may go fo far. 
Rey. My Lord, that would;difhonour him. 
Polon, Faith no, as youmay feafon it in the charge ; 
You muft not put another {candal on him, 
That ke is open to incontinency, 
That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults fo quaintly, 
That they may feem the taints of liberty ; 
The flafh and out-break of afiery mind, 
A favagenels in unreclaim’d bloud of general affault. 
Reynol. But, my good Lord. 
Polon. Wherefore fhould you do this? 
Reynol, 1,my Lord, l-would know that 
Polon. Marry, fir, here’s my drift, 
And | believe it is a fetch of warrant: 
You laying thefe flightfullies on my Son, 
As ’twerea thing a little foil’d i’th’ working : 


In the prenominate crimes, 
eath of guilty, be affur’d 
He clofes with you in this confequence : 
Good fir, or fo, or friend, or Gentleman. 
According to the Phrafe and the addition, 
Of man and Country. 

Reynol. Very good, my Lord. .. 

Polon. And then, fir, do’s he this? 
He do’s : what was [ aboutto fay? . 


about tofaynothing: wheredidI leave? 
jaa i : Fff Reyzol. 
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Reynol. Atclofes inthe confequence s 
At friend, or fo, and Gentleman. 

Polon. At clofes in the confequence, I marry, 
He clofes withyouthus. I know the Gentleman, 
| faw him yefterday, or ’tother day s 
Or then, or then, with fuch and fuch, and as you fay, 
There was he gaming, there o’retook in’s Roufe, 
There falling out at Tennis; or perchance, 

i {aw him enter fuch a houfe of fail, 

Videlicet, a Brothel, or fo forth. See you now ; 
Your bait of falfhood, takes this Cape of truth ; 
And thus do we of wifdom.and of reach 

VVith windlaces, and with aflayes of Byas, 

By indirections find directions out: 

So by my former Leéture and advice 

Shall you my fon; you have me, have you not ? 

Reynol. My Lord, I have, 

Polon. God b’w? you; fare you well. 

Reynol, Good my Lord. 

Polon, Obferve his inclination in your felf. 

Reynol. 1 fhall, my Lord. 

Polen. And let him ply his Mufick. 

Reynol. VVell, my Lord, 


Enter Ophelia. ’ 


Polon. Farewell : 

How now, Ophelia, what’s the matter? 
Ophe. Alas, my Lord, I have been fo afirighted. 
Polo. VVith what, inthe Name of Heaven ? 

Ophe. My Lord, asI was fowing in my Chamber,’ 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all unbrae’d, _ é 
No Hat upon his head, his ftockings foul’d, 
Ungarter’d, and down-gyved to his Ancle, 

Pale as his fhitt, his knees knocking‘each other, 

Aud with a look fo pitious impurport, © =~ “ 

As if he had been loofed out of Hell,” - ’ 

To fpeak of horrors: he comes before’ me. © 
Polon. Mad for thy love? : 
Ophe. My Lord, Idonotknow: but traly I do fear‘it. 
Polow. VVhat faid he? foe 
Ophe. He took me by the wrift. 

Then goes he to the leagth of all his Arme ; 

And with his other hand, thus o’rehis brow, 

He falls to fuch perufal of my face, 

As he would draw it, Long ftaid he fo, 

At laft, a little fhaking of my arme, 

And thrice his head thus waving up and down, 

He rais’d a figh, fo hideous and profound, 

That it did feem to fhatter all his bulk, 

And end his being. That done, he lets go, 

And with his head over his fhoulders turn’d, 

He feem’d to find his way without his eyes, 

For out adoors he went without their help ; 

And tothe lait, bended their light on me. 

Polon. Go with me, | wilt go'feek the King, 

This is the very ecftafie of Love, 

VVhofe violent property foredoes it {elf, 

And leads the will to defperate Undertakings, 

As oft as any paffion under heaven, 

That do’s afflict our Natures. Lam‘forry, —. 

VVhat have you given him any hard words of late ? 
Ophe. No, my good Lord : but as you did command, 

I did repell his Letters, and deny’d ~~ ; 

His accefs to me. +f 
Polon, That hath made him mad. 

Iam forry that with better {peed and judgment 

Thad not quoted him. I fear he did but trifle, 

And meant to wrack thee: but befhrew my jealoufie: 

It feems it isas properto our Age; 2 

To caft beyond our felves in our opinions, — 

As it is common for the younger fort 

To lack difcretion. Come,go we to the King. — 


oper a ee ee anemone 


Ai em a ean ee. 


‘| |My News fhall be the News tothat great Feaft. 


T be Tragedy of Hamlet. 


This muft be known, which being kept clofe might moye ti 


More grief to hide, than hate to utter love. 
a 


Scena Secunda. 


LEweunt,| 


Enter King, Queen, Rofincrofs, and Guil-. 
denftare cum ali, xan 


King. VVelcome dear Rofincrof and Guildenftare. 
Moreover, that we much did longtofeeyou, 
The need we have to ufe you, did provoke 
Our hafty fending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet’s transformation; fo I call it, 
Since not th’exterior, nor the inward man 
Refembles that it was. VVhat it fhould be 
More than his fathers death, that thus-hagh put him 
So much from th’underftanding of himfelf, 
[cannot deem of. I intreatyouboth, == = — | 
That being of fo young dayes brought up with him; 
And fince fo Neighbour’d to his youth, and humour, 
That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court 
Some littletime, fo by your Companies 
To draw him on to pleafures, and to gather 
So much as from Occafions you may glean, 
That open’d lies within our remedy, as 
_ Qu. Good Gentlemen, ke hath much talk’d of you, | 
And {urelam, two menthere are not living, = 
To whom he more adheres. If it will pleafe you 
To thew us fo much gentry and good will, 
As to expend your time with us a while, 
For the fupply and profit of our hope, — 
Your Vifitation fhall receive fuch thanks, 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 
Rofin. Both your Majetties 
Might by the Soveragin power you have of us, ee 
Put your dread pleafures, more intocommand =| 
Than to Entreaty. ke a 
Guil. VVe both obey, 
And here give up our felves, in the full bent, 
To lay our fervices freely at your feet, 
| To be commanded. ie 
King. Thanks, Rofincrof, and gentle Guildenfiarts 
Que. Thanks,Guildenftare,and gentle Rofincref, 
And £ befeech you inftantly to vifit a 
My too much changed fon. hie 
Go fome of ye, eae | 
| And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is. wei 2 
| Gail. Heavens make our prefence and our practices =| 
| Pleafant and helpful to him. [ Exe 
Queen. Amen. 


Enter Polonius. 


| Pol. The Ambaffadors from Norway, my good Lord 
Are joyfully return’d. Wie. 
King. Thou ftill haft been the father of good.newS. | 
| Pol. Havel, my Lord? Affare you, my good Lieg’s | 
iI hold my duty, as I huld my Soul, pate 


_ | Both to my God, one to my gracious King: 


| And I dothink, or elfe thisbrainofmine . 
| Hunts not the trail of Policy, fo be fure ‘ 
| As I have us’d todo, that I have found 


| The very caufe of Hamlet’s Lunacy. 


King. Ofpeak ofthat, that }dolong toheats 
Pol. Give firft admittance to th’ Ambafladorsy 
King. Thy felfdograce to them, and br zs 
He tells me,my fweet Queen, that he hath 


- |, The head and fource of all your fons diftemper- 


Queen, I doubt it is no other, but the mait, © 


| His fathers death, and our o’re-hafty Marriage. de 


moft Best, believe it. 


Enter Polonius, Voltimand, avd Cornelius, 


King. Well, we fhall fift him. VVelcom, good Friends : 


! Say Voltimand, what from our Brother Norway ? 

Volt. Moft fair return of Greetings, and defires. 

Upon our firft, he fent out to fupprefs 

His Nephews Levies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’gainft the Polak : 

But better look’d into, he truly found 

It was again{t your Highnefs, whereat grieved, 
That fo his Sicknefs, Age, and Impotence 
VVas falfely born in hand, fends out Arrefts 
On Fortinbras, which he (in brief) obeys, 
Receives rebuke from Norway: and infine, 
Makes Vow before his Uncle, never more 

To give thaflay of armes againft your Majefty. 
VVhereon old Norway, overcome with joy, 
Gives him three thoufand Crowns in annual Fee, 
And his commifiion to imploy thofe Souldiers 

So leviedas before, againft the Polak : 

VVith an intreaty herein further fhewn, 

That it might pleafe you to give quiet pats 
Through your Dominions for his enterprize, 

On fuch regards of fafety and allowance, 

As therein are fet down. 

King. It likes us well : 

And at our more confider’d time we'll read, 

Anfwer, and think upon this bufinefs. 

Mean time we thank you, for your well-look’t labor. 

Go to your reft, at night we'll Feaft together. 

Molt welcom home. { Exit Ambaf, 

Pol, This bufinefs is very well ended. 

My Liege and Madam, to expoftulate 

What Majefty fhould be, what duty is, 

Why day isday , night, night; and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waite Night, day, and time. 
Therefore, fince Brevity is the Soul of wit, 

And tedioufnefs, the limbs and ontward flourifhes, 
I willbe brief. Your noble Son is mad: 

Mad cali lit; for to define true Madnefs, 
Whatis’t, but to be nothing elfe but mad. 

But let that go, 

Queen, More matter, with lefs Art. 

Pol. Madam, f {wear I ufe no Arcat all: 
That he is mad ’tis true : ’Tis true, ’tis pity, 
Aud pity itis true: A foolifh figure, 
But farewell it: for I will ufe no art. 

Mad let us grant him then: and now remains 
That we find out the caufe of this effect, 

Or rather fay, the caufe of this defect ; 

For this effect defective, comes by caufe, 


| Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. Perpend. 


Ihave a Daughter: have, whilft the is mine, 
Whoin her duty and Obedience, mark, 
Hath given methis: now gather, and furmife, 


The Letter. 
To the Celeffiall, and my Souls Idol, the moft beantified 
: Ophelia. 
that’s anill Phrafe, a vile Phrafe, beautified isa vile 
Phrafe : but you fhall hear thefe in her excellent white 
bofome , thefe. 
ueen. Came this from A’amiet to her. 
Pol, Good Madam ftay a while, I will be faithful. 
Doubt thou, the Stars ave fite, 
Doubt, that the Sun doth move : 
Doubt Truth to be a Lyar, — 
But never Doubt, T love. 


|O dear Ophelia, / am ill at thefe Numbers: ¥ have not 


Art to reckon my groans, but that I love thee beft , ob 
Adien. 


The Tragedyof Hathlet. 


| Thine evermore, moft dear Lady, whilft this | 
Machine is to him, Hamlet, 


Blefling, but not as your Dabghter may conceive; Friend 
blodk to’t. soe 


j This in Obedience hath my Daughter thew’d me : 
“And more above hath his foliciting, 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 
All given to mitie ear, 
King. But how hath fhe recéiv’d his Love ? 
Pol. What do you think of me ? 
King. As ofa man, faithfull and honourable. 
Pol. I would fain prove fo. But what might you think ? 
When I had feen his hot love on the wing, 
As I perceived it, I muft tell you that 
Before my Daughter told me, what might you 
Or my deat Majelty your Queen here, think, 
lf I had play’d the Desk or Table-book, 
Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumb; 
Or look’d upon this love, withidle fight, 
What might you think } No, I went round to work; 
And my young Miftris ths I did befpeak ; 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Sphere, 
This muft not be : and then, I precepts gave her; 
That fhefhould lock her felf from his Refort, 
Admit no Meffengers, recéive fo Tokens : 
Which done, fhe took the fuits of my advice, 
And he repulfed, a fhoft Tale tomake, 
Fell into a Sadnefs, then into a Faft, 
Thence to a Watch, thence into a weaknefs, 
Thence to a Lightnefs, and by this declenfion 
Into the Madnefs whereon now ke raves, 
And all we wail for. 
King. Do you think ’tis this ? 
Queen. It may be very likely. 
Fol, Hath there been fuch a time, de fain know that, 
That I have pofitively faid, ’tis fo, 
When it prov’d otherwife ? 
King. Not that I know. ; 
Pol. Take this ftom this, if this be otherwife, 
If Circumitances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Center. 
King. How may we try it further ? 
Pol. You know fometimes 
He walks four hours together, here 
In the Lobby. 
Queen. So he -has indeed. 
Pol. At fucha time Ple loofé my Daughter to him, 
Be you and I behind an Arras then, 
Mark the encounter: If he love her not, 
And be not from his reafon faln thereon; 
Let me be no Affiftane for a State, 
And keep a Farm and Carters, 
King. We will try it. 


Enter Hamlet reading on a Book. 


Queen, But look where fadly the poor wretch 
Comes reading. ; 
Pol. Away, I do befeech you, both away, 
lle board him prefently, (Exit King and Queen, 
Oh give me leave. How does, my good Lord Hamlet ? 
Ham, Well, god-a-mercy. 
Po!. Do you know me, my Lord ? 
Ham, Excellent, excellent well: y’are a Fifhmonger ? 
Pol. Not |, my Lord ? 
Ham, Then f would you were fo honeft a man. 
Pol. Honeft, my Lord ? : 
Ham. |, Sit, tobe honeft as this world goes, is to be 
one pick’d out of two thoufand. Fs 
Pol. That’s very true, my Lord. 
Ham. For if the Sun breed Maggotsin adead Dog, 
being a good kifling Carrion» God 
Have you a Daughter ? : 
Pol. 1 have; my Lord. Sate 
Ham. Let her not walk ith’ Sum: Conception is a 


- Pol. 
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u by that ?, Still harping on my Daugh- 
firft; he faid lwas a Fs{hmon- 
and truly in my youth, I 


Pol,. How fay yo 
ter: yet he knew me notat 
ger: heis far gone, far gone : 
{uffered much extremity 
to him again, What do you read,my Lord? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol, Whatis the matter, my Lord ? 

Ham, Between whom? 

Pol. | meanthe matter you Mean, my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders, Sit: for the Satyrical flave fayes here, 
that old men_have gray Beards ; that their faces are wrin- 
kled, their eyes purging thick Amber, or Plum Trec- 
Gum: and that they have a plentifull lqck of Wit, 
together with weak Hams. All which, Sir, though I 
mott powerfully, and potently believe, yet I hold it not 
Honzity to have it thus fet down: For you your felf, 
Sir, fhould be old as I am, if like a Crab you could go 
backward. 

Pol, Though this be madnefs, 

Yet there is Method in’t:_ will you walk 
Out of the air, my Lord? 

Ham, Into my Grave? 

Pol, Indeed that is out oth’ ait: 

How pregnant ( fometimes ) his replies are ? 
A happinefs, 

That often Madnefs hits on, 

Which Reafon and Sanity could not 

So profperonfly be deliver’d of. 

I will leave him, ' 
And fuddenly contrive the means of meeting 
Between him and my Daughter. 

My honourable Lord, I will moft humbly | 
Take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, Sir, 
ee more willingly part withall, 

ife. ) 

Polan, Fare you well, my Lord. 

Ham, Thefe tedious old fools. 

Polo. Yougo to feck my Lord Hamlet 5 there he is. 


take from meany thing, that 
except my life, my 


Enter Rofineros and Guildenftare. 


Rofin. God fave you, Sit. 
Guild: Mine honour’d. Lord ? 


Rofin. My moft dear Lord? 

Ham. My excellent good friends? How deft thou 
Guildenfiare? Oh, Rofincros, good Lads: How do ye 
both? 


Rofin. Asthe indifferent Children of the earth. 
Guild. Happy, in that we are not over-happy: on 
Fortunes Cap, we are not the very button. 
Ham. Nor the Soals of her Shooe ? 
Rofin. Neither, my Lord. 
Ham. Then you live about her wafte, or in the middle 
of her favour ? 
Guild, Faith, her privates we. ; 
Ham: Inthe fecret parts of Fortune? Ob, moft true: 
fhe isa Strumpet. Whats the news. a ; 
Rofin. None, my Lord, bus that the World’s. grown 
honeft. Pir, , 
Ham. Then is Dooms.day near: but your News is not 
true. Let me queftion more in particular: what have you, 
my good friends, deferved at the hands of fortune, that 
fhe fends you to prifon hither ? 
Guild. Prifon, my Lord ? ef 
Ham. Denmark’s a Prifon. 
Rofin. Then is the World one. 
Ham.-A goodly one, in which 
fines, Wards, and Dungeons 5 
o’ th’ wort. 
Rofiz. We think not fo, my Lord. - 
Ham, Why then, ’tisnone to you 5 


a prifon. ‘ 


Sea en ATT TID SINUS a a a 


narrow,for your mind. 


for love: very near this. l’le fpeak | count my 


| which your 


there are many Con- 
Denmark, being one 


st 
1; for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it fo: to met Is 


Rofin. Why then your Ambition makesit one : tis too | 


Ham. O God, | could be bounded in a Nut-fhell, and - 
felf a King of infinite fpace; wereitnotthatl| 
have bad dreams. ‘a 
Guild. Which dreams indeed are Ambition: forthe| 
very fubftance of the Ambitious, is meerly the fhadow of 
a Dream. © : 
Ham, A oe felf is but RRP 4 at 
ofin. Truly,ahd | hold Ambition of foairy and lighta| 
ane that it is but a fhadows fhadow. ‘ = ne 
Ham. Thenare our Beggars bodies ; and our Monarchs, 
and out-{tretcht Heroes, the Beggars fhadows: hall we to 
th’ Court : for, by my tey I cannot reafon ? 7 
Both, We'll wait upon you. ; 
Ham. No fuch matter. 1 will not fort you with the ref 
of my fervants : for to {peak to you like an honeft man 
[am moft dreadfully attended 3 but in the beaten way 


AJ 


friendfhip, What make you at Elfimoore? 
Rofin. Ko vifit you, my Lord, no other occafion, es 


Ham. Beggar that | am, | am even poor inthanks; but 
Ithank you: and fure, dear friends, my thanks are too 
dear a half-penny , were you not fent for ? Isit your own 
inclining ? Is it a free vifitation? Come, deal jultly with 
me: come, come ; nay, fpeak. . 

Guild. What fhould we fay, my Lord ? of 

Ham, Why, any thing, But to the purpole ; you were 
fent for ; and there is a kind of confeffion in your loo 
modefties have not craft enough to colour, 1) 
know the good King and Queen have fent for you. 

Rofin. To what end, my Lord ? % 

Ham. That you mult teach me: but let me conjure 
by the rights of your fellowthip,by the confonancy of 
youth, by the obligation of our ever-preferved love, 
by what more dear, a better propofer could charge 
withall, be even and direct with me, whether you 
fent for or no. : pri. 

Rofin. What fay you? 

Ham, Nay then I havean eye of you: 
hold not off: 

Guild. My Lord, we were fent for. asi 

Ham, 1 will tell you why fo fhall my anticipat 
prevent your difcovery of your fecrecy to the Kin 
Queen; moult-no feather, I have of late, but whe 
know-not, loft all my mirth,forgone all cuftom ofex 
and indeed, it goes fo heavenly with my difpofition; tna 
this goodly frame, the earth, feems to me a fletil 
montory; this moft excellent Canopy the air, look 
this brave o’re-hanging, this Majeftical Roof, fretted 
dno other thing to me, 


if youlo 


ithe 


finite in faculty ? 
admirable ? in action, 


of Animals; and yet tome, w 
Duft ? Man delights not me ; 
though by your fmiling you feem to fay 
Rofin, My Lord, there was no 
thoughts. ale 
Ham. Why did youlaugh, when I faid, Man del 
not me? 


what Lenton Oo mag the Players fhall rece 
you: we @pated’them on the way, and hitt 
coming to 
Ham, 
Majefty fhall have Tribute of me: the ade 
fhall ufe his Foyleand Target :. The Lover "© helt 
grat, the humorous man fhall end his patt 10. aCe 
Clown fhall make thofé laugh,whofe lungs ae te da 
fere: and the Lady fhall fay her mind freely; or the blah)” 
Verfe fhall halt for’t, what Playersarethey? =.) 
Rofin, Even thofe you were wont to take delightin, °) 
‘Tragedians of the City. — ads # 


er yOu Services > cehas le hi 
that playes the King fhall be ra : 


a 
ar 


oh 


in reputation and profit was better both wayes, 


the late innovation? 


I was in the City ? Are they fo follow’d @ 
Rofin, No indeed, they are not. 
Ham, How comes it? do they grow rufky ? 


| thither. 
Ham, What are they Children? Who maintains ’em ? 


Succeflion. 


veriie. 


Queftion, 
Ham. \s’t poflible ? 


brains. 
Ham. Do the Boyes carry it away ? 


Father lived , give twenty, forty, an hundred Ducates a 
piece, for his picture in little. There is fomething in this 
more than Natural, if Philofophy could find it out. 

[ Flourifh for the Players, 


Guild, There are the Players. 
Ham, Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elfizoore : your 
| hands, come: The appurtenance of Welcome, is Fafhion 
-|and Ceremony, Let me comply with you in the Garbe, 
left my extent tothe Players ( which I tell you muft thew 
fairly outward) fhould more appear like entertainment 
than yours. You are welcome: but my Unkle Father, and 
Aunt Mother are deceiv’d, ; 

Guild, \n what, my dear Lord ? 

Ham, { am but mad North, North-Weft: when the 
Wind is Southerly, I know a Hawk from a Handfaw. 


Enter Polonius. 


Polo. Well be with you, Gentlemen. 

Ham, Hark you, Guildenftare, and you too, at each ear a 
hearer : that great Baby you fee there, is not yet out of his 
{wathing clouts. 

Rofin. Haply he’s the fecond time cometothem: for 
they fay, an old man is twice a Child. 


Players. Mark it, you fay right,Sir: for on Munday mor- 
_ | Ming twas fo indeed. 

| Pol. My Lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord, { have news to tell you, 
When Rofciws an Actor in Rome 

Pol. The Actors are come hither,my Lord. 

Ham, Buzze, buzze. 

Pol, Upon mine honour, mes 

Ham, Then can cach Actor on his Afs—— 
: Pol, ‘The beft Actors in the world, either for Tragedy, 
|\Comedy,Hiftory, Paftoral: Paftorical-ComicakHiftorical- 
Paftoral : Tragical-Hiftorical ; Tragical-Comical-Hiftori- 
'cal-Paftoral: Scene indivible, or Poem unlimited. Seneca 
icannot be too heavy, nor Plautms too light, for the law of 
‘Writ, and the liberty. Thefe are the onlymen, 


a 
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Ham. How chances it they travell ? their refidence both 


Rofin. 1 think their Inhibition comes by the means of 


Ham: Do they hold the fame eftimation they did when 


Rofin.. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the eats ace 5 
But there is, Sir,an Airy of Children, little ates? tHat cry 


out on the top of queftion ; and are moft tyrannically clapt 
for’c: thefe are now the fafhion, and fo be-rattle the 
common Stages“ fo they call them ) that many wearing 
Rapiers, are aftaid of Goofe Quills, and dare fearce come 


How are they efcoted ? Will they purfue the Quality no 
longer than they can fing? Will they not fay afterwards 
if they fhould grow themfelves to common Players (as it 
is like moft if their means are no better ) their Writers 
do them wrong to make them exclaim again{t their own 


Rofin. Faith there has been much to do on both fides : 
and the Nation holds itnofin, to tarre them to contro- 
There was for a while, no money bid for argu- 
ment, unlefsthe Poetand the Player went to Cuffs in the 


Guild, Oh there has been much throwing about of 


Rofin: (that they do,my Lord, Hercules and his load too, 
am. Ic is not ftrange, for mine Unkle is King of Dez. 
mark, and thofe that would make mowes at him while my. 


Ham, \ will Prophefie, He comes to tell me of the | 
‘and good difcretion. 


fe 
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doe O Fephta; Judge of Ifrzel, what a Treafure hadft 
ou? 

Pol. What a Treafure had he, my Lord ? 

Ham. Why one fait Daughter, and no more, 
The which he loved pafling well. 

Pol, Stillon my Daughter. 

Ham, Am | not ith’ right, old Fephra ? 

Pol. If you call me Fepbra, my Lord, Ihave a Daughter 
that I love pafling well. 

Ham, Nay that follows not. 

Pol. What follows then, my Lord? 

Ham, Why, as by lot, God wot? and then you know, 


‘It came to pafs, as moft like it was: thefirftrow of the 


Pans Chanfon will fhew you more. For look where my 
Abridgements come. 


Enter four or five Players. 


Y’are welcome Matters, welcome'all. Fam glad to fee thee 
well, welcome good friends. Oh my old friend! Thy 
face is valiant fince I faw thee laft: Com’ft thou to beard 
me in Denmark ? what my young Lady and Miftris? 
Berlady your Lordfhip is nearer heaven, than when I faw 
youlaft, by the altitude of a Choppine. Pray God your 
voyce, like a piece of uncurrant gold, be not crack’d with- 
inthe Ring. Mafters, you are all welcome: we'll e’neto’t 
like French Faulconers, flye at any thing we fee: we'll have 
a {peech ftraight. Come, give us-a tafte of your quality : 
come, a paflionate fpeechi. 

1. Play. What fpeech, my Lord? , 

Ham, | heard thee fpeak me a fpeech once, but it was 
never Acted: or if it was, not above once, for the Play | 
remember pleas’d not the Million; ’twas Cautary to the 
General: but it was (as I received it, and others, whofe 


judgment in fuch matters, cryed in the top of mine) an 
excellent Play , well digefted in the Scenes, fet down with 


as much modefty, as cunning. I remember one faid, there 
was no Sallets in the lines, to make the matter favoury ; 


nor nomatter in the phrafe, that might indite the Author 
of affectation, but call’d it an honeft method. One chief 
fpeechin it, I chiefly lov’d, twas -Aneas Tale to Dido, and 
thereabout of it efpecially , where he fpeaks of Priams 
flaughter. If it livein your memory, begin at this Line,let 
me fee, let me fee: The rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcani- 
az Beaft. It isnot fo: it begins with Pyrrhws. 

The rugged Pyrrbus, he whofe Sable Armes 

Black as his purpofe, did the night refemble 

When he lay couched in the Ominous Horfe, 

Hath now this dread and black Complexion fmear’d 
With Heraldry more difmal: head to foot 

Now is he to take Geules, horridly Trickt 

With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sons, 

Ba’k and impafted, with the parching ftreets, 

That Jend atyrannons, and damned light 

To their vile Murthers, roafted in wrath and fire, 

And thus o’refized with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like Carbuncles; the Hellith Pyrrhus 

| Old Grandfire Priam feeks. 


Pol. "Fore God, my Lord,well fpoken, with good accent, 


1. Play. Anon he finds him, 


| Striking too fhort‘at Greeks. His antick Sword, 
Rebellious to his Arm, lies where it falls 
Repugnant to command: unequal match, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives, in rage {trikes wide: 


But with the whiff and wind of his fell Sword, 
Th’unnerved father falls, Then fenfelefs Jiium, 


Seeming to feel his blow , with flaming top 
Stoops to his Bafe, and with a hideous crafh 
Takes Prifoner Pyrrbws ear, For lo, his Sword 
Which was declining on the Milky head ; 
Of Reverend Priam, feem’d ith’ Air to flick : 
So asa T : 
And like a Neutral to his will a 


yrant Pyrrbus ftood, 


nd matter, did nothing, 
But 


ve % , 
a i 
Ns Perth . 


The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


z e) 
(4) 
But as we often fee againft fome ftorm, 
A (ilence in the heavens, the Rack ftand fill, 
Tae bold winds fpeechlefs, and the Orbe below 
As hufhasdeath: Anon the dreadful Thunder 
‘Doth rend the Region. So after Pyrrhus pawle, 
A rowfed Vengeance fets him new a work, 
And never did the Cyclops hammers fall 
On Mars his Armours, forg’d for proof Eterne, 
With lels remorfe than Pyrrbus bleeding Sword 
Now falls on “Priam, * 
Out, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you gods, 
In general Synod take away her power: 
Break all the Spokes and Fellies from her wheel, 
And bowl the round: Nave down the hill of heaven, 
As low as to the fiends. 
| Pol. This is too long. 

Ham. It fhail-to-th? Barbers with your Beard. Prethee 
| fayon: He’s for a Jigge, ora tale of Bawdry, or he fleeps. 
Say on, come to Hechba. 

1, Play. But who, O who, had feen the Mobled Queen ? 

Ham. The Mobled Queen? ek 

Pol. Taat’s good!: Mobled Queen)is good. 

1, Play. Run bare foot up and down, 

Threatging the flame ys 
With Eilon Rheum: aclout about that head, 
Where late the Diadem ftood, and for a Robe 
About her lank and-all o’ce teamed Loyns, 
A Blanket in th’alarum. of fear caught up. 
Who this had feen, with tongue in Venome fteep’d, 
Gainft fortunes State, would treafon have pronoune’d ? 
Butif che gods themelves did fee her then, 
When fhe faw Pyrrbvs make malicious {port 
in mincing with bis $word her Husbands limbs. 
The in(tant Burft of Glamour that fhe made 
( Unlefs things mortal meant them not all) 
Would have made milch. the, burning eyes of heaven, 
And paflion in the Gods. — 

Pol. Look where he has not turn’d his colour, and has 
tears in’s Eyes. Pray youwno more. : 

Ham, ’Tis. well, Vie have thee {peak out the reft foon, 
Good my Lord, wi:l.you fee the Players well beftow’d. 
Do ye hear,let them be well us’d: for,they are the abftracts, 
and brief Chronicles of the time,,,After your death, you 

were better havea bad Epitaph, than their ill report while 
you lived.) Bibs 5 rade 

Pol. My Lord, 1 will ufe them according to their de- 
fert. aidiisist 12a) 35 

Ham. Gods bodikins man, better. Ufc every man after 
his defert, and who fhould {cape whipping; ufethem after 
your own Honour and Dignity. Tae lets they deferve,the 
more merit is in your bouaty. Take them in. 

Pol. Come, Sirs. 9 [ Exit Polonius. 

Ham. Follow him, Friends; We'll hear a Play to mor- 
row. Doft thou. hearme, old Friend, can you Play the 
murther of Gonzago ?, 

Play. 1, my Lord. 

Ham. Well ba’t to morrow night, You could for a 
need ftudy.a fpeech of fome dozen or fixteen lines, which 
{ would fet down, and infert in’e ? Could ye not ? 

Play. 1, my bad. a ee. 2 

Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and look you mock 
him not. My good friends, Mle leave you till night,you are 


welcom to Elfinoore. 
Rofin. Good my Lord. 
«Manet Hamlet. 
Ham. \ fo, god b’w’ye: Now 1 am_alone. 
O what a Rogue and Pezant flave ami? 
Is it not monitrous that this Player bere, 
Butina Fiction, inadreamof Paluon, 
Could force his Soul foito bis whole. conceit, © 


LExeunt. 


That from her working, all bis vifage warm’d 5 
Tears in hiseyes, diftraction in’s afpect, 

A broken voyce, and his whole Function fuiting 
With forms, to his conceit? and all for nothing? . 


SSS 


For Hecuba? 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

That he fhould weep for her? what would he do, 
Had he the motive and the Cue for paflion ~ 
That I have, he would drown the Stage with tears 
And cleave the general ear with horrid fpeech ; ‘ 
Make mad the guilty, and apale the free: 
Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed, 

The very faculty of Eyes andEars. Yet], 

A dulland muddy metled Rafcal, peak. 

Like Zohw.a-dfames, wnpregnant of my caufe, 

And can fay nothing : No, not for a King, — 
Upon whofe property, and moft dear life, 

A damn’d defeat was made,. AmIa Coward ? 
Who calls me Villain? breaks my pate a-crofs, 
Plucks off my Beard, and blows it in my face? ie 
Tweaks me by th’Nofe, gives me the Lye ith’ Throat, | 
As deep as to the Lungs. Who does me this ? f 

Ha? Why fhould I take it? for it cannot begs 

But I am Pigeon-Liver’d, and lack Gall 

To make Oppreflion bitter, or ere this, 

I fhould have fatted all the Region Kites 

With this Slaves Offall, bloody » aBawdy villain, | 
Remorfelefs, Treacherous, Lecherous, kindlefs villain! | 
Oh Vengeance ! vi | 
Who? what an Afsam{? I fure, thisis moft brave, 
That I, the Soa of the dear murthered, 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven, and hell, 


Mult (like a Whore) unpack my heart with words, = 


And fall a curfing like a very Drab, 

A$éillion ? Fye upon’c, Foh, About my Brain. : 
| have heard, that guilty Creatures fitting ataPlay, = | 
Have by the very cunning of the Scene, Dyan Ze 
Been ftruck fo to the Soul, that prefently 

They have proclaim’d their Malefactions. 

For Murther, though it have no tongue, willfpeak = 
With moft miraculous Organ. Ile have thefe Players, | 
Play fomething like the murder of my Father, a 
Before mine Unkle. I’le obferve his looks, 

Pletent himto the quick ; if he but blench, 

I know my courfe. The Spirit that I have feen, 

May be the Devil, and the Devil hath power 

T’affume a pleafing fhape, yea, and perhaps 

Out of my weaknefs,and my melancholy, 

Ashe is very potent with fuch Spirits, ee 
Abufesmetodamnme. Vle have grounds 
More relative thanthis: The Play’sthe thing, “ 
Wherein I’le catch the Confcience of the King. [Ex 


Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rofincros, 
Guildenftare, and Lords. ag 


“y 


2 

i 
* 
| 


Fy 
a 


King. Andcan you by no drift of circumftance © ae 
Get from him why he puts on this Confufion, 
Grating fo harfhly all his dayes of quiet 


- With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy. 


Rofin. He does confefs he feels himfelf diftratted, 
But from what caufe he will by no means {peak. 

Guil. Nor do we find him forward to be founded, 
But witha crafty Madnefskeepsaloof: 
When we would bring him on to fome Confeffion — 
Of his true ftate,, ne: 

Queen. Did he receive you well ? 

Rofin,. Moft like a Gentleman, stirs 

Guild, But with much forcing of his difpolitio 

Rofin. Niggard of queftion, but of our de 


| Mott free in his reply. 


Queen. Did youallay 
Rafin, Madam, it fo 
We o’re-took on the way 


a — 
—~ 
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| Pol. ’Tis moft true: ° And lofe the name of aétion. 
i | And he befeech’d me to intreat your Majefties The fair Ophelia ? ‘yea, in y Hoskone Oraifo 
To hear and fee the matter. Be all my fins remembred, : © 
Y King. With all my heart, and it doth much content me Ophe. Good my ‘Lord, 
To hear him fo inclin’d. Good Gentlemen, How does your honour for this many a day ? 
Give him a further edge, and drive his purpofeon . Ham, 1 humbly thank you: wellswell, well, 
To thefe delights. Ophe. My Lord, ‘P have remembrances of yours 
Rofin. We fhall,my Lord. Léxennt, | That have longed long to re-deliver. 
; King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too, I pray you now recéive thent. 
For we have clofely fent for Hamlet hither, Ham. No, no, Paever gave you ought, : 
That he, as ’twere by accident, may there Ophe. My honour’d Lord, I know right well you did, 
i Afftont Ophelia. Her Father, and my felf (lawful efpials) | And with them words of fo fweet breath compos’d, 
Will fo beftew our felves, that feeing unfeen As made the things more rich, than perfame left : 
: vo may te oo er pei y Mabe, Take thefe again, forto the nobleimind 
7 nd gather by him, asheis behave Rich gifts wax poor, whén givers: ind, 
if *t be th’affiction of his love, or no, There my Lod, : ai? f oe: eae 
t That thus he fuffers for. Ham. Ha, ha: are you honeft?” : 
i Queen, 1 fhall obey you: Opbe. My Lord. . 
And for your part, Ophelia, 1 do wifh Ham, Ate you fair ? 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe Opbe. What tieans your Lor@fhip ? 
of Of Hamilet’s wildnefs: fofhall 1 hope your Virtues Ham, That if you be honeft and fairyyour honefty thould 
i Will bring him tohis wonted way again, admit no difcourfe to your beatity. » £48 
i To both’your Honours. Ophe. Could beauty, my Lord, ‘have better Commercé 
A Ophes Madam, | wifh it may: than your honefty ? 
Wii Pol, Ophelia, walk you here, Gracious, fo pleafe ye, Ham, { truly: for the power of beauty, will fooner 
We will beftow our felves: Read on this Book, transform honefty from what it is, toa bawd, than the 
ih | That thew of fuch an exercife may colour force of honelty can tranflate beauty into his likenefs. 
‘ie ~~} Your lonelinefS, We are oft to blame in this, This was fometimes a Paradox, but now the time gives it 
*Tis too much proy'd, that with Devotions vifage, proof. I did love you once. 
wit = | And pious Action, wedo furgeo’re +. i lufley Cer Ophe. Indeed,my Lord, you made: me believe fo. 
gui } The Devil himfelf. 2 meets Ham, You fhould not have believed me. For virtue 
; King. Oh °tis true : cannot fo inocualte our old ftock, but we shall rellith of 
; How imarta lafh that fpeech doth give my Confcience? it, I loved you not. 
i The Harlots Cheek beautied with plaftiring Art Oph. 1 was the more deceived. 
. i) | 1s not more ugly to the thing that helps it, Ham, Get thee toa Nunnery. Why wonld’ft thou be a 
st «=| Lhanismydeed to my moft painted word, breeder Of Sinners? fam my felfindifferent honeft, but 
iti, | Oh heavy burthen: — yet I could accufe me of fuch things, that it were better, 
‘ Pol. | hear him coming, let’s withdraw, my Lord, my Mother had not born me. [am very proud,revengeful, 
xh, * [ Exéunt. | Ambitious, with more offences.at my beck, than have 
ef es ; thoughts to put them in,imagination, to give them fhape, 
Ener Hamlet. or time to act themin’ VVhat thould fuch Fellows as I 
abe do crawling between Heaven and Earth. We are arrant 
is Ham, Tobe, of not tobe, that is the Queftion ; Knaves all, believe’ none of us. Go thy ways to a 
Ih Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to fuffer Nunnery. Where’s your Father? ~- * 
The Slings and Arrows of outragious Fortune, Ophe. At home, my Lord. 
mi Or to take Arms againft a Sea of troubles, Ham. Let the doors be fhut upon him, that he may 
ett} §= | And by oppofing end them: to dye, to fleep play the-Fool no way, but in’s own houfe. Farewel., 
Mf {No more: and bya fleep, tofay'we end” Ophe. Ohelp him, you fweet heavens. 
_ | The heart-ache, and the thonfand natural fhocks Ham. \t thou do’ft Marry, Vie give thee this Plague 
cli,” | That fleth is heir to. ”Tisa confummation for thy Dowry: Be thou as chafte as Ice, as pure as Snow, 
i Devoutly to be wifh’d. To die to fleep, © thou fhalt not efcape Calumny, Get thee to a Nunnery. 
To fleep, perchance to dream; J, there’s the rub, © ,Go, farewel. Or if thou wilt feeds marry, marry a 

«=| For inthat fleep:of death, what dreams may come, ‘fool: for wife men know well enough; what monfters 

fis | VVhen he hath fhuffied off this mortal coyle, you make of them. Toa Nundery go, and quickly too. 

Mult give us pawfe. There’s the refpect Farewel. 

_ | That'makes Calamity of fo long life: Ophe, O heavenly Powers, reftore him. 

(” | For who would bear the whips and fcorns of time, Ham. | have heard of your pratling too, well enough. 

s@@, | The oppreffors wrong, the poor mans Contumely, ‘God has given you ‘one pace, and'you make your elf an- < 

vo The pangs of difpriz’d Love, the Laws delay, +’ other > you gigee, you amble, afd you lifp, and nick-name Geog 
The infolence of office, and the {purns Gods CreatiréS,and make your waiitonneis,your ignorance. 


Go Ple no more on’t, it hath made-me mad. I tay, we 

will have no more Marriages. Thofe'that are married al- 

ready, all but otie fhall, the reft hall keep as they are. To 

a Nunnery, go. (Exit Hamlet. 
Ophe. O what a Noble mind is hete o’re- thrown? 

The Courtiers, Souldiets, Scholars! Eye, tongue, Sword, 

Th’expeétancy and Rofe of the fair State, 

The glafs of fafhion, and the mould of form, — 

Th’obferv’d of all obfervers, quite, quite down. 

I am of Ladies moft déje€t and wretched, 

That fuck’d the Hony of his Mufick Vows: 

| Now fee that Noble, and moft Sovéraign Reafon, 

‘| Like {weet Bells jangled out of tune, and harfh, . 

‘That unmatch’d fortune and featare of blown yon: fica 
afte 


That patient mericof the unworthy takes, 

When he himfelf might his Quiervs make 

With a bare Bodkin? VVho would thefe Fardles bear 
To grifittand fweat under a weary life, 

| But chat the dread of fomething after death, 

} The undifcovered Country, from whofe Bdtn /3 ¢urn 
| No Traveller.returns, puzzles the will : 

And makes us rather bear thofe ills we have, 

Than fly to others that we know not of, 

Thus Confcience does make Cowards of usall, 

And thus the Native bue of Refolution Bests 

Is ficklied o’re, with the pale caft of thought, 

Aad enterprizes of great pith and moment, . 

VVith this regard their Currents turn away, 


ve: 
Blafted with ecftafic. Oh woe is me; | 
Thave feen what i have feen: fee whatl fee. 


Enter King and Polonius. 


Kine. Love? hisaffections do not that way tend, 
Nor what he fpake, though it lack’d form a little, , 
Was not like Madnefs. There’s fomething in his Soul, 
O’re which his Melanciioly fits on brood, 

And I do doubt the hatch, and the difclofe 

Will be fome danger, which how to prevent, 

| have in quick determination. 

Thus fet it down. He fhall with fpeed to England 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 

Haply the Seas and Countreys different 

VVith variable objects, fhall expel 

This fomething fetled matter in his heart : 
Whereon his brains {till beating, puts him thus 
From fathion of himfelf. What think you on’s ? 

Pol, Ic fall do well. But yet dol believe 

The Origin and Commencement of this grief. 
Sprung from neglected love. How now, Ophelia ? 
You need not tellus, what Lord Hamlet faid, 
We heard it ail, My Lord, do as you pleafe, 
But if you hold it fit after the Play, 

Let his Queen Mother all alone intreat him 
To fhew his griefs : Jet her be round with him: 
AndI’le be plac’d, fo pleafe you, in the ear 
Of all their conference. If fhe find him not, 
To England fend him:: or confine him where 
Your wifdom beft fhall chink. 

King. \t fhall be fo : 

Madnefs in great Ones muft not unwateh’d go. 
L Exeunt. 


_ Enter Hamlet, and two or three of the Players. 


Ham, Speak the Speech I pray you, @s I pronounc’d 
itto you trippingly on the Tongue. But if you mouth it, 
as many of your Playersdo, 1 had as lieve the Town. 
Cryer had fpoke my Lines: Nor do not faw the air too 
much with your hand thus, but ufe all gently ; for in the 
very torrent, tempeft, and (asI may fay) the whirl-wind 
of paflion, you mutt acquire and beget a temperance that 
may give it fmoothnefs. O it offends me tothe Soul, to 
feearobuftous Perriwig pasted fellow, tear a Paflion to 
tatters, to very rags, to {plit the ears of the Groundlings ; 
who (forthe moft part) are capable of nothing, but in- 
explicable dumb fhews, and noife: 1 could have fuch a fel. 
low whipt for o’re-doing Termagant : it out-Herods Hered. 
Pray you avoid it, . 

Player. | warrant your Honour. 

Ham, Be not tootame neither: but let your own Dif- 
cretion be your Tutor. Sute the Action tothe word, the 
word to the aétion. with this fpecial obfervance: that you 
o’re-ftop not the modefty of nature ; forany thing fo over- 
done, is from the purpofe of Playing, whofe end both at 
the firft and now, was and is, to.hold as ’twere the Mirrour 
upto nature; to fhew Virtue her own Feature, fcorn her 
own Image, and the very Age and Body of the time, his 
form and preffure. Now, this over-done, or come tardy 


off, though it make the unskilful laugh, cannot but make | 
the judicious grieve: the cenfure of the which one, mutt | 


in your allowance o’re-{way a whole Theatre of others, 
Oh, there be Playersthat I have feen Play, and heard o- 
thers praife, and that highly (not to {peak it prophanely) 


that neither having the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate | 


of Chriftian, Pagan, or Norman, have fo ftrutted and bel- 
lowed, that } have thought fome of natures Journey-men 


had made men, and uot made them well, they imitated | 


Humanity fo-abominably. 


us, Sir. 


Ham, O reform it altogether. And let thofe that play 


Play. 1 hope we have reform’d that indifferently with } 


Actor. 
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your Clowns,fpeak no more than is fet down for them, For 
there be of them, that will of themfelves laugh, to fet on 
fome quantity of barren Spectators to laugh too, though 
in the mean time, fome neceflary queftion of the Play b 
then to be confidered: that’s Villanous, and fhewsamoft 
pitifal Ambition in the Fool that ufes it. Go make you 
ready. LExeunt Players, 


Enter Polonius, Rofincros, andGuildenftare, — 


How now, my Lord? 

Will the King hear this piece of work ? 
Pol. And the Queen too, and that prefently, ; 
Ham. Bid the Players make hafte. [Exit Polonius,| 

Will you two help to haften them ? | 
Both. We will, my Lord. » LExeum, 


Enter Horatio. 


Ham, What ho, Horatio? 
Hora, Here, fweet Lord, at your fervice, 
Ham. Horatio, thouart e’ne as juft a man 
As e’re my Converfation coap’d withal. 
Hora. O my dear Lord. 
Ham. Nay, do not think J flatter: 
for what advancement may I hope from thee, 
That no Revenue haft, bugthy good Spirits i 
To feed and cloathe thee. Why fhould the poor beflatter’d?| 
No, let the Candied tonguelike abfurd pomp, An ee 
And crook the pregnant Hindges of the knee, _ | 
Where thrift may follow feigning ? Doftthouhear, | 
Since my dear Soul was Miftris of my choice, _ 
And could of men diftinguifh, her election | . 
Hath feal’d thee for her felf. For thou haftbeen. 
As one in fuffering all, that faffersnothing. . 
A manthat fortune buffets, andrewards 
Hath tane with equal thanks. And bleftare tho, 
Whofe blood and Judgement are fo well co-mingled _ 
That they are nota Pipe for fortunes finger, 
To found what ftop fhe pleafe. Give me that man, 
That is not Paflions Slave, and I will wear him 
In my hearts Core: I, in my heart of heart, 
As Idothee. Something too much of this. 
There is a Play tonight before the King, 
One Scene of it comes near the Circum{tance 
Which I have told thee, of my Fathers death. 
I prethee, when thon feeft that A@ a foot, 
Even with the Comment of my Soul 
| Obferve mine Unkle - if his occulted guilt 
Do not it felfunkennel in one fpeeeh, 
It isa damned Ghoft that we have feen: 
And my imaginations are as foul i 
As Vulcan’s Styth. Give him heedful note, _ 
For I mine eyes willrivettohisface, 99 5. 4 
And after we will both our judgements joyn, 
To cenfure of his feeming. isin > equa 
Hora. Well, my Lord. { pisos Od 10) 
‘If he fteal ought the whil’ft this Play is playing, | 
And {cape detecting, I will pay the Thelfy::, so axanq ae 
Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rofincros, Gt i 
dentine: caus Lords pide, swith bis Guard sal 
rying Torches. Dam{h March. Sound a Flourifh, 
? 3) bee Sa 0 4a ; 
| Ham, They are coming to the Play : I mult be idle. ue 
a se place. F ; > psravantiead 94 
ing, How faresmy Coufin Hamlet? 1 oo i oe 
Ham. Excellent ifsithof the Chamelion’s difh: 1eat tHE) 
Air promife-cramm’d, you cannot feed Capos’) eg 
King. 1 have nothing with this anfwer, Hamlet, 0" 
words are not mine. ; sia 
_ Ham. No, nor mine, Now my Lor 
ith’ Univerfity, youfay? a ggod 
Polon. That I did, my Lord, and was accounted re te 


All 
4 


d, you plaid once | 


a> 
& 
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Ham, And what did youenact ? 


Polon. 1 did enact Fulims Cafar,1 was kill’'d ith’ Capitol : 


Brutus kill’d me. 


Ham, It was abruit part of him,to kill fo Captial a Calf 


there. Be the Players ready ? 20 

Rofin, 1my Lord, they ftay upon your patiénce, 

Queen, Come hither, my good efamlet, fit by me. 

Ham, No,good Mother, here’s mettle more attractive, 

Polo, Oh ho, do you mark that’? ~ ; 

Ham, Lady, fhall I lye in your Lap? 

Ophe. No, my Lord, ©) «0 | 

Ham, | mean, my head upon your Lap ? 

Ophe. 1, my ‘Lord. 

Ham. Do yout think I meant Cotintry matters ? 

Ophe. I think nothing, my Lord. ee 

Ham, That’sa fair thought to lie between Maids Legs. 

Ophe. What is my Lord? Ham. Nothing. 

Ope. You are merry, my Lord ? 

Ham. Who 1? Ophe. 1, my Lord. 

Ham, 
man do, but be merry. ou | 
Mother looks, and my Father di’d within’s two hours. 

Ophe. Nay, ’tis twice two months, My Lord. 


Ham. Solong? Nay then let the Devil wear black, for 
le have a Suit of Sables, Oh heavens! dye two months 
ago, and not forgotten yet ? then there’s hope, a great 
mans Memory may outlive his life half a year: But by’r- 
lady he muft build Churches then : or elle fhall he fuffer 
not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe, whofe Epitaph is, 


for o, for o, the Hobby-horfe is forgot. 


Hoboyes Play.’ The dumb fhew enters. 


Enter a King and Queen, very lovingly, the Queen embracing 
him. She kneels; and makes fhew of Proteftation unto 
him. He takes her up, and declines bis head upon her neck, 
Layes him down upon a Bank, of Flowers. She feeing him 
a-fleep, leaves him, Anon comesin a Fellow, takes off his 
Crown, kiffes it, and pours poyfon in the Kings ears, and 
Exits. The Queen returns , finds the King dead, and 
makes paffionate Action. The poyfoner, with fome two or 
three ~Mutes come in again, feeming to lament with her. 
The dead Body is carried away: The Poyfoner wooes the 
Queen with Gifts, fhe feems loch and unwilling a while, but 

L Exeunt. 


in the end accepts his love. 


Ophe. What means this, my Lord? 


Ham.Marry this is Miching A4al:cho,that means mifchief. 
Oph. Belike this fhewimports the Argument of the Play ? 


Ham. We fhall know by thefe fellows: the Players can 
not keep counfel, they'll tell all. — 
Ophe. Will they tellus what this fhew meant ? 


Ham, 1, or any fhew thatyou'll fhew him. Be not you 
afham’d to fhew,he’ll not fhame to tell you what it means, 
Ophe. Youare naught, you are naught, Pe make the: 


lay. 
Ra Enter Prologue. 


For us, and for our Tregedy, 
Here ftooping to your Clemency , 
We beg your hearing patiently. 


Ham, \sthis a Prologue, or the Pofie of a Ring ? 
Ophe. *Tis brief, my Lord. 
Ham. As Womans love, 


Enter King, and Queen, 
King. Full thirty times hath Phebus Cartgon round 


Neptunes falt Wath, and Tedlas Orbed ground : 
And thirty dozen Moons with boron theen, 


2 


About the world have timegtwelve been, 
Since Love our hearts, and Aymex did ofr hands 
Unite co-mutual,in molt facred Bands . ai 

Queen. So many Journeys may the Sun and Moon 


Oh God, your only:Jigge-maker: what fhoulda 
For look you how cheerfully my 


Make us again count o’re, ere love be done. 
But woe is'me, you are fo fick of late, 
Sofat fromi cheer, andfrom yout former ftate 
That Vdiftru you: yet thought diftrut, 
Difcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing mutt: 
For womens Fear-and Love, holds quantity, 
In neither ought, orin extremity; . 
Now what my love is, proof hath made you know, 
And as my love is fixt, my fear is fo, 
King. Faith I mutt leave thee, Cove,and thortly too : 
My operant Powers my functions leave todo, 
| And thou fhale live inithis fair world'bebind, 
Honour’d, belov’d, and haply; oneds‘Kind. * 
For Husband fhalt thogs—0 3 V's 
Queen. Oh counfound the refts 
Such Love mutt needs be Treafonin my brelt : 
In fecond Husband let me be accirft,” “- 
None wed the fecond, but who Kilf’d the firft. 
Ham. Wormwood, Wormwéod,-*° 
Queen. Tie inftati¢es that fecoid Marriage move; 
Are bafe refpects of Thrift, but noné of Love. 
A fecond time, I kill my Husband dead) 
When fecond Husband kifles me'in Bed, ~ 
King. | do believe you. Think what now you {peak : 
But what we do determine,oft we break: | 
Purpofe is but the flave to Memory, © 
Of violent Birth, but poor validity ; 
Which now like frait unripe fticks on the Tree, 
But fall unfhaken, when they mellow be. 
Molt neceflary ’tis that we forget 
To pay our felves, what to our felvesis debt : 
What to our felves in paflion we propofe, 
The paflion ending, doth the purpofe lofe, 
The violence of fthér Grief or Joy, 
Their own enactors with them{elves deftroy : 
Where Joy moft revels, Grief doth moft lament ; 
Grief joys, Joy grieves on flender accident. 
This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrange 
That even our Loves fhould with our Fortunes change, 
For ’tis a queftion left us yet to prove, 
WhéetterLove lead Fortune, or elfe Fortune Love. 
The great man down, you mark his favourite flyes, 
The poor advanc’d makes friends of Enemies : 
And hitherto doth Love on Fortune tend, 
For who not needs, fhall never lack a friend ? 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
Directly feafons him his Enemy. 
But orderly toend where I begun, 
Our Wills and Fates‘do fo contrary run, 
That our Devices {till are overthrown, 
Our thoughts are oursstheir ends none ofour own. ' 
So think thou wilt no fecond husband wed, 
But dye thy thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead. 
Queen, Nor Earth to give me food, nor heaven light, 
Sport and repofe lock from me day and night : 
Each oppofite that blanks the face of joy, 
Meet what I would have weil, and it deftroy : 
Both here, and hence, purfue mie lafting ftrife, 
‘Ifonce a Widow, everIbe Wife. | 
Ham. \f the fhould break it now. 
King. ’Tis deeply fworn : 
Sweet, leave me here a while, , 
My Spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with ais ae ; 
rain, 


am, Madam, how like youthe Play?’ 

Queen. The Lady protefts too much methinks, 

Ham, Oh but fhe’ll keep: her word.” . 

King, Have you heard the Argument, is there no Of- 

fence in’t ? poe ae 
Ham. No, no, they do but jeft; poyfon in jeft; no Of- 

fence ith’ world. <u 

King. What do you call the Play ? 

| a 


Queen, Sleep rock thy brain, bo *e= [Steeps, 
And never come mifchance between ustwain. | Exit. 


Ham. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Ham. The Moufetrap: Marry how? Tropically’: 
This Play is the image of a murder done in. Vienna : 
Gouzavo is the Dukes name, his, Wife Baprsfa + you 
fhail fee anon: “tis a knavifh piece of work; but what 
o? that? Your Majefty, and we. that have free fouls, it 
touches us not. let the gall’d jadewinch: our withers 
are unwrun 
o Enter Lucianus. 


This is one Lucianws, nephew to the King. 
Ophe. You area good Chorus, my Lord. 
Ham. {could interpret between you and your love: 
if | could fee the Puppets dallying..... : 
Ophe. Youare Keen, my Lord, you are keen. 
Ham. It would coft you.a groaning , to take off my 


mA 

Ophe. Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you sarfteke-Husbands. tnust take Your 
Begin Murther. Pox, leavethy damnable Faces,and begin. 
Come, the croaking Raven doth bellow for Revenge. - 
<< Lucian, Thoughts black ,hands apt, 5, 

Drugs fit, and Time agreeing : 
Confederate feafon, elfe no Creature feeing : 
Thou mixture rank, of Midnight-Weeds collected, 
With Hecates Bane, thrice blafted, thrice infected, 
The natural Magick, and dire property, - 
On wholfome life, ufurp immediately. 
% [ Pours the poyfon in his ears. 

Him. He poyfons him ith’ Garden for’s eftate: His 
names Gonzago : the Story is extant, and writ in choice 
Italian. You -fhall fee anon how the Murtherer gets the 
love of Gonzago’s Wife. 

Ophe. The King rifes. 

Ham, What, frighted with falfe fire. » 

Queen. How fares.my Lord ? 

Pol. Give o’re the Play. 918754 

King. Give me fome Light. Away, 

cil, Lights, Lights, Lights, L Exeunt. 
eManent Hamlet and Horatio. 


Ham, Why let the ftrucken Deer go weep, 
The Hart unga'led play: 


For fome mutt watch, while fome muft fleep ? 
Soruns the world away. ; 
Would not this, Sir, and a Foreft of Fathers, if the reft 
of my fortunes turn Turk with mey with two Provinical 
Rofes on my rac’d Shooes, get me“a Fellowship in a cry of 
Players, Sir. Hor, Half a fhare. 

| Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doft know: Oh Damon dear, 
This Realm difmantled was of Fove himfelf, 
And now. reigas here, 
A very. very Pajock. 
Hora. Youmight have Rim’d. 
Hum, Oh good Horatio, Vle take the Ghofts word fora 
thoufand pounds. — Didft perceive ? 
Hora. Very well, my Lord. 
Ham, Upon'the talk of the poyfoning ? _ 
Hora. \did very wellnotehim,.. 


Enter Rofincros and Guildenftare. . 


Ham, Oh,hat come fome Mufick. Come the Recorders, 

For if the King like not the Comedy : 

Why then belike he likes it not perdy. 

Come, fome Mufick, |. 3 
Guild. Good my Lord, vouchfafe me a word with you, 
Ham. Sir, a whole Hiftory. i 

Guild, The King, Sir 
Ham, |, Sir, what of him, + 
Guild. 1s in his retirement, marvellous diftemper’d. 
Ham, With drink, Sir? <arioy 
Guild, No, my Lord, rather with choler.. 


$k 


prefently. 


Ham. Your wifdom fhould thew it felf more rich, 

to fignifie this to ghis Doctor ; for me to put him to his 

Purgation, would perhaps plunge him into far more 

Choler. i 
Guild. Good my Lord, put your difcourfe int 

frame, and ftart not fo wildly from my affair. * 
Ham, 1am tame, Sir, pronounce. 


Guild, The Queen your Mother, in moft great affli@ion | 


of Spirit, hath fent me to you. 
Ham: You are welcom. 
Guild, Nay, good my Lord, this courtefie is not of the 


right breed. If it fhall pleafe you to make mea wholfom| a 
anfwer, I will do your Mothers commandment: jf| _ 
not, your pardon, and my return fhall be the endof my| 


bufinefs. Ham. Sir, 1 cannot. 
Guild; What my Lord ? < 


0 fome. ‘4 


Ham, Make you a wholfomanfwer: my wit’s difeas', a 
But Sir, fuch anfwers as I can make, you fhall command ; 


or rather you fay, my mother : therefore no more but to] _ 


the matter. My mother you fay. 
Rofin. Then thus fhe fays: your 

her into amazement, and admiration. mart 
Ham. Oh wonderful Son, that can fo aftonifha Mother, 


behaviour bath ftruck| 


But is there no fequelat the heels of this Mother-admi.} 
ration ¢ Ri So 


} 


Rofin. She defires to fpeak with you in herClofet ere you gi 


go to bed. ft age 
Ham. \We fhall obey, were fhe ten times our Mother. _ 

Have you any further Trade with us? (ih 
Rofin. My Lord, you once did love me. _ 
Ham. So! do ftill, by thefe pickers and ftealers, - 


Rofin. Good my Lord, what is your caufe of diftemper? 


You do freely bar the door of your own liberty, if you) — 


deny your griefs to your friend. 
Ham, Sir, | lack advancement. 


Rofin. How can that be, when you have the voiceofthe| — 


King himfelf, for your fucceflionin Denmark? _ 


Ham. 1, but while the grafs grows, the Proverb is ES 


fomething mufty. 
Enter one with aRecorder. pz 


O the Recorder. Let me fee to withdraw with you, why 
do you go about to recover the wind of me, as if youwoult 
drive me intoa toil? ie 
Guild, O my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my lovei 
too unmannerly. 2 ch ee 
Ham. (donot well underftand that. Will you play up- 
on this Pipe? ats 
Guild. My Lord, I cannot. 
Ham. | pray you. 
Guild. Believe me, I cannot. 
Ham. \ do befeech you. 
Guild. 1 know no touch of it, my Lord. 
Ham, ’Tisas eafie as lying : govern thefe 


and it will difcourfe moft excellent Mafick. 
Look you, thefe are the ftops. 


Guild, But thefe cannot | command to any utterance) 


harmony, I have not the skill. 


Ham, Why look you now, how unworthy a thing you} 
you wouldfeem| — 
to know my ftops: you would pluck out the heart of My} 


make of me: you would play upon me : 


Myftery : you would found me from my loweft note,to the 


top of my compafs: andthereis much Mufick, excellent | a 


Voice, in this little Organ, yet cannot you make it. hy] 


you cannot play upon me. God blefs you, Site 


t# 
hy 


Enter Polonius. 


Ham. 


do you think, that I ameafier to be plaid on than4 Pipe ‘ ; 
Call me what Inftrument you will,though youcan fret me,) — 


Fi 


© 


;, 


a 
4 e 
ia 


Ventiges with 4 
your finger and thumb, give it breath with your mouth} — 


Polon. My Lord, the Queen would fpeak with yous ame | 


7 


Fixt on the : 
-. | To whofe hugé Spoaks, ten thoufand lefler things 
| Are mortiz’d and adjom’d :. which when it falls, 
__ | Each {mall annexment, petty comfequence 


The Tragedy of Hamlet: 


Ham. Do you fee that Cloud, thats almoft in thape like 


‘1a Camel? 4 


Polon, Byth’ Mafs, and it’s like a Camel indeed. 

Ham. Methinks it is like a Weazel. 

Polox. It is back’d like a Weazel. 

Ham, Or like a Whale? 

Polon, Very like a Whale. ee 

Ham. Then will 1 come to my Mother by and by : 
They fool me tothe top of my bent. 
I will come by and by. 

Polon. 1 will fay fo. 

Ham, By and by is eafily faid. Leave me, friends : 
*Tis now the very witching time of night, 
When Charch-yards yawn, and Hell it felf breathes out 


Exit. 


| Contagion to this world. Now could I drink hot blood, 


And do fuch bitter bufinefs as the day 

Would quake to look on. Soft now, to my Mother : 
Oh heart, loofe not thy nature ; let not ever 

The Soul of Nero enter this firm bofom : 

Let me be cruel, not unnatural, 

I will fpeak Daggers toher, but ufe none : 

My tongue and Soul in this be Hypocrites. 

How in my words fomever fhe be fhent, 

To give them feals, never my Soul confent. 


Enter King, Rofincros, and Guildenttare. 


King. 1 like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us, 

To let his madnefgrange. Therefore prepare you, 
I your Commiffion will forthwith difpatch, 
And he to Exgland fhall along with you, 
The terms of our eftate may not endure 
Hazard fo dangerous as doth hourly grow 
Out of his Lunacies. 

Guild. We will our felves provide : 
Moft holy and Religious fear it is 
To keep thofe many bodies fafe 
That live and feed upon your Majefty. 

Rofin. The fingle 
And peculiar life is bound 
With all the ftrength and Armour of the mind, 
To keep it felf from noyance: but much more ; 
That Spirit, upon whofe Spirit depends and refts 
The lives of many, the ceafe of Majefty 
Dies notalone : but like a Gulfdoth draw 
What’s near it, with it, It isa maflie wheel 
of the higheft Mount, 


Attends che boyftrous Ruine., Never alone 


. Did the King{igh, but witha general groan. 


King. Arme you, I pray you to this fpeedy Voyage ; 


| | For we wiil Fetters put upon this fear, 


Which now goes too free-footed. 


Both. We will haft us. [Exeunt Gent, 


Enter Polonius... 


Pol. My Lord, he’s going to his mothers Clofet : 
Behind the Arras ’le convey my felf 
To hear the Procefs. I’le warrant fhe’ll tax him home, 
And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 


_|?Tis meet that fome more audience than a Mother, 


Since Nature makes them partial, fhould o’re-hear 


| The fpeech of vantage. Fare you well my Liege, . 


V’le call upon you e’re you goto bed, 
And tell you what I know. 

King. Toanks, dear my Lord. ' 
Oh my offence is rank, it fmells to heaven, . . 
It hath the primal eldeft curfeupon ’t. _ 

A Brothers murther. Pray can I not, 


[ Exit, 


"| Though inelination be as harp as will? trv 
_ | My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrong intent, 


| Lhis foul Son, dothis fame Villain fend 


_ | But in our circumftance and courfe of thought, 


| And that your Grace hath fcreen’d, and ftood between 


And likea man to double bufinefs bound, 

I ftand in pawfe where { fhall firft begin, ° 

And both neglect ; whatif this curied hand 

Were thicker than it felf with Brothers blood, 

Is there not Rain enough in the fweet heavens 

To wath it white asSnow? whereto ferves mercy,? 
But to confront the vifage of Offence? ~ bi 
And whatsin Prayer, but this two-fold force, 

To be fore-ftalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon’d being down ?, Then I’le look up, 

My fault is paft. Butoh, what form of Prayer . t 
Can ferve my turn? Forgive me my foul Méfher; Murhte 
That cannot be, fince I am ftill poffeft 

Of thofe effects for which I did the Murther, 

My Crown, mine own Ambition, and my Queen, 
May one be pardon’d, and retain th?offence ? 

In the corrupted currants of this world, 

Offences gilded hand may fhove by Juttice, 

And oft’tis feen, the wicked prize it felf 

Buys out the Law; but ’tis not fo above, 

There is no fhuffling, there the Action lies 

In his true Nature, and we our felves compell’d 
Even to the teeth and fore-head of our faults, 

To giveinevidence. What then? what refts? 
Try what Repentance can, What Can it not? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 

Oh wretched ftate? oh bofom, black as death! 
Oh limed Soul, that ftrugling to be free, 

Art more ingag’d : Help Angels, make aflay : 

Bow ftubborn kees, and heart with ftrings of Steel, 
Be foft as finews of the new-born Babe, 

All may be well. 


Enter Hamlet, 


Ham. Now might I doit pat, now he is praying, 
And now ’le do’t, and fo he goesto heaven, 
And foam I revenged: that would be fcann’d, 
A Villain kills my Father, and for that 
x2 bate 


To heaven, O this is hire and Sallery, not Revenges 
He took my Father groffely, full of bread, 

With all his Crimes broad blown, as frefh as May, 
And how his Audit ftands, who knows, fave heaven ; 


Tis heavy with him: and am I thenreveng’d, 

To take him inthe purging of his Soul, 

When he is fit and feafon?d for his paflage ? No. 

Up Sword, and know thou a more horrid bent 

When he is drunk afleep : or in his Rage, 

Or in th’inceftuous pleafure of his bed, — 

At gaming, fwearing, or about fome act 

That has no rellifh of Salvation in ’t, 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven, 

And that his Soul may be as damn’d and black 

As hell, whereto it goes. My Mother ftays, 

This Phyfick but prolongs thy fickly dayes. [Exe 
King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below, 

Words without thoughts never to heaven go. (Exit. 


Enter Queen and Polonius. 


Polo, He will come ftraight : 
Look you lay home to him, : 
Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with, 


Much heat and him. Tle filence me e’ne here: 
Pray you be round with him, 
Ham. within. Mother, mother, mother, 
Queen. Ve warrant you, fear me not. 
Withdraw, I hear him coming. _ 


Ggg2 Enter 


The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Enter Hamlet. 


Ham, Now, Mother, what’s the matter ? 
Que. Hamlet, thou haft thy Father much offended. 
#iam, Mother, you have my Father much offended. 
Que. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 
Ham, Come, go, you queftion with an idle tongue. 
Que. Why how now, Hamlet ? 
Ham, What’s the matter now ? 
Que. Have you forgot me? 
- Ham, No, by the Rood, not fo: 
You are the Queen, your Husbands Brothers Wife, 
But would you were not fo. You are my Mother. 
Que. Nay, then Pll fet thofe to you that can fpeak. _ 
Ham. Come, come, and fit you down, you shall not 
budge : Ba 
: or go not till I fet up a Glafs. 
Where you may fee the inmoft part of you ? 
Que. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murther me ?) 
Help, help, ho. 
Pol, What ho, help, help, help. 
Ham. How now, aRat? dead fora Ducate, dead. 
Pol. Oh Lam flain. [Xsils Polonius. 
Que. Oh me, what haft thou done? 
Ham. Nay | know not, isitthe King? 
Que. Oh what a rath and bloody deed is this? 
Ham. A bloody deed, almoft as bad, good Mother, 
As killa King, and’ marry with his Brother. 
Que. As killa King ? 
Ham. 1, Lady, °twas my word. 
Thou wretched, rafh, intruding Fool, farewel, 
I took thee for thy Betters, take thy fortune, 
Thou find’ft to be too bufie, is fome danger. 
Leave wringing of your hands, peace, fit you down, 
And:let me wring your heart, forfolfhall’° ~*~ ° 
If it be made of penetrable ftuff; age Fe, 
If damned Cuftom have not braz’d it fo, hak 
That it is proof and bulwark againft Senfe. 


: 


Qu, What have I done,that thou dar"ft wag thy tongue, 


% Z 


In noife fo rude againft me? — 


Ham, Soch Qe 
That blurs the grace and blufh of Modefty,’ | 
Calls Virtue Hypocrite, ‘takes:off the Rofe' aa 
From the fair Fore-head of an innocent love, 
And makes a-blifter there. Makes marriage vows 
As falfe as pices Oaths. Ofucha Deed, 

As from thé body of contraction plucks . 

The very Soul, and fweet Religion makes | 

A rhapfody of words. Heavens face doth glow, 
Yea this folidity and compound mafs, 

With triftful vifage as againft the doom, 

Is thought-fick at the act. i, 

Que. Aye me, what act, that roars ‘fo loud, and thun- 
ders in the Index. ae po ea cco 

Ham, Look here upon this Picture, and on this, 

The counterfeit prefentment of two Brothers : 
See What a gracefeated on his Brow, 
Hyperions Curls, the front of Fove himfelf,’ 
An Eye like A4ars, to threaten or command 
A Station like the Herald Afercury, ~~ 

-| Now lighted on a Heaven kiffing Hill: - 

A Combination, anda form indeed, > 
Where every god did feem to fet his Seal, 

To give the World affurance of a man. . 
This was your Husband. Look you now what follows. 
Here is your Husband, ‘like a'Mildew’d Deer 
Blafting his wholfome breath. Have you Eyes? 

Could you on'this fair Mountain leave'to feed, , 
And batten on this Moore? Ha? Have MS ae > ie 
You cannot call it Love; For at your Age, 
The hey day in the blood is tame, it’s humble, 

And waits upon the judgment: and what judgment 

__| Would ftep from this to this? What Devil was’t, 


Ai ME Aamo tte ae 


\ To flaming youth, let Virtue be as Wax. 


| No more, fweet Hamlet. 


This bodilefs Creatiop ecftafie is very cunning im. és 


i a 


a 
| Fi 
That thus hath cozen’d you at Hoodman-blind ? ) 


O Shame! where is thy blufh? Rebellious Hell, 
If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones, 


And melt in her own fire. Proclaim no fhame, 
When the compulfive Ardure gives the charge, 
Since Froft it felf, as actively doth burn, 
As Reafon panders Will, 
Que. O Hamlet, {peak na more. 
Thou turnft mine Eyes into my very Soul, 
And there I fee fuch black and grained fpots, 
As will not leave their Tinct, 
Ham. Nay, but to live 
Inthe rank fweat of an enfeamed Bed, 
Stew’d in Corruption ; honying and making love Mh Bi 
Over the nafty Sty. we 
Que. Oh fpeak to me, no more, 
Thefe words like Daggers enter in mine Ears. 


rE a 
~% 


Ham. A Murderer, and a Villain: 
A Slave, that is not twentieth part, the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, 
A Cutpurfe of the Empire and the Rule. 
That froma fhelf, the precious Diadem ftole, 
And put it in his Pocket. 

Que, No more. 


Enter Ghoft. 


Ham, A King of threds and patches. t) 
Save me: and hover o’re me with your Wings 
You Heavenly Guards. What would you gracious figate 

Que. Alafs he’s mad. | te 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy Sonto chide, | _— 
That laps’d in Time and Paflion, let’sgo'by) 
Th’ important acting of your dread command? Oh fay. 

Ghoft. Do not forget : this Vifitation et 


th oa 


‘| Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 


But look Amazement on thy Mother fits 5 
O ftep between her, and her fighting Soul, © - 
Conceit in weakeft bodies, ftrongeft works. == 
Speak to her, Afamlet. | 

Ham. How is it with you, Lady? 

Que. Alas, how is’t with you? 
That thus you bend ‘your Eye on vacancy, - i a 
And with the Corporal air do hold difeourfe, © 


| Forth at your Eyes, your fpirits wildly peep, == | 


And as the fleeping Souldiers in ‘th’ Alarm, = 

Your bedded hair, like lifein Exfréments, — 

Start up, and ftandanend. O gentleSon, ~ 

Upon the heat and flame of thy diftemper = == 

Sprinkle cool patience. Whereondo'youlook? 
Ham, On him, on him, look you how pale beget) — 

His form and caufeconjoin’d, ‘preaching to ftones, | 

Would make them capable, ‘Do not look’ uponme, | 

‘Left with this pitious action youconvert-*~ 

My ftern effects: then what have I to do, 2 

Will want true colour ; tears perchance for blood. 
Que. To whom do you fpeak this? 
Ham, Do you fee nothing there? yeas 
Que. Nothing at all, yet allthatisIfee. 9 
‘Ham, Nor did you nothing hear ? or tae 
Que. No, nothing but our felves. 
Ham, Why look you there : look 


| how it ftealsaways) 
My Father in‘his habit, ashelived. == 
Look where'he goes even now out at the Portal [Te Ps 


¢. This is the very Coinage of your brait, 


rey Ecftafie ? ae 
y Pulfe, as yours, doth temperately kept, 
And makes as healthful "Malick, It is not nefs } 
That I have uttered; ‘bringmetotheTeft = = 
And I the matter will re-word: which madiefs =|] 
Would gamboll from. Mother, for love of Graces: Ld 


ia 


podgienectintmads toe a ee Oe ae 


} | Thou haft cleft my heart in twain. 
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Lay not a flattering Unétion to your Soul, 

That not your trefpafs, but my madnefs fpeaks : 
It will but skin and film the Ulcerous place, 
Whilft rank Corruption running all within, 
Infects unfeen. Confefs your felf to Heaven, 
Repent whats paft, avoid what is to come, 

And do not fpread the Compoft on the Weeds, 
To make them rank. Forgive mé this my Virtue, 
| For in the fatnefs of thefe purfy times, 

Virtue it felf, of Vice muft pardon beg, 

Yea curb}“nd wooe, for leave to do him good. ;. s 


fe, Ob, Hamlet, fe 


Ham. O throw away the worfer part ofit, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night, but go not tomine Unkle’s Bed, 
Affume a Virtue, if you have it not, refrain to night, 
And that fhall lend a kind of eafinefs 
Tothe next abftinence. Once more good night, 
And when you are defirous to be bleft, 
I'll blefling beg of you. For this fame Lord, 
+I do repent: but Heaven hath pieas’d it fo, 
To punifh me with this, and this with me, 
That I muft be their Scourge and Minifter, 
I will beftow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gave him: fo again, good night. 
| I mutt be cruel, only to be kind; 
Thus bad begins, and worfe remains behind. 
Que. What fhall1 do? 
Ham, Not this by no means that I bid you do: 
Let the blunt King tempt you again to Bed, 
Pinch Wanton on your cheek, call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a pair of reechy kifles, 
Or padling in your neck with his damn’d fingers, 
Make you toravel all this matter out, +’urave 
That I effentially am not in madnefs, 
But mad in craft, ?Twere good you let him know, 
For who thats but a Queen, fair, fober, wife, 
Would from a Paddock, from a Bat, a Gibbe, 
Such dear concernings hide 2? Who would do fo? 
No, in defpight of Senfe and Secrecy, 
Unpeg the Basket on the Houfes top: : 
Let the Birds fly, and like the famous Ape, 
To try Conclufions, in the Basket creep, 
And break your own neck down. 
Que. Be thou aflur’d, if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life: I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft faid to me. 
Ham. \ mutt to England, you know that? 
ue. Alack, Thad forgot: ’Tis fo concluded on. 
Ham. This man fhall fet me packing : 
Pll lug the Guts into the Neighbour room ; 
Mother, good night. Indeed this Counfellor 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft grave, 
Who was in life a Foolifh prating Knave. 
Come, Sir, to draw toward anend with you. 
| Good night, Mother. : 
ae [Exit Hamlet tugging in Polonius. 


Enter King, 


King. There’s matters in thefe fighs. 
Thefe profound heaves 
You muft tranflate : ’tis fit we underftand them. 
Where is your Son? 
Que. Ah, my good Lord, what have I feen to night ? 
King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet ? 
ue. Mad as the Seas, and Wind, when both contend 
_ | Which is the Mightier, in his lawlefs fit 
Behind the Arras, hearing fomething ftir, 
He whips his Rapier out, and cries a Rat, a Rat, 
And in his brainifh apprehenfion kills 
The unfeen good old man. 
'_ King. Oh heavy deed. 


It had been fo with us had we been there : 

His Liberty is full of threats to all, 

To you your felf, tous, to every one, 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deed be an{wered ? 

It will be laid to us, whofe providence 

Should have kept fhort, reftrain’d, and out of haunt, 

This mad young man. But fo much was our love, 

We would not underftand what was moft fit, 

But like the Owner of a foul Difeafe, 

To keep it from divulging, let?sitfeed 

ven on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 
Que. To draw apart the body he hath kill’d, 

O’re whom his very madnefs like fome Ore 

Among a Mineral of Mettals bafe 

Shews it felf pure. He weeps for what is done. 

King. Oh Gertrude, come away : 

The Sun no fooner fhall the Mountains touch, 

But we will fhip him hence, and this vile deed, 

We mutt with all our Majefty and Skiil 

Both countenance, and excufe. 


Enter Rofincros, and Guildenftare. 


Ho Guildenftare : 

Friends both, go join you-with fome further aid : 
Hamiet'in madnefs hath Poloniusflain, - 

And from his Mothers Clofet hath he drage’d him. 

Go feek him out, fpeak fair, and bring the body 

Into the:Chappel. I pray you hafteinthis. [Exir. Genr. 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wifeft Friends, 
To let them know both what we mean to do, 
And what’s untimely done. Oh come away, 
My Soul is full of difcord and difmay. [Exenne. 
Enter Hamlet. 


Ham, Safely ftowed. 

Gentlemen within. Hamlet, Lord Hamlets 

Ham, What noife 2. who calls on Hamlet ? 
Oh here they come, 


Enter Rofincros, and Guildentftare. 


Rof. What have you done,myLord,with the dead body ? 

Ham, Compounded it with duft, whereto ’tis kin. 

Rofin. Tell us where ’tis, that we may take it thence, 
And bear it to the Chappel. 

Ham. Do not beligve it. 

Rofin. Believe what ? 


Ham. That I can keep your Counfel, and not mine | 


own. Befides, to be demanded of a Spunge, what repli- 
cation fhould be made by the Son of a King. 
Rofiz. Take you me for a Spunge, my Lord ? 
Ham. |, Sir, that fokes up the Kings Countenance, his 
Rewards, his Authorities (but fuch Officers do the King 


beft fervice in the end.) He keeps them like an Ape in the | 


corner of his Jaw, firft mouth’d to be laft fwaliowed, } 


when he needs what you have glean’d, it is but fqueezing 
you, and Spunge you fhall be dry again. 

Rofin. | underftand you not, my Lord, : 

Ham, | am glad of it: a Knavifh fpeech fleeps in a 
Foolifh Ear. 

Rofin. My Lord, you. muft tell us where the body is, 
and go with us to the King. Ree 

Ham. The Body is withthe King, but the King is not 
with the Body. The King, is a thing —— 

Guild, A thing, my Lord? 

Ham, Of nothing? bring me to 


him, hideFox, anti 
all after. 5 


LExennt. 
Enter King: 
King. have fent to feek him, and to find the Body: 


How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe : 
ek le Yet 


ae seas oh a is ee 
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Yet mutt not we puttthe ftrong Law onshim: 

He’s lov’d of the diftraéted multitude, 

Who like not in their judgment, .buttheir Eyes: 

And where ’tis fo, th’ Offenders:fcourge is weigh’d 
But nearer the offence: to bear-allfmooth, and even, 
This fudden fending him away, muftfeem 
Deliberate pawle, difeafes defperate grown, 

By defperate appliance are relieved, > 

Or not at all. Ys 
Enter Rofincros: 


How now ? what hath befaln? 11s), . 

Rofin. Wherethe dead body isibeftow’d, my Lord, 
We cannot get from him. 339M 

King. But where is he? 

Rofin. Without, my:Lord, guarded to know your plea- 
fure. ' fo 
King. Bring hiny before us. > 
Rofiz. Ho, Guildenftare 2. bring in: my Lord. 


Enter Hamlet, and Guildenftare. 
King. Now, Hamlet, where’s Polemus ? 


Ham, At Supper. 
King. At Supper? Where ? oy | 


Ham. Not where he eats, butiwhere: he is eaten;.acer= | 


tain Convocation of Worms are e’ne at him, Your Worm 
is your only Emperour for diet, . We fat all Creatures elfe 
to fat us, and we fat our felves for:Maggots. _ Your. fat 
King and your Jean Beggar. is’ but variable. fervice, two 
Difhes, but to one Table;:that’sthe end. = G5 

King, What doft thou mean by this?) ° 

Ham, Nothing but to few youhow a King may.go a 
Progrefs through the gut of a Beggar. 

King. Where is Polonius? «i * 

Ham, In Heaven, fend thither to fee. If your Meflen- 
ger find him not there, feek him i’ th’ other place your 
felf: but indeéd, if you’ find “him not this month, you 
fhall nofe him as you go-up the fairs ifito the Lobbey.\. 

King. Go feek himthere. er 

Ham. He will {tay ’till ye come. 

Ki. Hamlet, this deed of thine, for thine efpecial fafety 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thowhaft done, muft fend thee hence 
With fiery quicknefs: therefore prepare thy felf, 

The Bark is ready, and the wind at help, 
Th’ Affociates tend, and every thing at bent 
For England. 

Ham. For Englagd? 

King. 1, Hamlet. 

Ham, Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew’ft our purpofes. 

Ham. \ fee a Cherub that fees him: but come, for 
England. Farewe}, dear Mother. 

King. Thy loving Father, Hamlet. 

Hamlet. My Mother: Father and Mother is Man and 
Wife : Man and Wife is one flefh, and fo my Mother, 
Come, for England. Ex. 

Kings Follow him at foot, 

Tempt him with fpeed aboard : 
Delay it not, I’li have him hence to night. 
Away, for every thing is feal’d and done . 
That elfe leans on th’ Affair, pray you, make hafte. 
And England, if my love thou hold’ft at apght, aught 
As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe, 
Since vet thy Cicatrice looks rawandred +e 
After the Dazifh Sword, and thy free awe an 
Payes homage tous ;. thou may’ft nor coldly fet 
Our Sovereign Procefs, which imports at full 
By Letters conjuring to that effect 
The prefent Death of Hamlet, Dait in England, 
For like the Hedtick in my bloud he rages, 
And thou multcure me: till bkmow’tisdone, . 
}] How-e’re my haps, my joyes were ne‘re begua., [Exin 
NS Whateimykopes, 99 wellneke Fegiw | 


|Andla Mid at your window, 


Enter Fortinbras with an Army, 


For, Go, Captain, from me to the Dazifh King, = | 
Tell him that by his Licence, Fortinbras = 7 
Claims the conveyance of a promis’d March 
Over his Kingdom. You know the Rendevouz: = 
If that his Majefty would aught with us, aught 
We fhall exprefs our duty in his Eye, : 
And let him know fo. a 

Cap: 1 will do’t, my Lord. 

For. Go fafely on. 


Enter Queen and Horatio, 


Qu. 1 will not fpeak with her, ; ite 
Hor. She is importunate , indeed diftraét, her mood} 
will needs be pitied. , eee | 
Qu. What would fhe have? Meee 
Hor. She fpeaks much of ‘her Father; fayes te eas) 
There’s tricks i? th? World,and hems,and beats her heart, 
Spurns envioufly at Straws, fpeaks things in doubt, | 


ee 
. & 


| That carry but half fenfe: Her fpeech ismothing, = | 
| Yet the unfhaped ufe of it doth move ine 


The hearers to Collection; ‘they aim at it, 

And both the words up fit totheir own thoughts, 

Which at her winks, and nods, and geftures yield them, | 

Indeed would make one think there would be thoughts | 

Though nothing fure, yet much unhappily. ; 
Qu. ’Twere good fhe were {poken with, 

For ihe may &row dangerous conjectures 

Inill breeding minds. Let her come in 

To my fick Soul (as fin’s true nature is’) 

Each toy feems Prologue to fome great amifs, 

So full of Artlefs jealoufie is guilt, 

It {pills it felf in fearing to be fpile. 


Enter Ophelia diftratted, 


Oph. Where is the beauteous Majefty of Denmark? | 


Qu. How now, Ophelia. Pre. 
Oph. How fhould Lyour true love know from another one? 
By his cockle hat and ftaff, and his fandal fboon, | 
Qu. Alas, fweet Lady : what imports this Song? 

Oph. Say you? Nay, pray you mark. Flic s |3 
He is dead and gone, Lady, he ts dead and gone, ee 
At his head a grafs-green Turf, at bis heels a fron. 


Enter King. 
. ass 

Qu. Nay, but Ophelia. 

Oph, Pray you mark. 


White bis Shrowd as the eMountain-Snow. ~~ 


Qu, Alas, look here, my Lord. 
* Oph. Larded with fireet flowers : 
Which bewept tothe grave didnot go, 
With True-love flowers. © 9 i 
King. How do ye, pretty Lady? ae 
Ophe Well, God dil’d fe They fay the Owle wasa)_ 
Baker’s Daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but know) 
not what we may be. God be at your Table. 
King. Conceit upon her Father. ‘yee s 
Oph. Pray you let us have no words of this: 
they ask you what it means, fay you this: » 
To morrow is S. Valentine’s day, all inthe morn 
tobe your Walentiié: 
Then up he rofe,and don’'d his clothi,and dupt the chamber 
Let in.a Mad, thit.out a Maid never departea mire. 
King. Pretty Ophelia. gi! ct ahd era 
Oph. Indeed la? without'an Oath, Till makean en%© 
By Gis, ‘and by.S: Charitys 05 , a 
Alack, an fie for fame. i ek ae Pi 
Young men will do’t, if they come ta’bye 0 
By Cock they are to blame. PIE YVR LS » 


Quoth fhe, before you tumbled me, 
You promis’d me to wed : 

So would I ha done, by youder Sun, 
And thou hadft not come to my Bed. 
King. How long hath fhe béen thns ? 
Oph. I hope all ‘will be well: 


and fo I thank you for your good counfel. Come, my 

Coach: Goodnight, Ladies: Goodnight, fweet Ladies : 

Goodnight, goodnight. LExit. 
King. Follow her clofe, 

Give her good watch I pray you: 

Oh this is the poifon of deep grief, it fprings 

All from her Father’s death. Oh Gertrude, Gertrude, 

When Sorrows come, they come not fingle fpies, 

But in Battels, - Firft, her Father flain, 

Next your Son gone, and he moft violent anthor 

Of his own juft remove: the people muddied, 

Thick and unwholfome in their thoughts and whifpers, ° 

For good Polonius death; and we have done but greenly, 

in hugger mugger tointerr him. Poor Ophelia 

Divided from her felf, and her fair judgment, 

Without the which we are Pictures, or mere Beafts, 

Laft, and’as much containing as all thefe, 

Her Brother isin fecret come from Frazce, 

Keeps on his wonder, keeps himfelf in clouds, 

And wants not Buzzers to infect his ear 

With peftilent fpeeches of his Fathers death, 

Where in neceflity of matter beggar’d, 

Will nothing {tick our perfons to arraign 

Inearandear. O my dear Gertrude, this, 

Like to a murdering Piece in many places, 

Gives me fuperfluous death. [A Noife within. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Queen. Alack, what noife is this? 

King, Where are my Switzers? 

Let them guard the door. ‘What is the matter ? 

Meff. Save your felf, my Lord. 

The Ocean (over peering of his Lift ) 

Eats not the Flats with more impetuous hafte 

Than young Laertes, ina riotous head, 
O’re-bears:your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the World were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not known, 

| The Ratifiers and props of every word, 

They cry, choofe we Q@ Laertes {hall be King. Ftorow 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the Clouds, 
Laertes fhall be King, Laertes King. 

Queen. How chearfully on the falfe Trail they cry, 
Oh this is the Counter, you falfe Danifh Doggs. 
; 3 : [Noife within. 

Enter Laertes. 


King, The doors are broke. 
Laer. Where isthe King, Sirs? Stand you all without. 
All, No, let’s come in. 
Laer, 1 pray you give me leave. 
All. We will, we will. 
Laer. [thank you : Keep the door. 
-O thou vile King, give me my Father. 
Queen, Calmly, good Laertes, 
Laer. That drop of blood that calms, 
Proclaims me Baftard : 
‘Crys Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chafte unfmitched brow 
Of my true Mother, 
_ King. Whatis the caufe, Laertes, — 
‘That thy Rebellion looks fo Gyant-like? 
Let him go, Gertrude: Do not fear our Perfon: 
'There?s fuch Divinity doth hedge a King,” 
That treafon can but peep to what it would, 


The Tragedy of Fanilae 


We muft be patient, | 
but I cannot: chufe but weep, to think they thould | 
lay him i’th’ cold ground*: My Brother fhall know’ of ic, | 


Herb-Grace a Sundays: O you muft wear your Rue 
witha difference. There’s a Dafie, I would give you fome 
Violets, but they withered all when my Father dyed; 
They fay, he made a good end ; 


She turns to favour; and to prettinels. 
: ® = - me ' Se 3 4 ~ i = . . . 


z 


Acts little of his will. Tel] mc; Laertes 
Why art thou thusincenft? Let him Zo Gertrude 
Speak man. : : 

Laer. Where’s my Father ? 

King. Dead. 

Queen, But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? Ill not be jugel’d with 
To Hell Allegiance: Vowsto the’blacke{t Devil: 
Confcience and Grace, to the profoundeft Pit. 

I dare Damnation : to this point | ftand, 
That both the Worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what comes: only Ill be reveng’d 
Mott throughly for my Father. 

King. Who fhail ftay you ? 

Laer, My Will, not all the World, 
And for my means, I'll husband them fo well, 
They fhall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes : 
If you defire to Know the certainty 
Of your dear Father’s death, if writ in your revenge, 
That Soop-ftake you will draw both friend and foe, 
Winner and Lofer. 

Laer. None but his Enemies. 

King. «Will you know them then ? 

Laer, To his good Friends thus wide Pll ope my Arms, 
And like the kind life-rendring Pelican, 
Repatft them with my blood. ° 

King. Why now? what noife is that ? 
Like a good Child, and a true Gentleman, 
That | am guiltlefs of your Father’s death, 
And am moft fenfible in grief for it, 
It fhall as level’ to your Judgment pierce, 
As day do’s to your eye. 

LA Noife within. Let ber come in. 


Enter Ophelia, 
‘s 


Laer. How now? what noife is that ? 
O heat dry up my brains, tearséven times falt, Sevtn 
Burn out the fenfe and virtue @f mine Eye. 
By Heaven thy madnefs fhall be paid by weight, 
Till our Scale turns the Beam, O Rolfe of May, 
Dear Maid, kind Sifter, {weet Ophelia: 
O Heavens, is’t poffible, a young Maid’s wits, 
Should be as mortal as an old Man’s life? 
Nature is fine in love, and where ’tis fine, 
It fends fome precious initance of it felf 
After the thing it loves. 
Oph. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beer. 
Hey nox noney, noneyy bey noney: 
And on his grave rains many atear, 
Fare you well, my Dove. 
Laer, Had’ft thou thy wits, and did’{t perfwade Re- 
venge, it cou!d not move thus. 
Oph. You muft fing down a-down, and you call him 
a down-a. © how the wheels become? It is the falfe | 
Steward that {tole his Mafter’s daughter. 
Laer, This nothing’s more than matter_/.+ ax ve 
Oph. There’s Rofemary, that’s for remembrance. 
Pray Love remember: and there’s Pancies, that’s for 
Fhoughts: 283" Soe : 
Laer. A document in madnéfs, thoughts and remem- 
brance fitted. = ; ; 
Oph, Therc?s Fennel for you, and Columbines: there’s 
Rue for you, and here’s fome for me. We may call it 


For bonny fiveet Rabin is all my joy. ; 
Laer. Thought, and Affiction, “Paflion, Heil it felt: 


; Oph, 
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Oph. And will he not come again 2? 
And will he. not pes a 2 ae eke 
To, no, he ts dead, gotot eath-bed,® ; : : i 
cA ‘never will pret A King. Now mutt your Confcience my Acquitance feal, A 
His Beard as white as Snow. And you muft put-mein your heart, for friend, 
All Elaxen was his Pole: Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
Fle is gone, be is gone, and we caft away mone, That he which hath your Noble Father flain, 
Gramercy on his Soul. Purfued my life. 
And of all Chriftian Souls, 1 pray God. Laer. \t well appears, But tell me, 
God b’w’ye. [Exit Ophelia. } Why you proceeded not again{t thefe feats, 
Laer. Do you fee this, you gods? So Crimeful and fo Capital in Nature, 
King. Laertes, 1 muft commune with your grief, As by your Safety, Wifdom, all things elfe, 
Or you deny me right: Go but a-part, You mainly were ftirr’d up? 
Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will, King. O for two fpecial Reafons, mes 
And they fhall hear and judge "twixt you and me ; Which may to you (perhaps) feem much unfinewed, = |_ 
If by direct or by Collateral hand ; And yet to me they are ftrong. The Queen, his Mother, 
They find us touch’d, we will our Kingdom give, Lives almoft by his looks: and for my ielf, “ed 
Our Crown, our Life, and all that we call Ours, My Virtue or my Plague, be it either which, 
To you in fatisfaction. Butif not, She’s fo conjunctive to my Life and Soul ; 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, That as the Star moves not but in his Sphere, 
And we fhall joyntly labour with your foul, I could not but by her. The other Motive, 
To give it due content. Why toa publick count I might not go, 
Laer. Let this be fo: Is the great love the general gender bear him, 
His means of death, his obfcure burial : Who dipping all his faults in their affection, 
No Trophee, Sword, nor Hatchment o’er his bones, Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
No Noble Rite, nor Formal Oftentation, Convert his Gives to Graces. So that my Arrows 
Cry to be heard, as "twere from Heaven to Earth, . | Too flightly Timbred for fo loud a wind, « 
That I muft call in queftion. Would have reverted to my Bow again, 
King. Sa’you fhall: And not where I had aim’d them, 
And where th’offence ig, let the great Axe fall. Laer. And fo have 1a Noble Father loft, 
-| | pray you go with me. [Exeunt. | A Sifter driven into defperate terms, 
Who was (if praifes may go back again ) 
Enter Horatio, with an Attendant. Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
. For her perfections. But my revenge will come. 
Hora. What are they that would fpeak with me ? King. Break not your fleeps for that, 
Ser, Sailors, Sit, they fay they have letters for you, You muft not think 
Hora, Let them come in, That we are made of ftuff fo flat and dull, . 
I do not know from what part of the world That we can let our Beard be fhook with danger, 
I fhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. And think it paftime. You fhortly fhall hear more, ~~ 
I lov’d your Father, and we love your felf, 
Enter Sailor. And that I hope will teach youto imagine —— _ 


Enter King and Laertes. 


Sail. Godblefsyou, Sir, Enter Meflenger. 
Hora. Lethim blefstheetoo. g 
Sail, He fhall, Sir, an’c pleafe him. There’sa Letter | How now? What News? : coda 
for you, Sir: It comes from th’Ambaffadour that was eHef. Letters, my Lord, from Hamlet. Thisto 
bound for England, if your name be Horatio; as!am let} Majefty: This to the Queen. 7 
to know itis. King. From Hamlet? Whobroughtthem? 
Reads the Letter. Me. Sailors, my Lord, they fay, I faw them no 
They were given me by Clandio, he receiv’d them. | 
Oratio, when thou [pale have overlook’d this, give| King. Laertes, you fhall read them: a 
thefe fellows fome means to the King: They have Leave us. 
Letters for him. E’re we were two days old at Sea, a Pi-| 
rate of very Wearlike appointment , gave us Chace. Find- 
ing our felves too flow of Sail, we put on a compelled Va- 
lour. In the Grapple, I boarded them: On the inftant they 
got clear of our Ship, So I alone became their Prifoner. | turn. 
They have dealt with me, like Thieves of Mercy, but 
they knew what they did. I am to do a good turn for ke a 
them, Let the King have the Letters I have fent, andre- What fhould this mean? Are all the reft come back? “ 
pair thou to me with as much hajte as thow would flie Or is it fome abufe ? Or no fuch thing ? tga 
Death. I have words to {peak in your ear , will make thee| Laer, Know youthe hand? 
dumb, yet are they much too light for the bore of the| King. ’Tis Hamlet’s Character, naked, and in 
Matter. Thefe gaod fellows will bring thee where I am,| fcript here he faysalone: Can you advife me? as 
Rofincrofs and Guildenftare hold their courfe for England,| Laer. Vm loft init, my Lord, but let him com a 
Of them I have as much to tell thee, Farewell. It warms the very ficknefs in my heart, Bee 
. Fete That I fhall live and tell him to his teeth: 
He that thou kuoweft thine, Thus diddeft thou. . 


“idee : 
King. If it be fo, Laertes, as how thould it befo? 
Hamlet. | How otherwife? will youberurdbyme. =| 


: Laer. If fo, you'll not o’er-rule me toa peace. TT ES 
Come, I will give you way for thefe your Letters, __ King. To thine own peace: If he be now retura d 
And do’t the {peedier, that you may direct me ee As checking at his Voyage, and that he means 

To him, from whom you brought them. LEsit.|Nomoreto undertake it; Iwill work him = 


yas 


Toan exploit now ripe in my Device, 
Under the which he fhall not‘choofe but fall: 
And for his death no wind of blame fhall breathe, 


‘| But even his Mother thall uncharge the practice, 


And call it accident: Some two Months hence 


| Here wasa Gentleman of Normandy, 

| Pvefeen my felf and ferv’d againft the French, 
And they ran well on horfe-back; but this Gallant 
| Had witchcraft in’t, he grew'into his Seat, 

.| And to fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfe, 


As'had he been encorps’t and demy-Natur’d 


| With the’brave Bealt, fo far he paft my thought, 
| That'l in forgery of Shapes and Tricks, 
‘| Come fhort of what he did. 


Laer. A Norman was’t? 
King, A Norman. 
Laer. Upon my life, Lamond, 
King, The Very fame. 
Laer. lknowhim well, he is the brooch indeed, 
And Gemm of all our Nation, 
King. He made confeflion of you, © 
And gave you fach a mafterly report, 
For art and exercife in your defence; . 
An for your Rapier moft efpecially, 


| That he cry’d out, *twould bea fight indeed, 


If one could match you, Sir. This Report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Envy, 
That he could nothing do but wifh and beg, 
Your fudden coming over to play with him ; 
Now out of this——— 
Laer. Why out of this, my Lord? 
King. Laertes, was your Father dear to you ? 
Or are you like the painting of a Sorrow, 
A face without a heart ? 
Laer, Why ask you this ? 
King. Not that I think you did not love your Father, 
But that I know Love is begun by Time : 
And that I fee in paflages of proof, 
Time qualifies the fpark and fire of it: 
Hamlet, come back, what would you undertake, 
To thew your felf your Father’s Son in deed, 
More than in words? 
“Laer. To'cut his Throat ’th? Church, 
King. No place indeed fhould murther fanctuarize , 


Revenge fhould have no bounds: but, good Laertes, 


Will you do this, keep clofe within your Chamber ? 
Hamlet return’d, fhall know you are come home : 
We'll put on thofe fhall praife your excellence, 
And fet a double varnifh on the fame 


| The Frenchman gave you , bring you in fine together 
| And wageron jotir tells, he being tems, : 


Moft generous, and free from allcontriving, 


'| Will not pérufe the Foils? So that with eafe, 
|} Or with a little fhuffing, you may choofe — 
_| ASword un-bajtéd}~and in a pals of practice, 


equite him for your Father. 


Eder: 1 will do't, 


And for that purpofe I’ll anoint my Sword : 

I bought an Un¢tion of a Mouritebank, 

So mortal, I but dipt a Knife in it, — 

Where it draws blood, no Cataplafin fo rare, 
Collected from all Simples that have Virtue 


___| Under the Moon, can fave the thing from death, 


That is but feratcht withal : 1’! touch my point, 
With this contagion, that if | gall him flightly, 
Itmay bedéeath, = 


| ‘King. Let’s further think of this, 


‘Weigh what convenience both Of time’and means 


_| May fic us to our thapeif this thould fail, 3 
_| And that our drift lookt through otir bad performance, 


’Twere better not aflay’d ; therefore this Projec: 


Shoul{ have a back, or fecond; that tight hold, 
If th thould blaft in proof: Soft, let me fee, 
| We'lt makea folemin wager on your comings, 


Tha’t: When in your motion you are hot'and dry 

As make your bouts more violent to the end A 

And that he calls for drink, Pll have prepar’d him 

A Chalice for the nonce ; whereon buewipping, 
if he by chance efcape your venom’d ftuck, 

Our purpofe may hold there; how now, fweet Queen, 


Enter Queen, 


Queen, One woe doth tread upoh another’s heel, 
So faft they'll follow: Your Sifter’s drown’d, Laertes, 

Laer, Drown’d! O where ? 

Queen. There is a Willow grows aflant a Brook, 
That fhews his hoar leaves in the glaflic ftream ; 
There with fantaftick Garlands did fhe come, 

Of Crow-flowers, Nettles, Daifies, and jong Purples, 
That liberal Shepherds gavea grofler name 

But our'cold Maids do dead men’s Fingers call them; 
There on the pendant boughs, her Coronet weeds 
Clambring to fang ; an envious fliver broke, 

When down the weedy Trophies, and her felf, 
Fellin the weeping Brook, her cloaths fpread wide, 
And Maremaid-like, a while they bear her up, 
Which time fhe chaunted fnatches of old Tunes, 

As one incapable of her own diftrefs, 

Or like a Creature Native, and deduced 

Unto that element : But long it could not be, 

* Till that her Garments heavy with their drink 
Pull’d the poor wretch from her melodious bi ay 
To muddy death. 

Lr, Alas then, is fhe drown’d ? 

Queen, Drown’d, drown’d. 

Laer, Too much of water haft thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore! forbid my tears: But yet 
It is our trick, Nature her cuftom holds, 

Let fhame fay what it will, when thefe are gone, 

The woman willbe out: Adieu, my Lord, 

Ihave a fpeech of fire that fain would blaze, 

But that this foliy drowns it. EExit. 

King. Let’s follow, Gertrude : 
How much I had to do to calm his Rage 2 
Now fear I this will give it ftart again, 
Therefore let’s follow. 


[Exeunt, 
Enter two Clowns. 


Clown. Is fheto be buried in Chriftian burial, that wil- 
fully feeks her own falvation ? 

Other. {tell thee, fhe is, and therefore make her Grave 
ftraight , the Crowner:hath fate on her, and finds it 
Chriftian burial. 

Clown, How can that be; unlefs fhe drowned her felf 
in her own defence ? 

Other, Why ’tis found fo. ; 

Clown. It mult be Se offendendo, it cannot be elfe; For 
here lies the point: lf I drown my felf wittingly, it argues 
an Act: And an Act hath three branches. It isan Act to 
do, atid to perform, argall fhe drown’d her felf wit- 
tingly. 

Other, Nay, but hear you Goodman Delver. 

Clown. Give me leave; here lies the water, good: 
here ftands the man, good: If the man go to this Water, 
and drown himfelf: itis willhe, nillhe, hegoes,; mark 
youthat: Butif the watercometohim, and drownhim ; 
he drowns not himfelf. Argall, he that is not guilty of 
his.own death, fhortensnot his own life. 

Other, Butis this'Law ? : S a 

Clown, Vmarry is’t, Crowner’s Que ac: 

Other. Will a ha’ the rts = if this had not 
been aGentlewomian, fhe fhould have been buried out of 
Chriftian Burial. a: 

Clown. Why there thou fay’ft, And the more pity that 
great Folk fhould have countenance in this World to 
drown or hang themfelves, more than their even at 
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but Gardiners, Ditchers and Grave-makers ; 
Adam’s profeflion. 
| Other. Was heea Gentleman ? 
Glo. He was the firft that ever bore Armes; 
| Other. Whi, he had none. : 

Clo. What, art a Heathen ? how doft thou under ftand 
the Scripture? the Scripture fayes Adam digg’d ; could 
be dig without Armes ? Vle put another queftion to thee ; 
if thou anfwereft me not to the purpofe, confefs thy 
felf —— 

Other. Go to. ae 

Clo. What is he that builds ftronger than either the 
Mafon, the Ship-wright, or the Carpenter ? 

Other. The Gallows-maker, for that Frame out-livesa 
thoufand Tenants. : 4 

Clo. 1 like thy wit well in good faith, the Gallows does 
well; but how does it well 2 it does well to thofe that do 
‘Il. now thou do’ft ill to fay the Gallows is built ftronger 
than the Church : Argal, the Gallows may do well to thee. 
To’t again, Come. 

Other. Who builds ftronger than a Mafon, 
wright, or a Carpenter ? 

Glo. I, tell me that, and unyoke. 

Other. Marry, now I can tell. 

Clo, To’t. 

Other. Mafs, I cannot tell. 


they hold up 


a Ship- 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio afar off. 


Clo. Cudgel thy brains no mote about it; for your dull 
Afs will not mend his pace with beating ; and when you 
are askt this queftion next, faya Grave-maker : the houfes 
chat he makes, laft till Dooms-day: go,8¢t thee to Tanghan, 
fetch me a ftoup of Liquor. 

Sings. — 

In youth when I did love, did love, 

me thought it was very fivecty — 

To contratt O the for amy behove, 

O me thought there was nothing meet. 


Ham, Has this fellow no feeling of his bufinefs, that he 
fings at Grave-making. : : 
Hor. Cuftom hath made it in him a property of eafi- 
nefs. 
Ham. *Tis¢’en fo; the hand of little imployment hath 
the daintier fenfe, 


Bis Clown fings. 

But Age with his frealing fteps 
hath caught me in his clutch : 

And hath {hipped me intill the Land, 
as if I never had bin fuch. 


“Ham. That Scull had a tongue init, and could fing once: 
how the Knave jowles it to th’ground, as if it were Cain’s 
Jaw-bone, that did the firft mucther = ‘It might be the pate 
of a Politician which this Afso’re-offices - one that could 
circumvent God, might it not ? eat 

Hor, \t might, my Lord, 
|. Ham. Or of a Courtier, whichcould fay,Good Morrow, 
{weet Lord: how doft thou, good Lord? this might be 


my Lord fuch a one,that prais’d my Lord fuch a ones horfe,. 


when he meant to beg it 5 might it not? — 

Hor. 1, my Lord. 

Ham. Why e’enfo : and now my Lady Worm’s, Chap 
lefs, and knockt about the Mazzard witha Sexton’s Spade, 
here’s fine Revolution, if we had the trick to fee’t. Did 

thefe bones coft no more the breeding, but to play at Log. 
| gets with °em? mine ake to think on’t. 


Clown fings. 
A Pick-axe anda Spade, a Spade, 
for and a fhrowding. {beet : 


Come, my Spade; there is no ancient Gentlemen 
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O a Pit of Clay for to be made, 
for Juch a Gueft 1s meet. 


Ham. There’s another : why might not that bethe Scull a 


ofa Lawyer? where be his Quiddits now? his Quillets?| 
his Tenures , and his Tricks? mb - 


his Cafes ? 
(uffer this rude knave now to knock him about the Sconce 


with a dirty Shovel, and will not tell him of his Ation of} — 
Battery ? hum. This fellow might be in’stime agreat buyer) 


of Land, with his Statutes, his Recognizances, his Fin 
his double Vouchers, his Recoveries : Is this the fine of 
Fines, and the recovery of his Recoveries, to have hi 
Pate full of fine Dirt? will his Vouchers vouch him 
more of his Purchaces,and double ones too,than the length 
and breadth of a pair of Indentures ? the very Conyeyanc 
of his Lands will hardly lye inthis Box, and mutt the] 
heritor himfelfkave nomore? ha? . 

Hor,Notajotmore,myLord. 

Ham, \snot Parchment made of Sheep s 

Hor. \my Lord, and of Calve-skinstoo, . = | 

Ham. They are Sheep and Calves that feek out affu. j 
rance inthat. I will {peak to this fellow: whofe Grave’s| 
this, Sir ? ‘tony Deena 

(ie. Mine, Sir : 

O a pit of Clay for to be made, 

for fuch a Gueft is meet. ae 
Ham. \think it be thine indeed : for thou lief in’t, | — 
Clo. Youlye out on’t, Sir, and therefore it is not yours:) 


1 for my part I do not lie in’t, and yet itis mine. 
yP y ne. 


Ham. Thou doft lye in’t, to be in’t, and fay ’tist in 
’tis for the dead, not for the quick, therefore thou lye 
Clo. ’Tis a quick lye, Sir, twill away again fr 
to you. : 35% sail some 
Ham. What mandoft thoudigitfor? 
Clo, For no man, Sir. 
Ham. What woman then? 
Clo. For none neither. se. 
Ham. Whoisto beburiedin’t? 
Clo. One that was a Woman, Sir; but reft 
fhe’s dead. a 
Ham. How abfolute the Knave is? we mult pe 
the Card, or equivocation will follow us: bytheld 
Horatio, thefe three years I have taken note of it, the 
is grown fo picked, and the toe of the Pefant comes! 
the heel of our Courtier , he galls his Kibe. How 
haft thou been a Grave-maker ? es 
Clo, Of all the dayes i’th’year, I came to’ 
our laft King Hamlet o’recame Fortinbras, 
Ham. How long is that fince ? F 
Clo. Cannot you tell that? every fool ca 
was the very day that young Hamlet 
mad and fentinto England. aa 
Ham. marry, why was he fent into England? 
Clo. Why, becaufe he was mad ; he fhall re 
wits there; or if he donot, it’s no great mat 
Ham, Why ? ; eee 
Clown, ’Twillnot be feenin him, therethe 
mad as he. , eal 
Ham. How came he mad ? 
Clo. Very ftrangely they fay. 
Ham. How ftrangely ? 
Clo, Faith e’en with lofing his wits. 
Ham. Upon what ground ? 
Clo. Why here in Denmark; 
Man and Boy thirty years. reas 
Ham. How long willa man lie i’th’éarth “erene? 
Clo. faith, if he be rotten before he dye (a5 ™ 
many pocky Coarfes now adays, that will fare 
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€ 

laying in) he will laft you fome eight year, oF 

A Tanner willlaft younine years. 
Ham. Why he, more thananother? 
Clo. Why Sir, his hide is tann’d witht 


et 


he will keep out water a great w ile. 
is a fore Decayer of your whorefondead 


fra 
reals 
iti 
a 
beet 
an 


fo’ 


Scull now: this Scull has lain in the Earth three and 
twenty years, 

Ham, Whofe was it? 

Clo. A whorefon mad Fellow’s it was ; 


| Whofe do you think it was ? 


Ham, Nay, | know not. 

Clo. A peftilence on him for a mad Rogue, a pout’d a 
Flagon of Rhenith on my head once. This fame Scull, Sir, 
this fame Scull, Sir,was Yorick's Scull, the Kings Jefter. 

Ham, This? > 

Clo. E’en that. 

Ham, Let me fee. Alas poor Yorick,I knew him, Horatio, 
a fellow of infinite Jeft ; of moft excellent fancy, he hath 
born me on his back a thoufand times: And how abhor- 
red my imagination is, my gorge rifesatit. Here hung 
thofe lips, that I have kift 1 know not how oft. Where 
be your Jibes now ? Your Gambals? YourSongs? Your 
flafhes of Merriment that were wont to fet the Table ona 
Roar? No one now to mock your own Jecting ? Quite 
chop fall’n ? Now get youto my Ladies Chamber, and tell 
her, let her paint an inch thick, to this favour fhe mutt 
come. Makeher laugh at that : prethee, Horatio, tell me 
one thing. 

Hor, What’sthat, my Lord ? 

Ham. Do'lt thou think Alexander lookt o’this fahhion 
’th’earth ? 

Hor, E’en fo. 

Ham. And {melt fo? Pub. 

Hor, F’en fo, my Lord. 

Ham, To what bafe ufes we may return, Horatio. Why 
may not imagination trace the Noble duft of Alexander, 
*cill he find it ftopping a bung-hole ? 

Hor, ’Twere to confider : too curioufly to confider fo. 

Ham. No faith, not a jot. But to follow him thither 
with modefty enough, and likelyhood to lead it ; as thus, 
Alexander died: Alexander was buried: Alexander re- 
turneth into duft; the duft is earth; ofearth we make 
| Lome, and why of that Lome (whereto he was converted) 
| might they not ftopa Beer-barrel ? 

Imperial Ce/ar,dead and turn’d to clay, 

Might ftop a hole to keep the wind away. 

Oh, that that earth, which’ kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a Wall, t’expell the Winter’s flaw. 
But foft, but foft, afi de: here comes the King. 


Fater King, Queen, Laerts, and a Coffin, 
with Lords attendant. 


The Queen, the Courtiers. What is’t that they ea 
And with fich maimed 4, oak ? This doth betoken, nites 
The Coarfe they follow, did with defperate hand, 
| Foredo it’s own life; *twas fome Eftate. 
| Couch we a while, and mark. 
Laer. What Ceremony elfe? 
Ham, That is Laertes,a i. Noble sail Mark. 
Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 
Prieft. Her Obfequies have been as far enlarg’d, 
As we have warrantie, her death was doubtful, 
And but that great command o’refways the order, 
She fhould in ground unfanctified have lodg’4, 
’Tillthe laft Trumpet. For charitable prayer, 
Shards, Flints, and Pebbles, fhould be thrown on her : 
Yet here theis allowed her Virgin Rites, 
Her Maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home 
Of Bell and Burial, 
Laer. Muft there no more be done ? 
| Prieft. No more be done : 
We fhould prophane the fervice of the dead, 
To fing fage Requiem, and {uch reft to her 
As to peace. departed Souls. 
Laer. Lay her i’th’earth, 
| And from her fair and unpolluted feth, 
Mav Violets fpring. | tell thee (churlifh Prieft) 
A Miniftring = fhall my Sifter be, 
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When thou lieft howling. 
Ham, What, the fair Ophelia ? 
Queen, Sweets, to thee fweet farewell, 
I hop’d thou would’{t have been my Hamler? s wife = 
I thought thy Bride-bed to have deckt (fweet Maid) 
And not Chave ftrew’d thy ea 
Laer. Oh terrible wooer, h ieble Woes 
Fall ten times treble on that et a 
Whofe wicked deed, thy mofti ingenious fenfe 
Depriv’d theeof. Hold off the earth a while, 
Till | have caught her once more in mine arms: 
[ Leaps into the Grave. 
Now pile your duft upon the quick and déad, 
Till of this flat amountain you have made, 
To o’re-top old Pelion, or the skyifh head 
OF bluc Olympus. 
Ham. Whatis he, whofe griefs 
Bear fuch an Emphatis ; ? whofe phrafe of forrow 
Conjures the wandring Stars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder- wounded hearers? This is], 
Hamlet the Dane. : 
Laer, The Devil take thy Soul. 
Ham. Thou pray’ft not well, 
I prithee take thy fingers from r my throat » 
Sir, though | am not fpleenative and rath; 
Yet have [ fomething in me dangerous, 
VVhich let thy wifenefs fear. Away thy hand. 
King. Pluck them afunder, ; 
Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet, 
Gen. Good my Lord be quiet. 
Ham. VVby | will fight with him upon this Theme, 
Until my eye-lids will no longer wag. 
Queen. Oh my Son, what Theme ? 
Ham, \lov'd Ophelia; forty thoufand brothers 
Could not ‘(with all their quantity of love) 
Make upmyfumm. VVhat wilt thou do for her ? 
King. Oh he ismad, Laertes. 
Queen. For love of God forbear him. 
Ham, Come fhew me what thou’lt do, 
VVoo’t weep? woo’tfight? woo’ttear thy felf ? 
VVoo’t drink up &file, eat a Crocodile ? 
Pie do’t.Do’ft thou come hither to whine ; 
To out-face me with leaping in to her Grave ? 
Be buried quick with her, and fo will I, 
And if thou prate of Mountains; let them throw 
Millions of Acres on us, ’till our ground 
Sindging his pate againft the burning Zone, 
Make Of likea wart. Nay, and thou’lt mouth, 
le rant as well as thou. 
King. This is mere madnefs : 
And thusa while the fic will work on him : 
Anonas patient as the female Dove, 
VVhen that her golden Cuplemare difclos’d ; 
His filence will fic drooping. 
Ham. Hear you Sir : 
VVhat is the reafon that you ufe methtts ? 
I Jov’d youever; but it isno matter : 
Let Hercules himfelf do what he may, 
The Cat will mew, and Dog willhave hisday. [Exz#. 
King. 1 pray you good Horatio,wait upon him, 
Strengthen your patience in our laft niglits fpeech, 
VVe'll put the matter to theprefent pulh. 
Good Gertrude fet fome watch over your Son, 
This Grave fhall have a living Monument : 
An hour of quiet fhortly fhall we fee 5 
Till then in patience our proceeding be. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 


Ham. So much for this, Sir; now let me fee the other, 
“You do remember all the circumftance. 
Hor. Remember it,my Lord. 
Ham. Sit,in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 
That would not let me fleep ; methoughtI lay . 
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Worfe than the mutines in the Bilbocs, rafhly, 
(And praife be rafhnefs for it) let us know 
Our indifcretion fometimes ferves us well, 
When our dear Plots do pall, and that fhouid teach us, 
There’s a Divinity that fhapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 
Hor.. That is moft certain. 
Ham, Up foi my Cabin. 
My Sea-Gown fcarft about me in the dark, 
Grop’d I to find out them; had my defire, 
Finger’d their Packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine own Room again, making fo bold, 
(My fears forgetting manners) to unfeal 
Their grand Commiflion, where I found, Horatio, 
Oh royal knavery : Anexact command, 
Larded with many feveral forts of reafon : 
Importing Denmark’s health, and England’s too, 
With hoo, fuch Buggs and Goblins in my life, 
That on the fupervize no leifure bated, 
No not to ftay the grinding of the Axe, 
My head fhould be ftrick off. 
Hor, 1st poflible ? 
Ham. Uere’s the Commiffion, read it at more leifure : 
But wilt thou hear how I did proceed ? 
Hor. 1 befeech you. 
Ham. Being thus benetted round with Villains, 
F’re I could make a Prologue to my Brains 
They had begun the Play. 1 fate me down, 
Devis’d a new Commiflion, wrote it fair, 
1 once did hold it as our Statiftsdo, 
A bafenefs to write fair ; and labour’d much 5 
How to forget that learning : But, Sir, now, 
It did me yeoman’s fervice: wiltthou know . 
The effects of what I wrote? : 
Hor. 1, good my Lord. tiie 
Ham. Ancarneft Conjaration from the King, 
As England was his faithful Tributary,, oe 
As love between them, as the Palm fhould flourifh, 
As Peace fhould ftill her wheaten Garland wear, 
And ftand a Comma tween their amities, 
And many fuch like Affis of great charge, 
That on the view and know of thefe contents, 
VVithout debatement further, more or lefs, 
He fhould the bearers put to fudden death, 
No fhriving time allowed. 
Hor. How was this feal’d ? 
Ham, Why even in that was heaven ordinate ; 
I had my Father’s Signet in my Purfe, 
Which was the model of that Dazifh Seal : 
Folded the Writ up in form of the other, 
Subfcrib’d it, gav’ch’Impreflion, plac’d it fafely, 
The Changling never known. Now, the next day 
Was our Sea-fight, and what to this was fement, Soquent 
Thou know’ft already. 
Hor. So, Guildenftare and Rofincrof,, go to’t. 
Ham.Why maft, hey did make love to this imployment, 
} They are not near my confcience, their dgbate 
Doth by their owninfinvation grow: 
Tis dangerous when bafer nature comes 
Between the pafs, and fell incenfed points 
Of mighty oppofites. 
Hor, Why, whata King is this? _ . 
Ham. Doesit not, think’f{t thee, ftand me now upon, 
He that hath kill’d my King, and whor’d my Mother, 
Poptin between th’election and my hopes, 
Thrown out his Angle for my properlife, __ 
And with fach cozenage, is’t not perfect confcience, — 
To quit him with his afm? And is’t not to be damn’d 
To let this Canker of our Nature come 
In ferther evil. 


What is the iffue of the bufinefs there, 
Ham, \ewill be fhort. pies oe 
The Jzterim’s mine, and a man’s life’s no more 
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| King hold his purpofe; 1 will win for him if I can: 


“Hor. \emuftbe hhortly known tohim from England, — «) 


Than to fay one: But Iam very forry, good soa 
That to Taartes I forgot my felf ; - nine “a 
For by the image of my caufe | fee waa 
The Pourtraiture of his, -V’ll count his favours: ~ 
But fure the bravery of his grief did putme 
Into a Towring paflion. 

Hor. Peace, who comes here? Ni 
is CORR 


H, 
: , ] 
aig 


Enter Offick. 


Ofr. thank your Lordfhip, ’tisveryhot, 
Ham. No, believe me, ’tis very cold, the wind is} 
Northerly. ae 
Ojr. It is indifferent cold, my Lord, indeed. 
Ham, Methinks it is very foultry, and hot for 
Complexion. ete 
Ofr. Exceedingly, my Lord, it is very foultry, as’twere) 
I cannot tell how: but, my Lord, his Majefty bid mefig. - 
nifie to you, that he has laid a great wager on your head, Gi 
Sir, this is the matter. si i, 
Ham, 1 befeech you rememher. me 
Ofr, Nay in good faith, for mine eafe in good faith:| — 
Sir, you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertesisat) 
his weapon. ; me 
Ham. What’s his weapon ? 
Ofr. Rapier and Dagger. me 
Ham, That’stwoof his weapons; but well = | 
Ofr. The King, Sir, has wag’d with him fix Barbay| 
Horfes, againft the which he impon’d, as I take it, fix} 
French Rapiers and Poinards, with their afligns, as Gi 
dle Hangers, or fo: Three of the carriages in faith are’ 
ry dear to fancie, very refponfiveto the hilts, moftd 
cate carriages, and of very liberal conceit. 
Ham, What call you the carriages ? 
Ofr. The carriages, Sir, are the Hangers. bie 
Ham, The Phrafe would be more germane to the} 
matter: If we could carry Cannon by our fides; Lwould) 
it: might be Hangers "till then; but on, fix Barbary| 
Horfes, againft fix French Swords: their Afligns and) 
three liberal conceited carriages, that’s the French, 
again{t the Danifh; why, is this impon’d as you cali 5 
Ofr. The King, Sir, hath laid that in a dozen pails} — 
between you and him, he fhall not exceed you three hits;) 
He hath one twelve for mine, and that would come t0) 
immediate tryal, if your Lordfhip would vouchfale the} 
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Anfwer. . 
Ham, How if I anfwer no? ie 
Oh : mean, my Lord, the oppofition of your perfon} 
In tryal, of Meee 
Ham, Sit, 1 will walk here in the Hall; if it pleale) 
his Majefty, ’tis the breathing time of day with me, %t) — 
the Foyles be brought, the Gentleman willing, an¢ f 7 
not, Pl gain nothing but my fhame, and the odd hitts. | 
Ofr. Shall I redeliver you e’en fo? ree 
ee To this effect, Sir, after what flourifh your nature Bb 
will. ge Se 
Ofr. commend my duty to your Lordfhip. so: 
_ Ham, Yours, yours; he does well to commend It 
| him(felf, there are no tongues elfe for’s tongue. 
| : Fitts This Lapwing runs away with the fhell 
ead, Pig oa ao dn ee 
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it: thus had he and nine more of the fame Beavy that I 
know the droflie Age doats on ; only got the tune of the 
time, and outward habit of encounter, a kind of yefty 
Collection, which carries them through and through the 
moft fond aud winnowed opinions ; and do but blow them 
to their Tryals, the Bubbles are out. 

Hor. You willlofe this Wager, my Lord. 

Ham, | do not think fo, fince he went into France, 


T be Tragedy of Harnlet. 


Ham. He did comply with his Dug before he fuck’t | Let me fee another, 


85 


tree neste 


Ham, This likes me well, 
Thefe Foyles have all a length, 

Ofr. aot good Lord, 
-_ King. Set me the Stopes of Wine upon : 
If Hamlet give tiic ffl, or fecond oe ae 
Or quit in anfwer of a third exchange, 
Let all the Battlements their Ordnance fire, 
The King fhall drink to Aamlet’s better breath, 


[Prepare to Play. 


I have been in continual practice 5 I fhall winat the odds ;| And in rhe Cup an. Union fhall he throw 


but thou wouldeft not think how all here about my heart: 
but it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my Lord. 

Ham, It is but foolery; but itis fucha kind of gain- 
giving as would perhaps trouble a Woman. 

Hor. \f your mind diflike any thing, obey. 
foreftal their repair hither, and fay you are not fit. 

Ham, Not a whit, we defie Augury,; there’s a fpecial 
Providence in the fall of a Sparrow. If it be now, ’tis not 
to come: if it be not come, it will be now: if it b 
not now; yet it will come ; the readinefs is all , finc 
no man has ought of what he leaves. What is’tto leave 
betimes ? 


I will 


Enter King, Queen, Laertes and Lords, with other At- 
tendants with Foyles, and Gantlets, a Table 
and Flaggons of Wine on it. 


Kin. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
Ham. Give me your pardon, Sir, I’ve done you wrong, 
But pardon’t as you are a Gentleman. 
This prefence knows, 
And you muft needs have heard. how I am punifl’d 
With fore diftraction ?. What have I done 
That might your natures honour, and exception , 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madnefs : 
Was’t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes ? Never Hamlet : 
If Hamlet from himfelf be tane away : 
And when he’s not himfelf, do’s wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it: 
Who does itthen ? His madnefs? Ift be fo, 
Hamlet is of the Faction that is wrong’d, 
His Madnefs is poor Hamlet’s Enemy, 
Sir, in this Audience, 
Let my difclaiming from a purpos’d evil, 
Free me fo far in your moft generous thoughts, 
That I have fhot mine Arrow o’re the Houfe, 
And hurt my Mother. 
Laer. 1am fatisfied in Nature, 
Whofe Motive in this cafe fhould ftir me moft 


| To my Revenge. But in my terms of honour 


I ftand aloof, and will no reconcilement, 
Till by {ome elder Mafters of known honour, 


| Lhave a voice, and prefident of peace 


To keep my name ungorg’d. But’till chat time, 
Ido receive your offer’d love like love, 


And will not wrong it. 


Ham. \ do embrace it freely, 
And will this Brother’s Wager frankly play. 
Gives us the Foyles: Come on. 

Laer. Come on for me. 

Ham. Vilbe your Foyle, Laertes, in mine ignorance, 
Your skill fhall like a Star i’ th’ brighteft night, 


‘Stick fiery off indeed. 


Laer. You mock me, Sir. 
Ham, No, by this hand. 
King. Give the Foyles young Ojrick, 
Coufin Hamlet, you know the Wager. 
‘Ham. Very well, my Lord, 
Your Grace hath laid the odds 0” th’ weaker fide, 
King. 1 do not fear it, 
I have feen you both: = 
But fince he is better’d, we have therefore odds, 
Laer. This is too heavy, 


Richer than that, which four fucceflive Kings 
In Dezmark’s Crown have worn. 
Give me the Cups, 
And letthe Kettle to the Trumpets fpeak, 
The Trumpets to the Canoneer without, 
The Canons to the Heavens, the Heaven to Earth, 
Now the King drinks to Hamlet. Come, begin, 
And you the Judges bear a wary Eye. 
Ham, Come oi, Sir. 
Laer. Come on; Sir. 
Him, One. 
Laer. No. 
Ham, Judgment. 
fr. A hit, a very palpable hit, 
Laer, Well: again. 
King. Stay, give me drink, 
Hamlet, this Pearl is thine, 
Here’s to thy health. Give him the Cup. 
CTrumpet found, {hot goes off. 
Ham, V’1l play this bout firit, fet ee —_ 
Come: another hit, what fay you? 
Laer, Atouch, a touch, I do confefs. 
King. Our Son fhall win. 
Qu. He’s fat, and feant of breath. 
Heres.a Napkin, rub thy brows, 
The Queen caroufes to thy fortune, Hamlet. 
Ham. Good Madam, 
King. Gertrude, do-not drink, 
Qu. Iwill, my Lord; 
I pray you pardon me, .... 
King. It is the poifon’d Cup, it is toolate. 
Ham, \darenot drink yet, Madam, 
By. and by. < Ig 
Qu. Come, let me wipe thy face. 
\ Laer, My Lord, ‘Vil hit bim now. 
Kiyg. Ado not think’t. >. . 
Laer. And yet ’tis almoft ‘gainft. my Confcience, 
Ham. Come, forthe third. 
Laertes, you but dally, 
I pray you pafs with your beft violence, 
J am afeard you make a wanton of me. 
Laer. Say you fo ?..Come on. 
Ofr. Nothing neither. way. 
Laer. Have at you now. 
: [Jn feufling they change Rapiers. 
King. Part them, they are incen’sd. 
Ham, Nay, come again; _ 
Ofr. Look to the Queen there, ho. 
Hor. They bleed on both fides, How is’t, my Lord ? 
Ofr. How is’t, Laertes ? 
Laer. Why as a Woodcock 
To my Sprindge, Ofrick, 
fam juftly kill’d with mine own treachery. 
Ham. How does the Queen P= ee 
King. She {wounds to fee them bleed. 
“, No, no, the drink, the drink, 
Oh my dear Hamlet, the drink, the drink, 
I am poifon’d. : ; 2% 
Ham. Oh Villany! How? Let the door be lock’d : 
Treachery, feek it out. 
Laer. ltishere, Hamlet 
Hamlet, thou art flain, "San 
No Medicine in the World can do thee good. 
In thee there is not half at, poe of life ; 


[They play, 


L Play. 
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186 | The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


The treacherous Inftrument is in thy hand, : . 
Unbated and envenom’d : the foulprattice Enter Fortinbras azd Englifh Ambaflador, with D 


rim, | 
Hathturn’d icfelf on me. Lo, here I lye, Colours, and Attendants, 
Never to rife again: thy Mother’s poifon’d : : ; 
{can no more, the King, the King’s to blame. Fort. Where is the fight ? 
Ham, The point envenom’d too, Hor. What is it you would fee ; 
Then venom to thy work. If ought of woe or wonder, ceafe your fearch; 


[Hurts the King. Fort. His quarry cryes on Havock. Oh proud death 
What Feaft is toward in thine eternal Cell, : 

That thou'fo many Princes at a fhoot, 
So bloudily haft ftrook. 

Amb, The fight is difmal, 
And our affairs from Exg/and come too late, 
| The Ears are fenfelefs that fhould give us hearing. 
To tell him his Command’ment is fulfil’d, 
That R ofiacrofs and Guildenftare are dead : 
Where fhould we have our thanks? 

Hor. Not from his mouth, 
Had it th’ ability of life to thank you: 
He never gave Command’ment for their Death. 
But fince fo jump upon this bloudy queftion, 
You from the Polack, Wars, and you from England 
Are here arrived: Give order that thefe bodies 
High on a Stage be placed to the view, 
And let me fpeak to th’ yetunknowing World, 
How thefe things came about. So fhall yowhear 
Of carnal, bloudy, and unnatural acts, 
Ofaccidental judgments, cafual flaughters, 
Of Deaths put on by cunning, and fore’d caufe, 
And inthis uphhot, purpofes miftook, 
Fal’n on the Inventor’s heads. All this can I 
Truly deliver. 

Fort. Let us hafte to hear it, 
| And call the Nobleft to the Audience. 

For me, with forrow, Lembrace my Fortune, _ 
I have fome Rites of memory inthis Kingdom, — 
Which are to claim, my vantage doth 4 
Invite me. eS 

Hor. Of that I hall always caufe tofpeak, 
And from his mouth 2 i 
| Whofe Voice will draw on more : ae 
‘But let this fame be prefently perform’d, = 
‘Even whiles men’s minds are wild, : 
Left more mifchance _ Vt 
‘On plots, and errours happen. es 
| Fort. Let four Captains . 
Bear Hamlet like a Souldier off the Stage, Bh 
For he was likely, had he been puton 
To have prov’d moft royally : 

And for his paflage, ) 

'| The Souldiers. Mufick, and the'rites of Wart 

Speak loudly for him. 

Take up the Body ; Such fight as this, ik 

Becomes the Field, but here fhews much amifs. , 

Go, bid the Souldiers fhoot. TR a cig 
[Exeunt «Marching : after which, 4 


All, Treafon, Treafon. 
King. O yet defend me Friends, Tam but hurt. 
Ham. Here thou itceftuous, murd’rous 
‘Damned Dane, : 
Drink off this Potion: Is thy Union here ? 
Follow my Mother. [King dies. 
Laer. He is juftlyferv’d. 
It is a poifon temp’red by himfelf: * 
Exchange forgivenefs with me, Noble Hamlet 5 
Mine and my Father’s Death come not upon thee, 
Nor thine on me. [ Dies. 
Han; Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thee. 
{am dead,-Horatio, wretched Queen,adien, 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but Mutes or audience at this act: 
Had I but time (as this fell Serjeant Death 
Is {trit in this Arreft) oh I could tell you, 
But let it be: Horatio, Lamdead, : 
Thou liv’ft, report me and my ¢aufes right 
To be unfatisfied. nef : 
Hor. Never beliéve it. 
Iam more an Antick Roman than @ Dane + 
Here’s yet fome Liquot left. ; 
Ham. As th’art ata, give me the Cup, 
Let go, by Heaven I'll hav’t.” 
Oh,good Heratio, what a wounded name, 


(Things ftanding thus unknown): fhall live behind me. 

| If thou did’ft ever holdme imthy héart, 9 > 
Abfent thee from felicity a while," " ©? ~ 

‘And inthis harth World draw thy Breath in pain} 

‘To tell my Story. ‘ gore NES “fs 
[eMarch afar off, and fhout within. 
What Warlike noife is this®"~ ° Fs apa 


Enter Ofrick. iB 


Ofr. Young Fortinbrasywith conqueétt come froin Poland, 
To th’ Ambafladors of England gives this Warlike Volley. 


we, 


Ham, O,| die;Horatio': G 
| The potent poifon quite o’re-crows my fpirit, 
‘T cannot live to hear the News from England. 
But I do prophefie th’ election lights 
On Fortinbras, he has my dying Voice, - 
! So tell him with the occurrents more or lefs, 
| Which have folicited. The reftis filence, O, 0,0. EDies. 
Hora. Now cracks.a Noble heart : 
| Goodnight, fweet Prince, ; 

And flights of Angels fing thee to thy’ reft, 


Why do’s the Drum come hither? =~ of Ordnance are {hot offs 
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eAus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Kent, Glofter, and Edmund. 
Kent. Thought the King had more affected the Duke 
of Albany, than Cornwall. 

. Glo. It did always feem to us: But now in 

the divifion of the Kingdom, it appears not 

which of the Dukes he values moft, for qualities are fo 
weigh’d, that curiofity in neither, can make choice of 
eithers moiety. 

Kent. Is not this your Son, my Lord ? 

Glo, His breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge. Thave 
fo often blufh’d to acknowledge him, that now’ I am 
braz’d to’t. 

, Kent. 1 cannot conceive you. 

Glo Sir, this young Fellows Mother could ; -where- 
upon fhe grew round womb’d, and had indeed (Sir) a 
Son for her Cradle, e’re fhe had a Husband for her Bed. 
Do you finell a fault ? 

Kent. 1 cannot wifh the fault undone, the iffue of it 
being fo proper. a 

Glo. But I have a Son, Sir, by order of Law, fome 


~ | Year elder than this; who, yetis no dearer-in my. ac- 


} count, though this Knave came fomewhat fawcily to the 
| World before he. was fent for: yet was his Mother fair, 
| there was good fport at his making, and the whorfon 
muft be acknowledged. Do you know this Nobleman, 
Edmond ? 
Edm. No, my Lord. 
Glo. My Lord of Kent: 
| Remember him hereafter, as my honourable Friend, 
Edm, My fervices to your Lordhhip. 
Kent. 1 mult love you, and fue to know you better. 
Edm. Sir, 1 fhall ftudy deferving. 
Glo, He hath been out nine years, and away he fhall 
again. The King is coming. 
Sennet, Enter King Lear , Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, 
Regan, Cordelia, and Attendants. 


Lear, Attend the Lords of France and Burgundy, Glofter. 


Glo. I fhall, my Lord. (Exit. 
| _ Lear. Mean time we fhall exprefs our darker purpofe. 
| Give me the Map heres. Know, that we have divided 
| lnto three, our Kingdom : and ’tis our faft intent, 

To fhake all cares and bufinef$from our Age, 

Conferring them on younger ftrengths, while we 

| Unburthen’d crawl toward-Death. Our Son of Corswall, 

| And you our no lefs loving Son of Albany, 

We have this hour a conftant will to publifh: 

Our Daughter’s feveral Dowers, that futute ftrife 

May be prevented now. The Prince, France and Burgandy, 
Great Rivals in our younger Daughter’s Leve; 


Long in our Court, have made their amorous fojourn, 
And here are to be anfwer’d. Tell my Daughters 
(Since now we will-diveft us both of Rule, 
Intereft of Terrority, Cares of State) 
Which of you fhall we fay doth love us moft, 
That we, our largeft bounty may extend 
Where nature doth with merit challenge. Gonerill, 
Our eldeft born, fpeak firft. 
Gon.Sir,| love you more than word ¢an wield the hatter 
Dearee than Eye-fight, {pace, and liberty, 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare, 
No lefs than life, with grace; health, beauty, honour : 
As much as Child e’re lov’d, ‘or Father found, 
A love'that makes breath poor, and fpeech unable, 
Beyond all manner'of fo much I love you. 
Cor, What fhall Cordelia fpeak ? Love, and be filent. 
Lear. Of all thefe bounds;even from this Line, to this, 
With fhadowy Forefts, ‘and with Champions rich’d 
With plenteous Rivers, and wide-skirted Meads 
We make thee Lady.” Tothine and e4/bany’s Ilues 
Be this perpetual, What fayes out'fecond Daughter, 
Our deareft Regan, Wife of Cornwall ? A 
Reg. ¥ am made. of that felf-metal as my Sifter; 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heare, 
I find fhe names-my very deed of love : 
Only fhe comes too ‘fhort, that I profefs 
My felfan Enemy to all other joyes, * 
Which the moft precious {quare of fenfe profeffes, 
And'find | am alone felicitate 
In your dear Highnefs love. 
Cor. Then, poor Cordelia, 
And yet not fo, fince I am fare my love’s 
More ponderous than my tongue. 
Lear. To thee, and thine hereditary ever : 
Remain this ample third of our fair Kingdom, 
No lefs infpace, validity, and pleafure 
Than that confer’d on-Goneril. Now our Joy, 
Although our laft and leaft, to whofe young love, 
The Vines of France, and Milk of Burgundy, 5 
Strive to be intereft. What can you as) to draw 
A third, more opulent'than your Sifters? fpeak: 
Cor. Nothing; my Lord. 
Lear, Nothing?" >> 
Cors Nothing. - te Ags 
Lear. Nothing will come of nothing, fpeak again. 
Cord. Unhappy that I am, I cannot have 
My heart into my mouth: I love your Majefty 
According to my bond, no more norlefs: _ ; 
Lear, How, how, Gordelia?. Mend your f{peech a little, 
Hhh2z _ Left 
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The Tragedy of King Lear. : 


Upon the foul difeafe, revoke the gift, 
‘Or whil’ft I can vent clamour from my throat, 
I’ll'tell thee thou do’ft evil. 
~ Lear. Hear me Recreant, on thine allegiance hear me. 
That thou haf —_ to make m1 break our vows, ie 
Which;we.durft never yet and with ftrain’d pri 
To come betwixt our Poetic and our pe te Hey 
Which, aonur nature, Nor our plagecan bear; 
Qur Potency thade good, take thy reward. 
Five days we doallot thee for provifion, 
To fhield thee from difafters of the world, 
And on the fixth to turn thy hated back 
Upon ‘our Kingdom ; if the tenth day following, ne 
Thy banifht Trunk be found in our Dominions, 
| The moment isthy death, away. By Fagter, se ae 
This fhall not be revok’d, % ei 
Kent. Fare thee well, King, fith thus thou wilt appes 
Freedom lives hence, aad banifhment is here ; PR, 
The gods totheir dear fhelter take thee, Maid, *E 
That juftly thinks, and haft moft rightly faid: 
And your large fpeeches may your deeds approve, 
That good effects may {pring from words of love: 
Thus Kext, QPrinces, bids you all adicu, a 
He’ll fhape his old courfe in a Countrey new, Exie, 
Enter Glofter, with France avd Burgundy Attendants, 
Cor. Here’s France and Burgundy, my Noble Lord. 
Lear. My Lord of Burgundy, “s 
We firft addrefs toward you, who,) with this King, 
Hath rivall’d for our Daughter; what in theleaft 
Will you require in prefent Dowre with her, 
Or ceafe your Queft of Love? 
Bur. Moft Royal Majefty, | 
I crave no more than what your Highnefs offer’d, = 
Nor will you tender lefs. ) 
Lear. Right Noble Burgundy, 
When fhe was dear tous we held her fo,. - 
But now her priceis fall’n: Sir, there fhe ftands, 
If ought within that little feeming fubfance, 
Or all of it with our difpleafure piec’d, >i 
And nothing more may fitly like your Grace 
She’s there, and fhe isyours. 
Bur. 1 know no anfwer. a} LO 
Lear. Will you with thofe infirmities fhe owes, 
Unfriended, new adopted to our hate, 
Dowr’d withour curfe, and ftranger’d with ouroath, | - 
Take leave, or leave her. i a4 
Bur. Pardon me, Royal Sir, 


Left you may marr your fortunes. 
Gor. Good, my Lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, lov’d me. 
I return thofe duties back as are right fit, 
Obey you, love you, and moft honous you. 
Why have my Sifters husbands, if-they fay 
They love youall *\Happily when I fhall wed, 
That Lord, whofe hagd muft take ng Plight ‘fhall carny 
Half my Love with Bim, half my Gare, and Duty, 
Sure | fhall never marry like may Sifters. 
Lear. But goes thy heart with this ? 
Cor. 1 my good Lord. 
Lear, So young, and fo untender ? 
Cor. So young, my Lord, and true? 
Lear» Let it be fo, the truth thep be.thy dowre: ~~. 
For by the facred radiafice of the S in, 
The myfteries of rig 2 the night: 
By all the operatioggof the Orbs, 
From whom we do exift, and eeafe to be, 
Here I difclaim all my Paternal care, 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
And asa ftranger to my heart and me, 
Hold thee from this for ever. TheBarbarous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his Generation Mefles 
To gorge his appetite, fhall to my bofom 
Be as well neighbour’d, pitied, and reliev’d, 
As thou my fometime Daughter. > 
Kent. Good my Liege. .\ .. i Lear. Peace, Kents 
Come not between the Dragon and his wrath, 
[ lov’d her moft, and thought to fet my reft ) 
On her kind nurfery, Hence, and avoid my fight; - 
So be my grave my peace, as hereh give . eee 
Her Father’s heart from her ; call France, who ftirs ? 
Call Burgundy, Cornwall, and eFlbanyy > Net: 
With my two Daughters Dowres, digeft the third, 
Let pride, which fhe salt Lp ei matryhersy .. : 
1 do inveft you joyntly,with mypowefy, © 1s: 
Preheminence, iat all, the, large effects ia) foe 
| That troop with Majefty. Our felf by monthly courfe. 
With refervation of an hundred Knights, . I 
By you to be fuftain’d, fhallourabode! 
Make with you by due turn, only, we fhall retain 
The name, and all th’additiontoa King - the Sway, 
Revenue, Execution of thereft; 
Beloved Sons be yours, which to confirm, 
This Coronet part between you. . sis 
Kent. Royal Lear; ; 
Whom I have ever honour’d as a King, 
Lov?d as my Father, as my Mafter follow’d, ; 
As my Patron, thought on in my, Prayers. 
Lear. The bow is bent and. drawn, make from the fhaft. 
Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade. _. 
The region of my heart, be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear ismad, what wouldft thou,do, old mam? 
Think’ft thou that Duty fhall have dread to fpeak, 
When Power to Flattery bows?) \...) soo) 
To plainnefs honour’s bound, «5 | sat | 
When Majefty falls to folly, .referwe thy, ftate, 
And thy beft confideration, checK © 
This hideous rafhnefs, anfwer my Jife, my judgment: 
Thy youngeft Daughter do’s not love thee leaft, 
Nor are thofe empty hearted, whofe low founds 
Reverb no hollownefs, Yes bas Hal 40 


Lear, Kent, on my life no mores ts ae 


WA 


Election makes not up in fuch conditions. i 

Lear.Then leave her, Sir, for by the power thatmademe, 
I tell you allher wealth. For you, great King, : 
I would not from your love make fach a ftray, — 
To match you whereI hate, therefore befeech you 
T’avert your liking a more worthier way, = 
Than ona wretch whom nature isafham’d — ie 
Almoft t’acknowledge hers. foal 4 

Fra. This is moft ftrange, age 
That fhe, who even but naw, was your beft objett, 
The argument of your praife, balm of your age, — 
The beft, the deareft, fhould in this trice of time — 
Commit. thing fo monftrous, to difmantle . 
So many folds of favour: fure her offence 
Mutt be of {uch unnatural: degree, igh 
| That monfters it : Or your fore-voucht affection 
Fall into Taint which to believe of her Moe 
| Mutt bea faith, thatreafon without miracle == 
a | Should.never plantin me. : capers 
Thy fafety being motive. _Leare Outof myfight | Cor, Tyet befeech your Majelty, 

Kent. Seebetter, Lear, andlet me ftillremain.... | If for! wantthatglibandoylie Art, 9, 
The true blank of thine eye. Lear. Now by Apollo. | Tofpeak and purpofe not, fince what I will intend, 

Kent... Now by -Apollo, Ki Siva 3 | Pll do’t before Lfpeak, that you make known ~ 
Thou fear tahpasetad iti: = > © Seg |Itisno vicions blot, murther, or foulnefs, 
Lear, O, Vaflal St we -juoms ot) oo? | No unchafte action, or difhonoured | 

> forbeat.; ah 


 ftep, 
Alb. Corn. Deat Sir, baadeye: o1 | That hath depriv’d me of your Grace and Favour, ; 
Kent. Killthy Phyfician, andithyFeebeftow .... | Buteven forwant of that, for which fam richer, Ail) 


rearsnerre Sn a te rrr a a as 
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A ftill foliciting eye, and fucha tongue, 
That lam glad I have not, though not to have it, 
Hath loit me in your liking. 
Lear, Better thou had’ft : 
Not been born, than not t’have pleas’d me better.. 
Fra. Is it butthis? A tardinefs in nature, 
Which often leaves the Hiftory unfpoke 
That it intends todo, my Lord of Burgundy, 
What fay you to the Lady ? Love’s not love 
When it is mingled with regards, that ftands 
Aloof from th’intire point, will you have her ? 
She is her felf a Dowry. 
Bur. Royal King, 
Give but that portion which your felf propos’d, 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 
Dutchels of Burgundy. 
Lear. Nothing, | have fworn, Iam firm. 
Bur. 1 am forry then you have fo loft a Father, 
That you muft lofe a Husband. 
Cor. Peace be with Burgundy, 
Since that refpect and fortunes are his love, 
I fhall not be his wife. 
Fra. Faireft Cordelia, that art moft rich being poor, 
Moft choice forfaken, and moft lov’d defpis’d, 
Thee and thy Virtues here [ feize upon, 
Be it lawful I take up what’s caft away, 
Gods, gods! ’Tis ftrange, that from their cold’ft neglect 
My love fhould kindle to enflam’d refpect. 
Thy dowrelefs Daughter, King, throwa to my chance, 
Is Queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 
Not all the Dukes of watrifh Burgundy, 
Can buy this unpriz’d precious Maid of me. 
Bid them farewel, Cordelia, though unkind, 
Thou lofeft here a better where to find. 
Lear. Thou hatt her France, let her be thine, for we 


| Have no fuch Daughter, nor fhall ever fee 


That face of her’s again, therefore be gone, 
Without our Grace, our Love, our Benizon -: 
Come Noble Burgundy. Flourifh. 

Fra. Bid farewel to your Sifters. 

Cor. The Jewels of our Father, with wafh’d eyes 

Cordelia leaves you, 1 know you what youare, 

And like a Sifter am moft loth to call 

Your faults as they are named. Love well our Father : 

To your profeffed bofoms I commit him, 

But yet alas, ftood I within his Grace, 

I would prefer him to a better place, 

So farewel to you both. 

Reg. Prefcribe not us our duty. 
Gon, Let your ftudy ; 

Be tocontent your Lord, who hath receiv’d you, 

At fortunes alms, you have obedience fcanted, 

And well are worth the want that you have wanted, 

Cor. Time fhall unfold what plighted cunning hides, 

Who covers faults, at laft with fhame derides. 

Well may you profper. 

Fra.Come, my fair Cordelia, ((Exeunt France and Cor. 
Gon. Sifter, it is not little 1 have to fay, 

Of what moft nearly appertains to us both, 

I think our Father. will hence to night. (with us. 
Reg. That’s moft certain, and with you: next month 
Gon. You fee how full of changes his age is, the obferva 

tion we have made of it hath been little : he always lov’d 

our Sifter moft, and with what poor judgement he hath 


LExeunt, 


now caft her off, appears too too groflely. 


Reg. ’Tis the infirmity of his Age, yet he hath ever but 
flenderly known himfelf. . - 

Gon, The beft and foundeft of his time hath been but 
rafh, then mutt we look from his: Age, to receive not alone 
the imperfections of long engraffed condition, but there- 
withal the unruly waywardnefs, that infirm and cholerick 
years bring with them, wee Seer 1: 

Reg. Such unconftant ftarts are we like to: have from 
him, as this of Kene’s banifhment. i‘steadeloisey 


‘ 


Cloflet. 


39 
Gon, There is further complement of leave taking, be" 
tween France and him, pray you let us fit together, if our 
Father carry Authority with fuch difpofition as he bears, 
this laft furrender of his will but offend us. 

Reg. We shall further think of it. 


Gon. We mutt do fomething, and Pch’heat.  [Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Baftard, 


_ Baft. Thou Nature art my Goddefs, to thy Law 
My fervicesare bound, wherefore fhould I 

Stand in the plague of cuftom, and permit 

The curiofity of Nations to deprive me ? 

For that | am fome twelve, or fourteen Moonhhines 
Lag of a Brother ¢ Why Baftard? wherefore bafe ? 
When my Dimenfions are as well compact, 

My mind as generous, and my {hape as true 

As honeft Madam’s iffue ? why brand they us 
With Bafe? with bafenefs Baftardy * Bale, Bafe ? 
Who inthe lufty ftealth of nature, take 

More compofition,and fierce quality, 

Than doth within a dull ftale tyred bed 

Go the creating a whole Tribe of Fops 

Got ’tweena fleep, and wake ? Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, | muft have your land, 

Our Father’s love is to the Baftard Edmund, 

Asto th’legitimate - fine word: legitimate. 

Well, my Legitimate, if this Letter fpeed, 

And my invention thrive, Edmund the bafe 

Shall to th’Legitimate: 1 grow, I profper 

Now gods, ftand up for Baftards, 


Enter Gloucefter. 


Glo, Kent banifh’d thus ? and France in choler parted ? 
And the King gone to night ? Prefcrib’d his power, 
Confin’d to exhibition? All rhis gone 
Upon the gad?. Edmand, how now ? what news? 

Baft. So pleafe your Lordfhip, none. 

Glo. Why fo earneftly feek you to put up that letter ? 

Baft. 1 know no news, my Lord. 

Glo, What Paper were you reading ¢ 

Baft. Nothing my Lord. 

Glo. No? what needed thenthat terrible difpatch of it 
into your Pocket ? the quality of nothing, hath not fuch 
need to hide it felf. Let’s fee: come, if it be nothing, I 
fhall not need Spectacles. 

Baft. 1 befeech you, Sir, pardon me; it is aletter from 
my Brother, that I have not all o’re-read ; and for fo much 
as I have perus’d, I find it not fit for your o’re-looking. 

Glo. Give me the Letter, Sir. 

Baft. 1 hall offend, either to detain, or give it: 

The Contents, as in part I underftand them, 
Are to blame. 

Glo. Let’s fee, let’s fee. ; 

Baft. | hope tor my brother’s juftification, he wrote this 
but asan effay, or talte of my Virtue. 

Glou.. reads. This policy, and reverence of Age, makes 
the World bitter to beff of our times keeps our Fortunes from: 
us, “till our oldnefs cannot rellifh them, 1 begin to find anidle 
and fond bondage , in the opprefion of aged tyranny 4 who 

fwayes not as it bath power, but as it i fuffer’d. Come to 
me, that of this I may Jpeak more. If our Father would fleep 
till I wakd him, jy ould enjoy half his Revenue for ever, 
and live the beloved of your Brother. Edgar. Hum? Con- 
fpiracy ?. Sleep ’till 1 wake him, you fhould enjoy half his 
Revenue: my Son Edgar, had hea hand to write this? A 
heart and webras to breed it in? When came this to you? 
who brought it ¢ eS aS 
_ Baft. i was po prongs oy amy kat 
it. I found it thrown in at the ' 
cunning of ound itt La ae 


ee 


go 

Glo. You know the character tobe your Brothet’s ! 

Baff.. f the matter were good, my Lord, 1 durit fwear 
it werehis: but in refpect of that, I would fain think it 
were nol, 

Glo. It is his, 

Baft. It ishishand, my Lord: Thope his heart is notin 
the Contents. 

Glo. Has he never before founded you in this bufinefs ? 

Baff. Never,my Lord. But Phave heard him oft maintain 
itto be fit, that Sons at perfect age, and Fathers declin’d, 
the Father fhould be as Ward to the Son, and the Son ma- 
nage his Revenue. 

Glo. O Villain, villain: his very opinion in the Letter. 
Abhorred Villain, unnatural, detefted, bruitifh Villain 5 
worfe then bruitifh: Go, firrah, feekhim: Vle apprehend 
him, Abominable Villain, whereishe? 

Baft. | donot well know, my Lord; if it fhall pleafe 
you to fufpend your indignation againft my Brother, "till 
you can derive from him better Teftimony of his intent , 
you fhould run a certain courfe: where, if you violently 
proceed againft him, miftaking his purpofe, it would make 
a great gapin your honour, and fhake 1n pieces the heart 
of his obedieuce. I dare pawn down my life for him, that 
he hath wric this to feel my affection to your honour, and 
to no other pretence of danger. 

Glo, Think you fo? 

Ba/ft. \f yout honour judge it meet, I will place you 
where you fhall hear us confer this, and by an Auricular 
aflurance have your fatisfaction, and that without any 
further delay, than this very Evening. d 

Glo, Hecannot be fuch a Monfter, €dmund, feek him 
out: wind me intohim; I prayyou: frame the Bufinefs 
after your own wifdom. I would unftate my felf, to be ina 
due refolution. ‘ ae 

Baft. 1 will feek him, Sir, prefently : convey the bulinels 

as! fhall find means, and acquaint you withal. 

Glo. Thefe late Eclipfes in the Sun and Moon portend no 
good tous: though the wifdom of Nattre can reafon it 
thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it felf fcourg’d by the fe- 
quent effets, Love cools, Friendthip falls off, Brothers 
divide. In Cities, mutinies; in Countries, difcord; in 
Palaces, Treafon; and the Bond crack’d, ’twixt Son and 
Father. This Villain of mine comes under the prediction : 
there’s Son againft Father, the King falls from biafs of na- 
ture,there’s Father againft Child. We have feen the beft of 

‘ourtime. Machinations, hollownefs, treachery, and all 
ruinous diforders follow us difquietly to our Graves. Find 
outthis Villain, Edmund, it fhall lofe thee nothing, do it 
carefully : andthe Noble and true-hearted Kent banifl’d ; 
his offence, honefty. ’Tis {trange. (Exit. 

Baft. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that 
when we are fick in fortune, often the furfeits of our own 
behaviour, we make guilty of our difafters, the Sun, the 


Moon , and Stars, as if we were Villains on neceflity, | 


Fools by heavenly compulfion, Knaves, Thieves, and | ) Le RO 
y Poca dls Sa y ekarde Coca, ;Youand your Fellows: I’d have it come to queftion; 


Treachers by Spherical predominance, Drunkards, Lyars, 
and Adulterers by an infore’d obedience of: Planetary in- 
fluence ; and all that we are evil in, by adivine thrufting 
on. 


compounded with my Mother under the Dragon’s tail, 
and my Nativity was under Urfa jor, fo that it follows, 
[am rough and Lecherous. I fhould have been that I am, 
had the Maidenlieft Star in the Firmament twinkled on 
my Baftardizing. a , 


Eviter ; Edgar. , 


Pat: he comes like the Cataftrophe of the old Comedy : 
my Cue is villanous Melancholy, with a figh like Tom 
| 0” Bedlam —— O thefe Eclipfes do portend thefe divifions : 
Fa, Sol, La, Me. ig : ces : A id 

Edg. How now, Brother Edmund, what ferious contem- 
plation are youin? = eae bya aged ben} 


Se ee 


n. An admirable evation of Whore-mafter-man, to lay | 
his Goatith difpofition on the charge of a Star : My Father | 
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Baft. 1 am thinking , Brother, ofa Predi¢tion | 
this other day, what fhould follow thefe Eclipies, 

Edg, Do you bufie your felf with that? iia 

Bajt. 1 promife, the effects he writes of fucceed un. 
happily. Wipe? 
When fiw you my Father laft ? 

Edg. The night gone by. 

Baft. Spake you with him ? 

Edg. 1, two hours together. j 

Baft. Parted you in goodterms? Found 
pleafurein him, by word, norcountenance? 

Edg. None at all. is K OF 

Baft. Bethink your felf wherein you have offended} 
him : and at my entreaty forbear his prefence, until fome a 
little time hath qualified the heat of his difpleafure, which} — 
at this inftant fo rageth in him, that with the mich a 
your perfon, it would fearcely allay. . ee 

Ed, Some Villain hath done me wrong, . | iia 

Edm, That’smy fear, 1 pray youhave a continent for| — 
bearance till the fpeed of his rage goes flower; andasi| — 
fay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I willfitly| 
bring you to hear my Lord {peak : pray ye go, there’s my| 
key : ifyoudo ftir abroad, go arm’d. 

Ede. Arm/’d, Brother ? ie 

Edm, Brother, I advife youto the beft, I amnohoneft} © 
man, if there be any good meaning toward you: Ihave} — 
told you what I have feen, and heard; But faintly. No-} — 
thing like the image, and horrour of it, pray you away. — ae 

Edg, Shall {hear from you anon ? it, | 

Edm, } do ferve you in this bufinefs: 
A Credulous Father, anda Brother Noble, 
Whofe nature is fo far from doing harms, Me 
That he fafpeéts none: on whofe foolith honefty = 
My practices ride eafie: I fee the bufinefs. 
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit, 
All with me’s meet, that I can fafhion fit. | 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Goneril, and Steward, , 


Gon. Did my Father {trike my Gentleman for chiding | 


of his fool ? 

Stew. 1, Madam. 

Gon. By day and night, 
He flathes into one grofs crime, or other, 
That fetsusall at odds: Plenotendureit; = | 
His Knights grow riotous, and himfelf upbraidsus | 
On every trifle. When he returns fromhunting, = | _— 


read | 


younodig} — 


he wrongs me; everyhour, | 


I will not fpeak with him, fay I am fick, | ae 


If you come flack of former fervices, 

You fhall do well, the fault of it ’le anfwer. 
Stew. He’s coming, Madam, Lhearhim. | 
Gon. Put on what weary negligence you pleale. 


If he diftafte it, let him to my Sifter, 

Whofe mind and mine I know in that are one, 

Remember what I have faid. ice tee aia 
Stew, Well, Madam. — 


Gon, And let his Knights have colder looks among yr 4 


what grows of it no matter, advife your fellows ee ‘ 
write ftraight to my Sifter to hold my courfe: prepal 
dinner, [Exent tae 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Kent. 


Kent. Wf but as well I other accents borrows 
That can my fpeech diffufe, my good intent 


‘May carry through it felf to that full iffue 


For which I rais’d my likenefs. Now,banitht Kem's | 


ie / 


= \ 


If thou canft ferve where thou doft ftand condemn’d, 
So may it come, thy Mafter whom thou lov’ft, 
Shall find thee full of labours. 


Horns within. Enter Lear and Attendants, 


dy: how now, what art thou ? 

Keat. Aman, Sir. 

Lear. What. doft thow profefs? what would’ft thou 
with us? 


honeft, to converfe with him that is wife, and fays lit- 
| tle, to fear judgment, to fight when I cannot chufe, and 
to eat no fifb, 

Lear. What art thou? - 

Kent, A very honeft hearted Fellow, and as poor as 
the King. 

Lear. If thou be’ft as poor for a Subject, as he’s for a 


| King, thou art poor enough. What would’ft thou ? 


Kent, Service. 

Lear, Whom would’ft thou ferve ? 

Kent. You. 

Lear. Do’{t thou know me, fellow ? 

Kent. No, Sir, but you have that in your countenance, 
which [ would fain call Mafter. 

Lear. What’s that ? 

Kent. Authority, ; 

Lear. What fervices can{t thou do ? 

Kent, | can keep honeft counfels, ride, run, marr a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain meflage 
bluntly: that which ordinary men are fit for, Iam qua- 
lified in, and the beft of me, is diligence. 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent. Not fo young, Sir, to love a woman for finging, 
nor fo old to doat on her for any thing. I have years on 
my back forty eight. 

Lear. Follow me, thou fhalt ferve me, if 1 like thee no 
worfe after Dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Dinner 
ho, Dinner, where’s my Knave? my Fool? go you and call 
my Fool hither. You, you, Sirrah, where’s my Daughter ? 


Enter Steward, 


Stew. So pleafe you—— 
Lear, What fays the fellow there? Call the Clotpole 
| back: where’s my Fool? Ho, I think the World’s afleep, 
how now? where’s that Mungrel ? 

Knight. He fays, my Lord, your Daughter is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the flave back to me when I 
call’d him ? 

Knight. Sir, he anfwered in the roundeft manner, he 
would not. . 

Lear. He would not ? : 

Knight. My Lord, I know not what the matter is; but 
to my judgment, your Highnefs is not entertain’d with 
that Ceremonious Affection as you were wont, there’s a 
great abatement of kindnefs appears as well in the gene- 
ral dependents, as in the Duke himfelf alfo, and your 
Daughter, 

Lear. Ha! fay’ft thou fo? ; 

Knight. 1 befeech you, pardon me, my Lord, if I be 
miftaken, for my duty cannot be filent, when {think your 
Highnefs is wrong’d, 

Lear. Thou but remembreft me of my own Concepti- 
on, I have perceiv’d a moft faint. neglect of late, which 
I have rather blamed as my own jealous curiofity, than as 


this two days. 
Knight, Since my young Ladies going into France, Sir, 
the Fool hath much pined away. 
“Lear, No more of that, I have noted if well; go you 


{ 
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Lear. Let me not {tay a jot for dinner, go get it rea- 


Keut. I do profefs to be no lefs than I feem; to ferve 
him truly that will put me in traft, to love him that is 


LExit.. 


avery pretence and purpofe of unkindnefs; I will look. 
further into’t: but where’s my Fool? {I have not feen him 


gi 
and tell my Daughter, I would {peak with her. Go you 


call hither my Fool,; .Q' you Si ip 
who am Lsir? 701 YOU SIF, come you hither, Sir, 


Enter Steward. 


Stew. My Ladies.Father. 
Lear, My Ladies Father? my Lords Knave, you whot- 


| fon Dog, you Slave, you Cur. 


Stew, 1am none of thefe, my Lord, 
I befeech your pardon, 

Lear, Do you bandy looks with me, you Rafcal ? 

Stew. T’ll not be ftrucken, my Lord. 

Kent. Not ttipt neither, you bafe Foot-ball Player. 

Lear, (thank thee, fellow. 

Thou ferv’it me, and VII love thee. : 

Kent. Come, Sir, arife, away, Pil teach you differences : 
away, away, if you will meafure your lubbers length a- 
gain, tarry, but away, go to, have you wifdom, fo. 

Lear, Now my friendly Knave I thank thee, there’s 
earneft of thy fervice, ; 


Eater Fool: 


Fool. Let me hire him too, here’s my Coxcomb: 

Lear. How now my pretty Knave ?. how doft thou ? 

Fool. Sitrahy you were beft take my Coxcomb. 

‘Kent, Why, my Boy ? 

Fool. Why? for takinig-one’s part that is out of favour, 
nay, and thou.can’ft not finile as the wind fits, thoul?t 
catch cold fhottly, there take my Coxcomb; why this 
fellow has banifh’d two on’s Daughters, and did the third 
a blefling againft his will ; if chou follow him, thou mutt 
needs wear my Coxcomb. How now Nunkle? would | 
had two Coxcombs, and two Daughters. 

Lear, Why, my Boy? 

Fool, If I ah them all my living, Pld keep my Cox- 
comb my felf, there’s mine, beg another of chy Datgh- 
ters. > ' 

Lear, Take heed; Sirrah, the whip. 

Fool. Truth’s a Dog muft to kennel, he muft be 
whip’d out, when the Lady Brach may ftand by th’fire 
and ftink. 

Lear. A peftilent gall to me. 

Fool. Sirrah, Vil teach thee a fpeech. 

Lear. Do. 

Fool. Mark it Nunkles 
Have more than thou fhoweft, 

Speak lefs than thou knoweft, 

Lend lefs than thou owelt, 

Ride more than thou goeft, 

Learn more than thou troweft, 

Set lefs than thou throweft : 

Leave thy Drink and thy Whore, 
And keep in Door, . 
And thou fhalt have more, 

Than two tens to a fore, 

Kent. This is nothing, Fool. ; 

Fool. Then it is like the breath of an unfee’d Lawyer, 
you give me nothing for’t, can you make no ufe of no- 
thing, Nunkle? 

Lear, Why no, Boy,» 

Nothing can be made outof nothing. 3¥ 

Fool. Prithee tell him, fo much the rent of his Land 
comes to, he will not believe a Fool. 

Lear. A bitter Fool. ) 

Fool, Do’ft thou know the difference, my Boy 3 be- 
tween a bitter Fool, and a fweet one? 

Lear, NoLad; teach me. St, 1 Se a Ys, 

Fool. Nunkle, give the an egg, and Pil give thee two 
Crowns. . 

Lear, What two Crowns hall they be ? Seay =e 

Fool, Why ? after I have cutthe egg ith’ middle, and 


eat up the meat, the two Crownsof the egg: when thou 
= cloveft 


ee ee eT D 
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Who is it that can tell me who] am? 

Fool. Lear’s fhadow. ~ 

Lear. Your name, fair Gentlewoman ? 

Gon. This admiration, Sir, is much o’th’fayour 
Of other your new pranks, I do befeech you’ 
To underftand my purpofes aright : : 
As you are Old, and Reverend, fhould be Wife, 
Here do you keep a hundred Knights and Squires. 
Men fo diforder’d, fo debofh’d, and bold, 4 
That this our Court infected, with their manner 
Shews like a riotous Inn; Epicurifm and Luft 
Makes it more like a Tavern, or a Brothell, 


cloveft thy Crown i’th’middle, and gav’ft away both parts, 
thou bor’ft thine Afs onthy back o’re the dirt,thou had’ft 
little wit in thy bald crown, when thou gav’ft thy golden 
one away : if I {peak like my felf in this, let him be whipt 
that firft finds itfo. .°'* ; 


Fools had ne’ré lefs grace # ayear, 
For wifemen are grown foppifh, 

And know not bow their wits to wear, 
Their manners are fo apifh, | 


Lear. When were you wont to be fo full of Songs, | 
Sirrah ? 

Fool, 1 have ufed it!Nuncle, e’re fince thou mad’ft thy 
Daughters thy Mothers, for when thou gav’ft them the 
rod, and put’{t down thine own breechs, then they 


For inftant remedy. Be then defir’d, 
By her that elfe will take the thing the begs,” 
A little to difquantity your Train, 
And the remainders that fhall ftill depend, 
To be fuch men as may befort your Age, 
Which know themfelves, and you. | 

Lear, Darknefs, and Devils, 


For fudden joy did weep, 
And 1 for forrow fung, 
That fuch a King fhould play bo peep, 
And go the Fools among. 
Degenerate Baftard, I’le not trouble thee; ~ 
Prythee Nuncle keep a School-Mafter that can teach thy } Yet have I left a Daughter. 
Fool tolye, I would fain learntolye. — 
Lear. And you lye, Sitrah, we'll have you whipt.-- * 
Fool. | marvel whatrkin thou and thy Daughters are : 
thy?ll have me whipt for {peaking true: thou’It have me 
whipt for lying, and fometimes I am whipt, for holding 
my peace. I had rather be any kind:o’thing thana fool, 
and yet I would notbe thee, Nuncle; thowhaft pared thy 
wit o’both fides,and leftnothingi’th’middle; herécomes 
one o’the parings. sews" ab Lik 


make Servants of their Betters. 
Enter Albany. 


Lear. Woe, that too late repents: 
Is it your will, fpeak, Sir? Prepare my Horfes. 
Ingratitude! thou Marble-hearted Fiend, 


Enter Gonerils” 
lsyptl ows bak eeiiorta 2 

Lear. How now, Daughter? what makes that Frontlet 

on? You are too much of late i’th’ frown. | we 

- Fool. Thou waft a pretty fellow wheh thou had’ftno 
need to care for her frowning; now thou art an O without 
a figure, I am better than thou arttiow, lama fool, thou 
art nothing. Yes forfooth I will hold my tongue, fo your 
face bids me, though you fay nothing: ~ . 
Mum, Mum, he that keeps nor cruft, nor crum, 
Weary of all, {hall want fome. That’s a fheal’d Pefcod. 

Gon. Not only, Sir, this, your all-licenc’d Fool, . 

But other of your infolent retinue I 
Do hourly Carp and Quarrel, breaking forth 
In rank, (and not tobe endured) riots, Sir. 
I had thought by making this well know unto you, 
To have found a fafe redrefs, but now grow fearful. 
By what your felf too late have fpoke and done, — 
That you protect this courfe, and put it on 
By your allowance, which if you fhould, the fault 

Would not fcape cenfure, nor the redreffes fleep, 
Which in the tender of a wholefome weal, 
Might in their working do you that offence, 
Which elfe were fhame, that then neceflity 
Will call difcreet proceeding. 

Fool. For you know, Nuncle,the Hedge-fparrow fed the 
Cuckooe fo long, that it had it’s head bit off by it’s young, 
fo out went the Candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear. Are you our Daughter ? ° 

Gon. I would you would makeufe of your good wifdom, 
(Whereof I know you are fraught) and put away 
Thefe difpofitions, which of late tranfport you 
From what you rightlyare. ~ Sip 

‘Fool. May notan Afsi know, when the Cart draws the 
| Horfe ? ono went: 
| Whoop Jug lovethee, = 5 

Lear. Do’s'any here know me? 
This is not Lear : ee aot x 
Do’s Lear walk thus?’ Speak thus? Where are hiseyes? |" Lear. What fifty of my followers at a clap? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Difcernings Within a fortnight? ir: 

Are Lethargied. Ha ?:Waking?. ’Tisnotfos;  ..—-«|_—-Alb. What’s the matter, Sir? 


Alb, Pray, Sir, be patient. 

Lear, Detefted Kite, thou lyeft. 
My Train are men of choice, and rareft parts, 
That all particulars of duty know, 
And inthe moft exact regard, fupport 


How ugly did’ft thou in Cordelia thew ? 


From the fixt place: drew from my heart all love, 
And added tothe gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear! 
Beat at this gate that let.thy Folly in, 
And thy dear Judgement out. Go, go, my people. 
Alb, My Lord, f am guiltlefs, as | am ignorant 
Of what hath moved you. 
Lear, It may be fo, my Lord, a 
Sufpend thy purpofe, if thou did’{t intend 
To make this Creature fruitful : 
Into her Womb convey fterility, 
Dry up in her the Organs of increafe, 
And from her derogate body, never {pring 
A Babeto honour her. If fhe muft teem, 
Create her Child of Spleen, that it maylive -- 
And be a thwart, difnatur’d torment to her. 
Let it ftamp wrinkles in her brow of youth, 
| With cadent Tears fret Chanels in her Cheeks, 
Turn all her Mother’s pains, and benefits © 
Tolaughter, and contempt: That fhe may feel, 
How fharper than a Serpent’s tooth it is, 
To have a thanklefs Child. Away, away. 
Alb. Now gods. that we adore. 
Whereof comes this ? 
Gon, Never afflict your felf to know of it: 
} But let his difpofition have that fcope 


| As dotage gives it. 


Enter Lear. 


Thana grac’d Palace. The fhame it felf doth fpeak “dl 


Saddle my Horfes: call my Train together, sod: 


Gon. Youftrike my people, and your diferder’d rab 


More hideous when thou fhew’ft thee ina Child, e 
Than the Sea-monfter. : dug 


Their worthips of their name. O moft fmall fault, 


Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature 


Hear Nature, hear, dear Goddefs, hear : he ae 


Sy 


ble : ey 


oe f 


bas a ee) 


Lear.) 


‘} your Letter. hy Soe 


ae A 


Lear. Vilteil thee: 
Life and Death, 1 am afham’d - 
That thou haft power to fhake my manhood thus, 
That thefe hot tears, which break from me perforce, 
Should make chee worth tiem, 
Blafts and Fogs upon thee : 
Th’ untented woundings of a Father’s Curfe 
Pierce every fenfe about thee. Old fond Eyes, 
Beweep thee once again, 1’ll pluck ye out, 
And caft you with the Waters that you lofe 
To temper Clay. Ha? Let it be fo, 
I have another Daughter, 
Who I am fare is kind and comfortable : 
When fhe fhall hear this of thee, with her nails 
Shee’ll flea thy Wolvith vifage. Thou fhalt find, 
That 1’ll refume the fhape which thou doft think 
I have caft off for ever. 

Gon. Do you mark that? 

Alb, 1 cannot be fo partial, Goxerill, 
To the great love I bear you. 

Gon. Pray you content, What, Ofwald, ho? 


| You, Sir, more Knave than Fool, after your Mafter. 


Fool. Nuncle Lear, Nuncle Lear, 
Tarry, take the Fool with thee: 
A Fox, when one has caught her, 
And faucha Daughter, 
Should fure to the flaughter, 
If my Cap would buy a Halter, 
So the Fool follows after. 

Gon. This man hath had good counfel, 
A hundred Knights ? 
Tis politick, and fafe to let him keep 
At point a hundred Knights: yes, that on every Dream, 
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, diflike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powers, 
And hold our lives in mercy. Ofwald, | fay. 

Alb, Well, you may fear too far ; 

Gon, Safer than truft too far; 
Let me ftill take away the harms I fear, 
Not fear ftill to be taken. I know his heart, 
What he hath utter’d, I have writ my Sifter.: 
If fhe’ll fuftain him, and his hundred Knights 
When I have fhew’d th’ unfitnefs. 


LExit. 


Enter Steward. 


How now, Ofwald? 
What have you writ that Letter to my Sifter ? 
Stew. 1, Madam. 
Gon, Take. you fome Company, and away to Horfe, 
Inform her full of my particular fear, 
And thereto add fach reafons of your own, 
As may compact it more. Get you gone, 
And haften your return; no, no, my Lord, 
This milky gentlenefs, and courfe of yours 
Though I condemn not, yet under pardon 
You are much more at task. for want of wifdom, 
Than prais’d for harmful mildnefs. 
¢Alb. How far your Eyesmay pierce I cannot tell 5 
Striving tobetter, oft we mar what’s well. 
Gon. Nay then —— ’ 


Alb. Well, well, the ’vent. LExeunt, 


Scena Quinta. 
Enter Lear, Kent, Gentleman > ana Eqol. 


Lear: Go you before to Glofter with thefe/Letters ; ac- 

uaint my Daughter no further'with any thing you know, 

than comes from her dentand: out of the Letter, if your 
diligence be not {peedy, | fhall be there afore you. 


Kent, Lwill not fleep, my Lord, till I have delivered 
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2S ae 
Fool, If a man’s brains were in his heels, wert not in 


| danger of kibes ? 


Lear. I, Boy. 

Fool. Then f prythée: be. merr jj 
fip-thod. pty y, thy Wit fhall not go 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha. 

Fool, Shalt fee thy other Daughter will uf thee ki 
for though fhe’s as like this, as a Crab’s like an Avia mt 
I can tell what I can tell, 

Lear. ps canit tell, Boy ? 

Fool, She will tafte as like this, as a Crab do’ 
Crab: canft thou tell why ones Nok ah’ tniddtle 
ag y . of ftands i’ th’ middie 

Lear, No. 

Fool, Why to keep ones Eyes of either fide’s n 
what a man cannot {mell out, he may {py into. — 

Lear. 1 did her wrong. 

Fool. Canft tell how an Oyfter makes his fhell ? 

Leare No. ; 

Fool. Nor I neither ; 
Houfe, 

Lear. Why ? 

Fool. Why to put’s head in, not to give it aw i 
eee rape his Horns wichoee a Cafe ‘see 

ear. 1 will forget my Nature, fo kind a Father? Bi 
my Horfes ready ? : ; ae 

Fool. Thy Afles are gone about ’em, the reafon why 
the feven Stars are no more than feven,is a pretty reafon. 

Lear, Becaufe they are not eight. : 

Fool, Yes indeed, thou.would’ft make a good Fool. 

eh te tak’t again seein Montter ingratitude ! 

aol. If you were my Fool, Nuncle, Il’d have tl : 
en for being old before thy time, war iets 

Lear. How’s that ? 

Fool. Thou fhould’ft not have bin old, till thou had’ft 
bin wife. 
: Lear, O let me not be mad, not mad, fweet Heaven: 
eep me in temper, I would not be mad. H 
the Horfes ready ? i te sie ct 

Gent, Ready, my Lord: 

Lear. Come, Boy. 
Fool, She that’s a Maid now, and Jaughs at my departi 
Shall not bea Maid long, unlefs things feiags Ihatieds: 

[Exeunt. 


but I cantell why a Snail has a 


Aétus Secundus. Scena Prima, 
A, Eater Baftard, and Curan, feverally. 


Baft. “Ave thee, Curam 
Cur, And you, Sir, [have bin 


,| With your Father, and given him notice 
That the Duke.of Cornwal, and Regan his Dutchefs 


Will be here with him this night... 
Bat. How comes that ? ne 
Cur. Nay | know not, you haveheard of the news a- 


broad, I mean the whifper’d ones, for they are yet but 


Ear-kifling Arguments... 
Baft, Not I: (pray you.what are they ? 
Cur. Have you heard of no likely Wars toward, 
’Twixt the Dukes of Cornwalland Albany ? 
Baft. Nota word. 
Cur. You may do then in time, ii, 
Fare you well, Sir. «tants. jg ee 
Bajt. The Dukebe bere tonight ?, the better beft, 
This weaves it ee perforce into my bufinefs, 
My Father hath fet guard to take my Brother, 


And I have one thing of a queazy queftion . 
Which Fmuft act, briefnefs, and fortune work. 
‘ot BExis. jj ; i; 


Enter 


94 The Tragedy of King Lear. 
Feel 
Enter Edgar. 


The Duke muft grant me that: befides, his pi@ture —_- 
| will fend far and near, that allthe Kingdom 
My have due note of him, and of my land, 

( Loyal and natural Boy) Ple workthe means. 
To make thee capable. ; 


Brother,a word, defcend, brother-I fay, 
My Father watches ; O Sir, fly this place, 
Intelligence is given where you are hid, .6:', 
You have now the good advantage of the night, 
Have you not fj poken ’gaintt the Duke of: Gornwall ? 
He’s coming hither, now i’th’ night, rth’hafte, 
And Regan with him, have you nothing faid 
Upon his party *gainft the Duke of Albany ¢ 
Advife your feif. 
Edg. 1am fure on’t, not a word. 
Bajt. \ bear my Father coming, pardon me: 
In cunning, | muft draw my Swo:d upon you: 
Draw, feem to defend your felf, 
| Now quit you well. 
| Yield, come before my father, lighthoa,here, 
| Ely, Brother, Torches, fo farewel, _ , L Exit Edgar, 
| Some bloud drawn on me would beget opinion —. 
Of my more fierce endeavour. 1 have feen drunkards 
Do more than this in fport ; Father, father, 


| Stop, ftop, no help? 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants, ie 


Corn. How now, my noble friend, finceI came hither | 
(Which I can call but ate I have heard Phen. ipa 
Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes toofhort.._ 
‘Which can purfue th’offender: how does my Lord? 
Glo, O Madam, my old heart is crack’d, it’s crack’d, 
Reg. What, did my Father’s Godfon feek your life ? yp 
He whom my father nam’d; your Edgar: Mh 
Glo, O Lady, Lady, fhame would have ithid, ~ 
Reg. Was he not compainon with the riotous Knights 
That tended upon my father ? 
Glo. 1 know not, Madam, ’tis too bad, too bad, 
Baft. Yes, Madam, he was of that confort. 
Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill-affected, 
Tis they kave put him on the old man’s death, 
To have th’expence and watt of Revenues ;. 
| have this prefent evening from my Sifter, 
Been well inform’d of them, and with fuch cautions, 
That if they come to fojourn at my Houfe, a 
Vile not be there. 


| Enter Glotter, and Servants with Torches. 


Glo, Now, Edmund, where’s the villain ? 
Ba(t. Here ftood he inthe dark, his fharp Sword out, 
Mumbling of wicked Charms, conjuring the Mooa 
To ftand his aufpicious Muftrefs. 
Glo, But where is he? 
Baft. Look, Sir, | bleed. Ties 
Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund ? 
Baft, Fled this way,Sir, when by no means he could—— 
Glo. Purfue him, bo: goafter.. Byno means, what? 
Baft. Perfwade me tomurther of your Lordhip, 
But that I told him the revenging gods, 
*Gaintt Parricidesdid-all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold, and ftrong a Bond 
The Child was bound to th’ Father. Sir,in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppofite I ftool 
To his unnatural purpofe, in fell motion 
With his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My.unprovided body, latch’d mine Arm; 
And when he faw my beltalarm/d Spirits 
Bold in the quarrels right, rowz’d to th’encounter, 
Or whether gafted by the noife | made, 
Full faddenly he fled. ~. 
Glo. Letchim ye far. 


Cor. Nor I, affure thee, Regan ; see ai 
Edmund, (hear that you have fhewa your Father 
A Child-like Office. 

Baft. It is my duty, Sir. : 

Glo. He did bewray his practice, and receiv’d 
This hurt you fee, ftriving to.apprehend him. 

(or. Is he purfued ? 

Glo, 1, my good Lord. oF pe 

Cor. Ifhe be taken, he fhall never more, 
Be fear?d of doing harm, makeyour own purpoley 
How inmy ftrength you pleafes as for you, Edmund, 
Whofe virtue and obedience doth this inftant. | 
So much commend it felf, you fhall be ours, 
Natures of fuch deep truft, we fhall muchneed:) 
You we firft feize on. niefiae Rea’ 

Bajt. 1 thall ferve you, Sir, traly, how everelies | _ 

Glo, For him I thank your Grace. 

Gor. You know not why we came to vifit you. | 

Reg. Thus out of feafon, thredding dark-ey'dnight, 
Occafions Noble Glofter of fome prize 
Wherein we muft have ufeiof your advice. ),.., | 
me Our Father he hath writ, fo hath our Sifter, -5 | 

Not in this land fhall he remain uncaught Of differences, which I beftthought it fit... ...— 
And found ; difpatch, the Noble Duke my Mafter, To anfwer from our home : the feveral Me te 
My fa ic ia tonight, My Wotty aad From hence attend difpatch, our good old friend, 9) | 
| By his Awthority I will proclaim it, Ayck Titrm onl Se 
That he which finds him fhall deferve our thanks, © > 
Bringing the murderous Coward tothe ftake: 
He that conceals him, death, gia 
Bajt. When I diflwaded him from his intent, 
| And found him pight to doit, with curft fpeech engry 
| threatned to difcover him ; he replied; 
Thou unpoflefling Baftard, doft thou think, 
If | would ftand againft thee, would the repofal 
Of any truft, virtue, or worth in thee 
Make thy words faith’d ? No, what fhould I deny, . 
(As this I would, though thou did’ft produce — 
My very Character) Vil turn itall o. 
To thy faggeftion, plot,and damned practice: 
And thou mutt make a dullard ofthe world, | ° 
If they not thought the profits of my death 9 91 
‘Were very pregnant and potential Spirits) 4s 
tf 8 oe (OL Tucket within, 


egal 
oh 


ni! 


Glo, I ferve you, Madam, 
Your Graces.are right welcom. 


Scena Secunda °°?) | 


Enter Kent, and Steward, feverally. “a é Ki! 


ave. Good dawning to thee, friend, art of this houfe ? oa 
ent, ie E saveve / eat} , ri] ‘ 4 a 
Stew, Where may we fet our horfes ? jae 

Kent. oemiee: N02 ood 1 ae 

Stew. Prythee if thou lov’ft me, tell me. 

Kent Llove thee not. 94. - — 
Stews, Why then I carenotforthee. 
Kent. VE 1 had thee in Lipsbury Pinfold, J w' 
thee care forme, . od icikd ee aae ati 
"Stew. Why doftthou ufeme this ?. I know thee 10% 
Kent. Fellow, I know ip nS tose ets ” ‘ Jit 


Tomake thee feek dt. 7" 9 ™ vox 
Glo. O ftrange and faftned Villain} > f 
Would he deny his Letter, fadshe? anidticco ovsd i Lok 
Heark, the Duke’s trumpets, I know not where he comes, 
‘All Ports P’le bar, the villain fhall not fcape, | 


ante 
a i 


more 
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Stew. What doft thou know me for ? 

Kent. A Knave,a Rafcal, and eater of broken meats, a 
bafe,proud, fhallow, beggarly, three-{uited ,hundred pound, 
filchy woofted ftocking Knave, a Lilly-livered , Action- 
taking , whorfon glafs.gazing , fuper-ferviceable finical 
Rogue, one-Trunk-inheriting flave; one that would?’ftbe a 
Bawd in way of good fervice, and art nothing but the 
compofition of-a Knave, Beggar, Coward, Pander, and 
the Son and Heir of a Mungril Bitch, one whom I-will beat 
into clamorous whining, if thou deny’ft the leaft fyllable 
of thy addition. 

Stew. Why, what a monftrous fellow art thou , thus 
4 rail onone, that isneither knownof thee, nor knows 
thee ? 

Kent. What a brazen fae’d Varlet art thou, to deny 


‘| thou knoweft me ? Is it two days fince I tript up thy heels, 


‘and beat thee before the King? Draw you Rogue , for 
‘though itbe night , yet the Moon fhines, I’le make a fop 
o’th’Moonthine of you, you whorfon Culleinly Barbar- 
monger, draw. OTT 

Stew. Away, have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw, you Rafcal, you come with letters againft 
the King, and take Vanity the puppet’s part, againft the 
Royalty of her father : draw, you rogue,or I’le fo carbonado 
your fhanks, draw you Rafcal, come your ways, 

Stew. Help, ho, murther, help. 

Kent. Strike you flave: itand, Rogue, ftand you neat 
flave, ftrike. 5 

Stew. Help ho, murrher, murther, 


Enter Baftard, Cornwal, Regan, Glofter, Servant. 


Bajt. How now, what’s the matter ? Part. 

Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you pleafe, come, 
[le flefh ye, come on young Mafter. 

Glo, Weapons? Arms? what’s the matter here? 

Cor. Keep peace upon your lives, he dyes that {trikes a- 
gain, what is the matter ? 

Reg. The Meflengers from our Sifter, and the King ? 

Cor, What is your difference, {peak ? 

Stew. Famfcarcein breath, myLord. | 

Kent. No marvel, you have fo beftir’d your Valour, you 
cowardly Rafcal, nature difclaims in thee : a Taylor made 
thee. 

Corn. Thouart a ftrange fellow, a Taylor makea man? 

Kent. A Taylor, Sir ,a Stone-cutter, or a Painter, could 
not have made him fo ill, though they had been but two 
years o’ch’trade. 

Cor. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew. The ancient Ruffian, Sir, whofe life I have fpar’d 
at fute of his gray beard. pes 


Lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this unboulted 
villain into mortar,and daub the wall of a Jakes with him, 
| Spare my gray-beard, you wag-tail ? 

Cor. Peace, Sirrah, 

You beaftly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent, Yes, Sir, but anger hatha priviledge. 

Cor. Why art thou angry ? 

Kent, That fuch a flave as this fhould wear a Sword, 

Who wearsno honefty: fuch fmiling rogues as thefe, 
Like Rats oft bite the holy cords a-twain, 
Which art Vintrince, t’unloofe: fmooth every paflion 
That in the natures of their Lords rebel, 
Being oil to fire;faow'to the colder moods, 
Renege, affirm, and turn their Halcyon beaks, 
With every gale, and vary of their Mafters, 
Knowing nought (like dogs) but following : 
A plague upon your Epileptick vifage, 
Smile you my fpeeches, as 1 were a fool? 
Goofe, if-Hhad you upon Sarum plain 
Te drive ye cackling home to Camelot, 

Corn, What art thou mad, old fellow? 

Gloft. How fell you out, fay that ? 
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‘you ina plain accent, was a plain Knave, which for my 


Kent. Thou whorefon Zed, thou unneceflary letter, my 


Kent. Nocontraries hold more antipathy, 
Than I, and fuch a Knave. 
Corw. Why doft thou call him Knave 2 
Whatiis his fanit 2 
Kent. His countenance likes me not. 
Cor, No more perchance do’s mine,nor his,nor hers, 
Kent. Sir, tis my occupation to be plain, 
I have feen better faces in my time, 
Than ftandson any fhoulder that | fee 
Before me, at this inftanr. 
Corn. This is fome fellow, 
Who having been prais’d for bluntnefs, dothaffect 
A fawcy roughnefs,and conftrains the garb 
Quite from his Nature. He cannot flatter, he, 
An honeft mind and plain, he muft fpeak truth, 
And they will take it fo, if not, he’s plain. 
Thefe kind of Knaves I know, which in this plainnefs. 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 
Then twenty filly-ducking obfervants, 
That ftretch their duties nicely. 
Kent. Sir, in good faith, in fincere verity, 
Under th’aliowance of your great afpect, 
Whofe influence like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flicking Phebus front. 
Corn. What mean’ft by this ? 
Kent. To go.out of my dialect: which youdifcommend 
fomuch; I know, Sir, 1 am no flatterer, he that beguil’d 


part I will not be, though I fhould win your difpleaiure to 
intreat me to’e, 
Corn. What was. th’offence you gave him? 
Stew. I never gave him any : 
[t pleas’d the King his Mafter very late 
To ftrike atme upon his mifconftruction, 
When he compact, and flattering his difpleafure 
Tript:me behind: being down, infulted, rail’d, 
And put upon him fucha deal of Man, 
That worthied him, got praifes of the King, 
For him attempting, who was felf-fubdued, 
And in the flefhment of this dead exploit, 
Drew onme hereagain.  “ 
Kent. None of thefe Rogues, and Cowards, 
But Ajax is their fobl. for/ 
Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks ? E 
You ftubborn ancient Knave, youreverent Braggart, 
We'll teach you. 
Cent. Sir, 1 am toa old to learn: 
Call notyour Stocks for me, I ferve the King; 
On whofe imployment I was fent to you, 
You fhall dofmall refpects, fhew too bold malice 
Againft the Grace, and Perfon of my Matter, 
Stocking his Meflenger. 
Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks ; 
As I have life and honour, there fhall he fit ’till Noon: 
Reg: *Tillnoon? till nightmy Lord, and all night too. 
Kext. Why Madam, if I were your Father’s dog, 
You fhould not ufe me fo. 
Reg, Sir, being hisKnave, Ewill. [Stocks brought out. 
Corn. This isa fellow of the felf-fame colour, 
Our Sifter {peaks of. Come, bring away the Stocks. 
Glo, Let me befeech your Grace, nat todo fo, 
The King his Mafter needs muff take itill. 
That he’s fo flightly valued in his Meflenger, 
Should have him this reftrained. 
Corn, Vile anfwer that. : ; . 
Reg. My Sifter may receive it much more worfe, 
To have her Gentleman abus’4, aflaulted. 


Corn, Come, my Lord, away. . EExit. 


Glo: Vann forry for thee, friend, ’tis the Dukes pleafiire, |. 


Whiofe difpofition all the world well knows ~ 

Will not be rubb’d nor ftopt, Pleintreat forthee. 
Ken; Pray do not, fir, | have watch’d and travel’d hard, 

Some time I fhall fleep out, the reft ’le whiftle : 

A good tiian’s fortuné may growsoutat heels < 


Saleem : <n agate eee 


Give 
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I did commend your Highnefs Letters to them, 
E’re I was rifen from the place, that fhewed 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking Poft, 
Stew’d inhishaft, half breathlefs, pantingforth 
From Gonerill his Miftrefs, falutation ; 
Deliver’d Letters fpight of intermiffion, - 
Which prefently they read on thofe contents a 
They fummon’d uptheir meiny, ftraight took horfe, 
Commanded me to follow and attend 
The leifure of their anfwer, gave me cold looks, 
And meeting here the other Meflenger, 
Whofe welcome I perceiv'’d had poyfon’d mine, 
Being the very fellow which of late 
Difplay’d fo fawcily againft your Highnefs, _ 
Having more man than wit about me, drew; 
He rais’d the houfe, with loud and coward cries, 
Your Son and Daughter found this trefpafs worth 
The fhame which here it fuffers. (wa 
Fool, Winter’s not gone yet, if the wild Geefe fly that} 
Fathers that wear Rags do make their Children blind, | 
But Fathers that bear Bags, {hall fee their Children kind, 
Fortune, that arrant whore, ne’er turns the key to th’poor,| 
But for all this thou fhalt have as many dolours for thy dear} 
Daughters, as thou canft tellin a year. * 
Lear. Oh how this Mother {wells up toward my heart!} 
Ayfterica pafio, down thou clithing forrow, =f 
Thy Element’s below, where is this Daughter? 
Kent. With the Earl, Sir, here within. Rai) 
Lear, Follow me not, {tay here. (Exit) 
Gen. Made you more offence, a | 
But what you {peak of. oP 
Kent. None; : 
How chance the King comes with fo fmall a number? _ 
Fool, And thou hadft been fet i’th’ Stocks for that 
queftion, thoud’ft well deferv’d it.. ih 
Kent. Why, Fool? Rae) a 
Fool. We'll fet thee to fchool to an Ant, to teach thee} 
there’s no labouring i’th’ winter. All that follow ther) 
nofes,are led by their eyes, but blind men ; and theresnot| 
a nofe among twenty, but can fmell him that’sitinking!| 
let go thy hold, when a great wheel runs downa hill, let} 
it break thy neck with following. But the great onethat) 
goes upward, lethim draw thee after: Whenawileman) — 
gives thee better counfel, give me mineagain, I! would} 
have none but Knaves follow it, fince a foolgivesi 
That, Sir, which ferves and feeks for gain, © 
And follows but for form; 
Will pack when it begins to rain, 
And leave thee in a ftorm, ee iS 
And I willtarry, the fool will ftay, 
And let the wife man fly: 
The Knave turns fool that runs away, a 
The fool no Knave perdy. 


Give you Good morrow. 
Glo. The Duke’s to blame in this, 

> Twill be ill taken. (Exit. 
Kent. Good King, that muft approve the common faw, 

Thou out of Heaven’s benediction com’ft 

Tothe warm Sun. 

Approach thou Beacon to this under Globe , 

That by thy comfortable Beams I may 

Perufe this Letter. Nothing almoft fees miracles 

But mifery. 1 know’tis from Cordelia, 

Who hath moft fortunately been inform’d 

Of my obfcured courfe. And fhall find time 

From this enormous State, feeking to give | 

Lofles their remedies, All weary and o’re-watch’d, 

Take vantage heavy eyes, nottobehold =, 

This fhameful lodging. Fortune, good night, 

Smile once more, turn thy wheel. 


Enter Edgar. 


Edg. \ have heard my felf proclaim’d, 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree, 
Efcap’d the hunt. No Port is free, no place 
That guard, and moft unufual vigilance 
Do’s not attend my taking. Whiles I may fcape 
| will preferve my felf: and am bethought 
To take the bafeft and moft pooreft fhape 
That ever penury in contempt of man, : 
Brought near to Beaft: My face I'll grime with filth, 
Blanket my loins, putall my hairin Knots, — 
And with prefented nakednels out-face 
The winds, and perfecutions of the Sky : 
The Country gives me proof and prefident 
Of Bedlam beggars, who with roaring voices 
Strike in their numm’d and mortifi'd Arms, 
Pins, Wooden pricks, Nails, Sprigs of Rofemary : 
And with this horrible objet, from low Farms, 
Poor pelting Villages, Sheeps-Coats, and Mills, 
Sometimes with Lunatick Bans, fometimes with Prayers, 
Inforce their charity: poor Zurlygod, poor Tom. 
Thav’s fomething yet: Edgar 1 nothing am. LExit. 


a 
4 


Enter Lear, Fool, .and Gentleman. 


Lear.’ Tis ftrange that they fhould fo depart from home, 
And not fend back my Meflenger. 
ent. As learn’d, 
| The night before, there was no purpofe in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent. Hailto thee, Noble Matter. 

Lear. Ha, mak’ft thou this fhame thy paftime ? 

Kent. No, my Lord. 

Fool, Ha, ha, he wears Crewel Garters; HorféSarety’d 
by the heads, Dogs and Bears by th’neck, Monkies by 
th’ loins, and men by th’ legs, when aman is overlufty 
at legs, then he wears wooden nether ftocks. 

Lear. What’s he, 

That hath fo much-thy place miftook 
| To fet thee here? 

Kent, Itis both he and fhe, 

Your Son and Daughter. 

Lear. No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No, I fay. 

Kent. fay, yea. 

Lear, By Jupiter, fwear no. 

Kent. By Funo, \fwear I. neh ig 
Lear. They durft not do’t - 
They could not, would not do’t: tis worfe than murther 
To do upon refpect fuch violent outrage : 

Refolve me with all modeft haft, which way 
Thou might?ft deferve, or they impofe this ufage, 
Coming from sy; +)! fo: - 3) Seo 

Kent. My Lord, whenat their home ver 


Enter Lear, and Glofter. 


Kent, Where learn’d you this, fool? 
Fool. Not i’th’ Stocks, fool. 
Lear. Deny to fpeak with me ? y 
They are fick, they are weary, 
They have travell’d all the night ? meer fetches, 
The Images of revolt and flying off. 
Fet mea better anfwer. Pigs . 
Glo, My dear Lord, ‘3 3 
You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 
How unremoveable and fixt he is Ds Oa 
In his own courfe. See 
Lear, Vengeance, Plague, Death, Coniuuon: 
Fiery ? What quality? Why, Glofter, Glofers 
P'ld fpeak with the Duke of Cormwall, andi s wile. ia 
Glo. Well, my good Lord, I have inform’d them 10. 
Le. Inform’d them? Doft thou underflane me, 
Glo, I, my good Lord. 


Lear. The King would fpeak with Ci ornvvally 
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The dear Father f 

Would with his Daugliter fpeak,commands, tends, fervice, 
Are they inform’d of this? My breath and blood : 

Fiery ? The fiery Duke, tell the hot Duke that-—— 

No, but not yet, may be he is not well, 

Infirmity doth ftill neglect all office, 


_| Whereto our health is bound, we are not our félves, 


When Nature being oppreft, commands the mind 
To fuffer with the body; Ill forbear, . 
And am fajl’n out. with my more headier will, 
To take the indifpos’d and fickly fit, : 
For the found man. Death on my ftate: wherefore 
Should he fit here ? This act perfwades me, 
That this remotion of the Duke and her 
Is practice only, give me my fervant forth; 
Go, tell the Duke and’s Wife, P’ld {peak with them ; 
Now prefently : Bid them come forth and hear me, 
Or at their Chamber door I’ll beat the Drum, 
*Till it cry fleep to death. ko WF 
Glo, | would have all well betwixt you. LExit. 
Lear, Oh me, my heart! My rifing heart / But down. 
Fool. Cry to it, Nuncle, as the Cockney did to th 
Eels, when he putthem i’th’ Paftealive, the knapt’em 
o’th’ Coxcombs with aftick, and cryed down wantons, 
down; "twas his Brother, that in pure kindnefs to his 
Horfe buttered his Hay. 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, Glofter, Servants, 


Lear. Good morrow to you both, 
Corn, Hail to your Grace. [Kent here fet at liberty. 
Reg. Lam glad to fee your Highneis. 
Lear. Regan, (think youare, | know what reafon, 
Ihave to think fo, if thou fhould’ft not be glad, 
I weuld divorce me from thy Mother’s Tomb, 
Sepulchring an Adulterefs,.O, are you free ? 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan, 
Thy Sifter’s naught : Oh Regan, fhe bath tyed 
Sharp-tooth’d unkindnefs, like a Vulture here, 
Ican {carce {peak to thee, thou’lt not believe 
With how deprav’d a quality. Oh Regan 
Reg. I pray you, Sir, take patience, I have hope 
You lefs know how to value her defért, 
Than fiie to feant her duty. 
Lear. Say? How is that ? 
_ Reg. Lcannot think my Sifter in the leaf 
Would fail her Obligation. If, Sir, perchanc 
She have reftrain’d the Riots of your’ Followefs, 
’Tis on fuch ground, and to fuch wholefome end, 
As clears her from all blame, 
Lear. My curfes on her. 
Reg. OSir, you are old, 
Nature in you f{tands on the very Verge 
Of herconfine; You fhould be ruld and led 
By fome difcretion, that difcerns your ftate 
Better than you your felf: Therefore I pray you, 
That to our Sifter you do make retura, 
Say you have wrong’d her. 
Lear. Ask her forgivenefs? 
Do you but mark how this becomes the houfe ? 
Dear Daughter, I confefsthat Iamold,; 
Age is unneceflary: On my my knees I beg, . 
That you'll vouchfafe me Rayment, Bed, and Food, 
Rez. Good Sir, nomore: thefe are unfightly tricks : 
Return you to my Sifter. 
Lear. Never, Regan: ; 
She hath abated me of half my Train: | 
Look’d black upon me, ftrook me with her Tongue 
Moft Serpent-like, uponthe very heart. — 
All the ftor’d vengeances of heaven fall 
On her fngrateful top: Strike her young bones, 


_ | You taking Airs, with Lamenefs. 


Corn, Fie, Sir, fie. 


Lear. You nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flames} A plague-fore, or ieabofled Gatoancle | ; 
i 
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ce “a pee eyes: Infect her Beauty, 

ou Fen-fuck’d Fogs, drawn by the 

Se mihiiccsatess ee 
Reg. O the bleft gods! 5 

So will you wifhon me, when the rath mood is on. 
Lear. No, Regan, thou fhalt never have my curfe ; 

Thy tender hefted nature fhall not give 

Thee o’er toharfhnefs: Her eyes are fierce, but thine 

Do comfort, and not burn, ?Tis not inthee 

To grudge my pleafures, to cut off my Train, 

To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fizes, 

Andinconclufion, tooppofethe bolt 

Again{t my coming in. Thou better know’it 

The Offices of Nature, Bond of Child-hood; 

Effects of Courtefie, Dues of Gratitude : 

Thy half o’th’ Kingdom haft thou not forgot, 

Wherein I thee endow’d. 
Reg. Good Sir, to th’purpofe. LT acket within, 

Lear. Who put my man i’th’ Stocks? 


Enter Steward. 


Corn.What Trumpet’s that’? 

Reg. I know’t, my Sifter’s: This approves her Letter, 
That fhe would foon be here. Is your Lady come ? 

Lear. This is a Slave, whofe eafie borrowed pride 
Dwells in the fickly grace of her he follows: 
Out Varlet, from my fight, 

Corn, Wliat means your Grace ? 


Enter Gonerill. 


Lear. Who ftockt my Servant ? Regan, 1 have good hope 
Thou didft not know on’t. 
Who comes hére ? O Heavens ! 
If youdolove old men ; if your {weet fway 
Allow Obedience; if you your felves are old, 
Make it yourcaufe : Send down and take my part, 
Art not afham’d to look upon this Beard ? 
O Regan, will you take her by the hand? . 
Gon, Why not by th’ hand, Sir? How have I offended ? 
All’s not offence that indifcretion finds 
And dotage terms fo. 
Lear, O fides, you are too tough! 
Will you yet hold ? 
How came my man.i’th’ Stocks ? 
Corn. Ifechimthere, Sir: But his own Diforders 
Deferv’d much lefs advancement. 
Lear, You? Did you? 
Reg. I pray you, Father, being weak, feem fo. 
If, ’cill the expiration of your Month, 
You will returmand fojourn with my Sifter, 
Difmiffing half your train, come then to me, 
[am now from home, and outof that provifion, 
Which fhall be needful for your entertainment. 
Lear, Return to her? and fifty men dismifs’d? 
No, rather J abjure all roofs, andchufe 
To wage againft the enmity o’th’air, 
To be a Comerade with the Wolf and Owl, 
Neceflities fharp pinch. Return with her ? 
Why? The hot- bloodied France, that Dowerlefs took 
Our youngeft born; I could as well be brought 
To knee his Throne, and Squire-like penfion beg, 
To keep bafe life a-foot ; return with her ? 7 
Perfwade me rather to be flave and fumpter 
To this detefted Groom. _ 
Gon. At your choice, Sir. eres 
Lear. I prithee, Daughter, donot make me mad, 
I will not trouble thee, my Child ; Farewell: 
We'llno more meet, nomorefeeoneanother, 
But yet thou art my flefh, my blood; my daughter, 
Or rather a difeafe that’s in my flefh, 


Which I mutt needs call mine, Thou art a Bile, 
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In my corrupted blood. But V’ll not chide thee. But not one follower. 
Let fhame come when it will, ldo not call it, Gon, Soam I purpos’d, 
{ do not bid the Thunder-Bearer fhoot, Where is my Lord of Glofter ? 
Nor tell tales of thee to high judging Jove, 
Mend when thou cant, be me at thy leifure, Enter Glofter, 
n be patient, I can ftay with Regan ; 
rs oeaasd red Kniahes. : ; Corn. Followed the old man forth, he isreturn’d. 
Reg, Notaltogether fo, Glo. The King is in high rage. 
| look’d not for you yet, noram provided Corn, Whither is he going ? - | 
For your fit welcome, give ear, Sir, to my Sifter, Glo. He callsto horfe, but willl know not whither, — 
For thofe that mingle reafon with your paflion, Corn, Tis bett to give him way, he leads himflf, 
Mutt be content to think you old, and fo, Gon. My Lord, intreat him by no means to ftay. 
But fhe knows what fhe does. Glo. Alack the night comes on: and the high winds 
Lear. 1s this well fpoken ? Doforely ruffle, for many Miles about 097 abe 
ec. Idareavouch it, Sir, what fifty followers ? | There’s {carce a Bufh. 
Is it not well? What fhould you need of more? Reg. O Sir, to wilful men, 0 
Yea, or fo many? Sith that both charge and danger, The injuries that they themfelves procure, shh 
Speak "gainft fo great a number : How in one houfe | Muft be their School-Matters : Shut up your doors, = | 
nould many people, under two commands He isattended with adefperate train, = 
Hold amity? ’Tis hard, almoft impoflible. And what they may incenfe him to, being apt, ~ 
Gon, Why might not you, my Lord, receive attendance | To have his ear abus’d, wifdom bids fear, 9’ J 
From thofe that fhe calls {ervants, or from mine ? Corn. Shut up your doors, my Lord, ’tisawild night, | 
Reg. Why not, my Lord? e My Regan Counfels well : Come out o’th’ ftorm, : 
if then they chanc’d to flack ye, OE tie 
We could controll them; if you will come to me, si 
(For now a fpy a danger) I intreat you Pore a 
To bring five andtwenty, to no more . : : | ae 
Will | give place or Meee  Adtus Tertius. Scena Prima, — . 
Lear. I gave you all. Pe ee 
Reg. And in good time you gave it. : Storms ftill. Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, feverall, | 
Lear. Made you my Guardians my Depofitaties, @ Oo i 
But keep a refervation to be followed Kent. Ho’s there befides foul weather? —(ly.|_— 
With fuch a number ?, What muft come to you Gent. One minded like the weather,moft unquict | 
With five and twenty? Regan, faidyoufo? = ° Kent. Iknow you: Where’sthe King? sf 
Reg. And fpeak’t again, my Lord, no more with me, Gent. Contending with the fretful Elements. 
Lear. Thofe wicked Creatures yet do look well favor’d | Bids the wind blow the earth into the Sea, Te 68 
When others are more wicked, not being the worft Or {well the curled Waters ’bove the Main 


Stands in fome rank of praife; I'll go with thee, ‘That things might change, or ceafe. - eae § 

Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty. Kent. But whois with him ? , Cs ae 

And thou art twice her Love. Gent. None but the Fool, who labours to out-jeft a 
Gon, Hear me, my Lord’ His heart-ftrook injuries. Gh 

What need you five andtwenty? Ten? Or five? Kent. Sir, 1do know you, 

To follow in a houf, where twice fo many. And dare upon the warrant of my note jane 

Have a command to tend you? Commend a dear thing to you. There is divifion ~~ 


{ Reg. What need one ? (Although as yet the face of it is cover’d iz 
Lear. Oreafon not the need: Our bafelt Beggars With mutual cunning) ’twixt Albany and Cornwall: 
Are in the pooreft thing fuperfluous, ‘Who have{as who have not, that their great Stars 
Allow not Nature, more than nature needs : Thron’d and fet high} Servants who feem nolefs, a Be 
Man’s life is cheap as Beafts. Thou arta Lady; Which are to France the Spies and Speculations” Pts 2 
If only to go warm were gorgeous: ‘Intelligent of our State. Whathath binféen, 
Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear’ft, ‘Either in fnuffs and packings of the Dukes, = | 
Which fcarcely keeps thee'warm, but for true need, ‘Or the hard Rein which both of themhave born = | 
You Heavens, give me that patience, patience I need, Againft the old kind King; or fomething deeper, = | 
You fee me here (you gods) a poor old man, ‘Whereof (perchance) thefe are but furnifhings, © | 
As fall of grief as age,’ wretched in both, Gent. will talk further with you. mer 
If it be you that ftirsthefe Daughters hearts | Kent. No, donot: i 
Againft their Father, fool me not fo much: For confirmation that fam much more * nee 
To bear ittamely : Touch me with Noble anger, ‘Than my out-wall; open this purfe and take ee 
And let not Women’s weapons, water drops, What it contains. If you fhall {ee Cordelia, =~ atta 
Stain my man’s checks, No, you unnatural Hags, (As fear not but you fhall) fhew her this Ring, 

I will have fuch revenges' on you both, And fhe will tell you who that fellow is, Oe aati 
That all the world fhall —— I will do fuch things, That yet youdonot know. Fieonthisftorm, =} 
What they. are yet, [know not, but they fhall be | Iwill go feekthe King, : tT oasregs ’ 
The terrors of the Earth, you think I’ weep, ‘| Gent. Give me your hand, ~ 
No, Pll not weep, Ihave full caufe of weeping. = =~—_—'| Have youno more to fay? wee 
“ik [Storm and TFempef?.| Kent. Few words, but toeffect more than @! :; 
hundred thoufand flaws, | That when we have found the King, inwhichyO™' sf”) | 
[Exennt. | That way, V'll this : He that firftlightsom™™ =| 
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* Scena Secunda. 


Storm till. Enter Lear, and Fool. 

Lear. Blow winds,and crack your cheeks 5 Rage, blow 
You Cataracts, and Hurricano’s {pout, 

*Till you have drench’d our Steeples, drown the Cocks. 
You Sulph’rous and thought-excuting fires, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oak-cleaving Thunder-bolts, 

Sindge my white head. And thou all-fhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thick Rotundity o’th°world, 

Crack nature’s moulds, all germanes fpill at once 

That makes ingrateful Man. 

Fool. O Nuncle, Court holy-water in a dry Houfe , is 
better than the Rain-water out o’door. Good Nunkle,in,ask 
thy Daughters blefling, here’s a night pities neither wife- 
men, nor Fools. ; 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full: {pit Fire, fpout Rain ; 
Nor Rain, Wind, Thunder, Fire are my Daughters, 

I tax not you, you Elements with unkindnefs. 

I never gave you Kingdom, call’d you Children : 

You owe me no fub{cription. Then let fall 

| Your horrible pleafure, Herel ftand your Slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and defpis’d old man : 

| Buc yet I call you fervile Minilters, 

: That will with two pernicious Daughters join 
Your high-engender’d Battles, ’gainft a head 
So old and white asthis. O, ho! ’tis foul. 

Fol. He that has a Honfe to put’s head in, has a good 
Head. piece : 
The Cod piece that will houfe, before the head has any : 
The head, and he fhall Lowfe : fo beggars marry many. 
That man that makes his toe, what he his heart’ fhould 

make, 
Shall of a Corn cry woe, and turn his fleep to wake. 

For there was never yet fair woman, but fhe made 
mouths in a glafs. Enter Kent. 

Lear. No, I will be the patience of all patience, 

I will fay nothing. 

Kent. Who’s there? 

Fool. Marry here’s Grace, and a Codpiece , that’s a 
Wife-man, and a Fool. 

Kent. Alas Sir, are you here? things that love night, 
Love not fuch nights as thefe: the wrathful Skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 
And makes them keep their Caves: Since I was man, 
Such fheets of fire, fuch burfts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring Wind, and Rain, I never 
Remember to have heard. Man’s nature cannot catry 
Th’affliction, nor the fear. 

Lear. Letthegreatgods _ 
That keep this dreadful pudder o’re our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble thou Wretch, 
That haft within thee undivulged Crimes 
Unwhipt of Juftice. Hide thee, thou bloudy hand; 
Thou Perjur’d, and thou Simular of Virtue 
That art inceftuous. Caitiff, to pieces fhake 
That under covert and convenient feeming 
Has practis’d on man’s life. Clofe pent upguilts, 

Rive your concealing Continents, and cry 

Thefe dreadful Summoners grace. | ama man, 
More finn’d againft, than finning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by here is a Hovel, 
Some friendfhip will it lend you ’gainft the tempeft : 
Repofe you there, while f to this hard houfe 
( More harder than the Stones whereof ’tis rais’d, 
Which even but now, demanding after you, ? 
Deny’d me to come in) return, and force 
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[am cold my felf. Where is this ftraw, 
The art of our Neceflitics is ftrange, 
And can make vild things precious. Come, your hovel; 
Poor Fool, and Knave, I have one part in my heart 
That’s forry yet for thee. 

Fool. He that has and a little-tyne wit, 
With height ho, the Wind and the Rain, 
Mutt makecontent with his fortunes fit, 
Though the Rain it raineth every day. 

Lear, True boy : come bring us tothis Hovel. 

Fool, This is a bravenight to cool a Curtizan: 

Ple {peak a prophecy e’re I go: 

When Priefts are more in words, than matter : 
When Brewers marre their Malt with water ; 
When Nobles are their taylor’s tutors, 

No Hereticks burn’d but wenches Suicors, 

When every Cafe in Law is right : 

No Squire in debt, nor no poor Knight : 

When Slanders do not live in tongues ; 

Nor Cut-purfes come not to throngs ; 

When Ufurers tell their Gold ith’ field, 

And Bawds and Whores, do Churches build. 
Then fhail the Realm of Albion com€t& great confifion, 
Then comes the time, who lives to feet, 
That going fhall be us’d with feet, 

This prophecy Aferkn fhall make, 

For Ido live before his time. 


my fellow ? 


a me 


Léxit, 


T Exits 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Glofter and Edmund. 


Glo, Alack, alack,Edmund, | like not this unnatural dea- 
ling, when I defired their leave that 1 might pitty him, 
they took from me the ufe of mine own houfe, charg’d me 
on pain of perpetual difpleafure, neither to {peak of him, 
entreat for him, or any way fuftain him, 

Baft. Mott favage and unnatural. 

Glo,Go too; fay you nothing. There. is divifion be- 
tween the Dukes , and a worfe matter than that: I have 
received a Letter this night, tis dangerous to be fpoken I 
have lock’d the Letter ingay Cloflet,thefe injuries the King 
now bears; will be revenged home; there is part of a 
Power already footed, we mutt incline to the King, I will 
look him, and privily relieve him, go you and maintain 
talk with the Duke, that my charity be not of him percei- 
ved; if he ask forme, Iam ill, and goneto bed, if! dic 
for it, (as no lefs is threatned me) the King my old Mafter 
muft'he relieved. There is ftrange things toward,€dmund, 
pray you be careful. Exit. 

Baft. This Courtefie forbid thee, fhall the Duke 
Inftantly know, and of that Letter too ; 

This feems a fair deferving, and muft draw me 

That which my Father lofes: nolefs than all, - 

The younger rifes, when the old doth fall. LExit. 
Scena Quarta. 

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 


Kent. Here is the place,my Lord, good my Lord, esiter, 
The tyranny of the open night’s too rough 
For Nature to endures 

Lear, Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 

Lear. Wilt break my heart ? 

Kent. (had rather break mine own, 
Good. my Laord.entes. 115° 1. ig ge aise -55,- 

Lear; Thou think’ft ’tis much that this contentious 


[Storm fil. 


Their feanted courtefie. Invades us to the skin fo: ’tis to thee,— € ftorm 
Lear. My wits begin to turn. But where the greater malady isfixt, 
Come on my boy. How doft my boy? Art cold? The leffer is fcaree felt. Thou’ fhun a Bear; Be 
; 112 ut 
aa ee : - = < Gs) Seat. on - oe h seat a 
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OO 


flight light toward the roaring Sea, — 

the Bear ith’mouth;when the mind’s free, 

The bodies delicate; the tempeft in my mind, 

Doth from my fenfes take all feeling elfe, 

Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude, 

Is it not as this mouth fhould tear his hand 

For liftitg food to’c: Butl will punifh homes 

No, I will weep no more. In fach a night, 

To fhut me out? Pour on, | will endure 

in fuch a night as this% O Regan,Gonerill, 

Your old kiad Father, whofe frank heart gav 

Othat way madnefslies, let me fhun that : 

No more of that. 
Kent. Good my Lor 
Lear. Prithee go int 


But if thy 
Thowdilt meet 


eal, 


d, enter here. 

hy felf, feek thine own eafe, 
This cempeft willnot give me leaveto ponder 

_| On things, would hurt me more,’ but I’le goin, 

in boy, go firfty You houfelefs poverty; 

Nay, gettheein; Vle pray, and then I’le fleep. 
Poor naked wretches, where fo ere youare 

That bide the pelting of this pitcilefs {torm, 

How fhall your houfelefs heads, and unfed fides, 
Your l6p'd, and window’d raggednefs defend you 
From ffafons fuch as thefe ? OI have tane 

Too little care of this: take Phyfick, Pomp, 
Expofe thy felf to feel, what wretches feel, . 
That thou may’ft fhake the fuperflux to them, 
And fhew the heavens more jult, 


LExit. 


Enter Edgar, and’ Fool. 


Fathom and half, Fathom and half? poor Tom. 


Fae. Pp 
heres a Spirit, help me, 


Fool. Come not in here Nuncle, 


help me. 

Kent. Give methy hand, who’s there ? 

Fool, A Spirit, a Spirit, he fays his name’s poor Tom. 

Ken What art thou that do’ft grumble there i’chéftraw ? 
Come forth. 

Edg. Away, the foul Fiend follows me, through the 
fharp Hawthorn blow the winds. Humh, go to thy bed and 
warm thee. 

Lear, Didft thou give all to thy Daugthers? And art 
thou come to this? aD (ei 1 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? whom the 
foul Fiend hath led through Fire , and through Flame, 
through Sword, and whirlepool , ore Bog, and, Quag- 
mire, that hath laid Knives under his Pillow, and Halters 
in his Pue, fet Rats bane by his Porredge: made him 
Proud of heart, to ride on a Bay trotting Horfe, over four 
arch’d Bridges, to courfe his own fhadow for a traitor, 
Blifs thy five VVits, Tom’sa cold. O do,de, do, de, do, 
de, blifs thee from Whirle-winds, Star-blafting, and 
taking, do poor Tom fome charity, whom the foul fiend 
vexes. There could I have himnow, andthere, and here 


again, and there. 
L Storm ftill. 


Lear. Have his Daughters brought him to this.affe ? 
Could’ft thou fave nothing ? would’ft,thou give’em all ? 
_ Fool, Nay, he referv’d a Blanket, elfe we had been all 
fham’d, : 

Lear. Now all the plagues that'in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o’re mens faults, light on thy daughters. 

Kent. Hehath no Daughters, Sir, : 

Lear. Death,traitor, nothing could have fubdu’d nature 
To fuch a lownefs, but his unkind daughters. ° 
Is it the fafhion, that difcarded Fathersy ~~ 
Should have thus little ‘mercy on their flefh 
Judicious punifh ment, ’twas this flefh begot 
Thofe Pelican Daughters, = 

Edg. Pillicock fat on Pillicock hill, alow’: alow,loo, loo, 
_ Fool. This cold night ‘will turn us all to fools , and 
‘Madmen. BLOT Eth c* 2 
_ Edgar, Take heed ¢ 
keep thy word, juftice, fwear not, commit not, wit 
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mans fworn Spoufe , fet on thy Sweet-heart on proud | 


| cur?’d my hair; wore Gloves in my cap; ferv’d the Lyg 


| Swore as many Oaths, as I fpake words, and broke them 


iss _ «| And bring you where both fire and 
oth’ foul fiend , obey thy Parents, | 
ith | VVhat is the caufeof Thunder? 


array. Tom’s a cold. 
Lear, What haft thou been? 1a 
Edg. A fervingman. Proud in heart, and mind; that] 


. 


of my Miftris heart, and did the act of darknefs with her. | 


in the {weet face of Heaven. One, that fleptinthe cop. 
triving of Luft, and wak’d to do it. VVine lov'd I dearly: 
Dice dearly ; and ‘in woman, out-Patamour’d the Taek, me 
Falfe of heart, light of ear, bloudy handed, Hog in floth,| — 
Fox in ftealth, VVolf in greedinefs, Dog in madnefs, Lion 
in prey. Let not the creaking of fhooes, Nor the ut 
of Silks, betray thy poor heart to woman. Keepthyfoor| — 
out of brothels, thy band out of Plackets, thy Penfiom| 
Lenders Books, and defie the foul fiend, Still through thy| : 
Hawthorn blows the. cold wind: Saysfuum, mun, nonny,| 
Dolphin my Boy, Boy Sefey: lechimtrotmy o 
ic [Storm fill, | 
Lear. Thou wert better in a Grave, than to anfwer| 

with thy uacover’d body, ‘this extremity oftheSkies, Is} 
manno more thanthis? Confider hin weil. Thovow’t| 
the VVorm noSilk: the Beaft, no Hide: theSheep, no 
VVool: the Cat no perfume. Ha? Here’s three on’s are 
fophifticated. Thou art the thing it felf, unaccommodated 
man, is no more but fuch a poor, bare, forked Animalas| 
thou art. Of, off you Lendings: Come, unbutton here.” 
1a ue 

aes 
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Enter Gloucefter with a Torch. : 


Fool, Prethee Nuncle be contented, *tisa naughtynight) 
tofwimin. Now alittle fire in a wild field, were like an 
old Letchers heart, a finall fpark, all the reft on’s body, 
cold: look, here comes a walking fire, _ me: 

Edgar. This is the foul Flibbertigibbets he begins at 
Curfew, and walks at firft Cock; He gives the VVeb 
And the Pin, fquints the eye, 


and makes the Hair-lip; 
Mildews the white VVheat, and hurts the poor Creature 
of the Earth. Ligier eee 
Swithold footed thrice the old. ; 
He met the Night-Mare, and her ninefold, 
‘Bid her alight, aad her troth-plight,. . 
And aroynt theeV Vitch, aroyatthee. 
Kent. How fares your grace? shea 
Lear. VVhbat’s he? “doe 
Kent. VVho’s there? what ist you feck? 
Glou. VVhatare youthere? Your Names? 
Edgar. Poor Tom, that Eats the fwimming Frog, He} 
Toad, the Tod-pool, the wall-Neut, and the water: bs a 
in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiends rages e 
Cow-dung for Sallets ; {wallows the old Rat, aid He 
ditch-Dog: drinks the green Mantle of the a 
who is whipt from Tything to Tything, and itor’ tl ae 
nifh’d, andimprifon’d: who hath three Suits to his bach | . 
fix fhirts to his Body: Be Se ee 
Horfe to ride, and weap 
But Mice, and Rats, and 
Have been Tom’s food for fewen long yeats he 
Beware my follower. Peace Smoulkin, peace ¢ ou fient. 4 
Glow, VVhat, hath your Grace no better company Yet 
Ed. The Prince.of Darknefs isa Gentleman. "| 
he’s call’d, and eAabn. wn fo vil | 


onto wear: . 
fuch fmall Dear, 


dba 


a 
Glou. Our fieth and bloud, my Lord, 
that it doth hate what it gets. 
Edg. Poot Tom's a cold. Lauer 
Glow, Go inwith me ; my duty cannot fuffer 
T’obey in all your daughters hard commands: 
Though all their injunétion be to bar my doors, 
‘And let this tyrannous night take hold upon. y% 
‘Yet have I ventured tocome tofeck sein ae 
is ready: 


Lear. Firft let me talk with this Philofophet, 


Sang 
thin 
a Gia, 
tre 
der hint 
not 
Ha) 
mgt 
t, bat 
8: Cony 


web al 


| mighty bafinefs in hand. 
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Kent. Good, my Lord, take his offer, 
Go into th’ houfe. 
Lear. Vil take a word with this fame learned Theban : 
What is your ftudy ? 
Edz. How to prevent the Fiend and to kill Vermin. 
Lear. Let'usiask you. one word in private. 
Kent. Importuae him once More to go, my Lord, 
His wits begin t’unfettle. 
Glow, Canft thou blame hinr? [Storm fiil, 
His Daughters feek his death : Ab, that good Kent, 
He faid it would be thus: Poor banifh’d man; 


: Thou fayeft the King grows mad, I'll tell thee, friend, 


1 am almoft mad my felf, I had a Son, 
Now out-law’d from my blood :..He fought my life 


But lately: Very late: Ilov’d him (friend) 


No Father his Son dearer: True to tell thee, 


The grief hath craz’d my wits, What a night’s this ? 


I do befeech your grace. 
Lear, O cry you metcy, Sir; 
Noble Philofopher, your company. 
Edg. Tom’sa cold. 
Glou. In, fellow, there, intoth’ Hovel; keep thee warm. 
‘Lear. Come, let’s in all. t 
Kent, This way, my Lord. 
Lear, With him; 
I will keep ftill with my Philofopher. 
Kent. Good, my Lord, footh him: 


| Let him take the fellow. 


Glou. Take him you on.” 

Kent. Sirrah, comeon: Go along with us. 

Lear. Come; good. «4theman. 

Glou. No words, no words, huh. 

Edg. Child Rowland to the dark Tower came, 
His word was ftill, fie, foh, and fum, 


j fmell the blood of a Brittifh man, LExeunt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Cornwall and Edmund. 


Corn. | will have revenge, e’reI depart his houfe 

Baft. How, my Lord, 1 may be cénfured, that Nature 
thus gives way to Loyalty, fomething fears me to think 
of. 

Corn. 1 now perceive, it was not altogether your 
Brothers evil difpofition made him feek his death: But 
a provoking merit fet a work by a reprovable badnefs 
in himfelf. 

Baft. How malicious is my fortune, that I muft re- 
pent to be juft? This is the Letter which he fpoke of; 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advanta- 
ges of France, O Heavens! That this Treafon were not; 
or not I the Detector. 

Corn, Go with me to the Dutchefs. 

Bajt. If the matter of this Paper be certain, you have 


Corn. True or falfe, it hath made thee Earl of Glou- 
cefter : Seek out where thy Father is, that he may be ready 
for our apprehenfion, se 

Baft. \f 1 find him comforting the King, it will ftuff 
his fufpition more fully. _ 1 will perfevere inmy courfe of 
Loyalty, though the conflict be fore between that and my 
blood. 

Corn. Iwill lay traft upon thee, and thou fhalt find 
a dear father in my Love. LExeunt. 


i101 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Kent and Gloucefter. 


Glou. Here is better than the open air, take it thank- 
fully: I will piece out the comfort with what addition | 
can : I will not be long from you. [Exé. 
_ Kent, All the power of his wits, have given way to his 
impatience : The gods reward your kindnefs. 


Enter Lear; Edgar, afd Fool. 


Edz. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me Nerois an An- 
gler in the Lake of Darknefs: Pray innocent, and beware 
the foul fiend. ’ 

Fool. Prithe, Nuncle, tell me, whether a madinan bea 
Gentleman, or a Yeoman. 

Lear. A King, a King. 

Fool, No, he’sa Yeoman, that-has a Gentleman to his 
Son: For he’sa Yeoman that fees his Sona Gentkman 
before him. 
| Lear. To have a thoufand withred burning {pits 
Come hizzing in upon’em. 

Edgz, Blefs thy five wits. 

Kent. O pity: Sir, where isthe patience now, 
That you fo oft have boafted to remain ? : 

Edg, My tears begin to take his part fo much, 

They marr my counterfeiting. 

Lear. The little dogs and all; 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart : See, they bark at me, 

Edg. Tom will throw his head at them: Avaunt, you 
Currs, be thy mouth or black or white: 

Tooth that poifons if itbite : 

Maftiff, Grey-hound, Mungril, Grim, 

Hound or Spaniel, Brache, or Hym: 

Or Bobtail tike , or Troudle tail, 

Tom will make him weepand wail, 

For with throwing thus my head ; 

Dogs leapt the hatch, and all are fled. 

Do, de, de, de: Sefe,; Come, march to Wakes and Fairs, 
And Market Towns: poor Tom, thy hornisdry. | E-wr. 

Lear Then let them Anatomize Regan: See what 
breeds about her heart. Is there any caufe in Nature that 
make thefe hard hearts. You, Sir, | entertait for one of 
my hundred; only, Ido not like the fafhioa of your gar- 
ments. You will fay they are Perfian; but let them be 
chang’d. 
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Enter Glofter. 


Kent. Now, good my Lord, lie here, and reft a while. 
Lear. Make no noife, makenonoife, draw the Cur- 
tains : So, fo, we'll go to fupper i’ch” Morning: 
Fool, And V’ll go to bed at noon. 
Glou, Come hither, friend; 
Where isthe King, my Malter? 
Kent. Here, Sir, but trouble him not, his wits are gone. 
Glon. Good friend, | pritheetake him in thy arms 5 
I have o’reheard a plot of death upon him : 
There is a Litter ready, lay him in’t, 
And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou fhalt meet 
Both welcome aud protection. Take upthy Matter, 
If thou fhould’ft dally half an hour, his life 
Withthine, and all that offer todefend him, 
Stand in aflured lofs. Take up, take up, 
And follow me, that will to fome provifion 


Give thee quick conduct. Come, come, away. LExenat. 
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Scena: Septima. 


Enter Cornwall, Gonerill, Baftard, 
and Servants. 


Corn. Poft fpeedily to my Lord your Husband, fhew 
him this Letter, the Army. of Fraaceis landed: feck out 
the Traytor Glofter. ; 

Reg. Hang him inftantly. 

. Gon. Pluck out his Eyes. 

Corn. Leave him to my difpleafure. Edmund, keep you 
our Sifter Company : the revenges we are bound to take 
upon your traiterous Father, are not fit for your behold- 
ing. Advife the Duke where you are going, to a moft 
feltinate preparation: we are bound to the like. Our 
Potts thall be fwift, and, intelligent betwixt us. Farewel 
dear Sifter, farewel my Lord of Glofter. 


Enter Steward. 


How now ? Where’s the King ? 
Stew. My Lord of Giofter had convey’d him hence. 
Some five or fix and thirty of his Knights 
Hot Queftrifts after him, met him at gate, 
Who, with fome other of the Lords dependants, 
Are gone with him toward Dover ; where they boalt 
To have well armed Friends. 
Corn. Get Horfes for your Miftrefs. © 
Gon. Farewel, fweet Lord, and Sifter. LExit. 
Corn, Edmund farewel : go feek the Traitor Glojter, 
Pinnion him like a Thief, bring him before us : 
Though well we may not pafs upon his life 
Without the form of Juftice :_ yet our power. 
Shall doa curt’fie to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not controul. 
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Enter Glofter, and Servants. 


Who's there? the Traitor ? 

Reg. Ingrateful Fox, ’tis he. 

Corn. Bind faft his Corky Arms. 

Glo. What mean your Graces? 
Good my Friends confider you are my Guefts : 
Do me no foul play, Friends, 

Corn. Bind him I fay. 

Reg. Hard, hard: O filthy Traitor. 

Glo. Unmerciful Lady, as you are, I’m none, 

Corn, To this Chair bind him, 
Villain, thou fhalt find. 

Glo, By the kind gods, ’tis moft ignobly done 
To pluck me by the Beard. 

Reg. So white, and fuch a Traytor ? 

Glo, Naughty Lady, 
Thefe hairs which thou do’ft ravifh from my Chin 
Will quicken and accufe thee. Iam your Hoft, 
With Robbers hands, my hofpitable favours 
You fhould not ruffle thus. What will you do ? 

(orn. Come, Sir. 
What Letters had you late from France? 

Keg. Be fimple anfwer’d, for we know the truth, 

Cora, And what Confederacy have you with the Tray- 
tors, late footed in the Kingdom ? 

Reg. To whofe hands 
You have fent the Lunatick King : fpeak, 

Glo, | have a Letter gueflingly fet down 
Which came from one that’s of a neutral heart, 
And not from one’oppos’d. 

Corn. Cunning. 

_Reg. And falfe. _ Soils 
~Cor. Where haft thou fent the King ? 

Glo. To Dover, 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 


~~ > 
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Was’t thou not charg’d at peril? 


AndI muft ftand the Courfe. 

‘Pluck out his poor old Eyes: nor thy fierce Sifter, 
In his Anointed flefh, ftick boarifh phangs. 

In Hell-black-night indur’d; would have buoy’d up allt f : 


‘I have ferv’d you ever fince I was a Child: 
But better fervice have I never done yon, © 
Than now to bid you hold. 


| The worft returns to laughter. Welcome then, 


| The wretch that thou haft blown unto the worft, 


Corn, Wherefore to Dover ? Let him anfwer that, - 
Glo. 1am tyed to th’ Stake, ne 


Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
Glo, Becaufe 1 would not fee thy cruel Nails 


The Sea, with fuch a ftormyas his bare head, 


And quench’d the Steeled fires : 
Yet poor old heart, he holp the Heavens to rain, 
If Wolves had at thy Gate howl’d that ‘ftern time, ia 
Thou fhould’ft have faid, good'Porter turnthe Key: | 
All Cruels elfe fubfcribe: but Ifhall fee = 
The winged Vengeance overtake fuch Children, } 
Corn. See’t thalt thou never, Fellows hold:the Chair. | 
Upon thefe Eyes of thine, Pll fet my foot. » 4 | 
Glo, He that will think to live, tillhe beoldj = 
Give me fome help, —Ocruel!'O yougods, = 
Reg. One fide will mock another: th’othertoo, — 
Corn. If you fee vengeance. Unat gobs y 
Serv. Hold your hand, my Lord ? 


4 ‘Post 


Reg. How now, you Dog? Ke 
Ser. If youdid wear a Beard upon your Chin, =| 9] 
I'd fhake it on this quarrel. Whatdoyoumean? = | 
(orn, My Villain? 1 eat 

Ser. Nay then come on, and take the chance of ang 

Reg. Give me thy Sword. A pezant ftand upthus? ) 

Ril bin 

Ser. Oh, I am flain: my Lord, you have one Bye 
To fee fome mifchief on him. Oh. il 

Corn. Left it fee more, prevent it ; 
Where is thy lufter now ? 

Glo. All dark and comfortlefs ? 
Where’s my Son Edmund ? sk I sages“ 
Edmund, enkindle all the fparks of Nature es is 
To quit this horrid act. 

Reg, Out treacherous Villain, Faas ee 
Thou call’ft on him, that hates thee, It washe ~~ 
That made the overture of thy Treafonstous: 
Who is too good to pitty thee. ee 

Glo. O my follies! then Edgar was abus’d. 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and profper him. ot 

Reg. Go thruft him out at Gates, and let him fell” — 
His way to Dover. [Exit with Glofter. 
How is’t, my Lord ? How look you? pee 

Corn. I have receiv’d a hurt: follow me Lady: 
Turn out that Eyelefs Villain: throw this Slave 
Upon the Dunghill: Regan, I bleed apace, 
Untimely comes this hurt. Give me your arm. 
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Adtus Quartus. Scena Prima, 


: Enter Edgar. 


Edz.\7 ET better thus, and known to becontemn’d,_ t 
» 4 Than ftill contemn’d and flatter’d, to be work 
The loweft, and moft deject thing of Fortune, = 
Stands ftill in efperance, lives not in fear. 


The lamentable change is from the beft, 


Thou unfubftantial air that I embrace : ie 


Owes nothing to thy blafts. 


enter) 
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ni The Trage dy ‘of King Lear, 4 10 3 
thy Bring me bue to the very brim of i 
Enter Glofter led by an old man, And Pl repair the stile thou dof bear 
With fomething rich ; 
s But who comes here ? My Father poorly led? I fhall no dentine ee Bie) Bom coat lars 
17 World, World, O World ! Edg. Give me thy arm; ; 
i, | But that thy ftrange mutations make us hate thee ‘oor Tom ss ; 
ty, Life would not yield to age. ; Big eet td : Leet 
tle Old Man. O my good Lord, [have been your Tenant, 
it, | And your Fathers Tenant, thefe fourfcore years, Scena Seciinda. 
Glo. Away, get thee away : good Friend be gone, . eis 
iy, | Thy comforts can do me no good at all, Enter Gonerill, Baftard, and Steward. 
th, | Thee they may burt. Ry 
ny, Old Man. You cannot fee your way. Gon. VVelcome my Lord, ¥ marvel our mild Husband 
fe Gio. | have no way, and therefore want no Eyes: Not met uson the way. Now, where’s your Mafter ? ~ 
iq | [fumbled when I faw. Full oft *tis feen, Stew. Madam within, but never man fo chang’d: 
‘im, | Our means fecure us, and our meer defects I told him of the Army that was Landed : 
aij, | Prove our Commodities. Oh dear Son Edgar, He fmil’d atit. I told him you were coming, 
dh The food of thy abufed Fathers wrath : His anfwer was the worfe. Of Gloffers Treachery, 
ia | Might I but live to fee thee in my touch, And of the loyal fervice of his Son 
the I'd fay | had Eyes again. VVhen I inform’d him, then-he call’d me Sot, 
Old Man, How now ? who’s there ? And told me I had turn’d the wrong fide out : 
, Edg. O gods! Who is’t can fay lam at the worlt? What moft he fhould diflike, feems pleafant to him ; 
oy, | Lam worfe than ere I was. What like, offenfive. sino . 
hee Old Man. ’Tis poor mad Tom. Gon. Then fhall you go no further, 
br Edg. And worfe I may be yet: the worft is not, It is the Cowifh terror of his {pixit 
So long as we can fay this is the worft. That dares not undertake : he’il not feel wrongs 
Old Man. Fellow, where goeft ? Which tye him to an anfwer; our wifhes on the way 
aye Glo, Is it a Beggar-man ? May prove effects. Back Edmund to my Brother, 
ahead Old Man, Madman, and Beggar too. Haften his Mufters, and conduct his powers. 
Glo, He has fome reafon, elfe he could not beg. I muft change names at home, and give the Diftaff 
wie’ «| P th’ laft nights ftorm, I fuch a Fellow faw; Into my Husbands hands. This trufty Servant 
mai | Which made me think a Man, a Worm. My Son Shall pafS between.us ; ere long you are like to hear 
Came then into my mind, and yet my mind (If you-dare venture in your }own behalf ) 
wae | Wasthen fcarce Friends with him. A Miftrefles command. Wear this ; fpare fpeech, 
I have heard more fince : Decline your head. This kifs, if it durft fpeak, 
¢- Oe | As Flies to th? wanton Boyes, are we to th’ gods, Would ftretch thy Spitits up into the air : 
They kill us for their fport. Conceive, and fare.the.well. 
Edg. How fhould this be ? Bajft,, Yours in the ranks of Death, 
Bad is the Trade that mutt play the Fool to forrow, Gon. My moft dear Gloffer. 
ime | Ang’ring itfelf, and others. Blefs the Mafter. Oh, the difference of man, and man, 
wif Glo. Is that the naked Fellow ? To thee a Womans fervices are due, 
Old Man. 1, my Lord. My Foo] ufurps my Body. 
. ke Glo, Get thee away : if for my fake Stew, Madam, here comes my Lord. 
see Thou wilt o’re-take us hence a mile or twain : 
we” | P th? way toward Dover, do it for ancient love, Enter Albany. 
ue | And bring fome covering for this naked Soul, | 
e { Which il intreat to lead me. Gon. \ have been worth the whittle. 
mp? Old Man, Alack Sir, heis mad. Alb, Oh Gonerik, 
adie Glo. ’Tis the times plague, You are not worth the duft which the rude wind | 
{® | When Madmen lead the blind : : Blows in your Face. : 
’ | DoasIbid thee, or rather do thy pleafure : Gon, Milk-liver’d man, : 
lor | Above the reft, be gone. That bear’{ta cheek for blows, a head of wrongs, 
oats Old Man. Vl bring him the beft Parrel that I have, Who haft not in thy brows an Eye-difcerning 
dg  |Come on’t, what will. LExit.| Thine honour, from thy fuffering. 
ene? Glo. Sirrah, naked Fellow. Alb. See thy felf Devil: 
' «| Edg. Poor Tom’sa cold. I cannot daub it further, Proper deformity feems not in the fiend 
— Glo, Come hither Fellow. So horrid as in Woman, 
; Edg. And yet | muft: Gon, Oh vain Fool. 
wil? Blefs thy fweet Eyes, they bleed. bby 4 ve} 
Glo, Know’ft thou the way to Dover ? ie & Enter_a Meflenger. ‘ 
Edg. Both Stile, and Gate, Horfe way, and foot path : 
poor Tom hath been fcar’d out of his good wits. Blefs}  44f. Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Cornwaills dead, 
thee good mans Son, from the foul Fiend. (plagues | Slain by his Servant, going to put out 
se Glo. Here take this Purfe, thou whom the Heav’ns| The other Eye of Glofter. _ 
ei’ | Have humbled to ail ftrokes = that | am wretched Alba. Glofters Eyes? « 
@ | Makes thee the happier : Heavens deal fo ftill : eUef. A Servant that he bred, thrill’d with remorfe, 
| Let the fuperfluous, and Luft-dieted man, Oppos’d againft the at: bending hisSword 
} That flaves your Ordinance, that will not fee To his great Mafter, who, thereatenrag’d 
5 Becaufe he do’s not feel, feel your power quickly : Flew on him, and amongft them fell’d him dead, . 
id So diftribution fhould undo excefs, sat o But not without that harmful ftroke, which fince 
i And each man have enough. Do’ft thou know Dover ? Hath pluck’d him after. oe 
ye Edg. 1 Matter. Alba. This fhews youare above _ 
Glo. There is a Cliff, whofe high and bending head You Juftices, that thefe ourmether crimes _ 
Looks fearfully in the confined Deep: So fpeedily can venge, But (O poor Gloffer) 


Loft 
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Loft he his other Eye? y ee Stew. No, Madam. 
Mef, Both, both, my Lord. be 
This Letter Madam, “craves a fpeedy Anfwer : 

Tis from your Sifter. OAL an 
Gon, One way I like this well, '* @ 
But being Widow, and my Glofter with her, 
May ail the building in my fancy pluck 
“Upon my hateful life, \Anather way,? 
The News is not fo tart. 17 read, and anfwer. 
Alba. Where was his Son, re ae 
When they did take*his met oe ee 
Mf. Come with my Lady hither, 
Alba, He is not here. <asepedh bie 
Mf. No, my good Lord, I met him back again. 
‘Alba, Knows he the wickedhefs ? ok 
Mef, 1, my good Lord : twas he infform’d againft him, 
And quit the Houfe of purpofe, that theit punifhment 
Might have the freer courfe. . ae 
Alb, Glofter, 1 live. ait 
To thank thee for the Tove thou fhewd’ ft the King; 
And to revenge thine Eyes. Comte hither Friend, ~~ 
Tell me what more thou know’ft. (LExennt. 


Reg. What might import my Sifters Letter to him ? | © 
Stew. I know not, Lady. Has 
Reg. Faith heis pofted hence on ferious matter; 

It was great ignorance, Gloffers Eyes being out 

To let him live: Where he arrives, he moves 

All hearts againft us : Edmund, | think, isgone oe 

In pitty of his mifery, to difpatch 6 case 

His nighted life: Moreover to defery 

The ftrength oth’ Enemy. 1) 
Stew, I muft needs after him, Madam, with my Letter BA 
Reg. Our Troops fet forth to morrow, ftay with us: ate 

| |The wayes are dangerous. Pee | 
Stew. I may not, Madam: on 4¥ikie ee 

My Lady charg’d my duty in his bufinefs.! pore bales 
Reg. VVhy-fhould the write to Edmund?si 


| Might not you tranfport her purpofes by word? Belike. : 
Some things, I know not what: I'll love themuch | | 
Let me unteal the Letter. Mew bites 
Stew. Madam, | had rather —= sb bra ae 
Reg. 1 know your Lady do’s not love her Husband, | 
Tam fureof that: and at herslate being here | 
She gave ftrange Iliads, and moft fpeakingiooks.. | 
To Noble Edmund. 1 know youare of her bofome. |: 
Stew. 1, Madam? von bene 
Reg. I fpeak in underftanding: Y’are: Tknow't, 
Therefore I do advife you take this note: re 
‘| My Lord is dead : Edmund, and I have talk’d, 
And more convenient is he for my hand 9 os 
Than for your Ladies: You may gather mores. 
If you do find him, pray you give him this; 
And when your Muftrifs hears thus much from jou, 
I pray defire her call her wifdomtoher. 
So fare you well: 5 2 
‘| If you do chance to hear of that blind Traytor, - 
Preferment-falls on him, that cuts him off.” 
Stew. VVould I could meet him, Madam,1 
VVhat party I do follow. fe 
Reg. Fare thee well. G6 


Scena Tertia. ig 21 Ts 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Cordelia, Gentlemen, 
“and Souldiers:° 7 Big (Oe 


(or. Alack, ’tis he: why he was meteven now 
As made the vext Sea, fingin -aloud, "aki 
Crown’d with tank Fenitar, and furrow weeds, 
With Hardocks, Hemlock, Nettles, Cuckow Flowers, - 
Darnel, and all the Taye tied ined F 
In our fuftaining Corm. «A Century f nd forth ; o- 
Search every Acre inthe hightgrown Field, 
And bring him to our Eye, What can mans wifdom 
In the reftoring his bereaved Senfe = ‘he that helps him, 
Take all my outward worth. 9° ~*~ 
| Gent. There is means, Madam : 

Our fofter Nurfe of Nature, is repof, 
The which he lacks: that to provoke in him, 
Are many Simples operative, whofe power 
Will clofe the Eye of Anguifh. 

Cord. All bleft Secrets, 
All you unpublifh’d Vertues of the Earth 
Spring with my tears; be aidant, and remediate 
Inthe good mans defire : feek, feek for him, 
Left his ungovern'd rage, diffoive the life 
That wants the means to lead it. 


Mpa ke 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Glofter, and Edgar. - f 


Glo. VVhen fhall I come to th’ top of that 
Edg. You do climb up it now. Look how we | 
Glo. Me thinks the ground is even. eae 
Edg. Horrible fteep. F by Fae 
Hark, do you hear the Sea ? 
Glo. No truly. o's fas 
dg. VVhy then your other Senfes grow imperfe 
By your Eyes anguifh, mh 
Glow So may it be indeed. Pees 
Me thinks thy Voice is alter’d, and thou fpeak’t 
In better phrafe, and matter than thou didft. - 
Edg, Y’ are much deceiv’d: in nothing aml 
But in my Garments. - ictal E 
i. Glo, Me thinks y’ are better fpoken. 
4d, Come on Sir, 7 
Heres the place: ftand ftill: how fearful 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Mef. News, Madam, ae 
| The Brittith Powers are marching hitherward. 

Cord. Tis known before. Our preparation ftands 
In expectation of them. O dear Father, 
It is thy bufinefs that I go about : therefore great France 
My mourning, and importun’d tears hath pittied “cap 
Nowblown Ambition doth our Arms incite, 
But love, dear love, and our ag’d Fathers Right : 
Soon may Ihear, and fee him. > LExeunt. 


— Scena Quarta. 
Enter Regan, and Steward. 


Reg: But are my Brothers Powers fet forth ? 
Stew, 1,Madam.: bttrrtei ject 
Reg. Himfelf in perfon there 2. assis 
Stew. Madam, with much adoe’ «© 
Your Sifter is the better Souldier. tot ca 
Reg. Lord Edmund fpake not with your Lord at home ; 


Left: my brain turn, and the deficient fight 
Topple down headlong. aa 


Te 


The Tragedy of King Lear. 


Glou, Set me where you ftand. 
Edg. Give me your hand: 
You are now within a foot of th’extrean Verge : 
For all beneath the Moon would I not leap upright. 
Glow. Let go my hand : 
Here friends; another purfe , in it,a Jewell 
Well worth a poor mans taking. Fairies, and gods 
Profper it with thee. Go thou further off, 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 
Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. 
Glou. With all my heart. 
Edg. Why dol trifle thus with his defpair, 
’ Tis done to cure it. : 
Glow. O you mighty gods ! 
This world I do renounce, and in your fights 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
If { could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great oppofelefg wills, 
My {nuff, and loathed part of nature fhould 
Burn it felfout. If Edgar live, O blefs him. 
Now fellow,°fare the well. 
Edg. Good Sir, Farewel. 
And yet I know not how conciet may rob 
The Treafure of life, when life it felf ; 
Yields tothe Theft. Had he been where he thought, 
By this had thought been paft. Alive, or dead ? 
Hoa, you Sic: friend, here you Sir, {peak : 
Thus might he pafs indeed: yet he revives. * 
What are you Sir ? 
Glou. Away, and let me die. 
Edg. Had’ft thou been ought 
But Gozemore, Feathers and air, 
(So many fathom down precipitating) 
Thoud’tt fhiver’dlikean Egg: but thou do’ft breath : 
Hatt heavy fubftance, bleed’ft not, fpeak, art found ? 
Ten Matfts at each, make not the altitude 
Which thou haft perpendicularly fell, 
The life’s a miracle. Speak-yet again. 
Glow. But have I faln, or no ? 
Edg. From the dread Summet of this Chalky Bourn _ 
Look up.a height, the fhrill gor’d Lark fo far 


‘| Cannot be feen or heard: Do but look up. 


Glon. Alack, | have no eyes: , 
Is wretchednefs depriv’d that benefit 
Toend.it felf by death ? "Twas yet fome comfort, 
When mifery could beguile the tyrants rage, 
And fruftrate his.proud will, 

Edg. Give me your arm. 

Up, . : Howis’t? Feel you your Legs? You fland. 

Glou. Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is above all ftrangenefs 
Upon the Crown oth’Cliffe, What thing was that 
Which parted from you? 

Glou. A poor unfortunate Beggar. ‘ 

Edg. As | ftood here below, me thought his eyes 
Were two full Moons: he had a thoufand Nofes, 
Horns walk’d, and wav’d like the enraged Sea : 

It wasfome fiend: therefore thou happy Father, 
Think that the cleareft gods, who make them honors 
Of mens impoflibilities, have preferved thee. 

Glow. {do remember now : henceforth le bear 
Affliction, till ig do.cry out it felf . 
Enough, enough, and die, That thing you {peak of, 
I took it fora man: often ’twould fay 
The fiend, the fiend, he led me,to that place. 

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. 


Emer Lear, 


But who comes here ? 
The fafer fenfe will ne’re accomodate 
His Mafter thus. 
Lear. No, they cannot touch me for crying. Iam the 
King himfelf. 
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Edgar. O thou fide-piercing fight ! 

Lear, Natures above Art, 10 tiat refpect. There’s your 
Prefs-mony. That fellow handles his Bow like a Crow. 
Keeper : draw mie a Cloathiers yard. Look,look, aMoufe, 
Peace, Peace, this piece of toafted Cheefe will doo’t, 
There’s my Gauntlet, I’le prove it ona Gyant. Bring up 
the brown Bills. O well lon Fane ith’clout, ith’clout : 
Hewgh. Give the word. 

Edg. Sweet Marjoram. 

Lear, Pafs. 

Glon, 1 know that voice, 

Lear. Ha! Gonerill witha white beard? They flatter’d 
me like a Dog, and told me I had the white hairs in my 
Beard, ere the black ones were there. To fay [, and no, to 
every thing that I faid: I, and no too, was no good Divi- 
nity. When the rain came to wet me once, and wind to 
make me chatter: when the Thunder would not peace at 
my bidding, there I found ’em, there I fmelt’em out; Go 
to, they are not men o’their words ; they told me, I was 
every thing: "Tis a Lie, | am not Ague proof. 

Glox, The trick of that voice, | do well remember : Is’t 
not the King? 

Lear. 1, every incha king. 

When | do ftare, fee how the fubject quakes. 

I pardon that mans life. What wasthy canfe ? 
Adultery ? thou fhale not die: dic for Adultery ? 
No, the wren goes too’t, and the fimall gilded Flie 

Do’s letcher in my fight. Let Copulation thrive : 

For Glofters Baftard Son was kinder to his Father, 

Than my Daughters got tween the lawful fheets, 

Too’t Luxury pell-mell, for I lack Souldiers. 

Behold you fimpring Dame, whofe face between her Forks 
prefages Snow ; that minces Vertue, and do’s fhakethe 
head to hear of pleafuresname. The Fitchew, nor the 
foyled Horfe goes too’t with a more riotous appetite : 
down from the wafte they are Centaures, though women 
all above: but to the Girdle do the gods inherit, beneath 
is all the fiends. There’s hell, there’s darknefs, there is the 
fulphurous pit, burning, fcalding, ftench, confumption : 


‘ Fie, fie, fie; pah, pah: Give me an Ounce Of Civet; 


good Apothecary fweeten my imagination: ‘There’s 
money, for thee. 

Glou, O let me kifs that hand, 

Lear. Let me wipe it firft, 

It fmells of Mortality. 

Glou. O ruin’d piece of nature, this great world 
Shall fo wear out to naught. 

Do’ft thou know me? | 

Lear. J remember thine eyes well enough: doit thou 
fquiny at me? No, do thy worft blind Cupid, I’le not love. 
Read thou this challenge, mark but the penning of it. 

Glow. Were all thy Letters Suns, | could not fee one. 

Edg, 1 would not take this from report, 

It is, and my heart breaks at it. 

Lear. Read. 

Glon. What with the Cafe of eyes ? 

Lear. Obho, are you there with me? No eyesin your 
head, nor no money in your purfe? Your eyes are in hea- 
vy cafe, your purfe in a light, yet you fee how this world 

oes. 
: Glou, 1 fee it feelingly. Se 

Lear. What, art mad ?. A man may fee how this world 
goes, withnoeyes. Look with thine ears: See how yond 
Juftice rails upon yond fimple thief. Heark in thine ear : 
Change places, and handy-dandy, which is the Juftice, 
which isthe thief: Thou haftfeen a Farmers dog bark 


at a Beggar ? : 


Glou, Sir. 


Lear. And the Cteatiite run from the Cur: thete thou 


| might’ft behold the greet image of Authority, a Dog’s 
| obey’d in Office. Thou, Rafcal Beadle, hold thy bloudy 


hand: why do’ft thou lafh that VVhore? Strip thy own 
back, thou hotly lufts to ufe her in that kind; for which 
thou whip’ft her. The Ufiirer hangs the Cozener. — 

. : __Fough 
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rough and tatter’d cloaths, great Vices doappear: R 
and farr’d gowns hide all. Place fins with gold, and the 
{tronge Lance of juftice, hurtlefs break 
a Pigmy’s ftraw doth pierce it. 
fay none, Pigable’em,; take that of me my friend, who 
have the power to feal th’accufers lips. Get thee glafs eyes, 
and likea fcurvy Politician, feem to fee the things thou 
do’ft not. Now, now, now, now. Pull offmy Boots : har- 
der, harder, fo, 
Edz. © matter, and impertinency mixt, 
Reafon in Madnefs. 
Lear. lf thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Glofter : 
| Thou muft be patient, we came crying hither - 
| Thou know’ft, the firft rime that we fmell the air 
| We wawle, and cry. I will preach to thee : Mark. 
Glox, Alack, alack, the day. 
| __ Lear, When we are born, we cry that we are come 
| To this great ftage of fools.. This a good block: 
| It were a delicate ftratagem to fhooe 
| A Troop of Horfe with felt: V’le put’t in proof, 
| And when I have ftoln upon thefe Sons-in-Laws : 
| 
| 
| 
} 
| 


| 
{ 
} 


Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 
Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent. O here heis: lay hand upon him, Sir. 
Your moft dear Daughter ——__ ~ 
Lear, Norefcue ? what, a Prifoner ?. I ameven 
Fie Natural Fool of fortune. Ufe me well, 
You fhall have ranfom, Let me have Surgeons, 
| am cutto th’Brains. 
Get. You fhall have any thing, 
Leare No Seconds? All my felf ? 
Why, this would make a man, aman of Salt ; 
To ufe his eyes for Garden water-pots. I will die bravely, 
Like a finug Bridegroom. What? I will be Jovial: 
| Come, come, lama King. Mafters, know you that ?. 
Gent, Youare a Royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear. Then there’s life in’tr. Come, and you get it, 
You fhall get it by running - Sa, fa, fa, fa. [Eait. 
Gert. A fight moft pitiful inthe meaneft wretch, 
Paft {peaking of ina King. Thou haft a Daughter 
Who redcems nature from the general curfe 
Which twain have brought her to. 
Edg. Hail, gentle Sir. 
Gent, Sir, {peed you: what’s your will ? 
Edg. Do you hear ought (Sir) of a Battel toward. 
Gent. Molt fure, and vulgar : 
Every one hears that, which can diftinguifh found. 
Eadg, But by your favour : 
How near’s the other Army ? 
Gent. Near, and on fpeedy foot : the main difcry 
Stands on the hourly thought. 
\ Edg, \ thank you,Sir, that’s all. 
Gent. Though that the Queen on fpecial caufe is here, 
Her Army is mov’d on. L Exit. 
Edg. (thank you,Sir. 
Glou. Youever gentle gods, take my breath from me, 
Let not my worfer Spirit tempt meagain 
To die before you pleafe, 
Edg. Well, pray you Father. 


nee eUeEEEEIIEEEennnememeenet 


Glow. Now good Sir, what are you? 3 

€dg. Amoft poor man, madetame to fortunes blows eee. L Drum afar off. 
Who, by the Art of known, and feeling forrows, And woes, by wrong imaginations lofe 
Am pregnantto good pitty. Give me your hand, The knowledg of themfelves. : 
le lead you to fome biding. Edg. Give me your hand : i 

Glou. Hearty thanks : Far off methinks I hear the beaten Drum. o>. 
The bounty, and the benizon of Heaven Come, Father, I’le beftow you with a friend.  [Exevnt. 
To boot, and boot. 

Enter Steward. 
Stew. A proclaim’d prize : moft happy: . Scene 


The Tragedy of King Lear. 
obes,| That eyelefs head of thine, was firft fram’d flefh 


s: Arme it in rags, | Briefly thy. felfremember : the Sword is out 
None does offend, none, !| That mutt deftroy thee. 


To raife my fortunes. Thou old, unhappy traitor, 


Glou. Now let thy friendly hand 
Put ftrength enough to’t. 
Stew. Wherefore,bold Peazant, 
Darft thou fupport a publifh’d traitor ? hence, 
Left that th’intection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let gohis Arm. 
Edg. Chill not let go Zir, 
Without vurther cafion. 
Stew. Let go, Slave, or thou dy’ft. ? 
Edg. Good Gentleman go your gate, and let poor volk 
pafs: and’chud ha’been zwagged out of my life, *twould 
ha’been zo long as ’tis, by a vortnight. Nay, come not 
nearth’old man: keep out che vor’ye, or ice try whither 
your Coftard, or my Ballow be the harder; chill be plain 
with you, 
Stew, Out Dunghil. 
Edg. Child pick your teeth Zir: come, no matter vor 
your foyns. 
Stew. Slave thou haft flain me: villain, take my purfe; 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body, 
And give the Letters which thou find’ft about me, 
To Edmud Earl of Gloffer : feek him out 
Upon the Englifh party. Oh untimely death, death. 
Edg,,1 know thee well. A ferviceable Villain, 
As duteous to the vices of thy Miftris, 
As badnefs would defire. 
Glou, What, is he dead ? 
Edg. Sit you down Father : reft you. 
Let’s fee thefe Pockets; the Letters that he fpeaks of 
May be my friends: he’sdead; I am only forry 
He had no other Deathfman. Let us fee: 
Leave gentle wax, and manners: blame us not 
To know our enemies minds, we rip their hearts, 
Their Papers are more lawful. 


Reads the Letter. 


: Et our reciprocal vows be remembred. You' have many | 


opportunities to cut him off if your will want not, time 
and place will be fruitfully offer’d. Thereis nothing done. If he 
return the Conqueror, then am I the Prifoner, andhis bed, my 
Gaol, fromthe loathed warmth whereof, deliver me, and {upply 


the place of our Labour. 
Your (Wife, fo T would fay) affettio- 
nate Servant, Goneril, 


Of indiftinguifh’d fpace of Womans will, 
A plot upon her vertuous Husbands life, 
And the exchange my brother : here, in the fands 
Thee I’le rake up, the poft unfandtified 
Of murtherous Letchers: and in the mature time, 
With this ungracious paper ftrike the fight 
Of the death-practis’d Duke: for him’tis well, 
That of thy death, and bufinefs, I can tell. 

Glou. The King is mad : 
How ftiffe is my vile fenfe : 
That I ftand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge forrows? Better I were diftract, 
So fhould my thoughts be fever’d from my griefs, 


x = as 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Cordelia, Kent ard Gentleman. 


Cor. Othou good Kent, 
How fhall I live and work 
To match thy goodnefs ? 
My life will be too fhort, 
And every meafure fail me. 
Kent. Tobe acknowledg’d Madam is o’re-paid, 
All my reports go with the modeft truth, 
Nor more, nor clipt, but fo. 
Cor. Be better fuited, 
Thefe weeds are memories of thofe worfer hours : 
I prethee put them off. 
Kent. Pardon, dear Madam, 
Yet to be known fhortens my made intent, 
My boon I make it, that you know me not, 
Till time, and I think meet. 
Cor. Then be’t fo my good Lord: 
How do’s the King ? 
Gent. Madam, fleeps ftill. 
Cor, O you kind gods ! 
| Cure this great breach in his abufed Nature, 
Th’untun’d and jarring fenfes, O wind up, 
Of this child changed Father, 
Gent. So pleafe your Majefty. 
That we may wake the King, he hath flept long ? 
Cor. Be govern’d by your knowledge, and proceed 
V’ch’ fway of your own will ; is he array’d ? 


Enter Lear ina Chaity carried by Servants, 


Gent. 1 Madam: in the heavinefs of fleep, 
We put frefh garments on him, 
Be by, good Madam, when we do awake him, 
I doubt not of his Temperance. 
Cor. O my dear Father, reftauration hang 
Thy medicine on my lips, and let this kifs 
Repair thofe violent harms, that my two Sifters 
Have in thy Reverence made. 
Kent. Kind and dear Princefs. 
Cor, Had you not been their Father,thefe white flakes 
Did challenge pity ofthem. Was this face 
To be oppos’d againft the jarring winds? 
Mine Enemies dog, though he had bit me, 
Should have ftood that night againft my fire, 
And was’t thou fain ( poor Father ) 
To hovell thee with Swine and Rogues forlorn, 
In fhort, and mufty ftraw? alack, alack, 
Tis wonder that my life and wits, at once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes, fpeak to him. 
Gent. Madam, do you, ’tis fittett. 
Cor. How does my Royal Lord? 
How fares your Majetfty ? 
| Lear. You do me wrong to take me oat oth’gtave ; 
Thou art a Soul in blifs, but 1 am bound 
Upon a wheelof fire, that mine own tears 
Do fcald, like molten Lead. 
Cor. Sir, do you know me? = d 
Lear. Youare a Spirit | know, when did you die ? 
Cor, Still, ftill, far wide. 
Gent. He’ s fcarce awake, 
Let him alone a while. 
Lear. Where have I been ? 
Where am I? fair day light ? 
lam mightily abus’d 5 I fhould evén die with pity 
To fee another thus... [know not.what'to fay : 
I will not fwear thefe are oly hands: let’s fee, 
| feel this pin prick, would I_were affur’d 
Of my condition, 
Cor. O look upon me, Sir, 


T be Tragedy of King Lear. 


Be ee ee 


And a a, RE es your hand in benediction o’re me. 

You muft not kneel. ; 
Lear. Pray do not mock me; 

Tama very foolifh fond old map 

Fourfcore and upward : 

Not an hour more, nor lef’: 

And to deal piaialy, 

Nes ey not in my perfect mind, 

ethiaks 1 fhould know you, and know this m 
Yet am doubtful! : fo, itn mainly ignorant ve 
What place this is and ail the skill Ihave 
Remeniders not thete garments: norl know not ~ 
Where i did lodge lait night, Do not laugh at me 
For (as lama man) I think this Lady ‘ 
To be iny child Cordelia. 

Gr. And folam: Tam, 

Lear, Be your tears wet ? 

Yes faith: I pray weep not. 

If you have poifon for me, I will drink it : 

I know you do not love me, for your Sifters 
Have (asIdoremember) done me wrong. 
You have fome caufe, they have not. 

Cor, No caufe, no caufe, 

Lear, Am I in France ? 

Kent. In your own Kingdom, Sir, 

Lear. Do not abufe me. 

Gent. Be comforted, good Madam, the great rage 
You fee is kill’d in him: defire him to go in, 
Trouble him no more till further fetling. 

Cor. Wilt pleafe your highnefs walk ? 

Lear. You mutt bear with me : 

Pray you now forget, and forgive, 


I am old and foolifh. [ Exeunt. 


Attus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter with Drum ana Colours, Edmund, Regan, 
Gentlemen, and Souldiers. 


Baft. or of the Duke if his laft purpofe hold, 
Or whether fince he is advis’d by ought 

To change the courfe, he’s full of alteration, 

And felf reproving, bring his conftant pleafure. 
Reg. Our Sifters manis certainly mifcarried. 
Baft:-’ Tisto be doubted ,Madam. 

Reg. Now {weet Lord, 

You know the goodnefs [intend upon you: 

Tell me but truly, but‘themfpeak the truth, 

Do you not love my Sifter ? 

Baft. In honoar’d Love. 
Reg. But have you never found my Brothers way, 

To the fore-fended place ? ; 
Beh No by mine honour, Madam. 

Reg. 1 never fhall endure her, dear my Lord, 

Be not familiar with her. 

Baff. Fear not, fhe and the Duke ber husband. 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Albany, Goneril, Souldiers. 


Alba. Our very loving Sifter, well be met : 
Sir, this [heard, the King is come to his Daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our State 
— to cry out. 

Reg, Why isthisreafon'd? . 

‘Gon, Combine together >eainft the Enemy : 
For thefe domeftick, and particular broils, 
Are not the queftion here. nee 

Alb. Let’sthen determine with th’ancient of wart 
On our proceeding. 3 

Reg. ditter, you il go with us? Gon. No. 

Reg; ’Tis Moft convenient, pray £0 with us. Ae 
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Gon. Oh, i L know. the Riddle 1 will go. . 
et ae t Exeunt both the Armies. 


Enter Edgar. 


cde, If ere your Grace had fpeech with man fo poor, 


Eag 
Hear me one word. 
Alb, Vie overtake you, fpeak. 
Edg, Before you fight the Battel, ope this Letter - 
if you have victory, let the Trumpet found 
For him that brought it: wretch though I feem, 
I can produce a Champion, that will prove 
What isavouched there. If you mifcarry, 
Your bofinefs of the world hath fo an end, 
And machination ceafes. Fortune loves you. 
Alb, Stay till I have read the Letter, 
Edg. \ was forbid it. eae 
When time fhall ferve, let but the Herald cry, 
And \’le appear again, [ Exit. 
Alb, Why farethee well, will o’re-look thy paper. 


Enter Edmund. 


Baft. The Enemy’s in view, draw up your powers, 
Here is the guefs of their true ftrength and forces, 
By diligent difcovery, but your haft ; 
Is now urg’d on you. 

c4ib. We will greet the time. Exit. 

Balt. To both thefe Sifters have I fworn my love: 

Each jealous of the other, as the ftung 

Are ofthe Adder. Which of them fhall I take ? 
Both? One? Orneither? Neither canbe enjoy’d, 
if bothremainalive: Totakethe Widow, 
Exafperates, makes mad her Sifter Goverill, 

And hardly fhall carry out my fide, 
Her Husbaiid being alive. Now then, we'll ufe 
His countenance for the Battel, which being done, 
Let her who would be'tid of hit) devife © 

His {peedy taking off. As for the mercy 

Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, 

The Battel done, and they within our power ; 
Shall never fee his pardon : for my ftate, 


Stands on me todefend, not to debate. [Exit. 


Scena Sectnda. ‘ 
eAlarum within. Enter with Drum.and Colours, Lear 
Cordelia,and Souldiers,over the Stage, & Exeunt. 


Enter Edgar, and Gloucefter... 9 ¢ 


Edg.’ Here Father, take the fhadow of this tree 
For your good hoaft: pray thatthe right may thrive : 
if ever I return to you again, 
le bring you comfort. 


Glo. Grace be with you Sir. LExit. 


Enter Edgar. 


Edg. Away old man, give me thy hand, away : 
King Lear hath loft, he and his Daughter tane, 
Give me thy hand. Come on, 

Glo. No further Sir, a man may rot even here. 

Edg. What in ill thoughts again ? 

Men muft endure ; 
Their going hence, evenas their coming hither, , — 
Ripenefs is all, come on. , 


Glo, And that’s true too, de Exeunt. 


The Tragedy of King Lear. 


‘| My felf could elfe out-frown falfe fortunes frown. 


|: We two alone will Sing like Birds ?’th’Cage : 


[ Alarum and Retreat within. | 


Scena-Tertia: 


Enter in conqueft with Drum and Colours, Edmund, Lear, 
and Cordelia, as prifoners, Souldiers, Captain, 


Baft. Some Officers take them away : good guard, 
Until their greater pleafures firft be kaown . 
That are to cenfure them. ¢ 

Cor. We are not the firft, 

Who with beft meaning have incurr’d the worft : 
For thee, opprefled King, 1am caft down. 


Shall we not fee thefe Daughters, and'thefe Sifters ? 
_ Lear, No, no, 0, no: come lets away to prifon: 


When thou do’ft ask me blefling, Vle kneel down 
And ask of thee forgivenefs: So we’ll live, 
And pray and Sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterffies: and hear poor Rogues 
Talk of Court news, and. weJl talk with them too, 
Who lofes, and who wins ; whe’s if;)who’s out: 
And take upon’s the myftery of things, 
As if we were Gods {pies : And we’ll wear out 
Ina wall’d prifon, packs and fects of great ones 
That ebbe and flow by th’Moon. 

Baft. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon fuch facrifices, my Cordelia, 
The gods themfelves throw incenfe. 
Have I caught thee? 
He that parts us, fhall bring a Brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence, like Foxes » wipe thine eye, 
The good years fhall devour them, flefh and fell, 
E’re they fhall make us weep? 
We’ll fee’em ftarv’d firft: come. > 

Baft. Come hither Captain, hark. 
Take thouthis note, go follow them to prifon, 
One ftep f have advanc’d thee, if thou doft 
As this inftructs thee, thou doft make thy way 
To Noble Fortunes: know thou this, thatmen 
Areas the time is; to be tender mifided 
Do’s not become a Sword, thy great imployment 
Will not bear queftion : either fay thou’ltdo’t, 
Or thrive by other means, 

Capt. Vle do’t my Lord. 

Baft. About it, and write happy, when th’aft done, 
Mark I fay inftantly, and carry it fo 
As I have fet it down. 


LExit. 


[Exit Captain. | 
Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan, Souldiers. 


Alba. Sir, you have fhew’d to day your valiant ftrain 
| And fortune led you well: you have the Captives 
| Who were the oppofites of this day’s fife: 
| I dorequire them of you fo to ufe them, 
| Aswe fhall find their merits, and our fafety 
May equally determine. ae 
Baft. Sir, I thought it fit, : 
| To fend the old and miferable King to fome retention, 
| Whofe Age had Charms in it, whofe Title more, 
To pluck the common bofom on this fide, 
And turn our impreft Launces in our eyes 
Which docommandthem. With him! fent the Queen 
My reafon all the fame, and they are ready . 
To morrow, or at further fpace, vappear 
Where you fhall hold your Seflion. 
Alba. Sit, by your patience. 
[hold you.but a fubject of this VVar, 
Not as a Brother. 
eg. That’s as.we lift to gracehim. 
Methinks our pleafure might have been demanded 
Ere you had fpoke fo far, Heled our Powers, 
Bore the Commiflion of my place and perfon, 


The Tragedy of King Lear. 


The which immediacy may well ftand up, 
And call it felf your Brother, 
Gon. Not fo hot : 
In his own grace he doth exalt him(clf, ' 
More than in,your addition. 
Reg. In my rights, 
By me invefted, he compeers. the bett. 
Alb. That were the moft; if he fhould Hasband you. 
Reg, Jeltersdo oft prove Prophets. 
Gon, Holla, holla, 
That Eye that told you fo, look’d but a fquint. 
Reg. Lady iam not well, élfeT fhould anfwer 
From a full flowing ftomach. General, 


| Take thou,my Souldiers, Prifoners, Patrimony, 


Difpofe of them, of me,.the Walls are thine: 
Witnefs the World, that I create thee here, 
My Lord, and Matter. 
Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ? 
Alb. The lett alone lies ‘notin your good will. 
Baft. Nor inthine, Lord. 
cAlb. Half blouded Fellow, yes. 
Reg. Let the Drum ftrike, and prove my title thine. 
Alb. Stay yet, hear reafon: Edmund, | arrelt thee 
On capital Treafon; and in thy arreft, ) 
This gilded Serpent: for your claim fair Sifters, 
I bare it in the intereft of my Wife, 
Tis fhe is fub-contracted to this Lord, 
And I her Husband contradict your Banes. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me; 
My Lady is befpoke. 
Gon, An enterlude. 
Alb, Thouartarmed, Glojter, 
Let the Trumpet found : od 
If none appear to prove upon thy perfon, 
Thy heinous, manifeft, and many Treatons, 
There is my pledge : Vil make it on thy heart 
Ere I tafte Bread, thou art in nothing lefs 
Than I have here proclaim’d thee. 
Reg. Sick, O fick. at 
Gon. If not, I'll ne’re truft Medicine. 
Baft. There’s my exchange, what in the World he is 
That names me Traytor, Villain-like he lies, 
Call by the Trumpet: he that dares approach } 
On him, on you, who not, I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 


Enter a Herald. 


Alb. A Herald, ho. 
Truft to thy fingle vertues, for thy Souldiers 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their difcharge. 
Reg. My ficknefs grows upon me. 
clb. She is not well, convey her to my Tent, 
Come hither, Herald, let the Trumpet found, 
And read out this. Led Trumpet founds. 
Herald reads. 
[*. any man of quality or degree within the lifts of the 
edrmy, will maintain upon Edmund fuppofed Earl o 
Glofter, that he is a manifold Traytor , let bum appear by 
the third found of the Trumpet: he is bold in his deo 


fence. 1 Trumpet. 
Her. Again. 2. Trumpet. 
Her. Again. 3 Trumpet. 


[Trumpet anfwers him within, 
Enter Edgar armed. 


e4ib. Ask him-his purpofes, why he appears 
Upon this Call o’ th’ Trumpet. 

Her. What are you? 
Your name, your quality, and why you anfwer 
This prefent Summons ? 


ee ae 


: Fae. pare my name is loft 
y ireaions Tooth y bare-gnawn, an er-bi 
Yet am I Noble as the tertary: — 
[ come to cope. : 
“gi aay is that Adverfary ? | 
Edg. at’s he that {peaks for Edmund Ear] of Glofer ? | 
Baft. Himfelf, what fait thou to him ? ps | 
Edg. Draw thy Sword. 
That if my Speech offend a Noble heart, | 
Thy arm may do thee Juftice, here is mine : 
Behold it is my priviledge, 
The priviledge of mine honours, 
My Oath, and my profeffion.. I proteft, 
Maugre thy ftrength; place, youth, and eminence 
Deipife thy Victor-Sword, and fire new fortune, 
Uhy valour, and thy heart, thou art a Traytor : 
Falfe to thy gods, thy Brother, and thy Father, 
Confpirant ’gainft this high illuftrious Prince, 
And from th’ extreameft upward of thy head, 
To the defcent and duft below thy foot, 
A moft Toad-fpotted Traytor, Say thou no, 
his Sword, thisarm, and my beft fpirits are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto | fpeak, 
Thou lyeft. 
Baft. In wifdom I fhould ask thy name, 
But {ince thy out-fide looks fo fair and Warlike, 
And that thy tongue (fome fay) of breeding breaths,’ 
What fafe, and nicely I might well delay, | 
By rule of Knight-hood, I difdain and fpurn: 
Back do | tofs thefe Treafons to thy head, 
With the Hell-hated Lie, orewhelm thy heart, 
Which for they yet glance by, and fcarcely bruife, 
This Sword of mine fhali give them inftant way, 
Where they fhall reft for ever. Trumpets fpeak. 
Alb, Save him, fave him. [ Alarums, Fights. 
Gon. This is practice, Glofter, % 


? 


By th’ law of War, thou waft not bound to anfwer 
An unknown oppofite : thou art not vanquifh’d, 
But cozen’d, and begnil’d. 

Alb. Shut your mouth, Dame, 
Or with this paper fhall I ftop it: hold, Sir, 
Thou worfe than any name, read thine own cvil : 
No tearing Lady, I perceive you know it. 

Gon. Say if f}do, the Laws are mine not thine, 
Who can arraign me for’t ? 

Alb. Moft monftrous! O, knowft thouthis Paper? | 

Baft. Ask me not what I know. 

Alb. Go after her, fhe’s defperate, govern her, 

Baff. What you have charg’d me with, 
That have I done, 
And more, much more, the time will bring it ont. 
’Tis paft, and foam I: But what art thou 
That haft this fortune on me ? If thou’rt Noble, 
I do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let’s exchange charity : | 
Iam no lefs in bloud than thou art, Edmund, 

| . 


[ Exit. | 


If more, the more th’ haft wrong’d me. 
My name is Edgar, and thy Fathers Son, 
The gods are juft, and of our pleafant Vices 
Make inftruments to plague us: 
The dark and vitious place, where thee he got, 
Coft him his Eyes. 
Baft. Th’ haft fpoken right, ’tis true, 
The Wheel is come full Circle, I am here. 
Alb. Me thought thy very gate did prophefie 
A Royal Noblenefs: 1 muft embrace thee, 
Let forrow fplit my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy Father, 
Edg. Worthy Prince, I know’t: 
Alb. Where have you hid your felf? 
How have you known the miferies of your Father ? 
Edg. By nurfing them, my Lord. Lift a brief tale; 
And when’tis told, O that at heart would burft. 
efcape 
The bloody proclamation ie : P Phat! 
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That we the pain of Death would hourly die, 
Rather than die at once) taught me to fhift 
| Into a Mad-mansrags, UV aflume a femblance 
That very Dogs difdain’d: and in this habit 
| Met 1 my Father with his bleeding Rings, git. 
Their precious Stones new loft: became.his guide, 
Led him, beg?d for him, fav’d him from defpair, 
Never (O fault) reveal’d my felf unto him, 
Until fome half hour,paft, when I was arm’d, 
Not fure, though hoping of this good fuccefs, 
{ ask’d his blefling, and from firft to laft 
Told him our Pilgrimage. But this flaw’d heart 
(Alack too weak the conflict to fupport) 
’Twixt two extreams of paflion, joy and grief, 
| Burft fmilingly. : 
| B- ft. This Speech of yours hath mov’d me, 
And thall perchance do good, but fpeak you on, 
You look as you had fomething more to fay. _ 
1b. lf there be more, more woful, hold it in, 
For [am almolt ready to diflolve, 
Hearing of this, 


| That follow’d me fo near, (O our lives fweetnefs ' 
| 
{ 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent. Help, Help; O help, 

Edg, What kind of help ? 

Alb, Speak man. 

Ede, What means this bloudy Knife ¢ 


Enter Lear with Cordelia zz his arms. 


Lear. Howl, howl, howl: O you are men of ftones, 


Had I your Tongues and Eyes, V’ld ufe them fo, 
That Heavens Vault fhould crack: fhe’s gone for ever. 


I know when one is dead, and when one lives, 
She’s dead as Earth: Lendmea Looking-Glafs, 
If that her breath will mift or ftain the {tone, 
Why then fhe lives. 

Kent. Is this the promis’d'end ? 

Edg. Or image of that horror, 

Alb. Fall and ceafe. ) 

Lear. This Feather ftirs, the lives: if it be fo 
It is a chance which do’s redeemall forrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent, Oh my good Matter. 

Lear. Prethee away. 

Edg. ’Tisnoble Kent your Friend, 

Lear. A plague upon you Murtherers, Traitors all 

I might have fav’d her, now he’s gone for ever : ; 
Cordelia, Cordelia, {tay a little. Ha. 
What is’t thou faift ? her Voice was ever foft, 
Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in Woman, 
I kill’d the flave that was a banging thee. 

Gent, ’Tis true (my Lords) he did. 

Lear, Did I not, Fellow-? s 


| Ihave feen the day, with my good biting Faulchion 


I would have made him skip: Iam old now, 


Gent. Tis hot, it fmoaks, came even from the heart | And thefe fame croffes fpoil me. Who are you ? 


of — O fhe’s dead, 
Alb. Who's dead ? Speak man. 
Gent. Your Lady Sir, your Lady ; and her Sifter 
| By her is poyfon’d : fhe confefles it. 
Ba/f. 1 was contracted to them both, all three 
| Now marry in an inftant. 
Edg, Here comes Kent. 


Enter Kent. 

i . 

| Alb. Produce the Bodies, be they live or dead. 
i 


[Gonerill and Regans Bodies brought out. 


| This jadgment of the Heavens that makes us tremble. 
| Touches us not with pitty. O! is this fhe ? 

| The time will not agow the complement 

| Which very manners urge. 
| Kent. [am come 

| To bid my King and Mafter aye good night, 
| Is he not here ? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot, 


| Sceft thou this object, Kent. 
| Kent, Alack, why thus ? 
| Balt. Yet Edmund was belov’d : 
| The one the other poifon’d for my fake, 
| And after, flew her felf. 
| ih. Even fo: cover their Faces, 
| Baft. 1 pant for life: fome good { mean todo 
| Defpight of mine own Nature, Quickly fend, 
; (Be brief in it) to th’ Caftle for my Writ 
| Is on the life of Lear, and Cordelia : 
| Nay, fend in time. 
Alb, Run, run, Orun, 
Edg. To whom my Lord ? Who has the Office ? 
Send thy token of reprieve. 
Baft. Well thought on, take my Sword, 
Give it the Captain. 
Edg. Hafte thee for thy life. 
Baft. He hath GCommiflion from thy Wife and me, 
To hang (ordeliain the Prifon, and 
To lay the blame upon her own defpair, 
That fhe fore-did her felf. 
| Alb, The gods defend her, bear him hence a while. 
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Speak Edmund, where’s the King ? and where’s Cordelia ? 


| 
| 
: 


| 
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| 
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Mine Eyes are o’ th’ beft, Pil tell you ftraight. 


Keat. If Fortune brag of two, fhe lov’d and hated, 
One of them we behold. 

Lear, Thisisa dull fight, are you not Keut ? 

Kent. The fame: your Servant Kent, 
Where is your Servant Gasus ? 

Lear. He’s a good Fellow, 1 can tell you that, 
He'll ftrike, and quickly too, he’s dead and rotten. 

Kent. No, my good Lord, lamthe very man. 

Lear. Vil fee that ftraight, ° 

Kent. That from your firft of difference and decay, 
Have follow’d your fad fteps. 

Lear, You are welcom hither. 

Kent, Nor no man elfe: 
Alls cheerlefs, dark, and deadly : 
Your eldeft Daughters have fore-done themflvcs, 
And defperately are dead. 

Lear. 1, fo} think. 

Alb, He knows not what he fayes, and vain is it 
That we prefent us to him. 


Enter a Meflenger, 


Edg. Very bootlefs. 

AL. Edmund is dead, my Lord. 

Alb, That’s but a trifle here : 
You Lords and noble Friends know our intent, 
What comfort to this great decay may come, 


| Shall be appli’d. For us we will refign, 


During the life of this old Majefty, 
To him our abfolute power, you to your rights, 
With boot, and fuch addition as your Honours 


| Have more than merited. All Friends fhall 


| Tafte the wages of their virtue, and all Foes 


} 
| 


The Cup of their defervings: O fee, fee. 
Lear, Andy poor Foo! ishang’d: No, no, no life? 

Why fhould a Dog, a Horfe, a Rat have life, 

And thou no breath atall? Thow’it come no more, 

Never, never, never, never, never, 


} Pray you undo this Button. Thank you, Sir, 


| Look there, look there. 


Do you fee this? look on her, look on her Lips, 


Edg. He faints, my Lord. 
Kent. Break heart, I prethee break. 
Ede. 


[ Are dies, 
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| That would upon the rack of this tough World 


the Moore of Venice. 


Edg. Look to my Lord. 


: Rule in this Realm, and the gor’d ftate futtai 
Kent. Vexnot hisGhoft, O let him pafs, he hates him,} | Kent. I havea Journey, Sit fhortly toleop. 


My Matter calls me, I muft not fay no, E Dies. 
Edg. The weight of this fad time we muft obey 

Speak what we feel, not what we oughtto fay: 

The oldeft hath born moft, we that are young, 

Shall never fee fo much, nor live fo long. 


Stretch him out longer. 
Ede. He is gone indeed. 
Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur’d fo long, 
He but ufurpt his life. ; 
Alb. Bear them from hence, our prefent bufinefs 


Is general woe: Friends of my Soul, you "twain, [Exeunt with a dead march. 


THE 


TRAGEDY 


OF 


OTHELLO, 


THE 
MOORE of VENICE, 


The AGors Nagase 


Thello, the Moore. | Gentlemen of Cyprus. 
Brabantio, Father to Defdemona. Lodovico, avd Gratiano, two Noble Venetians. 

Caffio, 42 honourable Lieutenant. | Saylors. 
Jago, 4 Villain. | Clown. 
Rodorigo, a gull’d Gentleman. 
Duke of Venice. Defdemona, W2fe to Othello. 
Senators. Amilia, Wife to Jago. 
Montano, Governour of Cyprus. Bianca, 4 Curtezan: 


eAétus Primus. » Scena Prima. 


: If Ido not. Three great ones . the City; 
r igo, and Jago. In perfonal fuit to make me. his Lieutenant) 
a Se Offeape to him : and by the faith of man 
Rodo. Ever tell me, I take it very unkindly I know my price, I am worth no worfea place. 
.} That thou (ago) who haft had my Purfe, } But he (as loving his own pride and purpofes) 
As if the ftrings were thine, Evades them, witha Bumbatt Circumftance; 
Should’ft know of this. Horribly ftuft with Epithets of War, 
Fago. But you'll not hear me: _ | Non-fuits my Mediators. For certes, fayes he, AR 
If ever I did Dream "| Thave already chofe my Officer. And what was he : 
Of fuch a matter, abhor me. Forfooth, a great Arithmeticiao, 
Rodo. Thou told’ft me, P One eWichael Caffio, a Florentine, 
Thou didft hold him in thy hate: (A Fellow almoft damn’d ina fair ~~ y 
Fago. Defpife me That never feta Squadron. i Bete d, 
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ic divifion of a Battel knows 
Bae than a Spinfter: Unlefs the Bookith Theorick : 
Wherein the Tongued Confuls can propofe 
As Matterly as he, meer prattle (without practice) 
(nall his Souldierthip. But he (Sir) had th’election 
And I (of whom his eyes had feen the proof 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on others grounds : 
Chriftian, and Heathen) mutt be be-lee’d, and calm’d 
By Debitor, and Creditor, This Counter-Gatter, 
He (in goodtime) mutt his Lieutenant be, 
And I (blefs the mark) his Moor-fhip’s Ancient, 
Rod. By heaven, | rather would have been his hang-man. 
Fago. Why there’s no remedy, 
Tis the curfe of Service ; 
Preferment goes by Letter, and affection, 
And not by old gradation, where each fecond 
Stood Heir to th’ firft. Now, Sir, be Judge your felf, 
Whether 1 in any jufgterm am Affip’d 
To love the Moore ? , 
Rod. { would not*follow him then. 
Fago. O, Sir, content you. 
| follow him to ferve my turn upon him. 
Ve cannot all be Mafters, nor all Matters 
Cannot be truly follow’d. You fhall mark 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking Knave, 
That (doting on his own obfequious bondage) oo 
Wears out histime, much like his Mafters Als, 


Whip me fuch honeft Knaves. Others there are 

Who trimm’d in Forms, and Vifagesof duty, 

Keep yet their hearts attending on themfelves. 

And throwing but fhows of fervice on their Lords, 

Do well thrive by them. ; 

And when they have lin’d in their Coats 

Do themfelves Homage. 

Thefe Fellows have fome Soul, i 

And fach a-one do I profefsmy felf. For (Sir) 

It is as fure as you are Rodorigo, 

Were I the Moor, | would not be Fago: 

In following him, T follow but my-felf. 

Heaven is my Judge, not I, for love and duty, 

But feeming fo, for my peculiarend: 

For when my outward action doth demonftrate 

The native act, and figure of my heart 

In complement extern, ’tis not long after 

But I will wear my heart upon my fleeve~ 

For Dawes to peck at, Tam not what tam. NOx 
Rod. Whata fall Fortune do’s the thick-lips owe 

If he can carry’t thus? ott 
Fago. Call up her Father : ee 

Rowie him, make after him, -poyfomhisdelight, 

Proclaim him in the ftreets, Incenfe her Kinfmen, 

And though he in a fertile Climate dwell, 

Plague him with Flyes : though that his joy be joy, 

Yet throw fuch chances of vexation on’t, 

As it may loofe fome-colour, 
Rodo, Here is her Fathers Houfe, I'll call aloud. 
Fago. Do, with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 

As when (by night and negligence.) the fire ' 

Is fpied in populous Cities. 
Rodo, What ho: Brabantio, Signior Brabantio, ho. 


Look to your Houfe, your Daughter, and your Bags, 
Thieves, Thieves, 

Bra. Above. What is the reafon of this terrible 
Summons ? what is the matter there ? 
Rodo, Signior, is all your Family within ? 
Fago. Are your Doors lock’d ? 
Bra, Why ? wherefore ask you this ? 


Your heart is burft, you have loft half your Soul 
Even now, very now, an old black Ram 

Is Tupping your white Ewe. Arife, arife, 
Awake the fnorting Citizens with the Bell, 
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Or elfe the Devil will make a Grand-fire of you. 
Arife I fay. 


For nought but Provender, and when he’s ald Cafheer’d.- 


Fago. Awake, what ho, Brabantio + Thieves, Thieves. 


Fago. Sir, y’ are robb’d, for fhame*put on your Gown, 


Bra. What, have you loft your Wits? 


Rod. Moft Reverend Signior, do you know my Voice ? 


Bra. Not 1: what are you ? 

Rod, My name is Rodorigo. 

Bra. The worfer welcome : 
I have charg’d thee not to haunt about my Doors : 
In honeft plainnefs thou haft heard me fay, 
My Daughter is not for thee. And now in madnefs 


(Being full of Supper, and diftempering draughts) 


Upon malicious Knavery, doft thou come 
To ftart my quiet, 
Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir. 
Bra. But thou muft needs be fure, 
My Spirits and my place have in their power 
To make this bitter tothee, 
Red. Patience, good Sir. 
Bra, What tell’{t thou me of Robbing? 
This is Venice > my Houfe ts not a Grange. 
Rod. Mott grave Brabantio, 
In fimple and pure Soul, I come to you. 


_ Fag. Sir, you are one of thofe that will not ferve God, 
if the Devil bid you. Becaufe we come to do you fervice 


and you think we are Rufhans, you'll have your Daugh 


ter cover’d with a Barbary-Horfe, you'll have your Ne- 
phews i to you, you'll have Courfers for Coutins, and 
Gennets fo 


t Germans. 
' Bra. What profane wretch art thou? 


i 
| 
| 
‘ 
‘ 
i 
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* Fag. Lam one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your Davgi- | 
ter and the Moore, are making the Beaft with two backs. | 


Brae Thou art a Villain. 

Fago, You area Senator. 

Bra. This thou fhalt anfwer. I know thee, Rodorigo. 
Rod. Sir, 1 will anfwer any thing. But I befeech you, 


| Ift be your pleafure, and moft wife confent, 
} (As partly I find it is) that yout.fair Daughter, 


At this odd Even and dull Watch oth’ Night 
Tranfported with no worfe or better guard, 


+ But with a Knave of common hire, a Gundelier, 


To the grofs clafps of a Lafcivious Moore : 
If this be known'to you, and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and fawcy wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
We have your wrong rebuke. Donot believe . 
That from the fenfe of all Civility, 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your Daughter (if yowhave not given her leave ) 
I fay again, hath made a grofs revolt, 
Tying her Duty, Beauty, Wit, and Fortunes 
In an extravagant, and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here, and every where : ftraight fatisfie your felf. 
If fhe be in your Chamber, or your Houfe, 
Let Ioofe on me the Juftice of the ftate 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the Tinder, ho: 
Give me a Taper : call up all my people, 
This Accident is not unlike my Dream, 
Belief of it oppreffes me already. 
Light, I fay, light. 

Jago, Farewel: for I muft leave you. 
It feems not meet, nor wholfome to my place 
To be producted, asif I ftay, I fhall, 
Again{t the Moor. For I do know the ftate, 
(However. this may gall him with fome check) 
Cannot with fafety caft him. For he’s embark’d 
With fuch loud reafon to the Cyprus Wars, 
(Which even now ftands in Act) that for their Souls 
Another of his fadom, they have none, 
Tolead their bufinefs. In which regard, 
Though I do hate him as I do Hell, » 
Yet, for neceflity of prefent life, 
I muft fhew out a Flag, and fign of Love, 


J 


(Which is indeed but fign) that you fhall furely hohe 
ea 
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Jago. By Fanus, \ think no. se 
Othel. The Servants of the Dukes ? 
And my Lieutenant? 


} 

| 

Lead tothe Sagittary the railed Search: 
i 

| 

The goodnefs of the night upon you ( friends } | 


And there will i be with him. So farewel. [Exit. 


Enter Brabantio, with Servants and Torches. 
What is the News ? 
(afc. The Duke does greet you (General) 
And he requires your hafte, Poft-hafte appearance 
Even on the inftant. ; 
Othel. Whatis the matter think you ? 
Caffio. Something from Cyprus, as 1 may divine : 
[t is a bufinefs of fome heat. The Gallies 
Have fent a dozen fequent meflengers 
This very night, at one anothers heels: 
And many of the Confuls (tais’d and met,) 
Are at the Dukes already. You have been hotly call’d for 
When being not at your lodging to be found, 
The Senate hath fent about three feveral Quefts, 
To fearch youcout, . 
Othel. ’Tis welll am found by you: 
I will fpend but a word here in the Houfe, 
And go with you. 
Caffio, Aucient, what makes he here? 
Jago, Faith, he to night hath boorded a Land Carracy 
If it prove lawful prize, he’s made for ever. 
Caffio, 1 donot underftand. 
Fago. He’s married. 
Cajfio. To whom ? 
Jago. Marry to——Come, Captain, will you go? 
Othel. Have with you. 
Caffio. Here comes another Troop to feek for you , 


Bra. It istoo true an evil.. Gone fhe is, 

And whar’s to come of my defpifed time, 

Is naught but bitternefs. Now, Rodorigo, 

Where didft thou fee her? (Oh unhappy Girle) 

With the Moore faift thou ?: (Who would bea Father ?) 

How didft thou know ’twas fhe? (Oh the deceives me 

Paft thonght ; ) what faid fhe to you? Get mot Tapers: 

Raife all my Kindred. Are they married, think you? 
Rod. Truly i think they are. 
Bra. Oh heaven: how got fhe out ? 

Oh treafon of my blood. 

Fathers, from hence truft not your Daughters minds 

| By what you fee them Act. Are there not charms, 

By which the property of Youth and Maidhood 

May be abus’d ? Have you not tead, Rodortzo , 

Of fome fuch thing? 

Rod. Yes, Sir: 1 have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brothers : oh wonld you had had her. 
Some one way, fome another. Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 

Rod. [think I can difcover him, if you pleafe 
To get good Guard, and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray youlead on. At every Houfe Ili call, 

(1 may command at moft) get Weapons (hoa) 

And raife fome fpecial Officers of might : 

On, good Rodorigo, | will deferve your pains. LExeunt. 
Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, with Officers and Torches, 
Scena Secunda. Fago. It is Brabantio: General be advis’d. 

He comes to bad intent. 

Othel. Holla, ftand there. 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, Thief. 

Fago- You Rodorigo? Come, Sir, -Iam for you. 

Othel. Keepup your bright Swords, for the dew will ruft 
them. Good Signior, you fhall more command with years, 
than with your Weapons. 

Bra. Oh thou foul Thief, 

Where haft thou ftow’d my Daughter ? 

Damn’d as thou art, thou haft enchanted her, 

For le refer me to all things of fenfe , 

(If the in chains of Magick were not bound ) 
Whether a Maid, fo tender, fair, and happy, 

So oppofite to. Marriage, that fhe fhunn’d 

The wealthy curled Darling of our Nation, 
Would ever have (t’incurr a general mock) 

Run from her Guardage to the footy bofom, 

Of fuch a thing as thou : to fear, not todelight ? 
Judge me the world, if ’tis not grofs in fenfe, 
That thou haft praétis’d on her with foul Charms, 
Abus’d her delicate youth, with Drugs or Minerals, 
That weakens motion. V’le hav’t difputed on, 
Tis probable, and palpable to thinking ; 

| therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 

For an abufer of the world, a practicer 

Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant ; 

Lay hold upon him, if he do refift 

Subdue bim at his. peril. 

Othel. Hold your hand. 

Both you of my inclining, and the reft. ; 
Were it my Cueto fight, I fhould have known it 
Without aPrompter. Whither will you thatl go 
To anfwer this your charge ? 

Bra. ‘To prifon, till fit time 
Of Law, and courfe of direct Seflion 
Call thee to. anfwer. 

Othel. What if 1 do obey ? : 
How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 
Whofe Meflengers are ps og my fide, 

3 


Enter Othello, Jago, Attendants, with Torches. 


Fago. Though in the trade of war I have flain men, 
Yet do I hold it very ftuffoth? Confcience 
To dono contriv’d murder : I take iniquity 
Sometime to do me fervice. Nine or ten times 
[had thought to have yerk’d him here under the Rib. 
Othel. Tis better as it is. 
Fago. Nay, but he prated, 
And {poke fuch fcurvy, and provoking terms 
Againit your honour, that with the little godlinefs I have, 
I did fuli hard forbear him. But I pray you, Sir, 
Are you faft married ? Be aflur’d of this, 
That the Magnifico is much belov’d, 
And hath in his effeét a voyce potential 
As double as the Dukes: He will divorce you. 
Or put upon you, what reftraint or grievance, 
The Law (with all his might, to enforce it on) 
Will give him Cable. 
Othe. Let him do his fpight : 
My fervices, which I have done the Signory 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. ’Tisyetto know, 
Which when I know, that boafting is an honour, 
I fhall promulgate. I fetch my life and being, 
From men of Royal Siege. And my demerits 
May fpeak (unbonnetted) to asa proud a Fortune 
As this that I have reach’d. For know, fago, 
But that I love the gentle Defdemona, 
| 1 would not my unhoufed free condition 
Put into Circumfcription, and Confine, 
For the Seas worth. Butlook, what lights come yond ? 


Enter Caflio with Torches. 


|  Fago. Thofe are the raifed Father, and his friends : 
| You were beft go in. aS: 

| Othet, NotI: I muft be found. 

| My parts, my title, and my perfect So ul 


Shall manifeft me rightly. 1s it they ? Upon 


| 
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Upon fome prefent bufinefs of the State, 
To bring me to him. “i 
Officer. ’Tistrue, moft worthy Signior, — 
The Duke’s in Council, and your Noble felt, 
1 am fure is fent for. 
Bra, How ? The Duke in Council ? 
In this time of the night? bring himaway : 
Mine?s notan idle caufe. The Dake bimfelf, 


Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as ’twere their own : 


For if fuch Actions may have paflage free, 
Bond flaves and Pagans {hall our Statefmen be. 


{ Exennt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Duke, Senators, and Officers. 


Duke, There is no compofition in this news, 
That gives them credit. 
1, Sen. Indeed, they are difproportioned 5 
My Leters fay, a hundred and feven Gallies, 
Duke, And mine a hundred and forty. 
2. Sen. And mine two hundred : 
But though they jump not on a juft account, 
( Asin thefe Cafes where the ayme reports, 
’Tis oft with difference) yet do they all confirm 
A Tarkifh Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 
Duke. Nay, it is poflible enough to judgment: 
1 do not fo fecure me in the errour, 
But the main Article I do approve 
In fearfull fenfe. 
Saylor within. What hoa, what hoa, what hoa. 


Enter Saylor. 


Officer. A Meflenger from the Gallies, 
Duke, Now? What’sthe bufinefs ? 
Saylor. The Turkifh preparation makes for Rhodes, 
So was | bid report here to the State, 
By Signior Argelo. 
Duke. How fay you by this change ? 
1, Sex. This cannot be 
By no aflay of Reafon. ’Tis a Pageant 
To keep us in falfe gaze, when we confider 
Th’importancy of Cyprus tothe Turk: 
And let our felves again but underftand, 
That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile queftion bear it, 
For éhat it {tands notin fuch warlike brace, 
But altogether lacks th’abilities 
That Rhodes is drefs’d in. if we make thought of this, 
We muit not think the Twrk is fo unskilfull, 
To leave that late{t, which concerns him firft, 
Neglecting an attempt of eafe and gain, 
To wake and wage a danger profitlefs. 
Duke, Nay, in allconfidence he’s not for Rhodes. 
Officer. Here is more News. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Meffen. The Ottamittes, reverend, and gracious, 
Steering with cue coui fe toward the Ifle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoynted them with an after Fleet. 

1. Sem I, {> | thought: how many, as you guefs ? 

Meff. Of thirty Sail: and now they do re-ftem 
This backward courfe, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purpofes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano , 
Your trufty and moit valiant Ser vitor, 

Wich his free duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 

Duke. ’Tis certain then for Cyprus: 

eMarcus Luccieos, is he not in Yown?: 


1. Sen, He’s now in Florence. 

Duke, VVrite from us, 2 
To him, Poft, Poft- hafte, difpatch. x 

1. Sea. Here comes Brabantio, and the Moor, 


Enter Brabantio, Othello, Caflio, Jago, Rodorigo, 
and Officers. 


Duke. Valiant Othello, we mutt {traight emplo ou 
Againtt the general Enemy Ottoman. : spire 
I did not fee you: welcom, gentle Signior, 

VVe lack’t your Counfel, and your help to night. 

Bra. So did | yours: Good your Grace pardon me. 
Neither my place, for ought! heard of bufinefs, 

Hath rais’d me from my Beds nor doth the general care 
Take hold on me. For my particular grief 

Is of fo flood-gate, and o’re- bearing Nature, 

That it ingluts, and {wallows other forrows, 

And it is ftill it felf. 

Duke. VVhy ? what’s the matter ? 

Bra. My Daughter : oh my Daughter ! 

Sen. Dead! 

Bra. 1, to me. 

She is abus’d, ftolen from me, and corrupted 

By Spells and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks’; 
For Nature fo prepofteroufly to erre, 

( Being not deficient, blind, or lame of fenfe,) 

Sans witch-craft could not. 

Duke. VVhoe’re he be, that in this foul progeeding 
Hath thus beguil’d your Daughter of her felf, 

And you of her; the bloody Book of Law, 


j-You fhall your felf read in the bitter Letter, 


Aiter your own fenfe : yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your Action. 

Bra. Humbly { thank your Grace, 
Here isthe man; this Moore, whom now it feems 
Your fpecial Mandate, for the State Affairs, 


.} Hath hither brought. 


All. VVe are very forry for’t, 

Duke. VVhat in your own part can you fay to this? 

Bra. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Othel. Moft Potent, Grave, and Reverend Signiors, 
My very Noble, and approv’d good Matfters ; 


| That I have tane away this old mans Daughter, 


It is moft true: true I have married her: 
The very head, and front of my offending, 
Hath this extent ; no more. Rudeam I in my fpeech, 
And little blefs’d with thefoft phrafe of Peace ; 
For fince thefe Arms of mine had feven years pith, 
Till now, fome nine Moons wafted, they have us’d 
Their dearft Action, in the tented field : 
And little of this great world can I fpeak, 
More than pertains to Feats of Broyls, and Battel, 
And therefore little fhall I grace my caufe, 
In fpeaking for my felf. Yet, (by your gracious patience) 
I will a round un-varnifh’d tale deliver, 
Of my whole courfe of love. 
VVhat Drugs? what Charms? — : 
VVhat Conjuration ? and whatmighty Magick, 
( For fuch proceeding I am charg’d withal) 
1 won his Daughter with. 
Bra. A Maiden, never bold: d : 

Of Spirit fo ftill and quiet, that her Motion 
Blufh’d at her felf, and fhe in fpight of Nature, 
Of Years, of Country, Credit, every thing, 
To fall in Love with what fhe fear’d to look ons 
It is a judgment maim’d, and moft imperfect. 
That will confefs Perfection fo could erre 
Againit all Rules of Nature, and mutt be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell 
VVhy this fhould be, I therefore vouch again, 
That with fome mixtures powerful o’re the blood, 
Or with fome Dram (conjur’d tothis effeét ) 
He wrought upon her. R 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof, 


VVithout 
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Witaout more wider, aud more over-Teft 
Than thefe thin habits, and poor likelyhoods 
Of modern feeming, do prefer againft him. 
Sen. But, Othello, {peak, 
Did you, by indirect and forced courfes 
Subdue, and poyfon this young Maids affections? 
Or came it by requeft; and fuch fair queftion, 
As foul to foul affordeth ? 
Othel. 1 do befeech you, 
Send for the Lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her fpeak of me before her Father ; 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The truit, the office, | do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your fentence 
Even fall upon my life. 
Duke. Fetch Defdemona hither, 
Othello. Ancient, conduét them: 
You beit know the place. 
And ’till fhe come as truly as to heaven, 
Ido confefs the vices of my blood, 
So juftly to your Grave ears, 1’il prefent 
How I did thrive in this fair Ladies Love, 
And fhe in mine. 
Duke. Say it, Othello. 
Othello, Her Father lov’d me, oft invited me - 
Still queftion’d me the Story of my life, 
From year to year: The Battells, Sieges, Fortune, 
That | have patt. 
I ran itthrough, even from my Boyifh days, 
Toth’ very moment that he bad me tell it. 
Wherein | fpoke of moft difaftrous Chances : 
Of moving Accidents by Fiood and Field, 
Of hair breadth fcapes i’th’imminent deadly Bréach ; 
f being taken by the infolent foe, 


j Ane old to flavery. Of myredemption thence, 


And portance in my Traveller’s hiftory. 
Wherein of Antars vaft, and defarts wild, 


it was my hint to {peak. Such was my Procefs, 

And of the Canibals that each other eat, 

The Anthropophagi, and men whofe heads 

Grew beneath their Shoulders. Thefe things to hear, 
Would Defdemona ferioufly incline : 

But {till the houfe affairs would draw her hence : 
Which ever as fhe could with hafte difpatch, 

She’ld come again, and with a greedy ear 

Devour up my Difcourfe , which 1 obferving, 

Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 


(ven 
Rough Quarries, Rocks and Hills, whofe heads touch hea- 


ere — 


Bra, | pray you hear her {peak : 
If ihe confefs that the was half the wooer, 
Deltruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light onthe man, Come hither, gentle Miffrefs, 


| Doyou perceive, in ali this Noble Company, 
{ Where moft you owe obedience ? 


Def: My Noble Father ; 
I do perceive here a divided duty, 
To you I am bound for life, and education : 
My life and education both do learn me, 
How to refpect you. Youare the Lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your Daughter. But here’s my husband ; 
And fo much duty, as my Mother fhew’d 
To you, preferring you before her Father : 
So much I challenge, that I may, profefs 
Due to the ~Yoore, my Lord. 
Bra, God be with you: | have done. 
Pleafe it your Grace, on to the State affairs ; 
i had rather toadopt a child than get it. 
Come hither, e*oore, 
I here do give thee that with all my heart, 
Which, but thou haft already, with.all my heart, 
I would keep from thee.. For your fake (Jewell) 
[ am giad at foul, | bave no other child ; 
For thy efcape would teach me tyranny 


_To hang clogs on them. I have done, my Lord. 


Duke. Let me {peak like your felt: 
And lay a Sentence, 
Which, like a grife, or ftep, may help thefe Lovers. 
Whes remediesare paft, the griefsare ended 
By feeing worft, which late on hopes depended. 
Yo mourn a mifchief that is paft and gone, 
Is the next way to draw new mifchief on. 
What cannot be preferw’d when Fortune takes: 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
The robb’d that {miles, iteals fomerhing from the Thief, 
He robs himafelf that {pends a bootlefs grief. 
Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile, 
We lofe it notdo loag as we.can {mile : 
He bears the fentence well, that nothing bears, 
3ut the free comafore which from thence he hears. 
But he hears both the fentence, and the forrow, 
That to pay grief, mult of poor patience borrow, 
Thefe Sentences to Sugar, or to Gall, 
Being {trong on botii fides are equivocall. 
But words are words: I never yet did hear, 
That the bruiz’d heart was pierced through the car. 
Humbly befeech you to proceed toth’aflairs of State. 
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Duke. The Turk, with a.moft mighty preparation, 
makes for Cypras:...Othello, the Fortitude of the place is 
beft known to you. And though we have thereja Sublti- 
tute of moft allowed fufficiency; yet opinion, a more 
Sovereign Mifteels of Effects, throws a more fafe voice 

| on you: you muft therefore be concent to flubber the grots 
| of your new fortunes , with this more dtubborn, and boy- 
| fterous expedition, 

Othel. The Tyrant Cuftome, moft Grave Senators, 
Hath made the flintyand Steel Coach of War 
My thrice-driven bed of Down. I do agnize 
A natural and prompt Alacrity, 
I find in hardnefs: and do undertake 
This prefent war againft the Ortomittes. 
Moft humbly therefore bending to your State, 
I crave fit difpofition for my Wife, _ 
Due reverence of Place, and Exhibition, 
Wich fuch accommodation and befort, 
As levels with her breeding. 

Dake. Why, at her Fathers. 
Enter Defdemona, Jago, Attendants. | a ge = have it fo. 

é : et. ‘ 

Def, Not would there refide, 

Toput my Father in impatient chonghts 
By being in his Eye. Moft gracious Du ig 
4°To my unfolding, lend:your profperous Ear, re 


So nee eeeneal 


To draw from her a prayer of earneft heart, 
That f would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parcels fhe had fomething heard , 
But not diftinctively: 1 did confent, 
And often did beguile her of her tears, 
When I did {peak of fome diftrefsful ftroke, 
That my youth fuffer’d: My ftory being done, 
She gave me for my pains a world of kifles : 
She {wore in faith, *twas ftrange, ’twas pafling ftrange. | 
| Twas pitiful, *twas wondrous pitiful. 

She with’d fhe had not heard it, yet fhe wifh’d 
| That heaven had made her fuch aman. She thank’d me, 
| And bad me, if [I had a friend chat Jov’d her, 
} 1 fhould batteach him how to tell my ftory, 
| And that would wooe her. Upon this hint I fpake, 
| She lov’d meforthe dangers I have patt, 
| And I lov’d her, that the did pity them. 
| This only is the witch-craft I have us’d. 

Here comes the Lady, let her witnefs‘it. 


| _ Duke. Lthink this tale would win my Daughter too, 
| Good Brabantio, take up this mangled matter at thebett: 
| Mendo their broken weapons rather ufe, be 


| Than their bare hands. 


1 be 
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| And let me find a Charaéter in your voice 


T’aflift my fimplenefs. 
Duke, What would you, Defdemona ? 
| Defd. That I love the Moor, to live with him, 
| 
; 


| My down-right violence, and ftorm of Fortunes, 
May trumpet to the world, My heart’s fubdu7d 
Even to the very quality of my Lord; 
1 faw Orhello’s vifage in his mind, 
And to his honours and’ his valiant parts, 
Did I my foul and fortunes confecrate, 
| So that (dear Lords) if I be left behind 
| A Moth of Peace, and he go to the War, 
| The Rites for why Tl love him, are bereft me: 
| And Ia heavy interim hall fupport 
By his dear abfence. Let me go with him. 
|  Othel. Let her have your voice. 
| Vouch with me heaven, | therefore beg it not 
| To pleafe the palate of my Appetite: 
| Nor to comply with-heat the young effects 
In my defunét, and proper fatisfaction. 
But to be free, and bounteous to her mind : 
And heaven defend your good fouls, that you think 
I will your ferions and great bufinefs fcant 
When fhe is with me, No, when light wing’d Toyes 
Of feather’d Cupid, feel with wanton dulnefs 
My fpeculative and ‘offied Inftrument : 
That my Difports corfupt and taint my bufinefs : 
Let Houfewives make a Skillet of my Helm, 
And all indign and bafe adverfities, 
Make head againft my Eflimation. 
Duke. Be it as you fhail privately determine, 
Either for her ftay or going: th’Affair cries hatte : 
And fpeed muft anfwer it. 
Sen. You mutt away to night. 
Othel, With all my heart. 
Duke. At nine ith? morning here we'll meet again. 
Otheilo, leave fome Officer behind, 
And he fhall our Commiffion bring to you: 
And fach things elfe of quality and refpect 
As doth import to you. 
Othel. So pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 
A man he is of honefty and truft: 
To his conveyance I aflign my wife. 
With what elfe needful, your good Grace fhall think 
To be fent after me. 
Duke. Let it be fo: 
Good night to every one. And Noble Signior, 
If Vertue no delighted beauty lack, 
Your Son-inelaw is far more fair than black. 
Sen. Adicu, brave Moor, ule Defdemona well. 
Bra. Look to her ( Moor) if thou halt eyes to fee : 
She has deceiv’d her Father, and may thee. LExit. 
Othe!. My life upon her faith, Honeft fago, 
My Defilemone mutt I leave to thee : 
I prethee let thy wife attend on her, 
And bring them after in their beft advantage. 
Come, Defd:mona, 1 have but an hour 
Of Love, of wordly matter, and direction 
To fpeak with thee. We mutt obey the time. 
Rod. Fago. 
Fago. What fayeft thou, noble heart ? 
Rod. What willl do, thinkeft thou? 
Jago. Why, goto bed and fleep. 
Rod. | will incontinently drown my felf. 
Fago. \f thoudoft, | fhall never love thee after, Why, 
thou filly Gentleman ? : 
Rod. It is fillinefs to live, 
then have we a prefcription to dye, 
Phyfician. 


LExit. 


when to live is torment: and 
when death is our 


ago. Oh villanous: 1 have look’d upon the world for 
and finee I could diftinguifh be- 
, I never found man that 
knew how to love himfelf, Ere I would fay, I would drown 
my, felf for the love of a Guinney-Hen , I would change my 


| humanity with a Baboon. 


four times feven years, 
twixt a Benefic and an Injury, 
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‘| perdurable toughnefs. 


dy of Othello, 


aon a i ea 
{ Rod. What fhould ido, 1 confefs it is my fhame to be 
fond, but itis not inmy virtue toamend it. | 

F go. Virtue? aig, “tis in our felves that we are thus 
9: tuus. Our Bodies are our Gardens , to the which our 
Nills are Gardiners. So that if we will plant Nettles, o7 
fow Lettice : Set Hyffop, and weed up Time: Supply it 
with one gender of Herbs, or diftract it with many: ei 
her have it {teril with idlenefs, or manured with induftry, 
why the power and corrigible Authority of thié lies in our 
wills. If the brain of our liveshad not one fcale of Reafonto 
poife another of Senfuality, the blood and bafenefs of our 
Natures would conduct us to moft prepofterous Conclu- 
ions. But we have reafon to cool our raging Motions, or 
carnal Stings, or unbitted Lufts: whereof I take this, that 
‘ou call'Love, to be a Sect, or Seyen, 

Rod, \t cannot be. 

Face. It is meerly a-Luft of the Blood, and a permiflion | 
of the will. Come, bea man: drown thy felf? Drown }, 
Cats and blind Puppies. 1 have profeft me thy Friend, | 
ind Iconfefs me knit to thy deferving , with Cables of 

I could never better fteed thee 
‘han now. Put money in thy purfe: follow thou the |, 
Wars, defeat thy favour, with an ufurped Beard.. I fay, | 
put money in thy purfe. 1t cannot be long, that Defae. | 
mona fhould continue her Jove to the Moor. Put money | 
nthy purfe: nor he histo her. It wasa violent Commen- 
cement in her, and thou fhalt fee an anfwerable Sequeltra- } 
tion, but put money in thy purfe. Thefe Moors are} 
changeable in their wills: fill thy purfe with money. The | 
Sood that to him now isas lufcious as Locufts, fhall to him 
hortly be as bitter as Coloquintida. She muft change for 
outh: when fhe is fated with his body , fhe will find the 
rrours of her choice. Therefore put money in thy purfe. 
f thou wilt needs damn thy felf, do it a more delicate 
ay thandrowning. Make all the money thou canft: If 
inétimony and a frail Vow betwixt an erring Barbarian 
ad fuper-fubtle Venetzan be not too hard for my wits, and 
all the tribe of hell, thou fhalt enjoy her : therefore make 
money : a pox of drowning thy felf, it is clean out of the 
way. Seek thou rather to be hang’d in compafling thy joy, 
tan to be drown’d, and go without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou he faft to my hopes, if I depend on the 
iflue ? 

Fago, Thou art fure of me: Go make money : I have 
told thee often., and I re-tell thee again and again , I hate 
the Moor. My caufe is hearted 5 thine hath no lefs rea- 
fon. Let us be conjunctive in our revenge again{t him. 
iF thou canft cuckold him, thou doft thy felf a pleafure, 
mea fport. There are many Events in the womb of Time, 
which will be delivered. ‘Traverfe, go, provide thy mo- 
aey. We will have more of this to morrow. Adieu. 

Rod. Where fhall we meet ith’ morning ? 

Fago. At my Lodging. 

Rod ll be with thee betimes. 

Fago Goto, farewel. Do you hear, Rodorigo ? 

Rod. Vi fell all my Land. ; 

Fao. Thus do I ever make my Fool my purfe: 
For | mine own gain’d knowledge fhould profane, ° 
if | would time expend with fuch a Swain, 

But for my fport and profit: 1 hate the Moor, 
Andit is thought abroad, that "twixt my fhitets 
He has done my office. I know not if’t be true, 
But I, for meer fafpicion in that kind, 

Will do, as if for Surety. He holds me well, 
The better fhall my purpofe work on him: 
Caffio’s a proper man: Let me fee now, 

To get this place, and plume up my will 

In double Knavery. How? how ? Let’s fee. 
After fome time, to abufe Orhello’s ears, 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

He hath a perfon, anda {mooth difpofe 

To be fufpected : fram’d to make women falfe. 
The Moor is of a free and open Nature, 

That thinks men honeft, that but feem to be fo, 


Ext. 
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And will as tenderly be led by th’ Nofe 

As Afles are: 

{have’t: it isengendred: Hell and Night 

Muft bring this monftrous Birth to the worlds light. 


Scena Prima. 


Attus Secundus. 


Enter Montano, and Gentlemen. 


Mont. Hat from the Cape, can you difcern at Sea ? 
1. Gent. Nothing at all, it is a high-wrought Flood: 
I cannot ’twixt the Heaven.and the Main, 
Defcry a Sail. 
Mont. Methinks the wind hath fpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaft ne’re fhook our Battlements : 
If it hath ruffiand fo upon the Sea, 
What ribs of Oak, when Mountains melt om them, 
Can hold the Morties. What fhall we hear of this? 
2. A Segregation of the Turkifh Fleet : 
For do but ftand upon the foaming fhore, 
The chidden Billow feems to pelt the clouds, 
The wind-thak’d Surge, with high and monftrous Main, 
Seems to caft water on the burning Bear, 
And quench the Guards of th’ever fixed Pole : 
I never like moleftation view 
On the enchafed Flood. 
Mont. \f that be the Turkéfh Fleet, 
Be not infhelter’d and embay’d, they are drown’d, 
It is impoffible to bear it out. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


3. News, Lads: our Wars are done : 
The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the Turks, 
That their defignment halts. A noble Ship of /¢nice 
Hath feen a grievous wrack and fufferance 
On moft part of their Fleet. 

Mont. How ? Is this true ? 

3. The Ship is put ia: A Veroneffo, Michael Cajfio 
Lieutenant of the warlike Moor, Othello, 
Is come on fhore: the Moor himfelf at Sea, © 
And isin full Commiffion here for Cyprw. 

Mont. am glad on’t : 
*Tis a worthy Governour. : 

3. But this fame Cafio, though he fpeak of comfort, 
Touching the Turké(h lofs, yet he looks fadly, 
And prays the Moor be fafe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent Tempeft. 

eVont. Pray heavens he be: 
For I have ferv’d him, and the man commands 
Likea full Souldier. Let’s tothe Sea-fide (hoa) 
| As well to fee the Veflel that comes in, 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello, 
Even till we make the Main and th’ Erial blue, 
And indiftinét regard. 

Gent. Come, let’s do fo; 
For every minute is expectancy 
Of our Arrivancy. 


Enter Caffio. 


(af. Thanks you, the valiant of the warlike Ife, 
That fo approve the Moor: Oh let the Heavens 
Give him defence from the Elements, 

For I have loft him ona dangerous Sea. 

Mont. Is he well fhipp’d ? 

Caf. His Bark is ftoutly timber’d, and his Pilot 
Of very expert and approv’d Allowance ; 
Therefore my hopes (not furfeited to death) 
Stand in bold Cure. 

Within. ASail, a Sail, a Sail. 

Caf. What noife ? 


| A Sennights fpeed. Great Fove, Othello guard, 
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Gent. The Town is empty; on the bro ? 
1 w 
Stand ranks of People, and they cry, a cuit os 
- By ge —— him for the Governour, 
ent. Ahey do difcharge their fhot of 
Our friends at leaf. : Fa 
Caf: pray you, Sir, go forth, 
And give us truth who ’tis that is arrived. 
Gent. I fhall. (exit. 
Mont.. But, good Lieutenant, is your General wiv'd ? 
Caf. Moft fortunately, he hath atchiey’d a Maid 
That Paragons defcription, and wild Fame : 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning Pens, 
And in th’ eflential Vefture of Creation, 
Do’s tire the Ingeniver. 


nen interes CT LO 


Enter Gentleman; 


How now ? who has put in ? 
Gent. ’Tis one Fago, Ancient to the General. 
Caf. Ha’s had moit favourable and happy {peed : 
Tempefts themfelves, high Seas, and howling winds, 
The gutter’d Rocks and congregated Sands, 
Traitors enfteep’d, to enclog the guiltlefs Keel, 
As having fenfe of Beauty do omit 
Their mortal Natures, letting go fafely by 
The divine Defdemona. 
eMeont. What is fhe ? 
Caf. She that I fpake of: 
Our great Captain’s Captain, 
Left in the Conduct of the bold Fag, 
Whofe footing here anticipates our thoughts, 


And {well his Sail with thine own powerful breath, 
That he may blefs this Bay with his tall Ship, 
Make loves quick pants in Defdemona’s arms, 

Give renew’d fire to our extincteft Spirits, 


Enter Defdemona, Jago, Roderigo, and Aimilia. 


Oh behold, 
The riches of the Ship is come on fhore « 
You men of Cyprus, let her have your knees. 
Hail to thee, Lady : andthe grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand 
Enwheel thee round. 

Def. I thank you, valiant Caffio, 
What tidings can you tell me of my Lord ? 

Caf. He isnot arriv’d, nor know I ought 
But that he’s well, and will be fhortly here. 

Def. Oh bunt I fear : 
How loft youscompany ? 

Caf. The great contention of the Sea and Skies 
Parted our Fellowfhip. But hark, a Sail. 

Within. A Sail, a Sail. 

Gent. They give this greeting to the Cittadel : 
This likewife is a friend. 

Caf. See for the News: 
Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome, Miftrefs. 
Let it not gall your patience (good Fago ) 
That I extend my Manners. *Lis my breeding 
That gives me this bold thew of Conrtefie. 

Fago. Sir, would fhe give you fo much of her lips, 
As of her tongue fhe oft beftows of me, 
You would have enough. 

Def. Alas: fhe has no fpeech, 

Fago. In faith, too much; 
I find it ftill, when I have leave to fleep, 
Marty before your Ladifhip, I grant, 
She puts her tongue little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

eZmil. You have little caufe to fay fo. 

Fago. Come on, Coftie on : you are Pictures out of doors : 
Beils in your Parlors: Wild-Cats in your Kitchens: 
Saints in your injuries: Devils being offended : 


vec ence A CECE CE TC CCC A OLE LE OL 


Players 


ee 


113 
I a 
Players in your Hufwifery, and Hufwives in your Beds. 
Def. Oh, fie npon thee, flanderer. 
Fago. Nay, it istrue: or elfe 1am a Turk, 
You rife to play, and go to bed to work. 
e4mil, You fhall not write my praife. 
Fago. No, let me not. ‘ f 
Def, What would’ft write of me, if thou fhould’ft praife 
me: 
Fago. Oh gentle Lady, do not put me to’t, 
For | am nothing, if not Critical. 
Def. Come on, aflay. 
There’s one gone to the Harbour, 
Fago. 1, Madam. ; 
Def. 1am not merry : but Ido beguile 
The thing Lam, by feeming otherwile, 
Come, how would’ft thou praife me ? , 
Fago. Lam about it, but indeed my invention comes 
| from my Pate, as Birdlime does from Freeze , it plucks 
out Brains andall. But my Mufe labours, and thus fhe is 
delivered, 
If fhe be fair and wife : fairnefs and Wit, 
The one’s for ufe, the other ufeth it. 
Def. Well prais’d : 
| How if fhe be black and witty ? 
Fago. If fhe be black, and thereto have a wit, 
She'll find a white that {hall ber blacknefs fit. . 
Def. Worfe and worfe. 
mil, How if fair and foolifh ? 
Fazo. She never, yet was foolifh that was fair, 
| For even her folly helpt ber to an heir. 
Dif. Thefe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fools laugh 
| ith’ Alehoufe. What miferable praife haft thou for her 
that’s foul and foolifh ? 
Faco. There's none fo foul and foolifh therennto, 
But does foul pranks, which fair and wife ones do, 
Def. Oh heavy ignorance: thou praifeft the wortt belt. 
But what praife could’{t thou beftow on a deferving wo- 
| man indeed? One, that inthe authority of her merit, did 


| jattly put on the vouch of very malice it felf, 


Fago. She that veas ever fair, and never proud, 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud : 
Never lacke gold, and yet went never gay, 

Fled from her wifh, and yet faid now I may. 
She that being anger’d, her revenge being nigh, 
Bad her wrong ftay, and her difpleafure fy. 

She that in wifdom never was fo frai 

To change the Coa’s Head for the Salmon’s Tail : 
She that could think, and ne’re difclofe her mind, 
See Suitors following, and not look, behind : 

She was aWight, (if ever fuch Wights were. ) 

Def. To do what? 

Fago. To fuckle Fools, and chronicle fmall Beer. 


Def Oh moft lame and impotent conclufion. Do not 
learn of him, e4milia, though he be thy Husband. How 
: y bn (Caffio) ishe not a moft profane and liberal Coun- 
ellor ? 

(af. He Speaks home (Madam) you may relifh him 
more in the Souldier, than in the Scholar. 

¥ago. He takes her by the palm: I, well faid, whifper. 
With as littlea web as this, will enfnare as great a Fly 
as Caffio. 1, fmile upon her, do: I will givethee in thine 
own Courthhip. You fay true, "tis fo indeed. If fuch 
tricks as thefe {trip you out of your Lieutenantry, it had 
been better you had not kifs’d your three fingers fo oft, 
which now again you are moft apt to play the Sir in. Ve- 
ry good: well kifs’d, and excellent Curtefie: “tis fo in. 
deed. Yet again, your fingers to your lips? Would they 
were Clyfter-pipes for your fake. 

The Moore, I know his Trumpet. 

Caf. *Tis truly fo. 

Def. Let’s meet him, and receive him. 

Caf. Lo, where he come. 
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~ The Tragedy of Othello, : 


Enter Othello, and Attendants, 


Othel. O my fair Warriour. 
Def. My dear Othello. 
Orhel. It gives me wonder, great asmy content 
To fee you here before me. 
Oh my fouls joy : 
If after every Tempeft come fuch calms, 
May the winds blow, till they have waken’d death : 
And let the labouring Bark climb hills of Seas ; 
Olympus high : and duck again as low 
As hell’s from heaven. If it were now to dye. 
’Twere now to be moft happy. For I fear : 
My foul hath her content fo abfolute, 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown Fate. 
Def. The heavens forbid 
But that our Loves 
And Comforts fhould increafe 
Even as our days do grow. 
Othel. Amen to that (fweet Powers) 
I cannot fpeak enough of this content, 
It tops me here: it is too much of joy, 
And this and this the greateft difcords be 
That e’re our hearts fhall make. 


Othel. Come, let us to the Caftle. 
News, (Friends) our wars are done : 
The Turks are drown’d. 
How do’s my old acquaintance of this Ifle ? 
(Honey) you fhall be well defir’d in Cyprsss, 
[ have found great love among{t them, O my Sweet, 
I prattle out of fafhion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. I prethee, good Fago, 
Go to the Bay, and difembark thy Coffers : 
Bring thou the Mafter to the Cittadel, 
He is a good one, and his worthinefs 
Do’s challenge much refpeét. Come, Defdemona, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 

[ Exennt Othello and Defdemona, 

Fago. Do you meet me prefently at the harbour. Come 
thither, if thou be’ft valiant, (as they fay, bafe men being 
inlove, have then a Nobility in their Natures, more than 
is native to them) lift me; the Lieutenant to night wat- 
ches on the Court of Guard. Firft, I muft tell thee this: 
Defdemona is direétly in love with him. 

Rod. With him? why, ’tis not poflible. 

Fago. Lay thy fingers thus: and let thy foul be inftruct- 
ed. Mark me with what violence fhe lov’d the Moore, but 
for bragging , and telling her fantaftical lies. To love 
him ftill for prating , let not thy difcreet heart think it. 
Her eye muft be fed. And what delight fhall fhe have to 
look on the Devil? When the blood is made dull with 
the Act of Sport, there fhould be a game to inflame it, 
and to give fatiety a frefh appetite. Lovelinefs in favour, 
Sympathy in years, Manners, and Beauties: all which 
the Moore is defective in. Now for want of thefe re- 
quir’d Conveniences , her delicate tendernefs will find it 
felf abus’d, begin to heave the gorge, difrelifh and abhor 
the Moore , very Nature will inftruct her init, and com- 
pel her to fome fecond choice. Now, Sir, this granted 
(as it is a moft pregnant and unforc’d pofition) who ftands 
fo eminent in the degree of this Fortune , as Caffiodo’s: a 
Knave very voluble: no further confcionable , than in 
putting onthe meer form of Civil and humane feeming, 
for the better compafs of his Salt, and moft hidden loofe 
affection? Why none, why none? A flippery and fubtle 
Knave , a finder of occafion: that has an eye can ftamp 
and counterfeit advantages, though true advantage never 
prefent it felf. A Devilifh Knave: befides, the Knave is 
handfom , young: and bath all thofe requifites in him, 


that folly and green minds look after. A peitilent com- 
pleat 
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Fago. Oh you are well tun’d now: But Pil fet down 
the Pegs that make this Mufick, as honeft as 1 am. 
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i ne aetna en cetine ba 


pleat Knave, and the woman hath found him already. 
Rod, { cannot believe that in her, fhe’s full of moft 


efs’d condition. 
Faco. Blefs’d Figgsend. The Wine fhe drinks is 
made of Grapes. If fhe had been blefs’d, «fhe would ne- 
ver have lov’d the Afcore: Blefs’d pudding. Didit thou 
not fee her paddle with the palm of his hand? Didft 
not mark that? 

Rod. Yes, that { did: But that was but courtefie. 

F4go. Leachery by this hand: An Index, and obfcure 
Proiogue to the Hiftory of Luft, and foul Thoughts. 
They met fo near with their Lips, that their breaths 
embrac’d together, Villanous Thoughts, Rodorigo, when 
thefe mutabilities fo marfhal the way, hard at hand 
comes the Mafter, and mainexercife, th’ incorporate 
conclofion: Pifh. But, Sir, be yourul’d by me. I have 
brought you from Venice. Watch you to night: For 


‘|the command, Vil lay’c upon you. Caffio knows you 
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not: Til not be far from you. Do you find fome oc- 
cafion to anger Cajfio, either by {peaking too loud, or 
tainting his difcipline, or from what other courfe you 
pleafe, which the time fhall more favourably minifter. 

Rod. Well. 

Fago, Sir, he’s rafh, and very fudden in Choler: and 
happily may ftrikeat you, provoke him that he may: For 
even out of that will I caufe thefe of Cyprus to mutiny. 
Whofe qualification fhall come into no true tafte again, 
but by difplanting of Caffio. So fhall you have a fhorter 
journey to your defires, by the means I fhall then have 
to prefer them. And the impediment moft profitably 
removed, without the which there were no expectation 
of our profperity. ; 

Rod. \ will do this, if you can bring it to any oppor- 
tunity. 

Fago. | warrant thee, Meet me by and by at the Cit- 
tadel. I muft fetch his neceflaries afhore. Farewel. 

Rod, Adieu. 

Fago, That Caffio lovesher, I do well believe’t : 
That fhe loves him, ’tis apt, and of great credit. 
The Moore (howbeit that [ endure him not) 

Is of aconftant, loving, noble Nature, 
AndIdare think, he'll prove to Defdemona, 
A molt dear Husband, Now!I do love her too, 
Not out of abfolute Luft, (though peradyenture 
I ftand accountant for as great a fin ) 
But partly led to diet my Revenge, 
For that 1 do fufpect the lufty Adoor 
Hath leapt into my feat. The thoughts whereof, 
| Doth (like a poyfonous Mineral) gnaw my Inwards: 
And nothing can, or fhall content my Soul 
Till lam even’d with him, wife for wife : 
Or failing fo, yet that I put the AZoor, 
At leaft into a Jealoufie fo ftrong, 
| That Judgment cannot cure. Which thing to doe, 
HE this poor Trafh of Venice, whom I trace 
| For his quick hunting, ftand the putting on, 
Pi have our Adichael Caffio on the hip, 
Abufe him to the Afr in the right garb 
(For I fear Ca/fio with my Night-Cap too) 
Make the AZoor thank me, love me and reward me, 
For making him egregioufly an Afs, 
And practifing upon his peace and quiet, 
Even to madnefs. "Tis here: but yet confus’d, 
|Knaveries plain face, is never feen, ’till us’d. 


LExit. 


(Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello’s Herald, witha Proclamation. 
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the Moore of Venice. 
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make Bone.fires, each manto what § i 
xe ; ort and Revel 
addition leads him. ° For Befides thefe beneficial Seni: " 
is the celebration of his Nuptial. So much was his plea 
“~ — ate All Offices are open, and there 

Is tut liberty of Feafting , from this pre : 
*till the Bell have toll’d ciptate peru nen ee 
Biefs the Ifle of Cyprus, and our Noble General Othello, 


LE&xit. 


Enter Othello, Defdemona, Caflio, and Artendants. 


Othel. Good Afichael, look you to th ight. 
Let’s teach our feives that baiinrable toe a 
Not to out«fport difcretion, : 

: Caf. Fare — direction what to do. 

ut notwithftaniog with m 7 
Will I look to’t. ene’ 

Othel. Fago is moft honeft : 

Michael, good night. To morrow with your earlie{t 
Let me have fpeech with you, Come, ‘my dear Love 
The purchace made, thé fruits are to enfue : 
That profit’s yet to come "tween mé and you, 
Good night. LExit, 
Enter Jago. 


Caf, Welcome, Fag05 we muft to the Watch. 

Jago. Not this hour, Liewetenant: ’tis not yet ten oth’ 
Clock. Our General caft us thus early for the love of his | 
Defdemona: Whom let us not therefore blame ; he hath | 
not yet made wahton the night with her: and hhe is fport 
for Jove. 

Caf. She’s a moft exquifite Lady. 

Fago, And Vil warrant her full of Game. 

Caf. Indeed fhe’s a moft frefh and delicate creature. 

Jago, What aneye fhe has? 

Methinks it founds a parley to provocation, 

Caf. An inviting eye: 
And yet methinks right modeft, | 

Jago. And whem the fpeaks, 
Is icnot an Alarum to Love ? 

Caf: She is indeed perfection. 

Fago. Well: Happinefs to their fheets: Come, Lieu 
tenant, I have a ftope-of wine, and here without are a | 
brace of Cyprws Gallants, that would fain have a meafure | 
to the health of black Othello, 


Caf. Notto night, good Fago: I have very poor, and | 
unhappy Brains for drinking. I could well with couctefie | 
would invent fome other cuitom of entertainment. 

Jago. On, they are our Friends: But one CupIil dria 
for you. 

Caffio, Tbave drunk but one Cupto night, and that 
was craftily qualified too: and behold what innovation 
it makes here. { am infortunate in the infirmity, and dare 
not task my weaknefs with any more. 

| Fagoe What, man? ’tis a nightof Revels, the Gallants 


k} 


defire it. 
Caf. Where are they ? 
Jago. Here, atthe door: I pray you, call them in. 
Caf: Pildo’t, but it diflikes me. 
| Fago. If Icanfaften but one Cup upon him, 
| With that which he hath drunk to night already, 
| He7ll be as full of Quarrel, and Offence, 
| As my young Miftrils’s Dog, 
Now, my fick Fool, Rodorigo, 
| Whom Love hath turn’d almoft the wrong fideout; | 
To Defdemona hath to night Carouz’d, : 
Potations, pottle-deep; and he’sto watch. 
| Three elfe of Cyprus, Noble {welling Spirits, 
(That hold their honours in a wary diftance, 


Herald. \t is Othello’s pleafure , our Noble and Vali- | The very Elements of this warlike Ifle) 
ant General; That upon certain Tidings now arriv’d, | Haye to night flufter’d with flowing Cups, 
importing the meer perdition of the Turks(h Fleet, every | And they watch too, 
yMan put himfelf into triumph. Some todance, fometo | Now ’mongft this flock of Drunkards, 


ae sae ee 


Fe 
And ito put our 
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Barren ee 
Caffia in fome Action 
That may offend the ifle, Buthere they come. 

Enter Caflio, Montano, and Gentlemen. 


t approve my Dream, 
My Boat fails freely, both with windand ftream. 
Caf. Fore Heaven, they have given mea rowfe already. 
_on, Good Faith a little one + not pafta Pint, 4s I 
am.a Souldier. 
Jago. Some Wine ho, 


If confequence do bu 


Aad let me the Cannakin clink, ‘clink 
Aad let.me the Cannakin clink. 

‘A Souldier’s aman: Ob, mans life’s but 4 [pat 
Why then let a Souldier drink, : 
Some Wine Boyes. 

Caf, ’Fore Heaven,,an excellent Song: 

Fago. dearn’d-it in England : where indeed they are 
moft potent in Potting. Your Dane, your German, and 
your fwag-belly’d Hollander, (drink ho) are nothing to 
your Englifh. 

Caffio. Is your Engl 
ing ? 

Fago. Why, he d 
dead Drunk. He fw 
He gives your Hollander.a vomit, 


fhman fo exquifite in his drink- 


rinks you with facility, your Dane 
ears not to overthrow, your Almarm. 
ere the next Pottle can 


| be fill’d. 


| 


| Gentlemen, lets look to 


| 


| Watch. 


H 
| 


| 


} 
| 


} 
| 


| 


ee OIE! 


(af. To the health.of our General 
Mon. Yam for it, Lieutenant : and 
Faro. Oh {weet England. 


Pit do you Juftice. 


f 


#e 


King Stephen was and-a worthy Peery 
His Breeches cost him but a Crown, 
He held them fix pence all 100 dear, \ 
With that be call’d the Taylor Lown: | 
He was a Wight of high Renown, 
c-ind thou art but of low degree: 

Tis pride that pulls the Country down, 
And take thy awl 'd Cloak about thee. 


gg Neoaes 


tO © 


Some Wine ho. 

a Why this» is a more exquifite Song than the 
other. 

Fago. Will you heat’t again ? id 

Caf. No: for I hold him ‘to be uoworthy of his:place, 
that do’s thofe things. Well: Heaven’s above all: and 
there be Souls muft be faved, and there be Souls muft not 
be faved. 

220, Is true, good Lieutenant. 

Caf. For mine own part, no offence to the General, nor 
any man of quality: 1 hope to be faved. 

Jago. And fo do t too, Lieutenant. . 

Cafio. 1: (but by your leave) not before me. The 
Licutenant is to be faved before the Ancient. Lets have 
no more of this: letsto our affairs. Forgive our fins : 
our bufinefs. Do not think, 
Gentlemen, Iam Drunk: this is my Ancient, this is my 
right hand, and this is my left. I am not drunk now : | 
can ftand well enough, and I {peak well enough. 

Gent. Excellent well. 

Caf. Why very wellthen: you muft not think then, 
that | am drunk, 

Montan. To th’ Platform (Mafters) come, 


lets fet the 


You fee this Fellow that is gone before, 
He is a Souldier, firto ftand by Cefary 

And give direction. And do but fee his Vice, 

Tis to his Virtues a juft Equinox, 

The one as long as th’ other. *Tis pity ofhim ; 

I fear the truft Orhello puts him in, 
On fome odd time of his infirmity 

Will fhake this Ifland. 


faze. 


F Nene 


Or Pil know you oret 
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Mont. But is he often thus. 

Fago., ’Tis evermore his prologue to his fleep, 
Heil watch the Horologue a double Set, 
If drink rock not his Cradle. 

Mont. \t were well 
The General were put in mind of it: 

Perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature 
Prizes the Virtue that appears in Ca/fio, 
And looks not on his evils: is not this true? 


Enter Rodorigo. 


Fago How now, Rodarigo ? 

I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 

Mont. And ’tis great pity that the Noble Moore 
Sould hazard fuch a place, as his own Second, 
With one ingraft Infirmity, 

[t were an honeft Action, to fay fo © 
To the Moare. . 
Fago. Not I, for this fair Ifland, 
Ido love Caffio well: and would do much 
To cure him of thisevil. But hark, what noife ? 


Enter Callio purfuing Rodorigo. 


Caf. You Rogue: you Rafcal. 

«Mon. What’s the matter, Lieutenant ? 

Cuf. AKnave teach me my duty ? Ili beat the 
Knave into a Twiggen Bottle. 

Rod. Beat me. 

Caf. Doft thou prate, Rogue ? 

Mon. Nay, good Lieutenant : 

I pray you, Sir,hold your hand. 

Caf. Let me go (Sir) 
he Mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you're Drunk, 

Caffio. Drunk ? 

Jago. Away I fay: go out and cry a Mutiny, 
Nay, good Lieutenant. Alas, Gentlemen: 
Help ho, Lieutenant. Sir Montano: 

Help Matters. Here’sa goodly Watch indeed. - 
VVho’s that which rings the Bell : Diablo, ho. 
The Town will rife. Fie, fie, Lieutenant, 
You'll be afham’d for ever. 


Enter Othello, avd Attendants. 


Oth. VVhat is the matter here ? 

Mon, bleed ftill, 1am hurt, but not to th’ 

Oth. Hold for your lives. 

Fago. Hold ho: Lieutenant, 
Have you forgot all place of fenfe and duty ? 
Hold. The General fpeaks to you: hold for fhame. 


Death. 


Sir Aontano, Gentlemen: 


Oth. VVhy how now ho? From whence arifeth this? } 


Are we turn’d Turks? and to our felves do that 

VVhich Heaven hath forbid the Orramites. 

For Chriftian fhame, put by this barbarous brawl : 

He that ftirs next to carve for his own rage, 

Holds his Soul light: He dies upon his Motion. 

Silence that dreadful Bell, it frights the Ifle 

From her propriety. VVhat is the matter, Mafters. 

Honeft 7azo, that looks dead with grieving, 

Speak: who began this? On thy love I charge thee ?. 
Fago. Idonot 

In Quarter, and in terms like Bride and Groom 

Devefting them for Bed : and then, but now: 

(As if fome Planet had unwitted men) 

Sword out, and tilting one at others Brealts, 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeak 

Any begifning to this peevifh odds. 

And would in Action glorious, 1 had loft 

Thofe legs that brought me to a partof it. 
Oth. How comes it (Michael) you are th 
Caf. I pray you pardon me, 1 cannot fpeak. 


know: Friends all, but now, even now 


us forgot? 


Oth. 
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Othel. Worthy Montano, you were wont to becivil: | Come, Defdemona, ’tis the Souldiers ]i ishiis } ssa} 

The gravity and ftilnefs of your youth, To have their Balmy flumbers ea H ftrife Exi 

The world bath noted. And your name is great ' Fago, What, are you hurt, Lieutenant ? Set ci 

In.mouths of wifeft cenfure. What’s the matter, Caf. 4, paft all Surgery 

That you unlace your reputation thus, Jago. Marry, Heeven forbid, 

And {pend your rich opinion, for the name Caf. Reputation, Reputation, Reputation: Oh Ihave 
,Of a Night-brawler? give me anfwer tovit. loft my Reputation! I have loft the immortal part of m 
Mon. Worthy Orbella, 1am hurt to danger, felf, and what remains is beftial. My Reputation, 7 “4 
| Your Officer, faze, can inform you, my Reputation. e caer 

While | {pare fpeech, which fomething now offends me, fago. Ast aman honeft man, I had thought you had 

Of all chat Ldoknow, nor know I ought received fome bodily wound; there is more fence in that 

By me; that’s faid or done amifs this night, than in Reputation. Reputation is an idle, and mott falfc 

Unlefs Self-charity be fometimes a vice, impofition; ofc got without merit, and loft without de- 

And to defend our felves it bea fin, ferving. You have loft no Reputation at all, unlefs you 
| When violence affails us. repute your felf fuch a loofer. What man-- there are more 

Othel. Now, by Heaven, — ways to recover the General again. You are but now 
My blood begins my-fafer Guides to rulc, caftin his mood, (a punifhment more in policy, than in 
oa Se ga ents ay ia collied) age ks even fo as one would beat his offencelefs dog 
ays to lead the way. once {tir, to affright an imperious Lyon. i i 

Or do but life this Acm, the belt of you he’s ahs P yon. ‘Sue to him again, and 

Shall fink in my Rebuke, Give me to know Caf: I will rather fue to be defpis’d , than to deceive 

How this foul Rout began: Who fet iton, fo good*a Commander, with fo flight, fo drunken, and 

And he that is approv’d in this offence, fo indifcreet an Officer. Drunk? and fpeak, Parrot 2 And 

Though he had twinn’d with me, both ata birth, {quabble? Swagger? Swear? And difcourfe Fuftian with 
| Shall loofe me. What ina Town of War, ones own fhadow? O thou invifible Spirit of Wine! 

Yet wild, the peoples hearts brim-full of fear, if thou haft no name to be known by, let us call thee 
To manage private, and domeftick Quarrel ? Devil. 3 

In night, and on the Court and Guard of fafety ? Fago. What was he that you follow’d with your Sword ? 
?Tis monftrous: Fago, who began’t ? what had he‘done to you? 

Mon, \f partially affin’d, or league in office, : Caf. I know not. 

Thou doft deliver more, or lefs than truth, Fugo. Ist poflible ? . 

Thou art no Souldier. Caf. 1 remember a Mafs of things, but nothing di- 

ago. Touch me not fo near, ' ftinctly: A Quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Oh, that 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, men fhould put an Enemy in their mouths, to {teal away 

Than it fhould do offence to Afichael Caffio. their Brains? That we fhould with Joy pleafance, revel 

Yet I per{wade my felf, to fpeak fo the truth and applaufe, transform our felves into Beats, 

Shall nothing wrong him. . This it is, General: Fago. Why, But you are now well enough: How came 

Montano and my felf being in fpeech, you thus recovered ? 

There comesa Fellow, crying out for help, Caf. Ithath pleas’d the Devil, Drunkennefs, to give 


place to the Devil, Wrath; one unperfectnefs fhews me 
another, tomake me frankly defpife my felf. 

Steps into Ca/fio, and intreats his paufe : Fago. Come, you are too fevere a Moraller. As the 
My felf the crying fellow did purfue, Time, the Place , and the condition of this Countrey 
Left by his clamour (as it fo fell out) ftands, I could heartily wifh this had not befaln: But fince 
The Town might fall in fright. He, ( fwift of foot’) | it is, asit is, mend it for your own good. 

Out-ran my purpofe: andIreturn’d the rather Caf. I will ask him for my place again, he fhall tell 
For that. | heard the clink, and fall of Swords, me, 1 amaDfunkard: Had I as many mouths as Hydra, 


And Caffio following him with determin’d Sword, 
To execute upon him. Sir, This Gentleman 


And Caffio, high in oath : Which till to night fuch an anfwer would ftop them a!l. Tobe now a fen-| 
Lne’er might fay before. When I came back’ | Gble man, by and by a Fool, and prefently a Beatt. of} 
(For this was brief ) I found them clofe together {trange ! Every inordinate Cup is unblefs’d, and the In- 
At blow, and thruft, even asagain they were gredient is a Devil. 
When you your felf did part them:. Fago. Come, come, good Wine is a good ‘familiar 
More of this matter cannot I report, Creature , if it be well us’d: Exclaim no more againtt 
But men are men: The beft fometimes forget, it. And, good Lieutenant, 1 think, you think I love 
Though Caffio did fome little wrong to him, you. 
As men in rage, ftrike thofe that with them beft, Caf. Ihave well approv’d it, Sir, I drunk? 
Yet furely Ca/fio, I believe, receiv'd Fago. You, or any man living, may be drunk ata time, 

| From him that fled, fome ftrange indignity, © man. {tell you what you fhall do: Our General’s Wife 


Which Patience could not pafs. isnow the General. Imay fay f6, in this refpett, for 
Orhel. 1 know, F4¢0, that he hath devoted, and given up himfelf to the con- 
Thy honefty and love doth mince this matter, templation, mark: and Devotement of her Parts and 


-| Making it light to Caffio: Caffio, | love thee, Graces. Confefs your felf freely to her: Importue her, 


help, to put you in your place again. ‘She is of fo free, fo 
kind, fo apt, fo blefled a difpofition, the holds it a vice 
in her goodnefs, not to do more than fhe is requefted. 
This broken joint between youand her Husband; intreat 


But never more be Officer of mine. “+ 


Enter Defdemona attended. 


Look if my gentle Jove be not rais’d up: her to fplinter.- And my Fortunes againft any lay wort 
Jl make thee an example, naming, this crack of your Love, fhal] grow ftronger than 
Def. Whats the matter (Dear?) it was before. . 
Othel. All’s well, Sweeting: ve Caf. Youadvife me well. See ae 
Come, away to bed. Sir, for your hurts, Fags. 1 proteft in the fiticerity of Love, and honeft 
My Self’ will be your Surgeon. Lead him off: kindnefs. tase 
ago, look with care about the Town, Casio, 1 think it freely : and betimes inthe morning, 
to tindertake for 


And filence thofe whom this vile brawl diftraéted. I will befeech the virtuots - a 
% 


* 
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me: 1 am defperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 
Fago. Youare inthe right: Good night, Lieutenant, I 
mutt to the Watch. 
Caf. Good night, honeft F2go. 
Fao. And what’s he then, 
That fays I play the Villain? 
When this advice is free I give, and honeft, 
Probal to thinking, and indeed the courfe 
To win the Afoor again. 
For ’tis moft eafie, 
Th’inclining Defdemonatofubdue  __ 
Inany honeft Suit. She?s fram’d as fruitful 
As the free Elements. And then for her 
To winthe Moor, were torenounce his Baptifm, 
All feals and Symbols of redeemed fin : 
His Soul is fo enfetter’d to her Love, 
That fhe may make, unmake, do what fhe lift: 
Even as her appetite thal play the god 
With his weak Function. How I am then a Villain, 
To counfel Cafsio to this parallel courfe. 
Direétly to his good? Divinity of Hell, 
When Devils will their blackeft fins put on, 
They do fuggeft at firft with heavenly fhews, 
AsI do now. For while this honeft Fool 
Plies Defdemona, to repair bis Fortune, 
And fhe for him, pleads ftrongly to the Moor, 
1’Il pour this Peftilence into his ear : 
That the repeals him, for her bodies Luft, 
And by how much he ftrives to do him good, 
She fhall undoe her Credit with the Moor, 
So willl turn her virtue into pitch, 
And out of her own goodnefs make the Net, 
That fhall enmafh them all, 
How now, Rodorigo? 


[Exit Caflio. 


Enter Rodorigo. 


Rodorigo. 1 do follow here in the Chace , not like a 
Hound.that hunts, but one that fillsupthe Cry. My mo- 
ney is almoft fpent; 1 have been to night exceedingly 
well cudgel?d; and I think the iffue will be, I fhall 
have fo much experience for my pains; and fo with no 
money at all, and a little more wit, return again to /e- 
71GB. : 

Fago. How poor are they that have not Patience ? 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees? 

Thou know’ft we work by wit, and not by witchcraft ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time : 

Dolt not go well? Ca/sio hath beaten thee, 

And thou by that fimall hurt hait cafhier’d Caffio : 
Though other things grow fair againft the Sun, 

Yet fruits that bloflome firft , will firft be ripe: 
Content thy felf a while. In treth tis Morning ; 
Pleafure and action make the hours feem fhort, 

Retire thee: Go where thou art Billeted: 

Away, I fay, thou fhalt know more hereafter : 

Nay, get thee gone. EExit. Rodorigo. 
Two things are to be done: 

My Wife muft move for Cafsio to her Miftrefs: 

1’ll fet her on my felf a while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him jump, when he may (4/fio find 
Solliciting his Wife: I, t hat’s the way : 


Dull not Device, by coldnefs and delay. [Exit. 


Adus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Caflio, Muficians, and Clown. 


Caf, Matters, play here, I will content your pains, 
Something that’s brief: and bid good morrow, General. 

Clo. Why, Mafters, have your Inftruments been in a- 
ples, that. they {peak i’th’ nofe thus ? 


Mf. How, Sir, how ? 
Clown. Are thefe, I pray you, wind Inftruments? 
Mf. 1, marry are they, Sir. 
Clown. Oh, thereby hangs a Tale. 
Muf. Whereby hangs a Tale, Sir? 
Ciown. Marry, Sir, by many a wind Inftrument that I 
know. But, Mafters, here’s money for you: And the Ge. 
neral fo likes your Mufick, that he defires you for loves 
fake to make no noife with it. 

Muf. Well, Sir, we will not. 

Clown, If you haveany Mufick that may not be heard, 


too’t again. But (as they fay) to hear Mufick, the Gene- 
ral does not greatly care. 


Muf. VVe have none fuch, Sir, 

Clown. Then put up your Pipesin your Bag, for Pll 
away. Go, vanifh into air, away. LExit Muli, 

Caf. Doft thou hear me, mine honeft Friend ? 

Clown, No, I hear not your honeft Friend: 

[hear you. 

Caf. Prethee, keep up thy Quillets, there’s a poor pi 
of Gold for thee: If the Gentlewoman that abvondy eb 
General be ftirring, tell her, there’s one Caffio entreats her 
a little favour of {peech, Wilt thou dothis? 

Clown. She is ftirring, Sir, if the will ftir hither, I fhall 
feem to notifie unto her. LExit Clown. 


Enter Jago. 


In happy time, Fago. 

Jago. You have not been a bed then? 

Caf. Why, no: The day had broke before we patted. 
I have made bold (ago) to fend in to your wife : 
My fuit to her is, that the will to virtuous Defdemona 
Procure me fome accefs. 

Fago. I'll fend her to you prefently : 
And Pll devife a mean to draw the Moer 
Out of the way, that your converfe and bufinefs 
May be more free. 

Caf. | humbly thank you for’t. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honeft. 


[E+it. 


Enter FEmilia. 


e£ml. Good morrow (good Lieutenant) I am forry 
For your difpleafure ; but all will fure be well. 
The General and his Wife are talking of it. 
And fhe fpeaks for you ftoutly. The Moor replies, 
That he you burt is of great fame in Cyprus, 
And great Affinity : and that in wholfom wifdom 
He might not but refufe you. But he protefts he loves you, 
And needs no other Suitor but his likings, 
To bring you in again. 
Caf. Yet, I befeech you, 
If you think fit, or that it may be done, 
Give me advantage of fome brief Difcourfe 
With Defdemon alone. 
e#mil. Pray, come in: 
Iwill beftow you where you fhall have time 
To {peak your bofom freely. 


Caf: 1am much bound to you. { Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


¥ 


Enter Othello, Jago, and Gentlemen. 


Othel. Thefe Letters give (Fago) to the Pilot, 
And by him do my Duties to the Senate: 
That done, I will be walking on the Works, 
Repair there to me, 
Face. Well, my good Lord, Vll-do’t. 
Othel. This Fortification (Gentlemen) fhall we fee’t? 
Gent. We'll wait upon your Lordhhip, LExennt. 
Scena 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Defdemona, Caflio, and Emilia, . 


Def. Be thouaflur’d (good Cafio) I will.do 
_| All my abilities in thy behalf. 
e4imil. Good Madam, do: 
I warrant it grieves my Husband, 
As if the caufe were his, 

Def. Oh that’s an honeft Fellow: do not doubt, Ca/fio, 
But | will have my Lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Caffio. Bounteous Madam, 

Whatever fhall become of Adichael Caffio, 
He’s never any thing but your true Servant. 

Def. 1know’t: I thank you: you do love my Lord: 
You have known him long, and be you well aflur’d, 
He fhall in ftrangenefs ftand no farther off, 
Than in a politick diftance, 

Caffio. 1, but Lady, 
That policy may either laft fo long, 
Or feed upon fuch nice and waterifh diet, 
Or breed it felf fo out of Circumftances, 
That I being abfent, and my placz fupply’d, 
My General will forget my Love and Service, 

Def. Do not doubt that : before Emilia here, 

I give thee warrant of thy place. Affure thee, 

If [do vow a friendhhip, Pll perform it 

To the laft Article. My Lord fhall never reft, 

Pil watch him tame, and talk him out of patience ; 
His Bed fhall feem a School, his Boord a Shrift, 
I'll intermingle every thing he do’s 

With Caffio’s fuit: Therefore be merry, Caffio, 
For thy Sollicitor fhall rather die, 

Than give thy Caufe away. 


Enter Othello and Jago. 


cml. Madam, here comes my Lord, 
Caffio, Madam, Vil take my leave. 

Def.’ Why ftay, and hear me fpeak. 

Caf. Madam, not now: [am very ill at eafe. 
Unfit for mine own purpofes. 
Def. Well, do your difcretion. Léxit Caflio. 
Fago. Hah ? I like not that. 

Othel. What doft thou fay ? 

ago. Nothing, my Lord; or if—-I know not what. 
Othel, Was not that Caffio parted from my wife ? 
Fago. Caffio, my Lord? No fure, I cannot think it, 
That he would fteal away fo guilty-like, 

Seeing you coming. 

Orhel, I do believe twas he. 

Def. How now; my Lord ? 

I have been talking with a Suitor here, 

A man that languifhes in your difpleafure. 

Othel. Who is’t you mean? 

Def. Why your Lieutenant Cafio. Good my Lord, 
If | have any grace, or power to move you, 

His prefent reconciliation take 

For if he be mot one that truly loves you, 

That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 

[have no judgment in an honeft face. 

[ prethee call him back. 

Othel. Went he hence now ? . 

Def. 1, Sooth; fo humbled, 

That he hath left part of his grief with me 

To fuffer with him. Good Love, call him back. 
Othel, Not now ({weet Defdemona) fome other time. 
Def: But fhal’t be fhortly ? 

Othel. The fooner (fweet) for you. 

Def. Shal’t be to night, at Supper ? 

Orhel. No, not to night. 


the “Moore of Venice 


23 


Def. To morrow Dinner then? 

Othel. { fhali not dine at home : 

{ meet the Captains at the Cittadel, 

Def. Why then to morrow night, on Tuefday morn 
On Tuefday noon, ar night ; on Wednefday morn, 
I prethee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three days, In faith he’s penitent : 

And yet his Trefpafs, in our common reafon 
(Save that they fay the wars muft make example) 
Out of her beft, is not almoft a faule 

T’incur a privatecheck. When fhall he come ? 
Tell me, Ochelo, 1 wonder in my Soul 

What you would ask me, that i would deny, 

Or ftand fo mam’ring on? What? Michael Cafiio, 
That came a wooing with you ? and fo many a time 
(When I have fpoke of you difpraifingly) 

Hath tane your part, to have fo much to do 

To bring him in? Truft me, I could do much. 

Othel, Prethee no more: Let him come when he will : 
{ will deny thee nothing. 

Def. Why, this is not a Boon: 

Tis as I fhould entreat you wear your Gloves, 

Or feed on nourifhing Difhes, or keep you warm, 
Or fue to you, to do a peculiar profi 

To your perfon. Nay, when ! have fuit, 

Wherein I mean to touch your Love indeed, 

{t thall be full of poize, and difficult weight, 

And fearful to be granted. 

__ Orhel. 1 will deny thee nothing. 

Whereon, I do befeech thee, grant me this, 

fo leave me but a little to my felf. 

Def. Shall! deny you? no: Farewel, my Lord. 

Oth, Farewel, my Defdemona, I'll come to thee ftraight, 

Def! -4milia, come; be as your Fancies teach you: 
Whate’re you be, I am obedient, LExit. 

Othel. Excellent wretch: Perdition catch my Soul, 
But I dolove thee: and when I love thee not, 

Chaos is come again. 

Jago. My Noble Lord. 

Orhel. What doft thou fay, Fago? 

Jago. Did Michael Cafsio 
When you woo’d my Lady, know of your love ? 

Othel. He did, from firft to lait : 
Why doft thou ask ? 
Jago. But for a fatisfaction of my Thouzht, 
No further harm. 
Othel. Why of thy thought, Fazo ? 
F2go. I did not think he had been acquainted with it. 
Othel, O yes, and went between us very oft. 
Fago. Indeed ? 
Orhel. Indeed? Lindeed, Difcern’ft thou ought in that ? 
Is he not honeft ? 
Jago. Honeft, my Lord? 
Othel. Honeft ? I, honett. 
Jago. My Lord, for ought I know. 
Othel. What doft thou think ? 
Fago. Think, my Lord ? Ss 
Othel. Think, my Lord ? Alas, thou eccho’ft me; 
As if there fome Monfter in thy thought 
Too hideous to be fhewn. Thou doft mean fomething : 
I heard thee fay even now, thon lik’ft not that, 
VVhen Gafsio left my wife. What did’ft not like? 
And when I told thee, he was of my Counfel, 
OF my whole courfe of wooing ; thou cried’ft, Indeed ? 
And did’ft contraét and purfe thy brow together, 
As if thou then hadft fhut up in.thy brain 
Some horrible conceit, if thou doit love me 
Shew me thy thought. 
Fago. My Lord, you know I love you: 
Othel. 1 think thou doft : Seeeey 
For I know thour’t full of Love and Honelty, | 
And weighft thy words before thou giv’ft them breath, 
Therefore thefe {tops of thine fright me the more; 
For fuch things in a falfe difloyal Knave 
Lil 2 Are’ 
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| Are tricks of Cuftom: butin a man that’s jutt,. 
| They’re cold dilations working from the heart, 
Thar paflion cannot rule, 
Jago. For Michael Caffio, _ 
I dare be fworn, I think that he is honeft. 
Orhel. I think fo too. 
| Fago. Men fhould be what they feem, 
| Or thofe that be not, would they might feerm none. 
Orhel, Certain, men fhould be what they feem. 
Fago. Why, then I think Caffio’s an honeft man. 
Othel. Nay, yet there’s more in this? 
I pray thee {peak to me as to thy thinkings, 
| ‘As thou doft ruminate, and give thy worlt of thoughts, 
The worft of words. 
| Fago. Good, my Lord, pardon me. 


| Though | am bound to every AG of duty, 
lam not bound to that: All Slavesare free : 
Utter my thoughts? Why fay they are vild and falfe? 
| As, where’s that Palace, whereinto foul things 
| Sometimes intrude not? Who has that breaft fo. pure, 
| Wherein uncleanly apprehenfions 
Keep Leets, and Law-days, and in Seffions fit 
With meditations lawful ? 
Othel. Thou dott confpire againtt thy friend (Fago) 
If thou but think’ft him wrong’d, and mak’lt his ear 
A Stranger to thy thoughts. 
Fago. 1 do befeech you, 
Though | perchance am vicious in my guefs 
(As I confefs it is my natures plague 
To fpie into abufes, and of my Jealoufie 
Shapes faults that are not ) that your wifdom 
From one, that fo imperfectly conceits, 
Would take no notice, nor build your felf a trouble 
Out of his feattering, and unfure obfervance = 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my manhood, honefty and wifdom, 
To let you know my thoughts. 
Othel. What doft thou mean? 
Fago. Good name inman and woman (dear my Lord) 
Is the immediate Jewel of their Souls ; 
Who fteals my purfe fteals trafh: 
’Tis fomething, nothing ; 
’Twas.mine, ’tis his, and has been flave to thoufands : 
But he that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 
And makes me poor indeed. 
Orhel. Pil know thy thoughts. 
Fago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor thall not, whil’ft’tis in my cuftody. 
Othel. Ha! 
Fago. Oh, beware, my Lord, of Jealoufie, 
It is the green-ey’d Monfter, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold lives in blifs, 
Who, certain of his Fate, loves not his wronger : 
But Oh, what damned minutes tells he o’re, 
Who dotes, yet doubts : fufpects, yet foundly loves? 
Othel, O mifery ! ‘ 
Fago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough, 
But riches finelefs, isas poor as VVinter, 
To him that ever fears he fhall be poor : 
Good Heaven, the Souls of all my Tribe defend 
From Jealoufie. 
Othel, Why ? VVhy is this? 
Think’ft thou ’ld makea Life of Jealoufie ? 
To follow ftill the changes of the Moon, 
With frefh fafpicions? No: To be once in doubt, 
Isto be refolv’d: Exchange'me for a Goat, 
When I fhall turn the bufinefs of my Soul 
To fuch exufflicated, and blowed Surmifes, 
Matching theinference. “Tis not to make me Jealous, 
To fay my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of fpeech, Sings, Plays, and Dances : 
Where Virtue is, thefe are moft virtuous. 
Nor from mine own weak merits will 1 draw 
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The fmalleft fear, or doubt of her revolt, 
For fhe had eyes, and chofe me. No, fago, 
11 fee before I doubt, whenI doubt, prove; 
And on the proof there is no more but this, 
Away at once with Love, or Jealoufie. 
Fago. 1am glad of this: for now I fhall have reafon 
To fhew the Love and Duty that I bear you 
With franker Spirit. Therefore (as! am bound) 
Receive it from me. I fpeak not yet of proof : 
Look to your Wife, obferve her well with Ca/fio, 
Wear your eyes, thus: Not Jealous, nor Secure: 
I would not have your free,and Noble Nature, 
Out of Self-bounty be abus’d, look to’t: 
I know our Country difpofition well : 
In Venice, they do let Heaven fee the pranks 
They dare not fhew their Husbands. 
Their beft Confcience 
Is not to leave’t undone, but kept unknown. 
 Othel. Doft thou fay fo? 
ago. She did deceive her Father, marrying you, 
And when fhe feem’d to fhake, and fear your looks, 
She lov’d them moft. 
Othel. And fo fhe did. 
Fago. Why, gotothen: 
She that fo young could give out fach a Seeming 
To feal her Father’s Eyes up, clofe as Oak, 
He thought twas Witchcraft. 
But Iam much to blame: 
I humbly do befeech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. 
Othel, 1 am bound to thee for ever. 
Fao. 1 fee this hath a little dafh’d your Spirits ¢ 
Othel. Not a Jot, not a Jot. 
Fago. Truft me, | fear it has: 
I hope you will confider, what is fpoke, 
Comes from my Love, 
But I do fee y’are mov’d : 
lam to pray you, not to ftrain my fpeecla 
To grofler iffues, nor to larger reach, 
Than to Sufpicion. 
Othel, 1 will not. 
Fago. Should you do fo (my Lord) 
My fpeech fhould fall into fuch vild fuccefs, 
Which my thoughts aim’d not. 
Caffio’s my worthy friend : 
My Lord, Ife y’are mov’d: 
Othel. No, not much mov’d: 
I do not think but Defdemona’s honett. 
Fago. Long live fhe fo; 
And long live you to think fo. 
Othel. And yet how Nature erring from it felf—— 
Fago. I, there’s the point: 
As (to be bold with you) 
Not to affect many propofed Matches 
Of her own Clime, Complexion, and Degree, 
Whereto we fee in all things, Nature tends: 
Foh, one may fmell in fuch, a will moft rank, 
Foul difproportions, thoughts unnatural, 
But (pardon me) Ido not in pofition 
Diftindtly fpeak of her, though! may. fear 
Her will, recoyling to her better Judgment, 
May fall to match you with her Country Forms, 
And happily repent. 
| Othel, Farewel, farewel : 
If more thou doft perceive, let me know mote : 
Set on thy wife to obferve. 
Leave me, ago. 
Faso. My Lord, I take my leave. 
Orhel. Why did I marry ? 
This honeft Creature (doubtlefs) 
Sees, and knows more, much more than he unfolds. 
ago. My Lord, I would I might intreat your Honour 
To {can this thing no farther: Leave ittotine, 
Although ’tis fit that Caffio have his place; 
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For fure he fills it up with great ability ; Jago. Hatt ftollen it from her ? 

Yet if you pleafe to put him off awhile, emi. No: Butthe let it drop by neglige 

ae : gence 

You fhall by that perceive him, and his means: And te th’ advantage, 1 being here, took’ up: ; 

Note, if your Lady {train his Entertainment Look, here ’tis. ‘ Bs 

With any ftrong, or vehement importunity, Jago. A good wench, give it me, 

Much will be feen in that: In the mean time, cHmil, VVhat will you do with’t, you have been fo 

Let me be thought too bufic in my fears, earneft to have me filtch it ? : 

(As worthy caufe | have to fear I am) Jago, Why, what is that to you? 

And hold her free, Ido befeech your Honour : emi, If it be not for fome purpofe of import 
Orhel. Fear not my Government. Giv’t me again. Poor Lady, fhe’ll run mad, : 
Fago. | once more take my leave. VVhen the thall lack it. 

Orhel. This Fellow’s of exceeding honefty, fago. Be not acknown on’t : 

And knows all Quantities with a learn’d Spirit i have ufe for it. Go, leave me, LExit Zemil. 

Of humane dealings, If Ido prove her Haggard, I will in Caffio’s Lodging loofe this Napkin, 

Though that her Jefles were my dear heart-{trings, And let him find it. Trifles light as air 

I’ld whiftle her off, and let her down the wind Are to the jealous, confirmations ftrong 

To prey at Fortune. Haply, for | am black, As proofs of holy VVrit. This may do fomething. 

And have not thofe foft parts of Converfation, The e Moor already changes with my poyfons - 

That Chamberers have: Or for I am declin’d Dangerous ¢onceits are in their natures poyfons, 

Into the vale of years (yet that’s not much) VVhich at the firftare fcarce found to diftatte : 

She’s gone. 1 am abus’d, and my relief But with a little aét upon the blood, 

Mutt be to loath her, Oh Curfe of Marriage / Burn like the Mines of Sulphur. 1 did fay fo. 

T hat we can call thefe delicate Creatures ours, 

And not their Appetites? I had rather be a Toad, Enter Othello. 

And live upon the Vapour of a Dungeon, 

Than keep acorner in the thing I love, Look, where he comes: Not Poppy, Mandragora, 

For others ufes, Yet ’tis the plague to Great-ones, Nor all the drowlie Syrups of the world, 

Prerogativ’d are they lefs than the Bafe; Shall ever medicine thee to that {weet flcep, 

’Tis-deftiny unfhunnable like death : Which thou ow’d’ft yefterday. 

Even then, this forked plague is fated to us, Othel. Ha, ha, falfe tome? 

VVhen we doquicken. Look where fhe comes: Jago. VVhy, how now, General? no more of that. 

Orhel. Avant, be gone: Thou haft fet me on the Rack : 
Enter Defdemona and Emilia, [ {wear ’tis better to be much abus’d, 
Than but to know a little. 

If the be falfe, Heav’n mock’d it felf’: Fago. How now, my Lord? 

I'll not believ’t. Othel. VVhat {cent had 1, inher ftoln hours of Luft? 
Def. How now, my dear Othello? I faw it not, thought it not : it harm’d not me : 

Your Dinner, and the generous Iflanders, I flept the next night well, fed well, was free, and merry. 

By you invited, do attend your prefence. I found not Caffio’s kifles on her lips : 

Othel. 1 am to blame, He that is robb’d, not wanting what is ftoln, 
Def. Why do you fpeak fo faintly ? Let him not know’t, and he’s notrobb’d at all, 

Are you not well ? Fago. 1 am forry to hear this. 

Othel, 1 have a pain upon my Forehead here. | . Othel, \ had been happy if the general Camp, 
Def. VVhy that’s with watching, twill away again. Pioneersand all, bad tafted her {weet Body, 

Let me but bind it hard, within thishour So I had nothing'‘known. Oh now, for ever 

It will be well. Farewel the tranquill mind 4 Farewel, Content ; 
Othel. Your Napkinis too little : Farewel the plumed Troops, and the big VVars, 

Let it alone: Come, I'll goin with you. [Exeunt. | That make Ambition virtue! Oh farewel, 

Def. Yam very forry that you are not well, Facewel the neighing Steed, and the fhrill Trump, 
-Amil. 1am glad I have found this Napkin : The Spitit-ftirring Drum, th’Ear-piercing Fife, 

This washer firftremembrance from the Zor, The Royal Banner, and all Quality, 

My wayward Husband hath a hundred times Pride, Pomp, and Circumftance of glorious V Var: 

Woo’d me to {teal it, But fhefo.loves the Token, And O you mortal Engines, whofe rude throats 

(For he conjur’d her, fhefhould ever keep it) | Th’immortal Fove’s dread Clamours counterfeit, 

That fhe referves it ever more about her, Farewel: Othello’s Occupation’s gone. 

To kifs and-talk to. Til have the work tane out, Fago. Ist poflible, my Lord? 


Othel. Villain, befurethouprove my Lovea VVhore ; 


And giv’t ago: what he will do with it, 
Be fure of ,it : Giveme the Qcular Proof, 


Heaven knows, not I: 


I nothing, ‘but to pleafe‘his Fantafic. Or by the worth of mine eternal Soul, 
Thou hadft been better have been borna Dog, 
Enter Jago. Than anfwer my wak’d wrath. 
Fago. Is’'tcome to this? ; 
Fago. How now? What do you here alone? Othel. Make metosfee’t, or (atthe leaft) fo proyeit, 
Aimil, Do not yowchide : I-have a thing for you. That the probation bear no Hindge, norLoop, ~ 
Jago. You haveathing for me? To hangadoubt on: Orwoe uponthy Life. 
It is a commonthing | Fage. My Noble Lord. 
emi. Hah? | Orhel. Uf thoudoft flander her, and torture me; 
Fago. To have a'foolih wife: || Never pray more : Abandon all remorfe 
Emil. Oh, is thatall? what will yougivemenow || Onhorrors head, horrors accumulate, . 
For that fame Handkerchief? 't Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz’d 5 
Fago, What Handkerchief ? _ For nothing canftthou to damnation add; 
cAimil. What Handkerchief? Greater than that; 
Why, thatthe oor firft gaveto Defdemona, Fago. OGrace! O Heavemforgive me: 
That which fo-often you did bid me'fteal. Are you a man? iHave rae OrSenfe : = 
3 , 
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God b’w’ you: take mine Office. Oh wretched Fool, 
| That lov'ft to make thine honefty a Vice ! 
' Oh monftrous World! Take note, take note (O World) 
To be direé& and honeft, is not fafe. 
| thank you for this profit, and from hence 
Vil love no Friend,. fich love breeds -fach offence. 
Orb. Nay ftay ; thou fhouldft be honeft. 
ago. \ fhould be wife, for honelty’s a Fool, 
And lofes that it works for. 
Oth. By the World, : ? 
[think my Wifeis honeft, and think fhe is not : 
L think that thou art juft, and think thou art not: 
Il have fome proof. My name that-was as frefh 
As Dians Vilage,’ is now begrim’d and black 
As mine own Face. If there be Cords or Knives, 
Poyfon, or Fire, or fuffocating {ftreams, 
1s] not endure it. Would I were fatisfied. 
Fago. | fee you are eaten up with paflion : 
I dorepeat me that I put it to you, 
You would be fatisfied ? 
Oth. Would, Nay, and I will. 
aco, And may : but now? how fatisfied, my Lord? 
Would you the fuper-vifion grofly gape on? 
Behold her topp’d ? 
Oth. Dezatb, and Damnation. Oh! 
Fage. were a tedious difficulty I think, 
| To bring to that profpect: Damn them then, 
ifever mortal Eyes do fee them boulfter 
| More than their own. What then? how'then ? 
| What fhall (fay? Where’s Satisfation ? 
It is impoflible you fhould fee this, 
Were they as prime as Goats, as hot as Monkies, 
As falt as Wolves in pride, and Fools as grofs 
As Ignorance, made drunk, But yet, | fay, 
If imputation and ftrong circumftances, 
Which lead direétly to the door of truth, 
VVill give you fatisfaction, you might hav’t. 
Orb. Give me a living reafon fhe’s difloyal. 
| Fago. 1 donot like the Office; 
But fith | am entred inthis caufe fo far 
(Prick’d to’t by foolith Honefty and Love) 
I will goon. I lay with Caffo lately, 
And being troubled with a raging Tooth, 
I could not fleep. There area kind of men, 
So loofe of Soul, that in their fleeps will mutter 
Their Affairs: one of this kind is Cajfio : 
In fleep I heard him fay, fweet Defdemona, 
Let us be wary, let ushide ourLoves, 
And then (Sir) would he gripe, and wring my hand: 
Cry, oh fweet Creature: then kifs me hard, 
As if he pluckt up kifles by the roots, 
That grew upon my Lips, laid his Leg o're my Thigh, 
And figh and kifs, and then cry curfed Fate, 
That gave thee to the Moore. 
Oth. O monftrous! monftrous / 
Fago. Nay this was but his Dream. 
Orb, But this denoted a fore-gone conclafion, 
°Tis a fhrewd doubt, though it be buta Dream. 
Fago. And this may help to thicken other proofs, 
That do demonftrate thinly. 
Orb. Vll tear her all to pieces, 
Fago. Nay yet be wife; yet we fee nothing done, 
She may be honeft yet: Tell me but this, 
Have you not fometimes feen a Handkerchief 
Spotted with Straw- berries, in your VViveshand ? 
Oth. 1 gave her fuch a one: *twas my firft gift. 
Fago. \ know not that: but fuch a Handkerchief 
i (Lam fare it was your VVives) did I to day 
See Ca/fio wipe his Beard with, 
Oth. If it be that. 
Fago. Mf it be that, or any, if *cwas hers, 
It {peaks againft her with the other proofs. 
Oth. O that the flave had forty thoufand lives: 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge, 
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4 But let her live. 


‘| Come go with me apart, I will withdraw 


‘| For the fair Devil. 
| Now art thou my Lieutenant. 


Now do] fee ’tis true. Look here, ¥azo, 
All my fond love thus do I blow toHeaven. ’Tis gone 
Arife black vengeance from the hollow Hell, ~ ° 
Yield up (O Love) thy Crown and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous hate, Swell bofom with thy fraught, 
For ’tis of Afpicks tongues. 
Fago. Yet be content. 
Oth. Oh blood, blood, blood. 
Jago. Patience I fay: your mind may change. 
Oth, Never, Fago. Like to the Pontick Sea, 
VVhofe Icy Current, and compulfive courfe, 
Ne’re keeps retiring ebbe, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick, and the Heltefpont : 
Even fo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall ne’re look back, ne’re ebbe to humble Love, 
Till that a capable, and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up. Now by yond Marble Heaven, 
In the due reverence of a Sacred Vow, 
I here engage my words ——. 
Jago. Do not rife yet : 
VVitnefs your ever-burning Lights above, 
You Elements, that clip us round about. 
VVitnefs that here Fago doth give up 
The Execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong’d Orhello’s Service. Let him command, 
And to obey fhall bé in me"femorfe, 
What bloody bufinefs ever. 
Oth. I greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inftant put thee to’t: 
Within thefe three dayes let me hear thee fay, 
That Caffic’s not alive. 
Fago. My Friend is dead : 
’Tis done at your requeft. 


Oth. Damn her lewd Minx: 
Odamn her, damn her. 


To furnifh me with fome fwift means of Death 


Jago. Lam your own for ever. Léxennt. 


Scena Quarta. 
Enter Defdemona, Emilia, and Clown. | 


De. Do you know, Sirrah, where Lieutenant Caffio 
yes ? 
Clown. I dare not fay he lies any where, 
Def. Why. man ? 
Clown, He’s.a Souldier, and for me to 
lyes, "tis ftabbing. 
. Def. Goto: where lodges he ? 
ee To tell you where he lodges, 
es ' 
Def. Can any thing be made of this? 
Clown. I know not, where he lodges, and for me to de- 
vife a lodging, and fay he lieshere, or he liesthere, were 
to lye in mine own throat. 
Def. Can you enquire 
report ? 10 
Clown. 1 will Catechize the World for him, that is, 
make Queftions, and by them Anfwer. 
Def. Seek him, bid him come hither : tell him, I have 
mov’d my Lord on his behalf, and hope all will be well. 
Clown. Todothis, is within the compafs of mans Wit, 
and therefore I will attempt the doing it. [2x Clown. 
Def. Where fhould I loofe the Handkerchief, -#- 
milia ? 
e4imil. 1 know not, Madam. : 
Def. Believe me, I had rather have loft my purfe 
Full of Cruzadoes, And but my Noble Moore 


fay a Souldier 


is to tell you where 


him out? and be edified -by 


Is true of mind, and made of no fuch bafenefs, 
As jealous Creatures are, it were enough 
To pat him to ill thinking. 
c4Emil. Is he not jealous ? 
Def. Who he? I think the Sun where he was born, 
Drew all fuch humours from him. 
c“milia. Look where he comes, 
Def. (will not leave him now, till Caffio be 
Call’d to him. How is’t with you, my Lord? 


Enter Othello. 


Oth. Well, my good Lady. Oh hardnefs todiflemble! 
How do you, Defdemona? 
Def. VVell, my good Lord. 
O:h. Give me your hand, 
This hand is moift, my Lady. 
Def. It hath felt no age, nor known no forrow. 
Oth. This argues fruitfulnefs, and liberal heart : 
Hot, hot, and moift. This hand of yours requires 
A fequefter from Liberty: Fafting, and Prayer, 
Much Cattigation, Exercife devout, 
For here’s a young and {weating Devil here, 
That commonly rebels: *Tis a good hand. 
A frank one. 
Def. You may (indeed) fay fo: 
For ’cwas that hand that gave away my heart. 
Orb. A liberalhand. The hearts of old, gave hands : 
But our new Heraldry is hands, not heartss 
Def, 1 cannot fpeak of this : 
Come, now your promife. 
Oth, VVhat promife, Chuck ? 
Def. i have fent to bid Caffio come fpeak with you, 
Orb. I havea falt and forry Rheum offends me ; 
Lend me thy Handkerchief. 
Def. Here, my Lord. 
Oth. That which I gave you, 
Def. | have it not about me. 
Oth, Not? 
Def, No indeed, my Lord, 
Oth. That’s a fault: That Handkerchief 
Did an <A£gyptian to my Mother give: 
She was a Charmer, and could almoft read 
The thoughts of people: She told her, while fhe kept it, 
’Twould make her amiable, fubdue my Father 
Intirely to her love : but if the loft it, 
Or made a Gift of it, My Fathers Eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits fhould hunt 
After new Fancies. She dying gave it me, 
And bid me (when my Fate would have me VViv’d) 
To give it her. I did fo, and take heed on’t, 
Make it a Darling, like your precious Eye : 
To loos’t, orgiv’t away, were fuch perdition, 
As nothing elfe could match. 
Def. 1s’t poffible ? 
Oth. *Tis true, there’s Magick in the VVeb of it : 
A Sybill that had *numbred in the VVorld 
-The Sun to courfe two hundred compafles, 
In her prophetick fury fow’d the work : 
The VVorms were hallowed, that did breed the Silk, 
And it was di’d in Mummey, which the skill in 
Conferv’d of Maidens hearts. 
Def. Indeed ? is’t true? 
Oth. Moft veritable, therefore look to’t well: 
Def. Then would the Heaven, that I had-never feen’t. 
Orb, Ha? wherefore? 
Def. VVhy do you fpeak fo ftaringly, and rath? 
Orh, Is’t loft? is’t gone? ? Speak, is’t out o’ph’ way? 
Def. Blefs vs. 
Oth. Say you ? 
Def. itis not loft: but what and Ge it were?, 
Oth. How ? a 
Def. 1 fay it is not loft. 
Oth. Feteh’t, let me fee’t: 
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Defe VVhy fol can : but | wilt y not now : 
This is a trick to. put me from my fuir, 
Pray you let Caffio be receiv’d again, 
Oth. Fetch me the Handkerchief, 
My mind mif-gives. 
Def. Come, come: you’ll never mect a more fuffici- 
ent man. 
Oth. The Handkerchief. 
| Def, A man that all his time 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your love; 


Shar’d dangers with you. 


Oth. The Handkerchief. 
Def. Infooth, you are to blame, 
Oth. Away. 
eAimil. Is not this. man jealous ? 
Def. I never faw this before. 
Sure there’s fome wonder in this Handkerchief, 
lam moft unhappy in the lofs of it. 

e4imil, "Tis not a year or two fhews us a man: 
They are all but ftomachs, and we all but Food, 
They eat us hungerly, and when. they are. full 
They belch us. 


[Exit Othello. 


Enter Jago, and Caflio. 


Look you, Cafio, and my Husband. 

Fago. There isno other way: tis fhe mult do’t: 

And lo the happinefs: go and importune her, 

ae How now, (good Caffio) what’s the news with 
you? 

Caffio, Madam, my former. fuit. I do befeech you, 
That by your virtuous.means, I may again 
Exift, and be.a member of his love, 

Whom I, with all the Office of my heart 
Intirely honour, I would not-be.delay’d. 
If my offence be of fuch mortal kind, 
That not my Service paft, nor prefent Sorrows, 
Nor purpos’d merit in faturity, 
Can ranfome me into his love again, 
But to know fo, muft be my benefit: 
So fhall I cloath mein a forc’d content, 
And fhut my felfupin fome other courfe 
To Fortunes Almes. 
Def. Alas (thrice-gentle Caffio) 
My Advocation is not now in.tune ; 
My Lord, is not my Lord ; nor fhould I. know him, 
Were he in favour, as in humour alter’d.. , 
So help me every fpirit fanctified; 
As I have fpoken for you all my belt, 
And ftood within the blank of his difpleafure 
For my free fpeech. You mult a while be patient: 
VVhat I cando, I will: and more. will 
Than for my felf I dare. Let that fuflice you. 
Jago. Is my Lord angry ? 
cA mil. He went hence but now: 
And certainly in ftrange unquietnefs, 

Fago. Canhe be angry ? I havefeen the Cannon, 
VVhen it hath blown his Ranks into the air, 

And like the Devil: from ‘his very Arm 
Puft his own Brother: . And is he angry ? 
Something of moment then; I will go meet him, 
There’s matter in’t indeed, if he be ahigry, 

Def. 1 prethee do fo. Something fure of State, 
Either from Venice, or fome unhatch’d practice,.. 
Made demonftrable here in (yprws, to him, 

Hath pudled his clear Spirit: and.in fych cafes,» 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferioar’ things; . 
Though great ones are their object. Tis even fos 
For let our Fingerake, and it endues 

Our other healthful members, even toa fenfe 

Of pain. Nay, we muft think men are not Gods, 
Nor of them look for fuch obfervance 

As fits the Bridal. Befhrew me much, emilias 

I was (unhandfome VVarriour as I am) 


[Lexit. 
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Arraigning his uokindnefs with my foul: 
But now I find, I had faborn’d the Witnefs, 
And he’s indited falfely. 
cAmil. Pray heaven. it be i 
State-matters, as you think, and no Conception, 
Not no jédlotis toy cofcernifig you. © 
Def, Alas-the-day, 1 never gave him caufe. 
cAmil. But jealous Souls will not be anfwer'd fo 5 
They are not ever jealous for the caufe, 
But jealous, for they’re jealous. It 18a Montfter 
Begot upon it felf, born on it felf. 


Def, Heaven keep the Montter from Orhello’s mind, 


cAmil. Lady, Amen. 
Def will go feck him. Caffio, walk hereabout : 
If I do find him fit, Pil move your fuie, 


And feek to effect it co my tttermoft. LExt. 


Caf. | humbly thank your Ladifhip. 
Enter Bianca. 


Bian, "Save you (Friend Caffio. ) 
Caffio. What makes you from home? 
How is’t with you, my moft fair Bianca ? 
Indeed (fweet Love) I was coming to your houfe. 
Bian. And Twas going to your Lodging, Caf. 
What? keep'a week away? Seven days and nights? 
Eight feore eight hours? And Loves abfent hours 
More tedious that the Dial, eight fcore times? 
Oh weary reck’ning. 
Caffio. Pardon me, Bianca: 
Lhave this while with leaden thoughts been preft, 
But I fhall in a more continuate time 
Strike off this fcore of abfence. Sweet Branca, 
‘Take me this work out. ne 
Bian. Oh Caffio, whence came this? « 
This is fome token from a newet Friend, 
To the felt-abfence : now! feel a Caufe : 
Isc come to this? Well, well. 
Caffio, Go to, woman: 
Throw your vild gueffes in the Devils teeth, 
From whence you have thei. You are jealous now 
That this is from fore Miftrefs, Tome remembrance ; 
No, in good troth, Branca. 
Bian. Why, whofe is it? 
Caffio.. 1 know not neither : 
I found it in My Chamber, 
I like the work well: *E*ré it ‘be demanded 
(As like enough it will) T'would have it copied : 
Take it, and do’t, and leave me for this time. 
Bian. Leave you? wherefore ? 
Caffio. 1 do attend here on the General, 
And think it no addition, ‘for my wifh 
To have him fee’ me’ woman’d. 
Bian. Why, | pray you? 
(affio, Not that I loye you'not. 
Bian. But that you ‘do not love me, 
I pray you bring me onthe way a little, 
And fay, if I {hall fee you Toon at ‘night ? 
Caffio. ’Tis but a little way that Ican bring you, 
For I attend here. But Pll fee you foon. 
Bian. Tis vety g00d: 1 muft be citcumftanc’d. 


Aétus Quartus, Scena Prima. 
Enter Othelloand Jago. 

Fago. W 7 Ii] you think ‘fo ? 

’ Orbel. Think fo, Fago ? 


Fago. What, to’kifs in’ private ? 
Orhel. An unauthorized kifs? 


The Tiaxedy 
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Fago. Or to be naked with her Friends in bed, 
An hour or more, not meaning any harm? 

Othel. Naked in bed (ago) and not mean harm? 
It is hypocrifie againft the Devil : 

They that mean-vertuoufly, and yet do fo, . 

The Devil their vertue tempts, and they tempt Heaven. 
Fago. If they do nothing, ’tis a Venial flip: 

But I give my wifea Handkerchief. 

Othel. What then? 

Fago. Why then ’tis hers (my Lord) and being hers, 
She may (I think) beftow’c on any man, 

Othel, She is Protectrefs of her Honour too: 

May fhe give that ? 

Fago. Her Honour is an Effence that’s not feen, 
They have it very oft that have it not. 
But for the Handkerchief. 

_ Othel, By heaven I would moft gladly have forgot it : 
Thou faidft (Ob, it comes o’re my memory, 

As doth the Raven o’re the infectious heufe : 

Boading to all) he had my Handkerchief. 

Jago. 1: what of that ? 

Othel. That’s not fo good now. 

Fago. What if | had faid, I had feen him do you wrong? 
Or hear him fay, as Knaves be fuch abroad, 

Who having by their own importunate fuit, 
Or voluntary dotage of fome Mittrefs, 
Convinced or fuppli’d them, cannot chufe 
But they muft blab. 

Othel. Hath he faid any thing ? 

Fago, He hath (my Lord) but be you well affur’d, 
No more than he’ll: unfwear. 

Othet, What hath he faid? 

Fago. Why, that he did : I know not what he did. 

Othel. What? what ? 

Fago. Lye. 

Orhel With her ? 

Fago. With her? on her: what you will. 

Otbel, Lye with her? lye on her? we fay , lye on her, 
when they be-lye her. Lye with her ? that’s fulfom : 
Handkerchief :. Confeflions: Handkerchief. To confefs, 
and be hang’d for his labour. Firft , to be hang’d, and 
then toconfefs: I tremble at it. Nature would not inveft 
her felf in fuch fhadowing paflion, without fome inftructi- 
on. It is not words that fhakes me.thus,(pifh) Nofes, Ears 
and Lips: is’t poflible.. Confefs? Handkerchief? O De- 
vil. [Falls in a Trance, 
Jago. Work on, 
My Medicine works. ‘Thus credulous Fools are caught, 
And many worthy, and chaft Dames even thus 
(All gailtlefs) meet reproach ;_ what -hoa ? My Lord? 
My Lord, I fay,-Othelto, 


Enter Gaflio. 


How now, Caffio 

Caf. What’s the rhatter ? 

Fago. My Lord-is faln into an Epilepfie, 
This is the fecond Fit : he had one yefterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the Temples. 

Fago. The Lethargy muft have his quiet courfe ; 
If not, he foams at mouth ; and by and by 
Breaks out to favage madnefs: Look, he ftirs: 
Do you withdraw your felf a little while, 
He will recover ftraight: when he is gone, 
I would on great-octafion, fpeak with you. 
How is it, General? Have you not burt your-hand 5 
Othel, Doft thou mock me? 
Fago: Ymock you not, by Heaven: ; 
Would you would bear your Fortune like a Man. 
Othel, A Horned man’s a Monfter and a Bealt. 
Fago. There’s many aBeaft then in a populous City, 
And many a civil Monfter. 
Othel. Did he confefs it ? 


Fago. Good Sir, be a mans Think | 
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Think every bearded fellow that’s but yoak’d 
May draw with you. There’s millions now alive, 
That nightly lye in thofe unproper beds, 
Which they dare fwear peculiar. Your caufe is better. 
Oh, ’tis the fpight of Hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
To lipa wanton in a fecure Cowch ; 
And to fuppofe her chaft. No, let me know, 
And knowing what I am, I know what fhe fhall be. 
Oth. Oh, thou art wife: "tis certain. 
Fago. Stand you a while apart, 
Confine your felf but in a patient Lift, 
Whil’ft you were here, o’re-whelmed with your grief 
(A paflion moft refulting fuch a man ) 
Caffio came hither, 1 fhifted him away, 
And laid good fcufes on your Ecftafie, 
}Bad him anon return, and here fpeak with me, 
The which he promis’d. Do but encave your felf, 
And mark the Fleers, the Gybes and notable fcorns, 
That dwell in every Region of his face. 
For I will make him tell the tale anew ; 
Where, how, how oft, how leng ago, and wher 
He hath, and is again to cope your wife. 
I fay, but mark his gefture, marry Patience, 
Or I hall fay y’are all in all inSpleen, 
And nothing of a man. 
Oth. Doft thou hear, Fago, 
I will be found moft cunning in my patience ; 
But (doft thou hear) moft bloody. 
Fago. That’s not amifs. 
But yet keep time in all: will you withdraw ? 
Now will I quefltion Caffio of Bianca, 
A Hufwife, that by felling her defires, 
Buys her felf Bread and Cloth. It is a Creature 
That dotes on Caffio, (as tis the Strumpets plague 
To beguile many, and be beguil’d by one) 
He, when he hears of her, cannot reftrain 
From the excefs of Laughter. Here he comes, 


Enter Caffio. 


As he fhall fmile, Orbello fhall. go mad : 
And his unbookifh Jealoufie muft conferve, 
Poor Ca/fio fmiles, geftures and light behaviours 
Quite in the wrong. How do you, Lieutenant ? 
Caf. The worfer, that you gave me the addition, 
Whofe want even kills me. 
Fago. Ply Defdemona well, and you are fure on’t ; 
Now, if this Sute lay in Bianca’s dowre, 
How quickly fhould you fpeed ? 
(af. Alas, poor Caitiffe. 
‘ Oth. Look how he laughs already. 
Fago. | never knew woman love man fo, 
Caf. Alas, poor Rogue, I think indeed fhe loves me. 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly : and laughs it out. 
Fago. Do you hear, Cajfio? 
Oth. Now he importunes him ; 
To tell it o’re: goto, well faid, well faid. 
Fago. She gives it out, that you fhall marry her. 
Do you intend it? 
Caf. Ha, ha, ha. é 
Oth.. Do ye triumph, Roman ? do you triumph ? 
Caf. I marry. What? a cuftomer , prithee bear 
Some Charity to my wit, do not think it 
So unwholfome, Ha, ha, ha. 
Oth. So, fo: they laugh that win. 
Fago. Why, the cry goes, that you fhall marry her. 
(af. Prithee fay true. 
Fago. | ama very Villain elfe. 
Oth, Have you fcoar’d me; well. 
Caf. This is the Monkies own giving out: 
She is perfwaded I will marry her 


Out of her own love and flattery, not out of my promife. 


Oth. Fago beckons me : now he begins the ftory, 


Caf. She was here eve. now: fhe haunts me in every expoftulate with her: Left her 


| fing the Savagenefs out of aBear: Of fohigha plenteous 


place. I was the other day talking on the Sea bank with 
certain Venetians, and thither comes the Bauble, and falls 
me thus about my neck. 

_ Othel. Crying , oh dear Caffio, as it were: his geftiire 
imports if, 

Caf. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me : 

So fhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. 

Othel. Now he tells how fhe pluckt hing to my Cham- 
ber: Oh, I feethat Nofe of yours, but now that Dog, | 
thall throw it to. 

Caf. Well, I muft leave her company. 

Jago. Before me ; Look where fhe comes. 


Enter Bianca. 


Caf. Tis fuch another Fitchew : marry, a perfum’d one : 
What do yon mean by this haunting of me? 

Bian, Let the Devil and his Damm haunt you: What 
did you mean by that fame Handkerchief you gave me 
even now ? I was afine fool to take it: I muft take out 
the work? A likely pieceof work, that you fhould find 
it in your Chamber, and know not who left it there, This 
is fome Minxes token, and I muft take out the work ? 
There, give it your Hobbey-Horfe : Wherefoever you 
hadit, Piltake outno work on’t. 

Caf. Hownow, my {weet Bianca ? 
How now ? How now? 

Othel.. By Heaven, that fhould be my Handkerchief. 

Bian. lf you'll come to fupper to night, you may; if you 
will not, come when you are next prepar’d for. Léxit. 

Jago. Afterher, after her. 

Caf. I mutt, fhe’ll rail in the ftreets elfe. 

Fago. Will youfup there ? 

Caf. Yes, Tintend fo. 

Jago. Well, I may chance to fee you: For I would very 
fain {peak with you, 

Caf. Prithee, come, will-you? 

Jago, Goto: Sayno more. 

Othe!. How fhall1 murther him, Fago ? 

Fago. Did you perceive how he laugh’d at his vice ¢ 

Othel. Oh, Fago. 

Fago, And did you fee the Handkerchief ? 

Othel. Was that mine ? ! ; 

Fago. Yours by this hand: and to fee how he prizes 
the foolifh woman your wife: She gave it him, and he 
hath given it his Whore. 

Othel. 1 would have him nine years a killing : 
A fine woman, a fair woman, a {weet woman? 

Fago. Nay, you muft forget that. 

Othel. 1, let her rotand perifh, and be damn’d to night, 
for fhe fhall not live. No, my heart is turn’d to ftone: | 
ftrike it, andit hurts my hand. Oh, the world hath not 
a fweeter Creature: She might lie by an Emperor’s fide, 
and command him Tasks. 

Fago. Nay, that’s not your way, : ; 

Othel. Hang her , 1 do but fay what fhe is: fo delicate 
with her Needle: An admirable Mufician. Oh, fhe will 


LExit. 


wit, and invention ? : 
Fago. She’sthe worfe for allthis 
Orbel. Oh, athoufand, a thoufand times: 
And then of fo gentle a condition? 
Fago. 1, toogentle, 
Othel. Nay that’s certain. : ; 3 
But yet the pity of it, Fago: Oh, Fago, the pity of it, Fag? : 
Jago. If you are fo fond over her miquity: Give her 


‘| patent to offend, for if it touch not you, it comes near 


no body. 
Orbel. I will chop her into Meffes : Cuckold me! 
Fago. Oh, ’tis foul in her. 
Othel. With mine Officer! 
yago. That’s fouler. eRe ETO : : 
fon, 740, this night: I'll not 
Othel Get me fome poyion, - on setlie 
provide 
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provide my mind again: this night, fago. 
Fago. Do it not ith poyfon, ftrangle her in her bed, 
even the bed fhe hath contaminated. 
Othel. Good, good: 
The juftice of it pleafes : very good. 
ago. And for Caffio, let me be his undertaker : 
You fhall hear more by midnight. 


Enter Lodovico, Defdemona, and Attendants. 


Othel, Excellent good: what Trumpet is that fame 2 
Faro. 1 warrant fomething from Venice, 
Tis Lodovico, this comes from the Duke. 
ee, your wife’s with. him. 
Lodo. Save you, worthy General. 
Orhel. With all my heart, Sir. 
Lod. The Duke, and the Senators of Vemce greet you. 
Othel, 1 kifs the Inftrument of their pleafures. 
Def. And what’s the News, good Coufin Ledovico ? 
Fago. 1 am very glad to fee you, Signior. 
Welcome to (pr. 
Lod. I thank you: 
Fago, Lives, Sir. 
| Def. Confin, there’s fala between’ him and my Lord 
| An unkind breach: but you fhall make all well. 
Othel. Are you fure of that ? 
Def. My Lord? 
Orhel. This fail you not to do, as you will—— 
| Lod. He did not call: he’s bufie inthe paper, 
Is there divifion *twixt my Lord and Caffio ? 
Def. A moft unhappy one: Iwoulddo much . 
T’atone them for the love I bearito Caffio. 
Othel, Fire and Brimftone. 
Def: My Lord. 
Othel. Are you wife ? 
Def.. What, is he angry ? ~! 
Lod. May be the Lettermov'd him. 
For as I think they do command him home, 
Deputing Caffio in his Government. 
Def. Truft me, lam glad on’t. 
Othe!. Indeed ? 
Def. My Lord? 
Orbel. 1am glad to fee you mad. 
Def. Why, fweet Othello ? 
Othel. Devil. 
Def 1 have not deferv’d this. Aes 
Lod. My Lord, this would not be believ’d in Venice, 
Though I fhould fwear | faw’t. Tis very much, 
Make her amends: fhe weeps. 
Oihel. Oh Devil, Devil : 
If that the Earth could teem with womans tears, 
Each drop fhe falls would prove a Crocodile : 
Out of my fight. 
Def 1 will not ftay to offend you: 
Lod, Truly obedient Lady : 
I do befeech your Lordfhip call her back. 
Othel. Miftrefs. . 
Def. My Lord. 
O:hel. What would you with her, Sir? 
Lod. Who I, my Lord? 
Orhel. 1, you did with that I would make her turn: 
Sir, fhe can turn.and turn: and yet goon 
And turn again, And fhe can weep, Sir, weep. 
And fhe’s obedient: as you fay obedient. 
Very obedient: proceed you in your tears- 
Concerning this, Sir, (Oh well painted. paflion) 
| am commanded home: get you away : 
I'll fend for youanon. Sirs I obey the Mandate. 
And will return to Venice. Hence, avant : 
Cafio fhall have my place. And, Sir, to night 
| do entreat, that we may fup together. 
You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus. 
Goats and Monkies. LExit. 
Lod. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate 


how do’s Lieutenant Caffio? 
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Call all in all fufficient ? Is this the Nature 
Whom Paffion couid not fhake? whofe folid vertue 
The fhot of Accident, nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 
Jago. He is much chang’d. 
Lod. Are his wits fafe ? Is he not of light Brain? 
Fago. He’s that he is: I may not breathe my cenfure, 
What he might be: if what he might, he is not, 
{ would to heaven he were. 
Lod. What, ftrike his wife ? 
Jago. "Faith that was not fo well; yet would I knew 
That ftroke would prove the worft. 
Lod. Is it his ufe ? 
Or did the Letters work upon his blood, 
And new create his fault ? 
Fago. Alas, alas: 
It is not honefty in me to {peak 
What I have feenand known. You fhall obferve him, 
And bis own courfes will denote him fo, 
That I may fave my fpeech : do but go after, ° 
And mark how he continues. 


Lod. Lam forry thatL amdeceiv’dinhim,  [éxeuue, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello and Emilia. 


Otbel. You have feen nothing then ? 
c4mil. Norever heard: nor ever did fufpect. 
Othel. Yes, you have feen Caffio and fhe together. 
c4mil, But then I faw no harm: and then ! heard 
Each fyllable that breath made up between them. 
Othel. What? Did they never whifper ? 
c4mil. Never, my Lord. 
Orhel. Nor fend you out oth’ way ? 
cZimil. Never. 
Orh.To fetch her Fan,her Gloves, her Mask,nor nothing? 
eAmil. Never, my Lord. 
Othel. That’s ftrange. é 
cAmil, 1 durft (my Lord) to wager the is honeft, 
Lay down my Soulat ftake: If you think other, 
Remove your thought. It doth abufe your bofom, 
If any wretch hath put this in your head, 
Let heaven requite it with the Serpents curfe, 
For if fhe be not: honeft, chaft, and true, 
There’s no man happy, the pureft of their Wives 
Is foul as Slander. 
Othel. Bid her come hither : go, 
She fays enough : yet fhe’s a fimple Bawd 
That cannot fay as much, This is a fubtle Whore: 
A Cloflet-Lock and Key of villanous Secrets, 
And yet fhe’ll kneel, and pray: Ihave feen her do’t. 


(Exit AEmilia. 


Enter Defdemona and Emilia. 


Def. My Lord, what is your will? 

Othel. Pray you, Chuck, come hither. 

Def. What is your pleafure ? 

Orbele Let me fee your eyes: look in my face. 

Def. What horrible Fancy’s this? 

Othel. Some of your Function, Miftrefs, 
Leave Procreants alone, and fhut the door : 
Cough, or cry hem, ifany body come: : 
Your Myftery, your Myftery; nay difpatch. Cai Aemil. 
Def, Upon my knee, what doth your fpeech import ? 
I underftand a Fury in your words. 

Othel Why? What art thou? i 

Def, Your wife, my Lord : your true and loyal wife. 

Orhel. Come fwear it: damn thy felf, being like one of 
Heaven, the Devils themfelves fhould fear to- feize thee. 
Therefore be double damn’d: fwear thou art honeft. 

Def. Heaven doth truly know it. 


Othel. Heaven truly knows, that thou art falfe as oy 
i é}. 
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Def. To whom, my Lord? 
With whom? How am I falfe ? 

Othel. Ah, Defdemon, away, away, away. 

De. Alas the heavy day: Why do you weep ? 
Am I the motive of thefe tears, my Lord? 
If happily you my Father do fufpect, 

An Inftrument of this your calling back, 

Lay not your blame on me: if you have loft him, 
Ihave loft him too. 

Othel. Had it pleas’d Heaven, 

To try me with Affliction, had they rain’d 

All kind of fores, and fhames on my bare head: 
Steep’d me in poverty to the very lips. 
| Given to Captivity me.and my. utmolt hopes. 

I fhould have found in fome place of my foul a 
A drop of patience, But alas, to make me 

The fixed figure for the time of Scorn, 

To point his flow and moving finger at. 

Yet could I bear that too, well, very well : 

But there where I have garner’d up my heart, 
Where either muft live, or bear no life, 

The fountain from the which my current runs, 

Or elfe dries up: To be difcarded thence, 

Or keep itas a Ciftern, for foul Toads 

To knot and gender in. Turn thy complexion there; 
Patience, thou young and rofe lipp’d Cherubin, 

I here look grim as hell. 

Def. | hope my Lord efteems me honeft. 

Othel. O.1, as Summer. flies are in the Shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. Ob thou weed : 
Who art fo lovely, fair, and fimell’ft fo fweet, 
That the Sence asks at thee, 

Would thou’dft never been born. 

Def. Alas, what ignorant fin have I committed ? 

Orhel. Was this fair Paper? This moft goodly Book 
Made to write Whore upon ? What committed, 
Committed ? Oh, thou publick Commoner, 

I fhould make very Forges of my Cheeks, 

That would to Cynders burn up Modefty, 

Did but I fpeak thy deeds. VVhat, committed ? 
Heaven ftops the Nofe at it, and the Moon winks; 
The bawdy wind that kifles all it meets, 

Is hufh’d within the hollow Mine of Earth 

And will not hear’t. What, committed ? 

Def. By Heaven, you do me wrong. 

Orbel. Are not you a Strumpet ? 

Def. No, aslama Chriftian. 

If to preferve this Weflel for my Lord, 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Be not to be a Strumpet, fam none. 

Othel. What, not a Whore ? 

Def. No, as I thall be fav’d. 

Othel. Is’t poflible? _ 

Def. Oh Heaven forgive us. 

Othel. Icry you mercy, then. 

I took you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. You, Miftrefs, 


Enter FEmilia. 


That have the Office oppofite to Saint Peter, 
And keeps the gate of Hell. You, you: I, you. 
We have done our courfe : there’s money for your pains: 
I pray you, turn the Key, and keep our counfel. _ LExt. 
eEmil. Alas , what does this Gentleman conceive? 
How do you, Madam? How do you, my good Lady ? 
Def. Faith, half afleep, : 
c4ml. Good Madam, _ 
What’s the matter with my Lord? 
Def. VVith whom ? as 
cAimil. Why, with my Lord,. Madam? 
Def. Whois thy Lord? 
e4iml. He that is yours, fweet Lady. 
Def. Thave none, do not talk tome, <Amilia; 


ee Seen 
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But what fhould’go by Water. Prethee to night, 


j Lay omy Bed my VVedding Sheets, remember, 


And call thy Husband hither; 

cEmil, Here’s a change indeed. 

Defe ’Tis meet | fhould be us’d fo : very meet, 
How have I been behav’d) that he might fick 


I cannot weep: nor anfwers have ] none, | 
LExit. : 


| The fmaileft opinion. on my lealt mifufe ? 


Enter Jago, and AEmilia. 


F2go. What is your pleafute, Madam ? 
How is’t with you? 

Def. cannot tell: Thofe that do teach your Babes, 
Do it with gentle means, and eafie tasks. 
He might have chid me fo: For in good faith, 
lama Child to chiding. | 

Fago.. What’s the matter, Lady ? 

cimil. Alas (Fao). my Lord hath fo bewhor’d her, 
Thrown fuch defpight, ‘and heavy terms upon her, 
That true hearts cannot bear it, ' 

Def. Am I that hame’y Fago? 

Fago, What name (fair Lady ?) 

Def, Such as fhe faid my Lord did fay t was. 

Emil. Hecall’d her whore: A Beggar, in his drink 
Could not have laid fuch terms upon his Callet. 

Jago, Why did lie fo? 

Def. Udonot know? Lan fure Yam none fuch. 

Sago. Do not weep: Do not weep : Alas-the-day. 

e£mil.. Hath the forfook fo many Noble Matches ? 
Her Father? And her Countrey ? And her Friends ? 
To be call’d Whore ? Would it-not make one weep? | 

{ 


’ 


Def. It is my wretched Fortune. 
Jago. Befhrew him for’t: 
How comtes this trick upon him ? 
Def. Nay, Heaven doth know. 
e£mi. 1 will be hang’d if fome eternal Villain, 
Some bufie and infinuiating Rogue, 
Some Cogging, cozening flave, to get fome Office, 
Has not devis’d this flander : 1 will be hang’d elfe, 
Fago. Fie, there is no fuch man -' It is impoflible. 
Def. If any fuch there be , Heaven patdon him. 
eAimil, A Halter pardon him: 
And Hell gnaw his bones. 
Why fhould he call her Whore? 
Who keeps her company ? 
What Place? What Time? 
What Form? What Likelyliood ? 
The Moor’s abus’d by fome moft villainous Knave, 
Some bafé notorious Knave, fome fcurvy Fellow. 
Oh Heavens, that fuch companions thoud’ft unfold, 
And put in every honeft hand a whip, 
To lah the Rafcal naked through the World, 
Even from the Eaft to th’ VVett, 
Jago. Speak within Door. 
c£mil, Oh fie upon them: Some fach Squire he was, 
That turn’d your Wit, the feamy fide without, 
And made you to fufpect me with the Moore. 
Jago. Youare a Fool: Goto. 
Def. Alas, Fago, 
What fhall I do to win my Lord again? ' 
Good Friend, goto hit: For by this light of Heaven, 


I know not how I loft him. Here I kneel: 

If e’re my will did trefpafs ’gainft his Love, 
Either in difcourfe of thought, or actual deed; 
Or that mine Eyes, mine Ears, or any Sence 
Delighted them: Or any other Form: 

Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 

And ever will (though he do fhake me off 

To beggarly Divorcement) love him dearly, 
Comfort forfwear me. Unkindnefs may do much, 
And his Unkindnefs may defeat my Life, 

But fever taint my Love. I cannot fay Whore, 
It do’s ablior me now Ifpeak the word, 


oo 


ae The Tragedy of Othello, 


es 
He fups to night with a Harlotry : and thither will I goto 
him. He knows not yet ofhis honourable fortune, if you 
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i ee ere 
| Todothe Act, that might the addition carn, 

| Not the worlds Mafle of vanity could make me. 
| ago. I pray you becontent :_ “tis but his humour : 

The bufinefs of the State do’s him offence. 

| Def. lf ’twereno other. 

| Fago. Itisbut fo, | warrant ; 

{ Heark how thefe Inftruments fummon to fupper : 

| The Meflenger of Venice ftayes the Meat ; 

Go in, and weep not: all things fhallbe well. 
[_ Exennt Defdemona and Jemilia. 


| 
j 
. 

Enter Rodorigo. 

i 

| How now, Rodorigo ? 

Rod. 1 do not find 
That thou deal’ juftly withme. 

Fago, Whatin the contrary eae: TY r 

Rodo. Every day thou dofts. me with fome device, F4g0, 
and rather as it feems to me now, keep’ft from me all 
conveniency, thou fupplieft me with the leaft advantage 
of hope: 1 will indeed no longer endure it. Nor am I yet 
perfwaded to put up in peace, what already 1 have fool- 
ifhly fuffer’d. ; 

Fago. Will you hear me, Rodorigo ?. 

Redo. Ihave heard too much: and your words and per- 
formances are no kin together. 

Fago. Youcharge me molt unjuftly. 

Rodo. With naught but truth : I have wafted my felf out 
of my means. The Jewels you have had from me 'to.de- 
liver ‘Defdemona, would half have corrupted a Votarilt. 
You have told me fhe hath receiv’d them, and returni’d me 
expectations and comforts of fudden refpect, and acquain- 
tance, but! find none. , t: 

Jago. Well, goto: very well, 

Rodo. Very well, goto: I cannot go to, (man 
not very well: nay, {think it isfcutvy: and beg 
my felf fopt init. 

Faco. Very well. ace a 

Rado, I tell you, "tis not very well; Twill make my felf 
known to Defdemona, \f fhe will return me my Jewels, I 
will give over my Suit, and repent my unlawful folicita- 
tion, If not, affure your felf, 1 will feék fatisfaction of 
you. 

Fago. You have faid now, 

Rodo. 1,and faid nothing but what I proteft intendment 
of doing. : 

ago. Why, now I fee there’s mettle in thee: and even 
from this inftant do build on thee a better opinion than 
ever before: give me thy hand, Rodorsgo. Thou haft taken 
againft me a moft juft exception: but yet I proteft I have 
dealt moft directly inthy Affair. 

Rodo. It’ hath not appear’d. 

Fago. 1 grant indeed it hath not appear’d : and your 
fafpition is not without wit and judgement. But, Rodorigo, 
if thou haft that in thee indeed, which I have greater reafon 
to believe now than ever (Imean, purpofe, Courage, and 
Valour ) this night fhewit. {f thou the next night fol- 
lowing enjoy not Defdemona, take me from this world with 
Treachery, and devife Engines for my life. 

Rodo, Well: what isit? Is it within reafon and com- 
pals ? 

Faro, Sir,there is efpecial Commiflion come from Venice 
to depute (a/fio in Orhello’s place. 

Rodo. Is thattrue? Why then Othello and Defdemona 
return again to Venice. 

Fago. Oh no: he goes into «Mauritania, and taketh 
away with him the fair Defdemona . unlefs his abode be 
lingred here by fome accident. Wherein none can be fo 
determinate, as the removing of Caffie. 

Rodo. How do you mean removing him ? 


Nor "tis 
to find 


Jaco, Why,by making him uncapable of Othello’s place: 


knocking out his brains. . 
Rodo. And that you would have me to do. 


ago. 1: ifyou dare doyour felfa profit, and aright. 


will watch his going thence ( which I will fafhion to fall 
out between twelve andone) you may take him at your 
pleafure. I will benear to f€cond your Attempt, and he 
(hall fall betweenus. Come, ftand not amaz’d atit, but 
goalong with me: I will fhew you fuch a neceflity in his 
death, that you fhall think your felf bound to put it on 
him. It isnowhigh fupper time: and the night grows 
to waft, About it. . 
Rodo. 1 will hear further reafon for this. 


Fago. And you fhall be fatisfied. [Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Othello, Lodovico, Defdemona, Emilia 
and Attendants, 


Lod. 1 do befeech you, Sir, trouble your felf no further. 

Othe. Oh pardon: "twill do me good to walk, 

Lod. Madam, good night : I humbly thank your Ladi, 

Def. Your honour is moft welcom. Chip 

Othe, Will you walk, Sic ? Oh Defdemona, : 

Def. My Lord. ticks 

Othe. Get you to bed on th’inftant , I will be retarn’d 
forthwith: difmifs your Attendant there: look’t be 
done. [Exit. 

Def. 1 will, my Lord. 

eAimi. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he did. 

Def. He fayes he will return incontinent, 

And hath commanded me to goto bed, 
And bid me to difimifs you. 

eAmi. Difmifs me? — 

Def. It was hisbidding: therefore good —Zmilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu. 

We mutt not now difpleafe him. 

emi. would you had never feen him. 

Def. So would not I: my love doth fo approve him, 
That even his ftubbornnefs, his checks, his frowns, 
(Prithee nn-pin me ) have grace and favour. 

emi. T have laid thofe fheets you bad me on the bed. 

Def. All’s one: good Father, how foolifh are our 
minds ? 

If I do die before thee, prithee fhrowd me 
In one of thefe fame fheets. 

e4Ami. Come, come: you talk. 

Def. My Mother hada Maid call’d Barbara, 
She was in love: and he fhe lov’d prov’d mad. 
And did forfake her. She had a Song of Willow, 
An old thing ’twas: but it exprefs’d her Fortune. 
And fhe dy’d finging it. That Song to night, 

Will not go from my mind : 1 have much to do, 

But to go hang my head all at one fide 

And fing it like poor Barbara ; prithee difpatch. 
c4mi. Shall 1 go fetch your Night-gown ? 

Def. No, un-pin me here, 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 

cAmil. A very handfom man. 

Def. He fpeaks well. 

-Zmil, 1 know a Lady in Venice would have walk’d 
bare-foot to Paleftine for atouch of his nether lip. 

Def. The poor Soul fat finging by 4 Sycamore tree 5 
Sing all a green Willow : 

Her hand on ber bofome, ber head on her knee, 

Sing Willow, Willow, Willow. 
The frefh frreams ran by her, and murmur’ a ber moans 5 
Sing Willow, oC. 

Her falt tears fell from her,and foftned the ftones 5 

Sing Willow, &c. (Lady by thefe) 
Willow, Willow. (Prithee high thee, he’ll come anon) 
Sing all a green Willow muft be my G arland. 

Let no body blame him, his [corn J approve. 

( Nay that’s not next. Hark who is’t that knocks ? 


@ mil, 


BS al pale a ar ta st 


the NAvore of Venice. 


cEmi. It’s the wind. _ 
Def. I call’d my Love falfe Love: but what faid he then’? 
‘Sing Willough, @e. 
If I court no women,yow li couch with mo men. 
So get thee gone, good night :* mine eyes do itch: 
Doth that boad weeping? 
cEmil. ’Tis neither here, ror there, 
‘Def. I have heard it faid fo, O thefe men, thefe men! 
Doft thou in confcience think (tell me e#milia) 
That there be women do abufe their husbands 
In fuch grofs kind ? 
c4#mil, There be fome fuch, no queftion. 
Def. Would’ft thou do fuch a deed for all the world : 
emi. Why, would not you ? 
Def: No, by this heavenly light. 
e#imil. Nor U neither, by this heavenly light. 
I might do’t as well ith’dark. 
Def: Would’ft thou do fuch a deed for all the wot!d ? 
cAimil, Theworld’sahuge thing: 
It isagreat price, for a {mall vice. 
Def. Introth I think thou would’ft not. 
e#imil. In troth I think I fhould, and undo’t when 
I had dose: Marry , I would not do fuch a thing for a 
joynt Ring, norfor meafures of Lawn, nor for Gowns, 
Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. But for 
all the whole world: why, who would not make her hus- 
band a Cuckold, tomake hima Monarch? {'fhould ven. 
ture Purgatory for’t. 
Def. Befhrew me, if] would do fuch a wrong 
For the whole world. 
eAmil, Why,the wrong is but a wrong i’th’world; and 
having the world for your labour, ’tis a wrong in your own 
world, and you might quickly make it right. 
Def. {do notthink there is ahy fuch woman. 
eEmil, Yes, a dozen: and as many toth’vantage, as 
would ftore the world they plaid for. 
But I do think itis their husbands faults 
if Wives do fall : (Say, that they flack their duties, 
And pour our treafures into foreign laps : © 
Or elfe break out in peevith Jealoufies, 
Throwing reftraint upon us: Or fay théy ftrike us, 
Or {cant our former having in defpight) 
Why we have galls : and though we have fome Grace, 
Yet have we fome Revenge. Let husbands know, 
Their wives have fenfe like them: they fee and fmell, 
And have their Palats both for fweet and fowr, 
As husbands have. What isit that they do 
| When they change us for others ? Is it fport ? 
[ think it is: and doth affection breed it? 
[think itdoth: Is’t frailty that thus erres ? 
It is fo too. And have not we affections ? 
Defires for fport ? and frailty as men have ? 
Then let them ufe us well : elfe let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills inftruct us to. 
Def. Good night, good night : 
Heaven me fuch ufes fend, 


Not to pick bad, from bad; but by bad, mend. [Exeunr. 


Aékus Quintus. — Scena. Prima. 


Enter Jago, and Rodorigo. 


Ere, ftand behind this Bark, 
Straight will he come : 

Wear thy good Rapier bare, and putit home : 

Quick, quick, fear nothing, I’le beat thy Elbow, 

It makes us, or it marts us, think’on that; | 

And fix moft firm thy Refolution; 
Rod. Be near at hand, I may mifcacryin’é 
Fago. Here, at thy hand : Behold, and take thy ftand. 
Rod. 1 haye no great devotion tothe deed, 

And yet he hath given me fatisfying Reafons : 


Tago. 
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7 but twa eins Forth my Sword : he dics. 

ago. 1 have rub’d this young Quat almof enfe 
And tie gtowsangry. Now, pasenct he Kiley oa 
Or Caffiio him, or each do kill the other, ra 
Every way makes my gain. Live Rodorivo 

He calls me toa reftitution large = 

Of Gold, and Jewels, that { bob’d from him 

As gifts to Defdemona, ; 

It muft not be: if Caffiodo remain, 

He hath a daily beauty in his life, 

That makes me ugly: and befides, the «A/vor 
May unfold meto him: there ftand I in much peril: 
No, he muitdie, But fo, [hear him coming. 


Enter Caffio, 


Rod. | know his gate, ’tis he : Villain thou dyeft, 
Caf, That throft had been mine enemy indeed, 
But that my Coat is better than thou know’tt : 
I will make proof of thine, 
Rod. Oh, Tam flain, © 
Caf. 1am maim’d for ever: 
Help hoa: Murther, murcher, 


Enter Othello, 


Othe. The voice of Caffio, Fago keeps hig word 

Red, O Villain that | ain. 

Orh. It is even fo. 

Caf. Olt help hoa: Light, a Surgeon: 

Oth. Tishe: O brave Faro, honelt and juft, 
That haf fach Noble fenfe of thy friends wrong, 
Thou teacheft me. Minion, your dear lies dead, 
And your unbleft Fate highes : Strumpet I come: 
For off my heart, thofe Charms thine Eyes, are blotted. 
Thy Bed-left={tain'd, thall with Lufts bloud be fpotted. 

Eéxit, Othello, 


Enter Lodovico, and Gratiand, 


Caf. What lioa ? no watch ? no paflage ? 
Murther, Murther. 

Gra. ’Tis fome mifchance, the voice is very direful. 

Caf. Oh help. Lodo. Hark, - 

Rod. Oh wretched Villain, 

Lod. Twoorthreegroan. ’Tis heavy night ; 
Thefe may be counterfeits: Let’s think’t unfafe 
Tocome intothe cry, without more help. 

Rod. No body come: then fhall I bleed to death. 


Enter Jago. 


Lod. Hark. 
Gra. Here’s one comes in his fhirt, with Light; and 
Weapons. 
Fago. Who’s there ? 
Whole noife is this that ctyes out murther ? 
Lodo, We do not know. 
Jago. Do not you hear a cry ? 
Caf. Here, here : for heaven fake help mie. 
Fago. What’s the matter ? 
Gra, This is Orhello’s Ancient as I take it. 
Lodo. The fame indeed, avery valiant Fellow. 
Fago. Whatare you here, that cry fo grievoufly ? 
Caf. Fago ? Oh lain fpoyl’d, undone by Villains: 
Give me fome help. 
Fago. O mex Lieutenant! 
What Villains have done this ? 
Cif. I think that one of thent is hereabout, 
And cannot take away. 
Fao, Oh treacherous Villains: 
What are yot there? Come in, and give fome help: 
Rod, O help me there, 
_ Caf. That’s one of them. 


Mmm Jago, 
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i eae . . 
Fago. Oh murd’rous Slave! O Villain! 
ee, O damn’d Fago!. O inhumane Dog * 
Fago. Kill men Pcth’dark ? 
Where be thefe bloudy Thieves ? 
How filent is this Town? Ho, murther , murther. 
What may you be? Are you of good or evil? 
Lod. As you fall prove us, praife us. 
Fago, Signior Lodovico. 
Lod. He, Sir. shy 
Fago. lcry you mercy - here’s Caffio hurt by Villains. 
Gra. Caffio. 
Fago, How is’t, Brother ? 
Caf. My Leg is cutin two. 
Fago. Marry heaven forbid : | ‘ 
Light Gentlemen, I’le bind it with my fhirt. 


Enter Bianca. 


Bian, What isthe matter hoa? whois’t that cry’d? 
Fago. Who is’t that cry’d ? 
Bian, Oh my dear Caffio, 
My fweet Cafio: Oh Caffio, Caffio, Caffio. 
Fago. O notable Strumpet. Caffio, may you fufpect 
Who they fhould be, that have thus mangled you ? 
Caf. No. 
Gra. 1am forry to find you thus : 
I have bzen to feek you. : 
Fago. Lend mea Garter. Sos —— Oh for a Chair 
To bear him eafily hence. 
Bian. Alas he faints. Oh Caffio, Cafsio, Cafiio. 
Fago, Gentlemen all, Ido fufpect this Trafh 
To bea party in this injury. 
Patience a while, good Cafsio. Come, come 
Lend mea Light: know we this face, or no? 
Alas my friend, and my dear Country-man 
Rodorigo? No: Yes fure: Yea, tis Rodorigo. 
Gra. What, of Venice ? 
Jago. Evenhe, Sir: did you know him ? 
Gra. Know him? L 
Fago. Signior Gratiano? cry yout gentlep ardon : 
Thefe bloudy accidents muft excufe my manners, 
That fo neglected you. 
Gra. 1 am glad to fee you. 
Fago. How do you, Cafio 
| Gra. Rodorigo? 
|  Fago, He, he, tis he: 
| Ob that’s well faid, the Chair. 
Some good man bear him carefully from hence, 
| Ple fetch the General Surgeon. For you, Miftris, 
Save you your labour. He that lies flain here (Cafiio) 
Was my dear friend. VVhat malice was between you ? 
Caf. None in the world: nor do I know the man : 


Oha Chair, a Chair. 


Fago. VVhat look you pale? Oh bear him out oth’ Air. 


Stay you good Gentlemen, Look you pale Miftris ? 
Do you perceive the galtnefs of her eye ? 
Nay, if you ftare, we fhall hear more anon. 
Behold her well: 1 pray you look upon her. 
| Do you fee, Gentlemen? Nay, guiltinels will fpeak 
Though tongues were out of ufe. 
| mil. Alas, what is the matter ? 
VVhat is the matter, husband. 
sfago. (affio hath here been fet on in the dark 
By ‘Redorigo, and Fellows thatare {cap’d : 
He’s almolt flain, and Rodorigo quite dead. 
-4mil, Alas, good Gentleman: alas, good (afie. 
Fago. That is the fruits of whoring, Prithee cAmilids 
Go know of Cafsio where he fapt to night. 
VVhbat do you fhake at that ? 


Bian. He fapt at my houfe, but I therefore fhake not. . 


Fago. Odid he fo? Icharge yougo with me, 

c4mil. Oh fie upon thee, Strumpet, 

Bian, 1am noStrumpet, but of life ashoneft, 
As you that thus abufe me. 

cimil. As 1? Fie upon thee. 


Jago. Kind Gentlemen: 
Let’s go fee poor Caffio dreft. 
Come Mittris, you muft tell’s another Tale. 
e#milia, run you to the Cittadel, 
And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath hap’d : 
Will you go on afore? This is the night 
That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello, and Defdemona sz her bed. 


Othel. Itisthe Caufe, it is the Caufe (my Soul) 

Let me not name it to you, youchafte Stars, 

It is the Caufe. Yet I’le not fhed her bloud, 

Nor fcar that whiter skin of hers than Snow, 

And fmooth as Monumental Alabafter : 

Vet the mutt die, elfe fhe’ll betray more men « 
Put out the Light, and then put out the Light: 

If I queuch thee, thou flaming Minifter, 

I canagain thy former light reftore, 

Should { repent me. But once put out thy light, 
Thou cunning’ft Pattern of excelling Nature, 

I know not where is that Promethean heat 
That can thy Light re-lume. 

When I have pluck’d thy Rofe, 

I cannot give it vital growth again, 

It needs muft wither. [’le fmell thee on the tree : 
Oh Balmy breath, that do’ft almoft perfwade 
Juftice to break her Sword. One more, one mores 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 


And love thee after. One more, and that’s the laff, 


So fweet, was ne’re fo fatal. I muft weep, 
But they arecrul tears: this forrow’s heavenly, 
It ftrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. 
Def. Who’s there? Othello ? 
Othel. 1, Defdemona. 
Def. Will you come to bed, my Lord? 
Othel, Have you peas tonight, Defdemona, 
Def. 1, my Lord. 
Othel. If you bethink your felf of any Crime 


Unreconcil’d as yet to heaven, and Grace, 


Solicit for it ftraight. 

Def. Alack, my Lord, 
What may you mean by that ? 

Othel. Well, do it,and be brief, I will walk by ? 
I would not kill thy unprepared Spirit, 


No, (Heavens fore-fend) 1 would not kill thy Soul. 


Def. Talk you of killing? 
Othel. 1, I do. 
Def. Then heaven have mercy on me. 
Othel. Amen, with all my heart. 
Def. If youfay fo, 1 hope you will not kill me. 
Othe. Humh. ‘ 
Def. And yet I fear you : for you're fatal then, 
When your eyes row] fo. 
Why I fhould fear I know not, 
Since guiltinefs I know not :_ But yet I feel l fear 
Othel, Think on thy fins. 
Def. They are love I bear toyou. 
Othel. I, and for that thou dy’ft. 


Alas, why gnaw youfo your nether-lip ? 
Some bloudy paflion fhakes your very frame: 
Thefe are portents: but yet | hope, 1 hope, 


| They do not point on me. 


Orhel. Peace, and be fill. 

Def. Iwill fo: what’s the matter ? 

Orhel. That Handkerchief 

Which I fo lov’d, and gave thee, thon gav'ft Caffio. 


And ask him. 


Léxeunt. 


Def. That death’s unnatural,that kills for loving. 


Def. Naby my life, and Soul: fend for the man, 


Othel. Sweet Soul, take heed, take heed of Petia 
0 


| The Tragedy of 
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the SMoore of V enice. 


Thou art on thy death-bed. 
Def, 1, but not yet to die. 
Othe. Prefently. 

Therefore confef$ thee freely of thy fin : 

For to deny each Article with Oath, 

Cannot remove, nor choak the ftrong Conception 

That I dogroan withal. Thou art to die. 
Def. Oh heaven have mercy on me. 
Othe. | fay , Amen, 
Def. And have you mercy too, I never did 

Offend you in my life: neverlov’d Caffo, 

But with fuch general warranty of heaven, 

AsI might love. I never gave him Token, 
Oth. By heaven I faw my Handkerchief in’s hand, 

O perjur’d woman, thou do’ft ftone my heart, 

And makeft me call, what i intend to do, 

A Murther, which I thought a Sacrifice, 

I faw the Handkerchief. 
Def. He found it then: 

Inever gave ithim : Send for him hither : 

Let him confefs a truth. 
Othe. He hath confeft : 
Def. What, my Lord? 
Oth, That he hath us’d thee, 
Def. How:? unlawfully? 
Oth, 1. 
Def. He will not fay fo. 

Oth, No: his mouth is ftopp’d : 

Honeft ago hath tane order for’t. 
Def. On, my fear interprets.” What is he dead ? 
Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great Revenge 

Had Stomach for them all. 
Def. Alas, he is betray’d, and I undone. 
Oth, Out Strumpet: weep’ft thou for him to my face ? 
Def. O'banifh me, my Lord, but kill me not. 
Oth. Down, Strumpet. 
Def. Kill.me to morrow, let me live to night, 
Oth. Nay, if you ftrive. 
Def. But ‘half an hour. 
Oth. Being done, there is no paufe. 
Def. But while 1 fay one prayer. 
Oth, It is too late. LSmothers her. 

FEmilia at the door. 


e#mil. My Lord, my Lord ? What hoa ? 
My Lord , my Lord. : 
Orh. What noife is this? not dead ? not yet quite dead, 
I that am‘crue], am yet merciful, 
I would not have thee linget in thy pain? 
Bo, fo. *' : 
Emil. within. What hoa? my Lord, tny Lord? 
Orh. Who’s there? ous ; i 
e£mil. Oh, my good Lord, 1 would fpeak a word with 
= 
{ Oth. Yes: *tis #milia: by and'by. She’s dead. 
Tis like fhe comes to {peak of Caffio’s death : 
The noife was high. Hah, no more moving ? 
Still as the Grave. Shall fhe come in ? wer’t good? 
I think fhe ftirs again :No, what’s beft todo ? 
If the come in, fhe’ll fure {peak to my wife : 
My wife, my wife, what wife ? I haveno wife.’ 
Oh infupportable! O heavy hour ! 
Methinks,} it fhould be now a huge Eclipfe 


Of Sun and Moon: and that th’affrighted Globe: 
‘Did yawn at Alteration. ~~ - nt auodss 9¢0 
+ e#mil. 1.do befeech you. ood ais 
That { may {peak with you. Ob, good my Lord. 

* Orh, I had forgot thee: Ohcome in,e£milia. 
Soft, by and by » let me the Curtains draw, 
Where artthou ? what’s the matter with thee now ? 


| As ignorant as durt: thou halt done a deed 


a 
Ly 


Enter Emilia, 


Fe weg Oh , my good Lord, yonders foul Murthers 


Othe. What? now? 

cHmi, But now, my Lord, 
_ Othe. Itis the very error of the. Moon, 
She comes more nearer Earth tian fhe was wont, 
And makes men mad. 

eiml, Cajfio, my Lord, hath kill’d 
A young Venetian; call’ R odorizo, 

Oth, Rodorigo kild 2 and Cajfio kid? 

em. No, Caffio is not kill’d: 

Oth. Not Caffio kill’d? Then'Murther’s out of tune 
And fweet Revenge grows harfh, 

Def. O falfely, falfely murder’d. 

c4iml, Alas! whatcry is that? 

Otbe. That? what? 

c4mil, Out, and alas, that was my Ladies voice 
Help, help hoa, help; Oh Lady fpeak again, : 
Sweet Defdemona, oh {weet Miltris, fpeak. 

Def: A guiltlefsdeath I die. 

emil. Oh who hath done this deed ? 

Def. Nobody: I my felf, farewel : * 
Commend me to my kind Lord: ob farewel. 

Oth. Why, how fhould fhe be murd’red ? 

eZimil, Alas: who knows ? 

Oth, You hear her fay her lf, ‘it was not I. 

emi. She faid fo : | muft needsreport the truth. 

Oth. She’s like-a Lier gone to‘butning hell , 
Twas I that kill’d her. 

e£mil, Oh the more Angel fhe, and you the blacker 
Devil. 

Oth, She turn’d to folly : andthe wasa whore. 

e4mil, Thou do’ft bely her, and thou art a devik 

Oth. She was falfe as. water. : 

“imi, Thou art‘rafh as fire, to fay : 


| That fhe was falfe. Oh fhe was heavenly true, 


Oth. Caffio did top her : ask thy busband elf. 
O, I weredamn’d beneath all depth tn hell ; 
But that I did proceed upon juft grounds 
To thisextremity. Thy husband knew icall. 

cZ4imil. My Husband? 

Orth. Thy Husband. 

cAimil, That fhe was falfe to Wedlock ? 

Orh. 1, with Caffio’: Had fie been true, 

If Heaven would make me fuch another world, 
Of one entire and perfect Chryfolite, 
I?d.not have fold her for it. - 

cZmil. My Husband? 

Oth. I, ’twas he that told me on her firft, 

An honeft man heis, and hatestheflime * 
That fticks. on filthy deeds. 

e4imil. My Husband ? 

Oth. What needs this iterance, woman ? 

I fay thy Husband. eolre : 
cEmil. Oh Miftris, - ‘ 

Villany had made mocks with love: 

My Husband fay fhe was falfe ? 

Othe. He, woman; 
I fay thy husband :" do'ft underftand the word ? 


| My friend, thy husband 5 honeft, honeft Faz. 


cZmil, \fhefay fo, may bis pernicious Soul 


| Rot half a graina day: he lies to’tlheart, 
| She was too fond of her moft filthy Bargain. 


Oth. Hah? 
c4Amil. Do thy wor: 
This deed of thine is no more worthy Heaven, © 
Than thou waft worthy her. : 
Oth. Peace, you were bef. . 
c4mil, Thou haft not halfthat power todo me harm 
AsIhaveto be hurt. Oh gull, ob dolt, 


I care 


Mmm 2 


The Tragedy of Othello 


c4mil, | will not. 
Gra. Fie, your fword upon a woman. 
_ e4imil, Oh, thou dull AZoor, 
That Handkerchief thou fpeak’ft of 
I found by fortune, and did give my husband, 
For often, witha folemn earneftneis, 
(More than indeed belong’d to fuch a Trific) 
He begg’d of me, to ftealit. 
Fago. Villanous Whore. 
efimil, She give it Caffio?, Alas found it, 
And I did giv’t my husband, 
Fago. Filth, thou lieft, 
c4mil. By heaven I donot, 1 do not, Gentlemen - 
Oh murd’rous Coxcomb, what fhould fuch a fool 
Do with fo good a wife ? 
Othel. Are there no ftones in heaven, 
But what ferve for the Thunder ? 
‘Precious Villain. 
Gra. The woman falls: 
Sure he hath kill’d his Wife. 
c4mil. 1, 15 Oh lay me by my Miftrefs fide, 
Gra. He’s gone, but his Wife’s kill’d. 
«Mon. ’Tisa notorious Villain : take you this weapon, 
Which I have recover’d from the Adoor : 
Come, guard the door without, let him not pals, 
But kill him rather : P’H after that fame Villain, 
For ’tis a damned Slave. [exit 
Othel. 1 am not valiant neither : 
But every Puny whipfter gets my Sword. 
But why fhould honour out-live honefty ? 
Let it go all. 
e4mi. What did thy Song boad, Lady? , 
| Hark, canft thou hear me? 1 will play the Swan, 
|} Anddiein Mufick: Willough, willough, willongh. 
Moor, fhe was chaft: fhe lov’d thee, cruel AZoor : 
So come my foul to blifs, asI fpeak true: , 
So fpeaking as I think, alas, Lic.’ rigs 
| Orhel. have another weaponinthis Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spain, the Ice brooks temper : 
Ob here it is: Uncle, I muft come forth. ze 
Gra. If thou attempt it, it will coft thee dear ; 
Thou haft no weapon, and perforce mutt fuffer, 
Othel. Look inupon me then, and {peak with me, 
Or naked as I am I will affault thee. 
Gra. What isthe matter ? 
Othel, Behold, I have a weapon: 
A better never did it felf fuftain 
Upon aSouldiers Thigh. I have feen the day, 
That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 
| have made my way through more impediments, 
Than twenty times you ftop. But (oh vain boaft 
Who can controul his fate? ’Tis not fo now, 
Be not afraid, though you do fee me weapon'd : 
Here is my Journeys end, here ismy But, 
And very Sea-mark of my utmoft Sail. 
Do you goback difmaid? *Tisa loft fear, . __.- 
Man but a Ruf againtt Othello’s breatt, Bs 
And he retires. Where fhould Othello go? 
Now: How doft thou look now? Oh ill-Starr’d wench, 
Pale as thy Smock: When we fhall mect at compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my Soul from Heaven, 
And Fiends will fnatch atit. Cold, cold, my Girl? 
Even like thy Chaftity. O curfed, curfed Slave * 
Whip me, ye Devils, 
From the pofleffion of this heavenly fight : 
Blow me about in winds, and roaft me in Sulphur, ’ 
Wath me in fteep-down gulfs of liquid Fire. 
Oh Defdemona! Dead, Defdemona: Dead, dead. Oh, oh! 
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(Icare not for thy word) Pl make thee known, 


| Though I loft twenty lives, Help, help, hoa, help: 
| The Adoor bath kill’d my Miftrefs. Murther, murther. 


Enter Montano, Gratiano, and Jago. 


Mon. What is the matter ?. How now, General? . 
e£mil, Oh, are youcome, Fago: You have done weil, 
That men muft lay their Murthers on your neck, 
Gra, What is the matter ? 
Amil. Difprove this Villain, if thou be’ft a man, 
He fays thou told’ft him that his wife was falfe : 
I know thou didft not: Thou’rt not fuch a Villain. 
Speak, for my heart is full. 
ago. 1 told him what | thought, 
| And told no more 
Than what he found himfelf was apt and true. 
2% vil, But did you ever tell him, 
| She was falfe ? 5 
Faco. 1 did. 
eZ£ nil. You toldaLie, an odious damned Lie : 
Upon my fouta Lie; a wicked Lic. 
| She falfe with Caffio ? 
Did you fay with C affio? 
| Fago, With Caffio, Miftrefs, 
Go to, charm your tongue. 
cZmil. I will not charm my tongue ; 


Iam bound to fpeak, 
| My Miftrefs here lies murthered in her bed. 
| Al, Oh heavens forefend. 
emil. And your reports have fet the Murther on, 
Othel. Nay, {tare not, Matters, 
It is true indeed. 
Gra. ’Tis a ftrange Truth. 
«Mont. Oh monftrous Act. padi * 
c4£mil. Villany, villany, villany: 
I think upon’t, I think: }fmel’t: O: Villany = 
Ithought fo then: Pil kill my felf for. grief, 
O villany, villany ? ge, 
Fago. What, are you mad? 
I charge you, get you home. 
-£mil. Good Gentlemen, let me have leave tof peak : 
Tis proper I obey him but not now - 
Perchance, ago, I will ne’re go home, 
Othel. Oh, oh, ob. 
eZmil, Nay, lay thee down and roar : 
For thou haft kill’d the fweeteft innocent, 
That e’re did lift up eye. 
Othel, Oh fhe was foul ! 
I {carce did know you, Uncle, there lies your Niece, 
Whofe breath (indeed) thefe hands have newly ftopp’d : 
I know this Act thews horrible and grim. 
Gra. Poor Defdemona : 
Iam glad thy Father’s dead, . 
Thy match was mortal to him ; and pure grick 
Shore his old thred intwain. Did he live now, 
This fight would make him doa defperate turn : 
Yea, curfe his better Angel from his fide, 
And fall to Reprobance. 
Othel. ’Tis pitiful, but yet Zago knows, 
That the with (fio hath the act of fhame 
Athoufand times committed. Caffio confeft it, 
And fhe did gratifie his amorous works, 
With that Recognizance and Pledge of Love, 
Which I firft gave her : I faw it in his hand: 
It was a Handkerchief, an Antick Token 
My Father gave my Mother. 
cAmil. Oh heaven! Oh heavenly Powers! 
Fago. Come, hold your peace. . 
c#mil. Twill out. "Twill out, I peace? 
No, I will fpeak as liberal as the North, 
Let Heaven, and Men, and Devils, let them all, 
All, all, cry fhame againft me, yet Pll fpeak. 
Fago. Be wife and get you home. ‘ 


Enter Lodovico, Caffio, Montane, and Jago 
with Officers. 


Lod, Where is this rafh, and moft unfortunate man ? 
Orhel. That’s he that was Orhello: Here t am. a 
9. 
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the NA vore of Venice. 


Lod, Where is that Viper ? 
Bring the Villain forth. 


If that thou beeft a Devil, I cannot kill thee. 
Lod. Wrench his Sword from him. 
Faco. 1 bleed MSIt, “but not il’d. i 
Orh, 1 am not forky® "d have thee live: 
For in my fenfe, *tisRappinefstodie,, ' 
Lod. On tion, , that was-ofiee fo pood, 
Fala in the practice of a curfed Slave, 
What fhall be faid to thee ? 
| Oth, Why any thing: “ 
An honourable Murderer, if you will : 
For nought I did hate, but all in Honour. 2 
Lod. This-wretch-hath-partconfeft bis Villany < 
Did you and he confent in Cajfia’s Death ? ‘ 
Oth, 1. 5 
Caf. Dear General, I never gave you caufe, 
Oth. 1-do-believe it, and-Task your pardon : 
Will you, I pray, demand that demy. Devil, 
Why he hath thus enfnar’d my Soul and Body, __. 


¥ag. Demand me nothing : what you know, you know : 


| From this time forth, I never will fpeak word. 
Lod. What? not to pray ? 
* Gra. Torments will ope your lips. » 

Orl, Well, thou do’ft bett. 

Lod. Sir, ) 

You fhall underftand whathath. befaln, ; 
(Which as I think, you know not) here is a Letter 
Found in the pocket of the flain Roderigo, 

And here another, the one of them imports 

The Death of Caffio, to be undgrtook 

By Roderigo. 

Oth. O Villain! 

Cafio. Moft heathenifh, and: moft grofs. 

Lod. Now, here’s another difcontented paper 
Found in his pocket too: ‘and this it feems © 
Roderigo meant thave fent thisdamned Villain : 
But that (belike) Yago in thednterim 
Came in, and fatisfi'd him.: >. 

Orb. Ob thou pernicious Caitiff; ; 

How came you (Caffio) by that Handkerchief 

That was my Wives? 

Caf. I found itin my Chamber : 
And he himfelf confeft it but even now, 
That there he dropt it for a'fpecial:purpofe, 
Which wrought to his defire. . 

Oth, O Fool, Fool, Fool! 

Caf. There is befides, in Roderigo’s Letter, 
How he upbraids Fago, that/he made him 
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Brave me upon the Watch: whereonit came 


; | Phat was caft : and even but now he {pake 
Oth. Llook down towards his feet, but that’s aFable, - 


(After long feeming dead). Fago hurt him 

Fago fet him on. a : 
Lod. You mutt forfake this room, and go with us: 
ur power, and your@@nimand listaken, off, 

Alid Caffio rules in Cypris, For this Slave, 


' | Ifthere bee cunning ruglty, 


Phat cattorment hii much,~and holdhim long, 
it fhall be his. You thall ciofe Prifoner reft, zs 
Till that the Nature of your fauit be known 
To the Venetian State. Come, bring away. 

Orb. Soft you ; a word or two before you go: 
I have done the State fome fervice, and they know’t : 
No more of that: Fpray.you inpyour Letters, .« 
When you fhall thefeunlueky deedstelate, ©. 
Speak of me, as Lam. Nothing extenuate, 
Nor fet down ought in malice. 
Then muft you{peak, 
Of one that lov’d not wifely, but too well: 
Of one, not cafilyYealous, but being wrought, 
Perplexed in theextream: Of one, whofe hand 
(Like the bafe Indian) threw a Peari dway 
Richer than all his Tribe: Of one, whofe fubdu’d Eyes, 
Albeit unufed tothe melting mood, 
Drop tears as faft as the Arabian Trees 
Their Medicinable gum. Set yon down this: _ 
And fay befides, ‘that ‘im Aleppo once, » ” 
Where a malignant, anda Turbond- Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc’d the State, 
I took by th’ throat the circumcifed Dog, 


“And {mote him, thus. 


Led, Oh bloudy period. 

Gra. Allthat is fpoke is marr’d. 

Oth. 1 kift thee, ere 1 kill’d thee : No way but this, 
Killing my felf, todie upon a kis, [ ‘Dies. 

Caf, This did f fear, but thought he had no Weapon: 
For he was great of heart, 

Lod. Oh Spartan Dog : 


More fell than Anguifh, Hunger, or the Sea; 


Look on the Tragick Loading of this Bed : 

This is thy work : 

The Object poyfons fight, 

Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the Houfe, 

And feize upon the Fortunes of the AZor, 

For they fucceed on you. To you, Lord Governour, 
Remains the Cenfure of this hellifh Villain: 

The time, the place, the torture, oh inforce it. 

My felf will ftraight aboard, and to the State, 


This heavy Act, with heavy heart,relate. LExennt. 


THE 


ANTHONY and 


oAttus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Demetrius, and Philo. 


Philo, AY, but this dotage of onr General 
O’re-flows the meafure : 

Thofe his goodly Eyes 

That o’re the Files and Mufters of the War, : 

Have glow’d like plated Mars, 

Now bend, now turn ‘ 

The Office and Devotion of their view. - 

Upona Tawny Front. HisCaptainsheart, =, 

Which in the fcuffles of great fights hath burft 

The Buckles on his breft, reneges all temper, 

And is become the Bellows and the Fan 

To cool a Gypfies Luft, 


Enter Anthony, amd Cleopatra , her Ladies, the Train, 
with Eunuchs fanning ber. 


Look where they come: 
Take but good note, and yon fhali fee him 
The tripple Pillar of the World transform’d 
Into a Strumpets Fool, Behold and fee. 
Cleo. If it be Love indeed, tell me how much? 
c4nt. There’s beggery inthe love that can be reckon’d. 
(leo. Vilfet a bourn how far to be belov’d. 
Ant. Then muft thou needs find out new Heaven, 
new Earth. 


r 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Mef. News (my good Lord) from Rome, 
Ant. Rate me, the fumm. 
Cleo. Nay hear them Anthony. 
Fulvia perchance is angry : or who knows, 
If the fcarce-bearded Cafar have not fent 
His powerful Mandate to you. Do this, or this; 
Take in that Kingdom, and infranchife that : 
Perform’t, or elfe we damn thee. 
Ant, How, my Love ? 
(leo. Perchance? Nay, and moft like ; 
You muft not ftay here longer, your difmifiion 
Is come from Cefar, therefore hear it Anthony. 


Where’s Fulvia’s Procefs ? (Cefars 1 would fay) both? — 


Callin the Meflengers: as I am Egypts Queen, 

Thou blufheft Aathony, and that bloud of thine 

Is Cafars Homager : elfe fo thy Cheeks pay fhame, 

When fhrilletongw’d Fulviafcolds. The Meflengers. 
Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 

Of the raign’d Empire fall : Here is my fpace, 


The Tragedy of 


Kingdoms are Clay: Our dungy Earth alike 
Feeds Beaft as Man; the Noblenefs of life 
Isto do thus: when fuch a mutual pair, 

And fuch a twain can do’t, in which I bind, 
On pain of punifhment, the World to weet 
We ftand up Peerlefs, 


Pilfeem the Foollam not. Anthony will be himfelf, 


Now for the love of love, and: her foft hours, 


Laft night you did defire it. Speak not to us. 


| can read. 


CLEOPATRA... 


Cleo, Excellent falfhood : 
Why did he marry Fulvsa,, and notlove her ? 


Ant. But ftire’d by Cleopatra. 


Let’s not confound the time with Conference harfh; 

There’s not a minute of our lives fhould ftretch 

Without fome pleafure now. What fport tonight ? 
(leo. Hear the Ambaffadors. : 
Ant, Fie wrangling Queen : 

Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 

To -weep : whofe every paffion fully ftrives 

To make it felf (in Thee) fair, and admir’d, 

No Meffenger but thine, and all alone, to night 

We’ll wander through the ftreets, and note 

The qualities of people. Gome my Queen, 


LExeunt with the Train. | 
Dem. Is Cefar with Anthonius priz’d fo flight ? | 
Philo. Sir, fometimes. when he is not «Anthony, 
He comes too fhort of that great Property 
Which ftill thould go with Anthony. 
Dem. Yam full forry, that he approves the common 
Lyar, who thus fpeaks of him at Rome : but I will hope 
of better deeds tomorrow. Reft youhappy. [E-xeunt. 


Enter Enobarbus, Lamprius, 4 Soothfayer, Rannius, 
Lucillius, Charmian, Iras, Mardian, the 
Eunuch, and Alexas. — 


Char, L. Alexas, {weet Alexas, moft any thing Alexas, 
almoft moft abfolute e4lexas, where’s the Sooth. 
fayer that you prais’d to th’ Queen? Oh! that Iknew 
this Husband, which you fay, muft change his Horns 
with Garlands. 

eAlex., Soothfayer. 

Soorh. Your will ? 

Char. Is this the Man ? Is’t you, Sir, that know things? 

Sooth, In Natures infinite Book of Secrecy, a little I 


Alex. Shew him your hand. 

Enob. Bring in the Banquet quickly: Wine enough, 
Cleopatra’s health to drink, 3 

Char. Good Sir, give me good Fortune. 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 
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Sooth, 1 make not, but forefee. 

Char. Pray then, forefce me one. 

Sooth, You fhall be yet far fairer than you are} 

Char. He means in fleh. 

Iras. No, you fhall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid. 

Alex. Vex not his patience, be attentive. 

Char. Huhh. 

Sooth. You fhall be more beloving, than beloved. 

Char. I had rather heat my Liver with drinking. 

Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Ghar. Good now, fome excellent Fortun¢. Let me be 
Married to thgee Kings in a Forenoon, and Widow them 
all ; Let me havea Child at fifty, to whom Herod of Fewry 
may do Homage. Find me to marry me with Offavins 
Cafar, and Companion me with my Miltrefs. 

Sooth. You fhall out-live the Lady whom you ferve. 

Char. Oh excellent, I love long life better than Figs, 

Sooth. You have feen and proved a faites former For- 
tune, than that which is to approach. 

Char, Then belike my Children fhall have no names: 
Prithee how many Boyes and Wenches mutt | have ? 

Sooth, If every of your wifhes had a Womb, and fore- 
tel every wifh, a Million. 

Char. Out Fool, 1 forgive thee for a Witch. 

Alex, You think none but your fheets are privy to your 
wihes. 

Char. Nay come, tell ras hers. 

Alex. We'll know all our Fortunes. 

Enob. Mine, and moft of our Fortunes to night, fhall 
be drunk to Bed. 

Tras. There’sa Palm prefages Chaftity, if nothing elfe. 

Char. E’ne as the o’re-flowing WNylus prefageth Fa. 
mine. 

Tras. Go you wild Bedfellow, you cannot Sooth{ay. 

Char, Nay, if an oily Palm be not a fruitful Prognofti- 
cation, I cannot fcratch mine Ear. Prithee tellsher but a 
Workyday Fortune. 

Sooth, Your Fortunes are alike. 

Tras. But how, but how, give me particulars. 

Sooth, I have faid. 

Tras. Am I not an inch of Fortune better than fhe ? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of Fortune better 
than I: where would you choofe it ? 

Tras. Not in my Husbands Nofe. 

Char. Our worfer thoughts Heavens mend. 

Alexas. Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh let him 
Marry a Woman that cannot go, fweet Ifis, | befeech thee, 
and let herdie too, and give him a worfe, and let worfe 
follow worfe, till the worft of all follow him laughing to 
his Grave, Fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good Jfis, hear me this 
Prayer, though thou deny me a matter of more weight : 
good Zfis, I befeech thee. What are you? Rut 

Char. Amen, dear Goddefs, hear that Prayer of the; 3 Meff. Fulvia thy Wile is dead. 
people. For, as it is a heart-breaking to fee ahandfome |} Ant. Where died the ? 
man loofe-wiv’d, fo itis adeadly forrow, to beholdafoul} Ae. In Scicion, her length of ficknefs, 

Knave Uncuckold’d: therefore, dear J/is, keep decorum, | With what elfe more ferious, 
and Fortune him accordingly. Import to thee to know, this bears. 

Char. eAmen. Ant. Forbear me, 

Alex. Loe now, if it lay in their hands to make méa | There’s a great fpirit gone, *thus did I defire it: 
Cuckold, they would make themfelves Whores, but | What our contempts do often hurl from us, 
they’d do’t. We with it ours.again, the prefent pleafure, 

By revolution lowring, does become — 

The oppofite of it felf: the’s good being gone, 
The hand could pluck her back, that fhov’d heron. 
I muft from this Queen break off: — 

Ten thoufand harms, more than the ills I know 
My idlenefs doth hatch. 


Enter Enobarbus. 


Enob. Madam. 

Cleo, Seek himjand bring him:hither: where’s ,4/ex 

Alex. Here at your feeyites? .t-0\, whete’s lewas? 
My Lord approaches. 


Enter Anthony witha Mefleager, 


Cleo. We will not look upon him: 
Go with us. > ’ 
Mel]. Fulvia thy Wife, 
Firft came into:the' Field, uF 
Ant. Against my Brother Lucius. 
eMeff. 1, but foonthat'V Vat had end, 
ae os mi 3 ae 
ade Friends of them, jointing their force ’gainft Czfz 
VVhofe better iffae in the VVarof deal, mit aot 
Upon the firft encounter drave them. 
Aat. VVell, what-worf, 
Mef. The nature of bad news infects the Teller, 
Ant, VVhen it concerns the Foolor Coward: On, 
Things that are /paft; are done,» with me. ’Tis thus, 
VVho tells métrue, though in ‘his Tale lye Death, 
! hear him as he flatter’d. é 
eMeff. Labienus (this is ftiff-news) 
Hath with his Parthian Force 
Extended 4fa: from Euphrates his conquering 
Banner fhook, from Syria to Lydia, 
And to Jozia, whilft 
Ait. Anthony thou would’ft fay. 
Meff. Oh, my Lord. : 
Ant, Speak to:me home, 
Mince not the'general tongue, name 
Cleopatra as fhe iscall’d in Rome : 
Rail thou in Fulvia’s phrafe, and taunt thy faults 
With fuch full Licenfé, as both Truth and Malice 
Have powertto utter,.Oh then we bring forth Weeds, 
When our quick Winds lye ftill, and-onr ilis told: us 
Is as our Ear-ring are : fare thee wella while. 
Meff, At your Noble pleafure. {Exit Meflenger. 


LExeunt. 


Enter another Meflenger. , 


Ant, From Scicion how the news? {peak there. 
1 Meff. The man from Scicion, 
Is there fuch an one ? 
2 Meff. He ftayes upon you will. 
Ant. Let him appear : 
Thefe ftrong Egyptian FettersI muft break, 
Or lofe my felf'in dotage. 


Enter another Meflenger with a Letter. 


Enter Cleopatra. 


Enob. Huth, Here comes Anthony. 

Char. Not he, the Queen. 

Cleo. Saw you my Lord? 
- Enob, No,Lady. 

Cleo, Was he not here? 

Char. No, Madam. = 

Cleo. He was difpos’d to mirth, but on the fudden 
A Roman thought had ftruck him, 
Enobarbus, j 


How now, Enobarbus. 
Enob. What’s your pleafiure, Sir ? 
Ant. (mult with haft from hence. 


Enob. 


Se 


aera music. 
| 
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~ Eno. Why then we kill all oar Women: We fee how | That | am fadden fick. Quickly, and return. 
rortaban unkindnefsis tothem., if they fuffer our depat- Cha, Madam, methinks if you did love him dearly, 


You do not bold the method, to enforce 


The like from him. 
Cleo, What fhould I do, do not ? | 
Char. Ineach thing give him way, crofsihimin nothing. | 

t 


cure, death’s the word. 

Auth. 1 mutt be gone, 19807 ; 

Fne. Under a compelling an occafion , let women dic. 
It were pitty co-caftthem away for nothing, though be- 
tween them and a great caufe, they fhould be efteemed 
nothing. Cleopatra catching’ but thedeaft noife of this, 
diesinitantly: Ihave feen her, die twenty times upon far 
poorer moment : I do think there is'mettle 1n death,which 
commits fome loving act upon hers fhe hathduch a celerity 
in dying. a: 

Ant. She is cunning pafimans thought. 

Eno. Alack, Sir, no, her paflions are made of nothing 
but the fineft part of pure love. We cannot cail her winds 
and waters, fighs aad tears + theyeare greater ftorms 
and Tempefts than Almanacks can'r ct; This cannot 
be cunning inher : if it be, fhe makes aghowre of Rain as 
well as Jove. 

Ant. Would 1 had nevet feerher. 

Eno. OlvSir, yowhad then left unfeen a wonderful piece 

| of work, which not tothave been bleft withal; would have 
difcredited your Travel., f! . 
Ant, Eulvia is dead, 


Cleo. Thou teachelt like a fool: the way to lofe him. 
Char. Tempt him not fo too far. I with forbear, 
In time we hate that which we often fear. » 


Enter Anthony.; 


But here comes Anthony: 
Cleo: Lama Sick, and fallen. 


<“® 


Ant. 1 am forry to give breathing to my purpofe. 

Cleo. Help me away, dear-Charmian, W{hall fall,, 
It cannot be thus long, the fides of Nature. 

Will not fuftain it. 225° 

Aart. Now, my dereft Queen. 

Cleo, Pray you ftand farther from me;, ’ 

Ant. What?s-the marter? 

Cleo. 1 know by that fame eye there’s fome good news. 
“What! faies the married woman. you may go? 
‘Would fhe had never given you leave tocome; 

Let her not fay ’tis I that keep you here, 


Eno, Six! 
| cAnt. Fulvia is deade! [ have no power upon you: Hers you are, 
Eno. Fulvia ? Fete? £ 16 Ant, The gods beft know. 
Ant, Dead. ier, -f Al Cleo, Oh never was there Queen 
Eno. Why Sir, give the gadsia thankful Sacrifice: when | So mightily betrayed: yet at the firft 


I faw the treafons planted. 

eAnt. Cleopatra. 

Cleo, Why fhould I think you can be mine, and true 
( Though you fwearing fhake the Throned gods ) 
Who have been falfe to Fulvia ? 
Riotous madnefs,*  . > 
To be entangled wich thofe mouth-made vows, 
Which break themfelves in fwearing. 

cAnt. Mott fweet Queen. ; 

Cleo. Nay pray you feek no colour for your going, 


| 
lit pleafeth their Deities to take the wife of a man from 
him, it fhews to man the Tailorsofthe:earth: comforting 
therein, that when old Robes are wort-out,there are, mem-" 
bers to make new. Ifthere were nomore women but. Ful- 
via,then had you indeed’a eut,and the cafeto be lamented : 
this grief is crown’d with Confolation; your ‘old Smock 
rings forth a new Petticoat,and indeed the tears live inan 
Onion, that fhould water this fortow. —" 
Ant. The bufinefs the hath broached instlte State, 
Cannot endure my abfence. Aol wey 72 
Eno. And the bufinefs you have broach’d here cannot be 


But bid farewel, and go : 

without you, efpecially that of Gleopatra’s, which wholly When you fued ftaying , 
depends on your aboad. Then wasithe time for words : No going then; 

‘Ant. No more like Anfwers? . _ | Eternity, was in our Lips, and Eyes, 
Let our Officers ‘ Blifsin our brows bent: none.our parts fo poor, 
Have notice what we propofe. I fhallbreak : But wasa race of Heaven. They are fo ftill, 
The caufe of our Expedience'to the Queen, °~ f Or thou the greateft Souldier of the world, 
And get her love to part. For not alone Art turn’d the greater Lyar, 
The death of Fulvia, withmore urgent touches i" Ant, How’ now, Lady? 
Do ftrongly fpeak to us : but the letters too Cleo. 1 would I had thyinches, thou fhould’ft know _. 
Of many our contriving friends in Rome, There were a heart in Egypt. 
Petition us at home. Sextus Pompeivs Ant. Hear me, Queen: 
Hath given thee dare to Cefar, and commands The ftrong neceflity of time, commands 
The Empire of the Sea. Our flippery people Our fervices a while: but my full heart ) 
Whofe love is never link’d tothe deferver, Remains inufe with you.; Our Italy 
Till his deferts are paft, begin to throw.» : Shines o’re with civil Swords, Seatus Pompérves 
Pompey the great, endall his dignities Makes his approaches to the Port of Rome, 
Upon his Son, who high in Name and Power, - Equality. of two Domeftick powers, 


Breed {crupulous faction : the hated grown to ftrength 
Are newly grown to Love : the condemn’d Pompey, 
Rich-in his Fathers honour, creeps 4 pace 
Into the hearts of fuch, as have not thrived 
Upon the prefent ftate, whofe numbers threaten, 
And quietnefs grown fick of reft, would purge 
By any defperate change: _My-more particular, 
And that which moft with you fhould fave my going, 
| Is Falvia’s death. Te 
Cleo. Though age from folly could not give me freedom, 
It does from childifhnefs. Can Fulvia die ? 
Ant. She’s dead, my Queen, 
Look here, and at thy SoveraignJeifure read. 
The Garboyls fhe awak’d : at the laft, belt, 
-|See when, and where fhe died...» 
Cleo. O moft falfe love! aes 
Where be the facred Viols thou fhould’ft fill 


Higher than both in blond and life,. ftands up. 
For the main Souldier. Whofe quality going on, 
The fides oth’world may danger. Much is breeding, 
Which like the Courfers hare, hath yet but life, 
And not a Serpents poyfon. Say our pleafure, 
| To fuch whofe place isunder us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence: 
Exo. 1 fhall-do’t. LExeunt. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Alexas, and Iras. 


Cleo. Where is he? 

Char. 1 did not fee him finice. 

Cleo. See where he is, 
Who’s with him, what he do’s: veda 
I did not fend you. Ifyou find him fad, 
Say | am dancing : if in migth, report 


With forrowful water? now! fee, I fee, 
In Fulvia’s death, how mine receiv’d fhall be. 
Ant. Quarrelno more, but be prepar’d to know 
The purpofes I bear: which are, or ceafe, 
As you fhall give th’advice, By the fire 
That quickens Nilus flime, I go from hence 
Thy Souldier, Servant, making Peace or War, 
As thou affect’ft. 
Cleo, Cut my Lace, Charmian, come, 
But let it be, 1 am quickly ill, and well, 
So Anthony loves. 
Ant, My precious Queen forbear, 
And give true evidence to his Love, which ftands 
An honourable Trial. 
Cleo. So Fulvia told me. 
I prithee turn afide, and weep for her, 
Then bid adieu to me, and fay the tears 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 
Ofexcellent diflembling, and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 
Ant. You'll heat my bloud no more ? 
(leo. You can do better yet: but this is meetly, 
Ant. Now by my Sword. 
Cleo. And Target. Still he mends. 
But thisis not the beft, Look prithee, Charmian, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe. 
Ant. Vie leave you Lady. 
Cleo. Courteous Lord, one word: 
Sir, you and I muft part, but that’s not it : 
Sir, youand I have lov’d, but there’s not it: 
That you know well, fomething it is I would : 
Oh, my oblivion is a very Anthony. 
And I am all forgotten. 
Ant. But that your Royalty 
Holds idlenefs your fubject, I fhould take you 
For Idlenefs it felf. 
Cleo. ’ Tis {weating labour, 
To bear fuch idlenefs fo near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, Sir, forgive me, 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you. Your honour calls you hence. 
Therefore be deaf to my unpittied Folly, ; 
And all the gods go with you. Upon your Sword 
Sit Lawrell’d victory, and fmooth fuccefs 
Be ftrew’d before your feet. 
Ant. Let us go. 
Come: Our feparation fo abidesand flies, 
That thou refiding here, goeft yet with me, 
And I hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 
Away. 


Enter Oktavius reading a Letter, Lepidus, 
and their Train. 


Caf. You may fee Lepidus, and henceforth know, 
It is not Ce/ars Natural voice, to hate 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the news : he fifhes, drinks, and wattes 
The Lamps of night in revells: Is not more manlike 
Than Cleopatra: nor the Queen of Prolomy 
More Womanly than he. Hardly gave audience, 
Or did vouchfafe to think he had Partners. You 
Shall find therea man, whois th’abftract of all faults; 
That all men follow, 

Lep. 1 muft not think 
There are evils enow to darken all-his goodnefs, 

| His faults in himh, feemas the fpots of Heaven, 

More fiery by nights blacknefs ; Hereditary, 
Rather than purchaft: what he cannot change, 
Than what he choofes. ats 

Caf. You are too indulgent. Let's grant it is 
Amifs to tumble on the bed of Prolomy, 
To give a Kingdom for a Mirth, to fit 


Anthony * and: Cleopatra. 


LExeunt. 


To reel the ftreets at Noon, and ftand the Buffer 
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{ And keep the turn of Tipling witha Slave, 


With knaves that fmell of fweat : Say this becomes him 


(As hiscompofure muft be rare indeed, 

VVhom thefe things cannot blemifh ) yet mutt 4, 
No way excufe his foyls, when we do bear } 
So great weight in his Lightnefs, If he fill’d 

His vacancy with his Voluptuoufnels, 

Full furfeits, and the drinefs of his bones, 

Call on him for’t. But to confound fuch time, 
That drums him from his fport, and {peaks as loud 
As his own State, and ours, ’tis to he chid: 

As we rare Boyes, who being mature in knowledge 
Pawn their experience to their prefeat pleafure, 
And fo rebel to judgement. i ae 


_ Enter a Meflenger. 


Zep. Here’s more news. 


Mf. Thy biddings have been.done, -and every hour 


Moft Noble Cafar, thalt thouhave report 
How ’tis abroad. Pompey is {trong at Sea, 
And it appears, he is belov’d’ of thofe 
That only have feat’d Cefar : tothe ports 
The difcontents repair, and mens reports 
Give him much wrong’d. 
Cef. | fhould have known no lefs, 
it hath.been taught us from the primal ftate, 
Fhat he which is, was wifht, until he'were : 
And the ebb’d man, ; 
Ne’reJov’d till ne’re worth love, 
Comes fear’d, by being lack’d. This common body 
Like to a Vagabond Flag upon'the ftream, : 


-| Goes to, and back, lacking the varying tyde 


To rot it felf with motion. 

Mef. Cafar, | bring thee word, 
Menecrates and Menas, famous Pyrates, 
Make theSea ferve'thein,: which they ear and wound 
VVith knells of every:kind.° Many hot inrodes 
They make in /taly;:the borders Maritime 
Lack blond to think on’c, and flefh youth to revoir, 
No Veflel can peep forth, but.’tis as foon 
Taken asfeen: for Pompeyes name {trikes more 
Than could his V Var refifted. 

Cafar, Anthony. : 
Leave thy lafcivious Vaflals. VVhen thou once 
VVert beaten from Aedena, where thouflew It 
Hirtius and Panfa Confuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow, whom-thou fought'ft againtt, 
( Though daintily brought up ) with patience more 
Than Savages couldsfuffer.: Thou didft drink 
The ftale of horfes, and the gilded Puddle 


thony 


VVhich Bealts would cough at. Thy pallat then did dain 


The rougheft Berry on the rudeft Hedge: 

Yea, like the Stag, when Snow the’ Palture fheets, 
The barks of trees thou browfed’ft, .Omthe Alps, 
It is reported thou did’ft eat ftrange flefh, 

VVhich fome did die to look on : and all this 

( It wounds thine honour that I {peak it now ) 
VVas born fo like.a Souldiers,-that thy cheek 


So much as I Jank’d not. 


Lep. ’ Tis pitty of him. 

Caf. Let his thames quickly 
Drive him to Rome, ’tis time we twain 
Did fhew our felves ith’Fieldjand to that-end 
Affemble we immediatly councel, Pompey 
Thrives in our Idlenefs. 

- Lep. To: morrow, Cefar, 
I fhall be furnifh’d to inform you rightly 
Both what by Sea.and Land I ¢an be ablé 
To front this prefent time. 


( wel. 


Cef. Till which encounter, itis my bufinefs too, Fare- 
Lep. Farewel my Lord; what you fhall know mean time 


| Of ftirs abroad, I fhall befeech you, Sirs 


To! 


| 

t 

t 
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To let me be partaker: ! 
Cef. Doubt not,fir, d knew it for my bond. 


LExeunt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian. 


} Cleo. Charmian, 
Char. Madam. 
(leo. Ha, ha, give me to drink —Mandragor as. 
Char. Why,Madam ? : 
Cleo. That4 might fleep out this great gap of times 
My Anthony is away. 
Coar. You think of him too much. 
Cleo. © ’tis treafon. 
Char. Madam, & truft not fo: 
| Cleo. Thou, Eunuch «Mardin? 
| Afar. What’s your highnefs pleafure ? 
Cco, Not now to bear thee fing,.1 take no pleafure 
in ought an Eunuch has: ’Tis well for thee, 
| That being unfeminaried, thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Egypts Haft thou Affections ? 
Mar. Yes, gracious; Madam. 
Cleo, Indeed ? i = 
Mar. Not in deed,Madam) fer 1 can do nothing 
But what indeed. is honeft.co be done: 
Yet have | fierce Affections;and think,» :. 
What Venus did with eMars.. ii 
Cleo. Oh Charmian 5. \ : 
Where think’ft chou\he:is now? Stands, ‘or fits he ? 
Or does he walk? Or is heon his/horfe ?: 
Oh happy horfe to bear the weight of Aathony ! 
Do bravely, horfe, for wot?{t.thonwhomthou mov, 
The demy Atlas of this Earth, the Arme Be) 20if'0 
And Burgonet of man.) He’sfpeaking now. © 4 | 4° 
Or murmuring, whete’s.my Serpent of old Nile,® . 
( Fo: fohe call’s me:) Now I feed mydelf + 10.3: 
With moft delicious poyfonso Think on. me! aw 2) 
That am with Phoebus amorousspinches black, s1.¥ 
And wrinkled deep in times’: Broad-fronted! (far, 5 - 
When thou waft hereabovethe ground, yb was | 17 | 
A morfel of a Monarch and great Pompey: Bi 
Would ftand and make hisieyes:gcow in my brow; > 
There would he anchorshis afpect,' and die ; 
With looking om-his\hfe. 


Enter Alexas from Cxfar. 


Alex, Soveraignofi Egypt, hail. 
Cleo. How much actthon like Afark: Anthony ? 
Yet coming from him, thatgreat.Med’cine hath 
| With his Tinet gilded thee, 33h Yai 
How goes it with myibrave eA/ark) Anthony? 
Aex. Laft thing, he did ( deat Queen) 
He kift the laft of many doubled:kiffes, 
| This Orient Pearl, » His fpeech flicks in my heart. 
Cleo. Mineear muftiplock it thence: , 
Alex, Good friend, quoth hed pons « 
Say the firm Roman to great Ecypr fends, 
| This treafure of an. Oyfter zat whofe foot 
| To mend the petty prefent, : | will piece 
| Her opulent Throne, ‘with Kingdoms? .All the Eaft, 
| (Say thou) fhall call her Miftris. Soe nodded, 
And foberly did mouat an Arme-gaunt Steed, 
Who neigh’d fo high, that what l-weuld:have {poke, 
Was beaftly dumbrby him, »; eat 
Cleo. What was hefad'or merry?) 1! 
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eee errr 


Ale. Like to the time ath’year, between the extreams” 


Of hot and cold, he was not fad nor merry. 

Cleo. Oh well divided difpofition\; »Notehim:. | .« 
Note him good Charimian,’tis the maang: but mote him. 
He was not fad, for he would fhine.omthafe 
‘That make their looks by his. Hewasmet merry, - 
Which feem’d to tell them, his memembrancelay.) ©. 
in Egypt with his joy, but between both,:: 2 
Oh heavenly mingle? Be*ft thon fad, or merry,: © 
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The violence of either thee becomes, 
Sodo’s itno manelfe. Met’{t thou my Pofts? 

Alex..1, Madam, twenty feveral Meflengers, 
Why do you fend fo thick ? 

Cleo. Who’s born that day, when I forget to fend to 
Anthony, fhall die a Begger. Ink and paper, Charmian. 
VVelcom my good Alexas, Did 1, Charmian, ever love 
Cafar fo? 

Char. Oh that brave Cafar. 

Cleo. Be choak’d with fach another Emphafis, 

Say the brave nthony, 25008 

Char. The valiant Cefar. 

Cleo, By Ifis, 1 will give thee bloudy teeth, 
Ifthou with Csfar Paragon again ra! 
My man of men, 

Char. By your moft gracious pardon, 

I Sing but after you. 

Cleo. My Salad dayes, 2 
When I was green in judgement, cold in bloud, 
To fay, as 1 faid then. But come, away, 

Get me Ink-and Paper, .: -- Al ! 
He hall haveevery day feveral greetings, or V’ie unpeople 
AL gypt. { Exennt. 


Enter Pomipey,>Menetratées, and.Menas in 
warlike manner. 


Pom. lf the great gods be juft, they hall affift 
The deeds of jufteft men. 
Mene, Know,worthy Pompey, that which they do delay, 
they not deny. » aud‘, 
Pom. While we ate fuitors'to theic Throne,decayes the 
thing we fue for. bg 
Mene. We, ignorant of our felves, 
Beg often our own harms, which she wife Powers . 
Deny us for our good: fofind we profit 
By lofing of our Prayers. Asi 
Pom. | fhall do well: = uo 
The People love me, and the Seaiis mine ; ‘ 
My powers are Crefcent, and my Auguting hope 
Says it will come toth’full. _7Zark, e-furhony 
In <Aigype fits:at dinner, and will make 
No.wars without doers. Cefargets mony where 
He lofes hearts : Lepidus flatters both, « 
Of both is ftatter’d : but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him. 
Mene. Cafar and Lepidus are in the field, 
A mighty ftrength they carry. 
Pom. Where have you this ? Tis falfe. 
Mene. From Silvia, Sir. 
Pom. He dreams: 1 know they are in Rome together . 
Looking for Anthony: but all the charms of Love, 
Salt Cleopatra foften thy wanddip, — =) ..— 
Let withcraft join with beauty: Luft.with both, 
Tie up the Libertine in a field of Feafts, 
Keep his Brain fuming. Epicurean Cooks, 
Sharpen with cloylefs fawce his Appetite. 
That fleep and feeding may prorogue:his Honour, 
Even ’till a Lethied dulnefs Fe 


Enter Varrius. 


How now Varrins?) #02 
Var. This ismoft certain ,thatd fhall deliver : 
Mark, Anthony is every hour in Romeo. 
Expeéted, Since he went from egypt, ’tis 
A {pace for farther travel. 
Pom. \ could have given lefs matter 
A better ear, Atenas, Udid not think: 1: 
This amorous Surfeiter wouldihave donn’d his Helm 
For fuch a petty War : His Souldierfhip » ~~ 
Is twice the other twain: Butilet ms rear) 
The higber our Opinion; that our flirring: 


Can from the lap of cigypr’s Widow pinck ie 
e 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 


The near Luft-wearied Azthony. 
eMene. I cannot bope, 
Cefar and Anthony fhall well greet together : 
His Wife that’s dead, did trefpafles to Cafar, 
His Brother warr’d upon him, although f think 
Not mov’d by Anthony. 
Pom. I know not, eMenas, 
How lefler Enmities may give way to greater. 
Were’t not that we ftand up againft them all: 
’T were pregnant they fhould fquare between themfelves, 
For they have entertained caule enough 
To draw their Swords: but how the fear of us 
May Cement their divifions, and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know: 
Be’t as our gods will have’t ; it only ftands 
Our lives upon, to ufe our ftrongeft hands : 
Come, eMena. LExeunt, 
Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus, 


Lep. Good Exobarbus, ’tis a worthy deed, 
And thal! become you well, tointreat your Captain 
To fof and gentle fpeech, 
Enob. 1 fhall intreat him 
Toanfwer like himfelf: if Gefar move him, 
Let e4nthony look over Cefar’s head, 
And {peak as loud as eMars. By Jupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Anthomo’s Beard, 
I would not fhave’t to day. 
Lep. ’Tis not atime for private ftomaching- 
Enob. Every time ferves for the matter that is then born 
in’e. 
Lep. But fmall to greater matters mult give way. 
Enob. Not if the fmall come firft. 
Lep. Your {peech is paflion : but pray you {tir 
No Embers up, Here comes the Noble «4athony. 


Enter Anthony and Ventidius. 
Enob, And yonder (far. 
Enter Cxfar, Mecznas, and e4grippa. 


Ant. \f wecompofe well here, to Parthia. 
Hark, Ventidsus. 

Cef. 1donot know, Mecanas, ask Agrippa. 

Lep. Noble Friends, 
That which combin’d us was moft great, and let no 
A leaner action rend us. What’s amifs, . 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we'do commit 
Murther in healing wounds. Then noble Partners, 
The rather, for I earneftly befeech, 
Touch you the fowreft points with fweeteft terms, 
Nor curftnefs grow to th’matter. 

Ant. ’Tis {poken well: 
Were we before our Armies andto fight, 
I fhould do thus. 

(af. Welcom to Kome, 

Ant, Thank you. 

Caf. Sit. 

Ant, Sit, Sir. 

Caf. Nay then. 

Ant. Uearn you take things ill, which are not fo : 
Or being , concern you not. ‘ ? 

Caf. | mult be laught at, if, or for nothing, or a little, 
Shonid fay my felf offended, and with you 
Chiefly i’th’world. More laughtat, that I fhould 
Once name you derogately : whento found yout name 
It not concern’d me. 

Ant. My being in <igypt, Cefar, what was’t to you ? 

Cef. No more than my refiding here at Rome. 
Might be to you in eZgypr : yet if you there 
Did practife on my ftate, your being in ~Zgype 


{ Flonvifh, 


a 
Might be my queftion. ae 

Ant. How intend you, practis’d ? 

Caf. You may be pleas’d to catch at mine intent, 

By what did here befal me. Your Wife and Brother 
Made wars upon me, and their conteftation 
Was Theam for you, you werethe word of war. 

4nt, Youdo miftake your bufinefs, my brother sever 

Did urge méin his Act: I did inquire it, 

And have my learning from fome true reports 

That drew their Swords with you. Didhe not rather 
Difcredit my Authority with yours, 

And make the wars alike againft my Stomach, 
Having alike your caufe? Of this, my Letters 
Before did fatisfie you. _ If you patch a quarrel : 

As matter whole you have to take it with, 

It muft not be with this. 

Caf. You praife your felf, by laying defects of judge- 
ment tome: but you patch up your excufes. 

c4nt. Not fo, not fo: 

I know you could not lack, I am certain on’t, 

Very neceflity of thisthonght, that I 

Your partner in the caufe’gainft which he fought, 
Could not with graecful eyes attend thofe Wars 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 

I would yowhad het Spirit, in fuch another, 

The third ot’h world is yours, which with a Snaffle, 
You may pace eafie, but not fuch a wife. 

Ezob. Would we had all fuch wives, that the men might 
go to wars with the women. 

Ant. So much uncurbable, her Garboiles (Cefar) 
Made out of her impatience: which not wanted 
Shrewdnefs of policy too: I grieving grant, 

Did you too much difquiet, for that you mouft, 
But fay I could not help it. 

Cef. I wrote to you, when rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket up my Letters: and'with taunts 
Did beg my Miflive out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, he fell upon me, ere admitted, then : 

Three Kings I had newly feafted, and did want 
Of what I wasi’th’morning : but next day 

I told him of my felf, which was as much 
Asto have askt him pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our ftrife: if we contend 

Out of our queftion wipe him. 

Gef. You have broken the Article of your Oath, which 
you fhall never have tongue to charge me with. 

Lep. Soft, Cafar. 

Ant. No, Lepidus, let hit fpeak, 

The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now, 
Suppofing that I lackt it : but on, Cefar, 
The Article, of my Oath. 

Cef. To lend me Arms, andaid when I requir’d them, 
The which you both denied. 

e4nt. Neglected rather. 

And then when poyfoned hotits had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge, as nearly as I may, 
I’le play the penitent to you. But mine honeity, 
Shall not make poor my greatnefs, nor my power 
Work without it. Truth is, that Fula, 

To have me out of eAizypt, made Wars here, 

For which my felf, the ignorant motive, do 

So far ask pardon, as befits mine Honour 

To ftoop in fach a cafe. 

Lep. ’Tis nobly fpoken. 

Mece. If it might pleafe you, toenforce no further 
The griefs between ye: to forget them quite. 

Were to remember, that the prefent need, 
Speaks to atone you. 

Lep. Worthily fpoken, «Mecanas. ae 

Eno. Or ifyou borrow one anothers love for the inftant, 
you may when you hear no more words of Pompey return 
it again: you fhall have time to wrangle in, when you 
have nothing elfe to do. 


Ant, Thou art a Souldier, only fpeak no more. 


Enob: 
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Enobar, That truth fhould be filent , 1 had’ almoft for~ 


t 
P Anlb, You wrong this» prefence , therefore fpeak no 
more, 
Enob. Gotothen: your Confiderate ftone. 
(efar. Ldo not much diflike the matter, but 
The npanaer of his {peech : fer’t cannot be, 
We fhall remain in friendfhip, our conditions 
So differing in their acts. .Yetif I knew, 
Whet Hoop fhould hold us ftaunch from edge to edge 
Ath’ world, 1 would purfue it. 
Agri. Give me leave, Cafar. 
Caf. Speak, Agrippa. ; 
Agri, Thou haft a Sifter by thy Mother’s fide, admir’d 
Otavia ? Great Mark, Anthony isnow a Widower. 
Cef. Say not, fay Agrippa, if Cleopatra heard you, your 
proof were well deferved.of rafhnels. 
Ant, Lam not married, Cafar: let me hear eAgrippa 
furcher f{peak. 
Ari. ‘To hold you in perpetual amitie, 
To make you Brothers,-and to knit your hearts 
With an unflipping knot, take e4uthony 
Oétavia to his wife: whofe beauty claims 
No worfe a L-usband than the beft of men: 
Whofe vi. tue, and whofe general graces fpeak 
That which none elfe can utter. By this marriage, 
All Little Jealoufies which now feem great, 
And all great fears, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing. Truths would be tales, 
Where now half tales be truths: her love to bosh 
Would each to other, and.all loves to.both 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have fpoke, 
For ’tisa ftudied, not a prefent-thoughr, 
By duty ruminated. 3 yf 
Anth. Will. Cafar fpeak? ss0w soporte: 
Caf. Not “till he hears how: Aathony ‘is toucht 
With what is fpoken already... yoy 
Anth, What powers in-Agrippay acy i>) on) 
[f | would fay Agreppay De itdO,si) or be! 
To make this goodit-« 3.4 : 98) “iat 
Cef, The power of -Géfar, 
And his power unto Ottavia. 
Anth, May I never. ->- 
(To this good purpofe, that fo fairly fhews } 
Dream of impediment::, let me have thy|hand 
| Further this act of grace: and from-this hour, 
The heart of Brothers govern in our Loves, 
And fway our great Defigns, . 
Caf. There’s my hand: dw Date? 
A Sifter I bequeath.you, whom; no Brother 
Did ever love fo dearly. Let her live, » 
To join our Kingdoms, and our hearts, and never 
Fly off our Loves again. . 
Lep. Happily, Amen. 
Ant. \ did not think to draw my Sword againit Pompey, 
For he hath ftrange courtefies, and great 
Of late upon me. I muft thank him only, 
Left my remembrance - fuffer ill report: 
| At heel of that defie him. 
Lepi. Time calls upon’s, 
OF us muft Pompey prefently be fought, 
Or elfe he feeks out us. 
Anth. Where lies he? 
(2. About the Aount-Mefena. 
Anth. What is his ftrength by Jand.? 
Cef. Great, and increafing : 
But by Sea he is an abfolute Matter. 
Ananth, So is the Frame, 
Would we had fpoke together.. Hafte.we for it, 
Yete’re we put ourfelves in Arms, difpatch we 
The bufinefs we have talkt.of. 


Caf. With moft gladnefs.. ier 


And do invite you to my Sifters view, 
Whither ftraight I’le lead you. - 


It fhould be better, he became her gueft : 


Ant. Let us, Lepidus, not-lack your company. 
Lep. Noble Authony, not ficknefs fhould detain me. 


[Exeunt omnes. 
Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mecenas. 


Mec, Welcom from cAZgypt, Sir. 

Eno. Halfthe heart of Cefar, worthy Adecenas.. My ho- 
nourable Friend Asrippa. 

Agri, Good Enobarbus, 

_ Mece. We have caufe to be glad,that matters are fo well 
digeited: you ftay’d well by’tin eAigypr. 

Enob. 1 Sit, we did fleep day out of countenance, and 
made the night light with drinking. 7 

Mea. Eight wild-Boars roafted. whole at a breakfatt : 
and but twelve perfons there. Is this true? 

Enob. This wasbut as a Fly by an Eagle -_ we had much 
more monftrous matter of Feaft, which worthily deferved , 
noting. : 

Mecanas, She’s a moft triumphant Lady, if report be 
fquare to her. 

Enoy, When fhe firft met ALark Anthony, fhe purs’d up 
his heart upon the river of Cydnus. ; 

Agrip. There the appear’d indeed: or my reporter de- 
vis’d we'll for her. 

Exob. | will tell you, 
The Barge fhe fatin, like a burnifht Throne 
Burnt onthe water; the Poop was beaten Gold, 
Parple the Sails: and fo perfumed, chat 
The Winds were Love-tick. 
With them the Oars were Silver, 
Which to the tune of Fiutes kept ftroke, and made 
The water which they beat, to follow fafter : 
As amorous of her ftrokes. For her own perfon, 
It beggar’d all defcription, fhe did lye 
In her Pavillion, cloth of Gold, of Tiffue, 
O’re-picturing that Venus, where we fee 
The fancie out-work nature.. On each fide her 
Stood pretty Dimpled Boyes, like finiling Cupids, 
With divers-colour’d Fans, whofe wind did feem 
To glovethe delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
And what ghey undid did. 

Agrip. Ob rare for Anthony. 

Eno. Her Gentlewomen, like the Weresdes, 
So many Mere-maids tended her i’th’eyes, 
And made their bends adornings, At the Helm, 
A feeming Mere-maid fteers : the Silken Tackles 
Swell with the touches of thofe Flower-foft hands, 
That yearly frame the office. From the Barge 
A ftrange invifible perfume hits the fenfe 
Of the adjacent Wharfs, The City caft 
Her people out upon her: and Anthony 
Enthron’d i’th’ Market place, did fic alone, 
Whittling to th’air: which but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in Nature. 

Agrip. Rare eAgyptian, ok 

Eno. Upon ber landing, Anthony fent to her, 
Invited her toSupper: fhe replyed, 


Which fhe entreated ; our Courteous Azthony, 
Whom nere the word of no woman heard {peak , 
Being barber’d ten times o’re, goes to the Fealt: 
And for. his,ordinaty, payes his heart, 
For what his eyes eat only. 

«Agrip, Royal wench: 
She made great Cefar lay his Sword to bed, 
He ploughed her, and the cropt. 

Eno. 1 faw: her, once 
Hop forty Paces through the publick ftreet, 
And having loft her breath, the {poke, and panted, 
That fhe did.make defect, perfection, 
And breathlefs power breathe forth. 

Mece. Now Anthony mutt leave her utterly 

- ‘Eno, 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 
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Eno. Never, he will not: 


Age cannot wither her, nor cuftom fteal 
Her infinite variety: other women cloy 
The appetitesthey feed, but fhe makes hungry, 
Where moft the fatisfies. For'vileft things 
Become themfelves in her, that the holy Priefts 
Blefsher, when the is Riggith. 

Meca, If Beauty, Wifdom, Modefty, can fettle 
The heart of Anthony: Oébavia’s 
A bleffed Lottery'to him. 

Agrip, Let us go. Good Enobarbus, 
gueft, whil’ft you abide here, 

Eno. Humbly, Sir, 1 thank you. 


make your felf my 
[Exeunt. 
Enter Anthony, Cafar, Octavia between them. 


Anth, The world, and my great office, will 
Sometimes divide me from your bofom. 
Oéa. All which time,before the gods my knee fhall bow 
my prayersto them for you. 
Anth. Good night Sir, My Oétavia, 
Read not my ‘blemifhes in the world’s report : 
I have not kept my fquare, but that to come 
Shall all be done by th’ Rule: good night, dear Lady. 
Ota, Good night, Sir. 
Cefar. Good night, LExit. 
Enter Soothfayer. 


Ant. Now firrah : do you wifh your felf in ~Zgypt ? 

Sooth, Would I had never come from thence, nor you 
thither. 

Ant. If youcan, your reafon ? 

Sooth, I {ee itin my motion: have it not in my tongue, 
But yet hie you to e4igypr again. 

Anke, Say to me, whofe Fortune fhall rife higher, 
Cefar’s or mine? 

Sooth.Cefar’s, Therefore (oh Anthony) {tay not by his fide. 
Thy Demon (that’s thy Spirit which keeps thee) is 
Noble, Couragious, high, unmatchable, 
Where Cafar’s is not. But near him thy Angel 
Becomes a fear: as being o’re-powr’d, and therefore 
Make fpace enough between you. 

Anth, Speak this no more. 

Sooth, To none but thee no more, but when to thee, 
If thou doft play with hitn at any game, 
Thouart fure to lofe: And of that Natural luck 
He beats thee ’gainftthe odds. Thy Lufter thickens, 
When he fhines by : I fay again, thy Spirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him : 
But he alway is noble, 

Anth, Get thee gone: 
Say to Ventidius 1 would fpeak with him. 
He fhall to Parthia, be it art or hap, 
He hath fpoken true. The very Dice obey him, 
And in our fports my better cunning faints, 
Under his chance, if we draw lots, he fpeeds, 
His Cocks do win the Battel,: ftill of mine, 
VVhen it is allto naught: and his Quailes ever 
Beat mine (in hoopt) at odd’s, I willto eZgypt : 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, 
Pch’Eaft my pleafure lies. Ol come, Ventidins. 


Léxit. 


Enter Ventidius. 


You muft to Parthia, your Gommiflion’s ready : 


Follow me and receiv’t. (Exeunt. 


Enter Lepidus, Mecenas, and Agrippa. 


j _ Zep. *Till I thall fee youin 


A ; your Souldier’s drefs 
Which will become you both , Farewel. % 


Mece, We fhall, as I conceive the Journey, be at the 
Mount before you Lepidus. ; 

Lep. Your way is fhorter, my purpofes do draw me 
much about, you’ll win two dayes upon me, 

Both. Sir, good fuccefs, 

Lep. Farewel. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras and Alexas. 


Cle. Give me fome Mufick : Mufick, moody food of 
us that trade in love. 
Omnes. The Mulick, hoa. 


Enter Mardian the Exauch. 


Cleo, Let it alone, let’s to Billiards: come Charmian: 

(har. My armis fore, beft Play with eWardian, 

Cleo, As well a woman with an Enunch play’d, as with 
a woman. Come, you'll play with me, Sir ? 

Mard. As well as lcan, Madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is fhewed, . 

Though’t come too fhort, 

The Actor may plead pardon. Tle none now, 

Give me mine Angle, we'll to the’River,there 

My Mofick playing far off, 1 will betray 

Tawny-fine fifhes, my bended hook {nail pierce 

Their flimie jaws: and, as I draw them up, 

Vile think them every one an Anthony 
And fay,ah, ha; y’are caught. 

Char, *’Twasmerry when you wager’d on your Angling, 
when your diver did hang a falt fith on his hook, which he 
with fervencie drew up. 

Cleo. That time? Oh times: 

[ Jaught him out of patience, and that night 

[ laught him into patience, and next morn, 

E’re the ninth hour § drunk him to his bed : 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him, whil’ft 


? 


; | wore his Sword Philippan. Oh from Ibalie. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Ramm thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears, 
That long time have been barren. 
Mef. Madam, Madam. 
Cleo. Anthony’s dead, 
If thou fay fo, Villain, thou kil’ft thy Mittrefs ; 
But well and free, if thou fo yield him. 
There is Gold, and here 
My bleweft veins to kifs: a hand that Kings 
Have lipt, and trembled kifling. 
Mef. Firft, Madam, he is well. 
Cleo. Why there’s more Gold. 
But, Sirrah, mark, we ufe 
To fay, the dead are well: bring me to that, 
The Gold I give, will I melt and pour 
Down thy ill-utcering throat. 
Mef. Good Madam, hear me, 
Cleo. Well,go to, I will: 
But there’s no goodnefs in thy face, if Axthony 
Be free and healthful , fo tart a favour 
Totrumpet fuch good tidings. If not well, 
Thou fhould’ft come like a Fury crown’d with Snakes; 
Not like a formal man. 
Mef. Wilt pleafe you hear me ? : 
Cleo. | haveamind to ftrike thee e’re thou fpeak’lt ; 
Yet if thou fay, Anthony lives, ’tis well, ‘ 
Or friends with Cefar, or not Captain to him, 
le fee thee ina fhowre of Gold, and hail 


Lepidus. Trouble your felf no farther : pray you haften | Rich Pearls upon thee. 


your Generals after. 
Agr. Sit, Mark Anthony 


will e’en but kifs Ofavia,and 
we'll follow. 


Ue}. Madam, he’s well. 
Cleo. Well faid, 
eMef. And Friends with Ca 


ar. 
nn 


{ 


| The Tragedy of 
ae SRT ' That art not what thou art fure of. Get'theerhence, 


eG ‘ noneft man. 
aT a vat genes Friends than ever. The Merchandifes which thou halt brought from Rome, ’ 
Cleo. Mark thee a Fortune from me. + Are all too dear for mer , 
Mef, But yet, Madam. Lie they upon thy hand, and be undone by’em. 
Cleo, 1do not like but yct, Char. Good your Highnefs patience. > 
The good precedence, fie upo Cleo. In prailing Anthony, I have difprais’d-Cefar, 
But yet isasa Jaylor to bring forth Char. Many times, Madam. 
Some mon{trous Malefactor. Prithee, Friend, Cleo. Lam paid for’t now : lead me from hence, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine car, \ faint, oh Jras, Charmian : ’tis no matter. 
The good and bad together : he’s friends with Cefar, Go to the fellow, good Alexas, bid him 
In tate of health thou fay’ft, and thou fayett, free. Report the feature of Ofavia, her years, 
Her inclination, let him not leave out 
The colour of her hair. Bring, me word quickly. 


‘Mef, Free, Madam! no: I made no fuch fport, 
Let him for ever go, let him not, Charman, 


He’s bound unto Odtavia. : 
Clee. For what good turn BO, I ; 
Mef For the belt turn i’th’ bed. Though he be pairited one way like a Gorgon, 

Cleo. 1 am pale, Charmian. The other way’sa Mars. Bid you Alesxas 
i ; Bring me word,how tall fhe is: pity: me, Charmian, 
But do not fpeak to me. Lead me to my Chamber. 


it does allay 
n but yet, 


Mef, Madam, he’s married to Offavia. 
Cleo, The moft infectious Peftilence upon thee. 


[Strikes him down. [Exeunt. 

Mef, Good Madam, ‘patience. ; 
ae What. fay you sf : [Strikes him. Enter Pompy, at one door with Drum and Trumpet : at an- 
other Cxfar,Lepidus, Anthony, Enobarbus; Mecenas, 


Hence horrible Villain, or ’le fputn thine eyes 
Like balls before me: P’le unhair thy head : 
[She bales him up and down. 
Thou halt be whipt with Wyer, and ftew’d in brine, — 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 
‘ Mef. Gracious Madam, 
1, that do bring the news, made not the match. 
Cleo, Say ?cisnot fo, a Province I will give thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud: the blow thou had’ft 
Shall make thy peace, for moving metorage, 
And Iwill boot thee with what gift belide 
Thy modefty can beg. 
Mef. He’s matried, Madam. 
Cleo. Rogue, thou halt liv’d too long. | [Draw akenfe. 
Mef. Nay then Vle run: 
What mean you, Madam, I have made no fault. [Ewit. 
Char. Good Madam, keep your felf within your felf, 
The man is innocent. 
Cleo. Some Innocents {cape not the thunderbolt : 
Melt -Zégypt into Wile 5. and kindled creatures 
Turn all to Serpents, Call the flave again, 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him : Call. 
Char. He is afeard to come. 
Cleo. 1 will not hurt him, 
Thefe hands do lack Nobility, that they {trike 
A meaner than my felf: fince 1 my felf 
Have given my felf the caufe. Come hither, Sir. 


Agrippa, Menas with Souldsers marching. 


| Pom. Your Hoftages| have, fo have you mine: 
And we fhall talk before wefight. 

Cef Moft meet that firft we come to words, 

| And therefore have we a 

| Our written purpofes before us fent, 

Which if thow halt confidered, let us know, 

If it will tie up thy difcontented Sword 

And carry back to Sicily much tall youth, 

| That elfe muft perifh here. 

‘| Pom, Tor you all: three, : 

The Senators alone of this. great world, 

Chief Faétors for the gods, Ido not know, 

Wherefore my Father fhould revengers wanly: 1) 08S 

Having a Son and Friends, fince Fulins Cafar; : 

| Who at Philipps the good Brutws ghofted, T 

There faw you labouring forme. What was 6 ne sidol 

That mov’d pale Gaffivs to confpire ?- And what - 

Made the all-honotr’d, honeft. Roman Brutus, 

With the arm’d reft,Courtiers of beauteous freedom, 

To drench the Capitol, but that they would 

Have one man but a man, and that isit oe 

Hath made me rigge my Navie.. At whofe burthen, 

The anger’d Ocean foams, with which I meant. : - 

To fcourge th’ingratitude, that defpightful Rome 

Caft on my Noble ‘Father. ay 
Cefar. Take your time. bis 
‘Ant. Thou canft not fear-us, Pompey, withthy fails, 

We'll fpeak with thee at Sea. Atland thou know’ ft 

How much we do o’re-count thee. dite 08 
Pom, At Land indeed . cad Of isd 

Thou doft o’re-count meiof my father’s houfeyioji 1 1 

But fince the Cuckoo builds not for himfelf, @) so 

Remain in’t as thou may'tt. 198 
Lepi. Be pleas’d:to tell us, cit ave OD 27 

| (For this is frome the prefent now you talk ). 

| The offers we have fent you. Tea 
Cefar. There’s the point. 


Enter the Meflenger again. 


Though it be honeft, it is never good 
To bring bad news: give toa gracious Meflage 
An hott of tongues, but let ill tidings tell 
Themfelves when they be felt. 

Mef. | have done my duty. 

Cleo. Is he married? 
I cannot hate thee worfer than I do, 
If thou again fay yes. 

Adef. He’s married, Madam. 


Cleo. The gods confound thee, Mbss sare 
Doit thou hold there ‘ftill? Ant. Which do not be intreated to, 


Mef. Should 1 lye, Madam? But weigh what ic is worth embrac’d. 
Cleo, Oh, would thow did’ ft: Gef. And what may follow to try a larger Fortune. 


| So half my -Zicypt were fubmerg’d and made Pom. You have made me offer 


A Ciftern for {cai?d Snakes, Go get thee hence, Of Sicily, Sardinia : and 1 mutt 
Rid all the Sea of Pirats : then, to fend 


Had’tt thou Narciffi inthy face, to-me Ag bar 
Thou would’ft appear moft ugly - Heis married ? - | Meafures of Wheat to Rome : this "greed upon, 
Mef. Ucrave your highnefs pardon, To part with unhackt edges, and bear back 
Cleo. He is married? Our targets undinted. 
Mef. Take no offence, that I would not offend you; “Omnes. That’s our offer. yl 
To punifh me for what you make me do, , Pom. Know then I came before you here, 
| A man’ prepar’d’ - ee 


Seems much unequal : he’s married to. Oftavia. é ea 
| Cleo, Oh that his fault fhould makea knave of thee, | To take this offer. But, Mark, Anthony, 


} 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 


Put metofome impatience: thongh { lofe 

The praife of it by telling. You muit know 

When Cefar and your Brother were at blowes, 

Your Mother came Co Ssesly, and did find 

Her welcom friendly. 

Ant. Lhave heard it, Pompey, 

And am well {tudied for a liberal thanks, 

Which I do owe you. 

Pom, Let me have your hand: . 

I did not think, Sir, to have met you here. : 

Ant. The beds i’th’Eaft are foft, and thanks to you, 
That call’d me timelier than my purpofe hither : 

For I have gaind by’t, 

(4. Since I faw you laft, there’s a change upon you. 

Pom. Well, | know not, 

What counts hard Fortune cafts upon my face, 

But in my bofom fhe thall never come, 

To make my heart a vaflal, 

Lepi. Well met here. 

Pom. \ hope fo, Lepidus, thus we are agreed ; 

I crave our compofition my be written 

And feal’d between us. 

Cef. That’s the next todo, 

Pom, We'll feaft each other, e’re we part, and let’s 
Draw lots who fhall begin, 

Anth. That will I, Pompey. 

Pompey. No, Anthony, take the lot : but firft or Jaft, your 
fine «4gyptian cookery fhall have the fame, I have heard 
that Fulsus Cafar grew fat with feafting there. 

Ant. You have heard much, - 

Pom. | have fair meaning, Sir. 

Ant. And fair words to them. 

Pom, Then fo much have I heard. 

And I have heard Apollodorus carried 
Eno. Nomoreof that: he did fo. 
Pom, What, I pray you? 

Eno. Acertain Queen to Cafar in a Materice. 

Pom, 1 know thee now, how far’ft thou,Souldier ? 

Eno, Well, and well amlike to do, for I perceive 
Four Feafts are toward, 

Pom, Let me fhake thy hand, 

I never hated thee: I have feen thee fight, 

When I have envied thy behaviour. 

Eno. Sit, I never lov’d you much, but I ha’prais’d ye, 
When you have well deferv’d ten times as much, 

As I have faid you did. 

Pom. \njoy thy plainnefs, 

It nothing ill becomes thee : 

A-board my Gally, I invite you all. 

Will you lead, Lords ? 

All, Shew’s the way, Sir, 

Pom, Come. Léxeunt. Manent Enob. c Menas. 

Men. Thy Father, Pompey, would ne’re have made 
Treaty. You, and I have known, Sir. 

Eno. At Sea, I think. 

Men, We have, Sir. 

Eno, You have done well by Water. 

Men. And you by Land. : ‘ 

Eno. 1 will praife any man that will praife me, though 
it cannot be denied what | have done by Land. : 

Men, Nor what I have done by. water. 

Eno. Yes, fomething you can deny for your own fafety : 
you have been a good Thief by Sea. 

Men. And you by Land, 2 eis 

Eno. There I deny my Land fervice: but give me your 
hand, «#enas,if your eyes had authority,here they might 
have two Thieves kifling, 

een. All mens faces are true, whatfoe’re their hands 
are. 

Enob,. But there is ne’re a fair VVoman, ha’s a true 
Face, 

Men, No flander, they fteal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with you. — 

Men. For my part, Lam forry it is tucn’d toa drinking. 
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Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 

Eno, If he do, fure be cannot weep’t back agaid, 

Men, Y’bave faid, Sir, we look’d not for Mark. Anthony 
here, pray you, is he married ta Cleopatra? 

Eno, Cafar’s Sifter is call’d Ofavia. 

Men, True, Sir, the was the wife of Cains Afarcellus, 

Eno, But now fhe is the wife of eMarcus Anthonus. 

Men, Pray ye, Sir. 

Eno. ’Tis true. 

Men, Then is Cafar and he for ever knit together. 

Eno. If 1 were bound to Divine of this unity, I wotild 
not Prophefie fo. . 

cen. \ chink che policy of that purpofe, made more in 
the Marciage than the Love of the parties. 

£no, | tnink fotoo, But you shall find the band that 
feems to tie their friendfhip together, will be the very 
ranger of their Amitic: Odavia isof a holy, cold, and 
{till converfation. 

Men. Who would not have his wife fo ? 

Eno. Not he that himfelf is not fo: which is eAark 
Anthony: hewilltohis ~£gyptian dif again: then fhall 
the fighs of Octavia blow the fireupin Ca/ar, and (as I 
faid before) that which is the ftrength of their Amity, 
fhall prove the immediate Author of their variance. .An- 
thony Will ufe his affection where itis. He married but his] 
occafion here. : 

Men. And thus it may be, Come, Sir,will you a-board ? 
[ have a health for you. 

_ Eno. I fhall take it, Sir: we have us’d our Throats 
in «AAgypr. 
Men. Come, let’s away. CExeunt. 

Mufick playes. ‘ 
Enter two or three Servants with a Banquet. 


1, Here they’llbe, man: fome o’their Plants are ill } 
abit already , the leaft wind i’th’world will blow them 

own, 

2. Lepidus is high-colour’d. 

1, They have made him drink Alms drink. 

2. As they pinch one another by. the difpofition he cries 
out, No more ; reconciles them to his entreaty, and him- 
felf to th’drink. 

1. But it raifes the greater war between him and his 
difcretion. 

2. Why this it is to have a name in great men’s Fellow- 
thip: I had as lieve have a Reed that will do meno fer- 
vice, as a Partizan I could not heave. 

1, To be call’d into a huge Sphere, and not to be feen 
to move in’t, are the holes where eyes fhould be, which } 
pitifully difafter the cheeks, 


A Sonnet founded. 
Enter Czfar, Anthony, Pompey, Lepidus, Agrippa, Mee . 
cenas, Enobarbus, Menas, with other Captains. 


Ax. Thus do they, Sir: they take the flow o’th’ Nile 
By certain {cale, i’th’Pyramid: they know 
By th’height, the lownefs, or the mean : If dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilxs fwells, 
The more it promifes as it ebbs, the Seedfman 
Upon the flime and Ooze fcatters his grain, 
And fhortly comes to Hatveft. 
Lep. Yhave ftrange Serpents there ? 
Ant. 1, Lepidus. . oe 
Lep. Your Serpent of eZ gypt, is bred now of your mud | 
by the operation of the Sun: fo is your Crocodile. 
Ant. They are fo. 
Pom. Sir, and fome Wine: A health to Lepidus. 
Lep. 1am not fo well as I fhould be : 
But Vie ne’re out. ts 
Eno, Not till you have flept: I fear me you'll be in 
’cill chen. 


Lep. Nay certainly, I have heard the Prolemie’s Py- 


Nnn 2 ramifis 


gre SOARS ES Io ae 


— |e The Tragedy of 


Ant, Itripens towardsit : ftrike the Veflels hoa. 
Here’s to Cafar. 
Cefar. 1 could well forbear’t, it’s monfrous labour when 
I wath my brain, and it grows fouler. 
a Bea oe o’th’time. 
 Cefar. Poflefs it, Ple make anfwer: but I hadr 
faft from all, four dayes, than drink fo much in one. m3 
Eno, Ha, my brave Emperour, fhall we dance now the | 
egyptian Bacchanals, and celebrate our drink ? 
Pom. Let’s ha’t, good Souldier. 
Ant. Come, let’s all take hands, 
Till chat the conquering Wine hath fteept our fenfe 
In foft and delicate Lethe. vet” 
Eno, All take hands: 
Make battery to our ears with the loud Mufick, 
The while, le place you, then the Boy fhall fing. 
The holding every man fhall beat as loud, 
As his ftrong fides can volly. 


ramifis are very goodly things : without contradiction ! | 
have heard that. 

Men, Pompey, 4 word. ph: 

Pom, Say in mine ear, what is't ? 

Men. Forfake thy feat, I do beféech thee, Captain, 

And hear me fpeak a word. 

Pom. For me *till anon. Ewhisper in’s Ear. 
This Wine for Leprdus. 

Lep. What manner o’thing is your Crocodile ? 

Ant. Mis thap’d, fic, like it felf, and itis as broad as |* 
it hath breadth ; It isjuft fo high as itis, and moves with 
it’s own organs. It lives by that which nourifheth it, and 
the Elements once out of it, it tranftmigrates. 

Lep, What colout is it of ! 

Ant. Of it’s own colour too, 

Lep. *Tisa ftrange Serpent, 

Ant. Tis fo, and the tears of it are wet, 

Caf, Will this defcription fatisfie him ? 

vine, With the Health that Pompey gives him, elfe he is 
a very Epicure. , 

Pom. Go hang, Sir, hang: tell me ofthat ? Away: 
DoasIbid you. Where’s the Cup! call’d for ? 

«Men. Vf for the fake of Merit thou wilt hear me, 

rife from the ftool. 

Pom. think th’art mad: the matter? 

Men, Uhaveever held my cap off to thy Fortunes. 

Pom, Thou haft ferv’d me with much faith: what’s 
elfe to fay? Be jolly, Lords. 

cAuth. Thefe Quick-fands, Lepidus. 

Keep offthem, for you fink. 
Men. Wilt thou be Lord of all the world ? 
Pom. What faift thou? 

Men, Wit thou be Lord of the whole world ? 
That’s twice. 

Pom. How fhould that be? 

‘Men. But entertain it, and though thou think me poor, 
[am the man will give thee all the world. ‘ 

Pom, Haft thou drunk well ? 

Men, No, Pompey, 1 have kept me from the cup, . 

That if thou darft be, the earthly Fove : 

What ere the Ocean pales, ot skie inclippes, 

Is thine, if thou wilt ha’e. 

Pom, Shew me which way. 

Men. “Thefe three world-tharers, thefe Competitors 
Are inthy veliel. Let me cut the Cable. 

Atid whén we are put off, fall to their throats: 

All there is thine. 

Pom, Ah, this thou fhould’ ft have done, 

And not‘have fpoken on’t. Inme’tis villanie, 

lathee, *t had been good fervice : thou muft know, 

’Tis not my profit that does lead mine Honour : 

Mine Honour is, Repent that e’re thy tongue, 

Hath fo betrai’d thineact. Being done unknown, 

| frould have found it afterwards well done : 

But nit condemn it now : defift, and drink. 

Men, For this ’le never follow 
Thy pall’d Fortunes more ; 

Who feeks and will not take, when once *tis offer’d, 

Shall never find it, more. 

Pom. This health to Lepidus. 

Aut. Beat him a-fhoar, 

Vile pledge it for “him, Pompey. 

Evo, Here’s to thee, Menai, 

Men. Enxobarbus, welcom. 

Pom. Fill till the cup be hid. 

Exo. There’s aftrange Fellow, Aenas. 

Men: Why? 

Eno. A bears the third part of the world, man: feeft 
not ? 

Men. The third’part, ‘then he isdrank: would it were 
all, that it might go on wheels, 
Eno, Drink thou, encreafe the Reels. 
Men, Come. 
Pom, Thisis not yet an Alexandrian Featt. é 


Mufick, Playes. Enobarbus places them hand in Leth 


The Song. 
Come thou Monarch of the Vine, 
Plumpie Bacchus with pinkeyne : ~~ 
In thy Fattes our cares be-drown'd : 
With thy Grapes our hairs be crown’ d. 
Cup us "till the world go round, 
Chp us "till the world go round. 


Cef. What would you more? 
Pompey, good night. Good Brother 
Let me requeft you of our gtaver bufinefs 
Frowns at this levity. Gentle Lords, let’s part, 
You fee we have burnt our cheek. Strong Enobarbe 
Is weaker than the wind, and mine own tongue 
Splits what it {peaks: the wild difguife hath almoft 
Antickt us all. What needs more words ? good night. 
Good Anthony, yout hand. a ve 
Pom. le try you on the fhoar. 
Ant. And fhail, Sir, give’s your hand. 
Pom. Oh, Anthony, you have my Father’s houfe. © 
But. what, we are Friends? 
Come down into the Boat. 
Eno. Take heed you fall not, AZenas ; Pe not on fhoar, 
No, to my Gabin: thefe Drumms, 
Thefe Trumpets, Flutes : what, 
Let Weptune hear, we bid aloud farewel 
To thefe great Fellows. Sound and be hag’d, found out. 
[Sound a Flonrifh with Drumms. 
Eno. Hoo faies a, there’s my Cap. 
Men. Hoa, Noble Captain, come. [Exeunt. 


Enter Ventidius as it werein a trinmph, the dead body 
of Pacorus born before him. 


Ven. Now darting Parthia art thou ftruck, and now 
Pleas’d Fortune does of AZareus Graffus death 
Make merevenger. Bear the King’s Son’s body, 
Before our Army, thy Pacorus Orades, 
Payes this for Marcus Craffins. 

Roman. Noble Ventidins, ‘ 
Whilft yet with Parthian bloud thy Sword is warm, 
The Fugitive Parthians follow. Spurn through Afedia, 
Mefapotamia, and the fhelters, whither 
The routéd'flie. So thy grand Captain Anthony 
Shall fet thee on triumphant Chariots, and 
Put Garlands on thy head, 

Ven. Oh Silins, Stlius, : 
[have done enough. A lower place, note well 
May make too great an act. For learn this, Siins, 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 
Acquire too high a Fame, when him we fer've’s away. 
Cafar and Anthony have ever won 
More in their officer,than perfom. Sajfims, 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 


One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, - 

For quick accumulation of renown, 

Which atchiev’d by th’minute, loft his favour. 
Who does i’th’ Wars more than his Captain can, 
Becomes his Captain’s Captain: and Ambition 

( The Souldier’s virtue ) rather makes choice of lof 
Than gain, which darkens him. 

I could do more to do Asthonins good, 
‘But ’twould offend him. And in his offence, 
Shoul! my performance perifh. 

Rom. -Taou hat, Ventidiusy that, without the which a 
Souldier and his Sword grants fcarce diftinétion : thou 
wilt write to Anthony. : 

Ven. Vie humbly figaifie what in his name, 

That magical word of War we have effected, 
How with his Banners, and his weil pai’d ranks, 
The ne’re-yet beaten Horfe of Parthia, 

We have jaded out o’th’ Field. 

Rom. Whereis he now ? 

Ven, He purpofeth to Athens, whither with what haft 
The weight we muft convey with’s, will permit : 

We fhall appear before him. On there, paf along. 
[Exeunt. 


Enter Agrippa at one door, Enobarbus at another, 


Agri. What are the Brothers parted ? 
Eno. They have difpatcht with Pompey, he is gone, 
The other three are Sealing. Oéttavia weeps 
To part from Rome: Cefar is fad, and Lepidus 
Since Pompcy’s fealt, as Menas {ayes, is troubled 
With the Green-ficknefs. 
Agri, >Tis a Noble Lepidus. 
Eno. A very fine one ; oh, how he loves Cefar: 
Agri. Nay but how dearly he adores Adark Anthony. 
Eno. Cafar ? why he’s the Jupiter of men. 
Ant, VVhat’s Anthony, the god of Fupiter ? 
Eno. Speak you of Cefar ? Oh ? the non-pareil ? 
Agri. Oh Axthony, oh thou Arabian Bird ! 
Eno, VVould you praile (far, fay Cafzr, gono further, 
Agri. Indeed he plied them both with excellent praifes. 
Eno. But he loves Cefar beft, yet he loves Anthony : 
Ho, Hearts, Tongues, Figure, R 
Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot 
Think, tpeak, caft, write, fing, number: ho, 
His loveto Anthony, Butas for Cefar, 
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder, 
Agri, Both he loves. 
Eno, They are his Shards, and he their Beetle, fo: 
This is to Horfe : Adieu, Noble Agrippa. 
Agri. Good Fortune worthy Souldier, and farewel. 


Enter Cefar, Anthony, Lepidus, and Octavia. 


Antho. No farther, Sir. 
Cefar. You take from mea great part of my felf : 
Ufe me well in’t.’ Sifter, prove fuch a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my fartheft Band 
Shall pafs on thy approof: moft noble Anthony, 
Let not the piece of Virtue which is fet 
Betwixt us, as the Cement of our love 
To keep it builded, be the Ram to batter 
The Fortune of it: for better might we 
| Have lov’d without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherifht. 
Ant. Make me not offended in your diftruft, 
Cef. I have faid. 
Ant, You fhall not find, 
Though you be therein curious, the leaft canfe 
For what you feem to fear, fo the gods keep you, 
And make the hearts of Romans ferve your ends : 
VVe will here part. 
Cef. Farewel, my deareft Sifter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kind to thee, and make 


Thy Spirits all of comfort = fare thee well. 
Otta. My Noblé Brother, 
e4int. The -4priP’sin her eyes, it is loves fpring 

And thefe the fhowers to bring iron: be chearful. | 
Ofa. Sir, look well to my Husband’s Hone: and | 
Cefar. VVbat Off avia, 

Oa. Pe tell you in your ear, | 
Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 

Her heart inform her tongue. 

The Swan’s doun feather 

That ftands upon the Swell at full of tide : 

And neither way inclines, 

Eno. VVill Cafar weep? 

Agré. He ha’s a cloud in’s face, 

Eno. He were the worfe for that were hea Horfe, 
he being a man, 

Agri. VVhy Enobarbus : 

VVhen Anthony found Fulius Cefar dead, 

He cryed almoft to roaring: And he wept, 

VVhen at Philppi he found Brutus flain. 

Eno. That year indeed, he was troubled with a theum, 

VVhat willingly he did confound, he wail’d; 

Believ’t ’till | weep too, 

Caf. No, fweet Oavia, 

You fhall hear from me ftill ; the time fhall not 

Out-go my thinking on you, 

Ant. Come Sir, come, 


fo is | 


Pe wreftle with you in my ftrength of love : 
Look here I have you: thus I let you go, 
And give you to the gods. 
Caf. Adieu, be happy. 
Lep. Let all the number of the Stars give Light 
To thy fair way. 
Caf, Farewel, Farewel. 
Ant, Farewel. 


L Kiffes O&avia, 
Trumpets found. CExeunt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas, 


+ Cleo. VVhere is the Fellow ? 
Ales, Half afeard to come. 
Ceo. Goto, goto: Come hither, Sir. 


Enter the Mefleniger as before, 


Alex, Good Majeftie, Herod af Fewry dare not look up- 
on you, but when you are well pleas’d. 

Cleo, That Herod’shead, Pie have: but how? VVhen 
Anthony is gone, through whom I might command ic: 
Come thou near. 

Mef. Molt gracious Majefty. 

Cleo. Did’ft thou behold Offavia ? . 

Me. 1, dread Queen. 

Cleo.: V Vhere ? 

Mef: Madam, in Rome, Ilookt her ia the face: and faw 
her led between her Brother, and Mfark Anthony. 

Cleo. Is fhe as tall as me? 

Mef. She is not, Madam. 

Cleo. Did’ft hear her fpeak ? 

Is fhe thrill tongn’d or low ? oe 

Mef. Madam, I heard her fpeak, fhe is low voic’d. 

Cleo, That’s not fo good: he cannot like her long. 

Char. Like her ? Oh /fis: ’tis impoffible. 

Cleo. I think fo,Charmian : dull of tongue,and dwai fh. 
VVhat Majelty is in her gate, remember : 

If e’re thou look’ft on Majefty. 

A4ef, She creeps wher motionand her ftation are as one - 
She fhews a body, rather thana life, 

A Statue, than a Breather. 

Mef. Is this certain ? 

Cleo. Orlhave no obfervanée. — 

Cha. Three in -gype cannot make better hote. 

Cleo. Hes very knowing, I do perceiv’t, 

There’s nothing in her yet. 
The Fellow has good judgement. 
n 
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Char, Excellent. 

Cleo. Guefs at her Years, I prythee. 
Mef, Madam, fhe was a Widow. 
Cleo. Widow ? Charmian, hark. 
Mef. And 1 do think fhe’s thirty. 


Cleo. Bear’ft thou-her face in mind ? is’t long or round ? 


Mef. Round even to faultinefs. 


Cleo, For the moft part too, they are foolifh that are fo. |° 


Her hair what colour ? 

Mef. Brown, Madam: and her Forehead. 
As low as fhe would with it. 

(leo. There’s Gold for thee, 
Thou mutt not take my former fharpnefs ill, 
| will employ thee back again: | find thee 
Mott fit for bufinefs, Go, make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar’d. 

(bar, A proper man. 

Cleo. Indeed he is fo: I repent me much 
That fo I harried him. Why methinks by him, 
This Creature’s no fuch thing. 

Char. Nothing, Madam. 


know. 


ving you fo long. 


where I will write; all may be well enough. 
Char. 1 warrant you, Madam. 


Enter Anthony and Octavia. 


Ant. Nay, nay Offavia, not only that, 
That were excufable, that and thoufands more 
Of femblable import, but he hath wag’d ? 
New Wars gainlt Pompey, Made his Will, and read it, 
To publick Ear, fpoke fcantly of me, 
VVhen perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of Honour: cold and fickly 
He vented then moft narrow meafure: lent me, 
V Vhen the beft hint was given him: he had lookt, 
Or did it from his teeth. 

Oita. Oh, my good Lord, 
Belicve not all, or if you muft believe, 
Stomach not all, A more unhappy Lady, 
if this divifion chance, ne’re ftood between 
Praying for both parts: 
The good gods will mock me prefently, 
When I fhall pray: oh blefs my Lord and Husband, 
Undo that Prayer: by: crying out as loud, 
Oh blefs my Brother. Husband win, win Brother, 
Prayés, and deftroys the Prayer, no midway 
Twixt thefe extreamsatall. 

Ant, Gentle Oitavia, 

Let your beft love draw to that point which feeks 
Beft to preferve it: if I lofe mine Honour, 

Llofe my felf: better 1 were not yours 

Than yours fo branchlefs. Butas you requefted, 
Your felf fhali go between’s, the mean time, Lady, 
I'll raife the preparation of a War 

Shall ftain your Brother, make your fooneft hafte 
So your defires are yours. 

Oita. Thanks to my Lord, : 

The Fove of Power make me moft weak, moft weak, 
Your reconciler: Wars ’twixt you twain would be, 
As if the World fhould cleave, and that flain men 
Should fodder up the Rift. 

Anth. VVhen it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your difpleafure that way, for our faults 
Can never be fo equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your going, 
Choofe your own Company, and command what-coft 
Your heart has mind to. 


Cleo. The man hath feen fome Majefty, and fhould 


Cleo. 1 have one thing more to ask him yet, good Char- 
mian: but ’tis no matter. thou fhalt bring him to me 


[Exeunt. 


LExeuat. 


Char. Hath he feen Majelty ? J/s elf defend: and fer- 


Enter Enobarbus, and Eros. 


Enob, How now, Friend Eros? 

Eros, There’s ftrange News come, Sir. 

Eno. VVhat man ? 

Eros, Cafar and Lepidus have made V Var upon Pompey. 

Eno. This is old, what is the fuccefs? if 

Eros. Cafar having made ufe of him in the VVars 
"gain{t Pompey : prefently denied him rivality, would not 
let him partake of the glory of the action, and not refting 


here, accufes him of Letters he had formerly wrote to }- 


Pompey. Upon his own appeal feizes him, fo the poor 
third is up, ’till death enlarge his Confine. 

Eno. Then would thou hadft a pair of Chaps no more, 
and throw between them all the food thou haft, they’ll 
grind the other. Where’s Anthony ? 

Eros. He’s watking in the Garden thus, and fpurns 
The ruhh that lies before him. Cries, Fool Lepidus, 

And threats the throat of that his Officer, 
That murdred Pompey. 
Eno, Our great Navy’srige’d. 
Eros, For Italy and Cefar, more Donntius, 
My Lord defires you prefently : my News 
I might have told hereafter. 
Eno.’ Twill be naught, but let it be: bring me to Anthony. 
Eros, Come, Sir. LExenat. 


Enter Agrippa, Mecenas, and Cefar. 


Cef. Contemning Rome he has done all this, and more 
In Alexandria: here’s the matter of it : 

I’ th’ Market-place on a Tribunal filver’d, 
Cleopatra and himfelf in Chairs of Gold 

Were publickly enthron’d : at the feet fat 
Cefarion whom they call my Father’s Son, 

And all the unlawful Iffue, that their luft 

Since then hath made between them, Unto her, 
He gave the ftablifhment of -Z¢ypr, made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, abfolute Queen. 

Mec. This iathe publick Eye? 

Caf. Y th’ common fhew place where they exercife, 
His Sons hither proclaim’d the King of Kings, 
Great «Wedia, Parthia, and efrmenia 
He gave to Alexander. To Ptolemy he aflign’d, 
Syria, Sicilia, and Phoenicia: fhe 
In th’ abiliments of the Goddefs Js 
That day appear?d, and oft before gave audience, 
As ’tis.reported, fo. 

Mec, Let Rome be thus inform’d. 

Agrip. Who queafy with his infolence already, 
Will their good thoughts call from him. 

Cef. The people know it, 

And have now receiv’d his accufations. 
Agri. Whom do’s he accufe ? 
Cef: Cafar, and that having in Sicily 
| Sextus Pompeius fpoil’d, we had not rated him 
| His part o” th’ Ifle. Then does he fay, he lent me 
| Some fhipping unreftored. Laftly he frets 
That Lepidus of the Triumvirate, fhould be depos’d, 
And being that we detain all his Revenue. 
Agri. Sir, this fhould be anfwered. 
Cef. ’Tis done already, and his Meflenger gone : 
I have told him Lepidus was grown too cruel, 
That his high Authority abus’d, 
And did deferve his chance for what I have conquer’d, 
1 grant him part: but then in his Armenia, 


And other of his conquer’d Kingdoms, I demand the like, 


Mec. He'll never yield to that. 
Gef. Nor muft not then be yielded ton this. 


Enter 


a2 Se Ce atecr Seem 


Enter Octavia with her Train, 


Of. Hail Cefar, and my Lord; hail, moft dear Cefar. 
Caf. That ever I fhould call thee Caft-away. 

Oé. You have not call’d me fo, nor have you caufe. 
Cy: Why baft thou ftoln upon me thus? you came not 

Like Cefar’s Sifter ; the Wife of Anthony 
| Should have an Army for an Ufher, and 
The neighs of Horfe to tell of her approach, 

Long c're fhe did appear. The Trees by th? way 
Should have born men, and expectation fainted 
Longing for what it had not. ‘Nay, the duft 

Should have afcended to the Roof of Heaven, 

Rais’d by your populous Troops : “But you are come 
A Market-maid to Rome, and have prevented 

The oftentation of our love; which left unfhewn, 

Is often left unlov’d : we fhould have met you 

By Sea, and Land, fupplying every ftage 

With an augmented greeting. 

Oé&. Good, my Lord, 

To come thus was I not conftrain’d, but did it 

On my free-will. My Lord, Mark Anthony, 

Hearing that you prepar’d for War, acquainted 

My grieving Ear withal : whereon { bege’d 

His pardon for return, - 
Caf. Which foon he granted, 

Being an abftract "tween his Luft, and him 

Ot. Do not fay fo, my Lord. 

Caf. | have Eyes upon him. 

And his affairs come to me on the wind : where is he now ? 

Of. My Lord, in Athens. 

Caf. No, my moft wronged Sifter, Cleopatra 
‘Hath nodded him toher. He hath given his Empire 
Upto a Whore, who noware levyin 
The Kings o” th’ Earth for War. He hath diffembled, 
Bochus the King of Lybia, Archilaus 
Of Cappadocia, Philadelphos King 
Of Paphlagonia: the Thracian King etdullas, 

King Adauchus of Arabia, King of Pont, 
Herod of Fewry, Mthridates King 

Of C omagtat, Polemenand Amintas, 
The King of Adede, and Lycaonia, 
Witha moré larger Lift of Scepters. 

Oc. Aye me moft wretched, 

That have my heart parted betwixt two Friends, 
That do afflict each other. 
Cef, Welcome hither, 
Your Letters did with-hold our breaking forth 
Till we perceiv’d both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent danger: cheer your heart. 
Be you not troubled with the time which drives 
O’re your content, thefe noe neceflities, 
But let determin’d things to deftiny 
Hold unbewail’d their way. Welcome to Rome : 
Nothing more dear to me. Youare abus’d 
Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods 
To do you Juftice, make his Minifters 
Of us, and thofe that love you. Beft of comfort, 
And ever welcome to us. 

Agrip. Welcome Lady. 

Mec. Welcome, Dear Madam, 
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you, 
Only th’ adulterous e4uthony, moft large 
In his abominations, turns you off, 
And gives his potent Regiment to a Trull 
That noifes it againft us, 

O%. \s it fo, Sir? 

Cef. Moft certain: Sifter, welcome ; 
Be ever known to patience. My dear’ft 


pray you 
dite? LExeunt. 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 
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Enter Cleopatra, and Enobarbus, 


Cleo, 1 will be even with thee : doubt it not. 

Exob. But why, why, why? 

Cleo. Thou batt fore{poke my being in thefe Ware: 
And fay’ft it is not fic, sae as 

Enoch. Well: is it, is it ? 


be there in perfon ? 
Enob. Well, 

Horfe and Mares together, 

the Mares would bear a Souldier and his Horfe. 
Cleo. What is’t vou fay 2 


Enob. Your prefence needs muft puzzle Anthony, 


What fhould not then be fpar’d. He is already 
Traduc’d for Levity, and’tis faid in Rone, 
That Photinws an Eunuch, and your Maids 
Mannage this War, 

Cleo, Sink Rome, and their tongues rot 
That fpeak againft us. A Charge we bear i’ th’ War, 
And as the prefident of my Kingdom will 
Appear there foraman. Speak not again{t it, 

I will not ftay behind. 


Enter Anthony and Camidius. 


Enob, Nay Uhave done, here comes the Emperour. 
Ant. Is it not ftrange, Camidins, 

That from Tarentum, and Brundufium, 

He could fo quickly cut. the Loman Sea, 

And take in Toryne? You have heard on’t (Sweet ?) 

Cleo. Celerity is never more admir’d 
Than by the negligent, 

Ant, A good rebuke, 

Which might have well becom’d the beft of men 
To taunt at flacknefs. Camidius, we, 
Will fight with him by Sea. 

Cleo. By Sea, what elfe ? 

Cam, Why will my Lord do fo ? ; 

Ant. For that he dares us to’t, 

Enob. So hath my Lord dar’d him to fingle fight. 

Cam. I, and to wage his Battel at Pharfalia, 
Where Cafar fought with Pompey. But thele offers 
VVhich ferves not for his vantage, he fhakes off, 
And fo fhould you. 

Enob. Your Ships are not well mann’d, 

Your Mariners are Muliters, Reapers, People, 
Ingroft by fwift Imprefs. In Cefur’s Fleet 

Are thofe, that often have ’gainft Pompey fought, 
Their Ships are yare, yours heavy: no difgrace 
Shall fall you for refufing him at Sea, 

Being prepar’d for Land. 

Ant, By Sea, by Sea. 

Enob. Moft worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
The abfolute Souldierfhip you have by Land, 
Diftract your Army, which doth moft confift 
Of War-markt.Foormen, leave unexecuted 
Your own renowed knowledge, quite forgo 
The way which promifes aflurance, and 
Give up your felf merely to chance and hatard, 
From firm Security. 

Ant, Vl fight at Sea. 

Cleo, I have fixty Sails, Cefar none better. 

Ant. Our over-plus of fhipping will we bura, 


And with the reft full-mann’d, from th’ heart of A‘tinm 


Beat. th’ approaching Cefar. But if we fail, 
We then cando’t at Land, 


Entiy a Meflenger. 


Thy bufinefs ? 3 
Mef The news is true, my Lord, he is defcried, 
Céfar has taken Toryne. 


Cleo. If not, denounc’d againft us, why fhould not we 


I could reply: if we fhould ferve with 
the Horfe were merely loft ; 


Take from his heart,take from his brain,take from’s time, 


ep enna 
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“Ant. Can he be thete in perfon? ‘Tis impoflible 
Strange, that iis power fhould be fo, Camidius, 
Our nineteen Legions thou fhalthold byLand, 
And our twelve choufand Horfe. y Ve'll co our Ship, 
Away my Ther. 


Scare On our fide like the Token’d Peftilence, 
Where Death is fure. Your ribauldred Nag of —£gypr 
(VVhom Leprofie o’re) i? th’ mid’ft o” th’ fight, : 
VVhen vantage like a pair of Twinns appear’d 
Both of the fame, or rather ours the Elder ; 

(The Breeze upon her) likea Cow in June, 
Hoifts Sails, and flies. eae 

Enob. That beheld: — 

Mine Eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not — 
Indure a further view. Cea 

Scar. She once being looft, : mt 

The Noble ruine of her Magick, Anthony, 
Claps on his Sea-wing, and (like a doating Mallard} 
Leaving the Fight in heighth, flies after her: 
[ never faw an action of fuch fhame , 
Expérience, Man-hood, Honour ne’re before, 
Did violate. fo it felf. ie 
Enob, Alack, alack. fobs 


at ,! 


Enter a Souldier. 


How now, worthy Souldier ?, | 
Sontd. Oh Noble Emperour, do not fight by Sea, 
Trutt not to rotten planks: Do you mifdoubt. 
This Sword, and thefe my, Wounds. let th’ Egypteans 
And the Phaenicrans £0 a Ducking,.: We 
| Have us’d to conquer ftanding on thegearth, 
| And fighting foot to foot. ; 
| _4nt. Well,well, away. [Exeuat Ant. Cleo. aad Enob. 
Sould. By Hercules | think Lam Pel’ right. 
Com, Souldier thouart: but the whole action grows 
Not in the power on’t : fo our Leaders lead, 
And we are Womens men. 
Sould, You keep by Land the Legions and the Horfe 
whole, do you not ? 
Venu. Marcus Ottavite, — Marcus Fuftins, 
Publicola, and Celiws, are for Sea : 
But we keep whole by Land. This fpeed of Cafar’s 
Carries beyond belief. 
Sould, While-he was yet.in, Rome 
His power went out in fuch diftractions, 
| As beguil’d all Spies... 
Cum. Who’s his Lieutenant, hear you 2 
Sould. They fay, one Towrns. i 
Cam. Well, I know the man, 


Enter Camidius 


oe 


Cam, Our Fortune-on the Sea is out of breath, 
And finks moft lamentably. Had our General 
Been what he knew himvelf, it had gone well : 
Oh he has given example for our flight ; 
Molt grofly by his own. 
Enob. 1, are you thereabouts? Why then goodnight 
indeed. 
Cam. Toward Peloponnefus are they fled. 
Scar. Tis eafie to’t. 
And there J will attend what further comes. 
‘Cam. To Cafar will I render 
My Legions and my Horfe, fix Kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding. 
| Enob, Vil yet follow ; 
The wounded chance of Anthony, though my realon 
Sits In the Wind againft me. 4 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Mf. The Emperour calls Camidits. 
Cam With News the time’s with Labour, _j 
And throws forth cach minute, fome . [Exeunt. ee 
ee sae Enter Anthony with Attendants. 
Enter Crefat with his Army, marching... f 
Ant, Hark, the Land bids me tread no more upon’t, 
It is afham’d to bear me. Friends, come hither, 
I am fo lated in the World, that I 
Have loft my way forever. [havea Ship 
Laden with Gold, take that, divide it: flie, 
And make your peace with Cefar. 
Omnes, Fly ? Not we. 
eAnt. Uhave fled my felf, and have inftruéted Cowards 
Torun, and fhew their Shoulders. Friends, be gone, 
| have my felf refolv’d upon a courfe, 
Which has no need of you. Be gone,, 
My Treafure’s in the Harbour. Takeit : Oh, 
I follow’d that I blufh to look upon, 
My very Hairs do mutiny: for the white 
Reprove the brown for rafhnefs, and they them 
For fear, and doating. Friends be gone, you fhall 
Camidius marching with bis Land Army one way over the | Have Letters from me to fome Friends, that will 
Stage, and Towrus the Lieutenant of Caxfar the other | Sweep your way for you. Pray you look not fad : 
way: after their going in, i heard the noife of a Sea-fight. | Nor make replies of lothnefs, take the hint 
‘Alarum, Enter Enobarbus and Scatus. Which my defpair proclaims. Let them be left 
: Which leaves it felf, to Sea-fide ftraightway ; 
Enob, Naught,naught,all naught,! can behold no longer : | I will poflefs you of that Ship and Treafure. 


Caf. Towrus ? 
Tow. My Lord. 
Caf. Strike not by Land. 
Keep whole, provoke not Battel 
Till we have doneat Sea. Do not exceed 
The Prefeript of this Scroul: Our Fortune lyes 
| Upon this jump. (Exit. 
Enter Anthony, aad Enobarbus. 


Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond fide o’ th’ Hill, 
In Eye of Cefar’s Battel, from which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 
And fo proceed accordingly. iy Aaektes 


Thantoniad, the egyptian Admiral, Leave me, I pray, alittle: pray you now, 

With all their fixty file, and turn the Rudder: Nay, do fo: for indeed I have loft command, 

To fee’t, mine Eyes are blafted. : Therefore, I pray yOu, V'll fee you by and by. Lis down. 

Enter Scarus. . Enter Cleopatra, led by Charmian and Eros. 
Scar. Gods,and Goddefles,all the whole Synod ofthem!}| Eros. Nay, gentle Madam, to him, comfort him. 
Enob. What’s thy paflion ? Tras. Do, moft dear Queen. 
Scar, The greater Cantle of the World is loft Char. Do, why, what elfe? 
With very ignorance, we have kift away Cleo. Let me fit down: Oh Juno. 

.| Kingdoms, and Provinces, s e4nt. No, no, NO, NO, Nod. 

Enob. How appears the fight? Eros. See you here, Sir? ‘, 
Ait. 


ee 


| Anthony and Cleopatra. 


Ant, Qh fie, fie, fie. 

Char. Madam. 

Jras. Madam, Oh good Emprefs. 

Eros, Sir, Sit. 

Ant, Yes, my Lord, yes; he at Philippi kept 


| His Sword e’en like a Dancer, while I {trook 


The lean and wrinkled (a/fias, and twas I 
} That the mad Brutws ended : he alone 

ealt on Lieutenantry, and no practice had 
In the brave fquares of War: yet now: no matter, 

Cleo, Ah ftand by. 

Eros, The Queen, my Lord, the Queen. 

Tras. Goto him, Madam, fpeak to him, 

He is unqualited with very fhame, 

Cleo. Well then, fuftain me: Oh. 

Eros. Moft Noble Sir, arife, the Queen approaches, 
Her Head’s declin’d, and Death will teize her, but 
Your comfort makes the refcue. 

Ant. | have offended Reputation 5 
A moft unnoble fwerving. 

Eros, Sir, the Queen. 

An. O whither haft thou led me, «Zgypr, fee 
How I convey my fhame, out of thine Eyes, 

By looking back what I have left behind 
Stroy’dindifhonour, 

Cleo, Oh, my Lord, my Lord ; 
Forgive my fearful Sails, I little thought 
You would have followed. ~ 

cAnt, -Aigypt, thou knew’ lt too well, 

My heart was to thy Rudder tyed by th” ftrings, 
And thou fhould’ft ftowe me after. O’re my {pirit 
The full fupremacy thou knew’f, and that 

Thy beck, might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo, Oh, my pardon. 

Ant. Now I mutt 
To the young man fend humble Treaties, dodge 
And palter in the thifts of lownefs, who, 

With half the bulk o’th’ World play’d as I pleas’d, 
Making, and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conquerour, and that 

My Sword, made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all caufe. 

Cleo, Pardon, pardon. Y 

Ant. Fail nota tear, fay, one of them rates 
All that is won and loft: Give mea Kifs, 

Even this repays. 

We fent our Schoolmafter, is hé come back ? 
Love I'am full of Lead: fome Wine : 
VVithin there, and our Viands : Fortune knows, 


VVe fcorn her thoft,when moft the offers blows. (Exeuat. 


Enter Cefar, Agrippa, Dolabella, with others. 


(af. Let him appear that’s come for Authony. 
Know you him ? 

Dol. Cefar, tis his Schoolmatter, 
An argument that he is pluckt, - when’ hither 
He fends fo poor a Pinnion of his VVing, 
VVhich had fuperfiuous Kings for Meilengers, 
Not many Moons gone'by. *“ 


Enter Amballador from Anthony. 


Caf. Approach, and fpeak. 
e4mb, Sach as I am, 1 come ‘ftom Anthony : 
I was of late as petty to his ends, 
As is the Morn dew on the Myrtle Leaf «| : 
To his grand Sea. ° iF Sb 82 ORK SHY § 
Caf. Be’t fo, declare thine Office: | - 903 4: . 
Amb, Lord of his Fortunes he falutes thee,’ and 


. Requires to live in e4zypr, which hot granted’ 


He Leflenshis requelts, and totheefues © . 
Fo let him breathe between the Heavens and Earth 


~ 
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A private man in Athens : this for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confefs thy greatnefs: 
Submits her to thy might, and of thee craves 
The Circle of the Prolomies for her Heirs 
Now hazarded.to.thy Grace, : 
Cef. For Anthony, 
I have no Ears to his requeft. The Queen 
Of Audiences:nor defire fhall fail, fo the ; 
From c4eype drive her all-difgraced Friend. 
Or take his Jifé theres, This if the perform, 
She hal] not fue unheard. So to them both. 
Amb. Fortune purfue thee. 
Cef. Bring bim through the Bands: , 
To try thy Eloquence, now ’tis time, difpatch, 
From Anthony win Cleopatra, promife 
And in our Name, when fhe requires, add more 
From thine invention, offers, Women’are not 
In their beft Fortunes {trong ; but want.will perjure 
The ne’re touch’d Veftal. Try thy cunning, Ti hidias, 
Make thine owh Ediét for thy pains, which we 
Will anfwer-as aLaw; ’ . 
Thid. Cafar, 1 go, 30 
Caf. Obferve how Anthany becomes his flaw; 
And what thou thinkeft his very Action {peaks 
In every power that moves, 
Thid. Cefar, i thal. LEwennt. 


Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, asd Iras. 


Cleo. What fhall we do, Enobarbus ? 

Enob. Think, and dye. 

Cleo,.1s Anthony, or we in. fault for this? 

Enob. Anthony only, that'would make his will 
Lord of his Reafon. What though you fled, 
From that great face of War, whofe feveral ranges 
Frighted eactnother ?,, Why should he follow ? 
The itch of his Affection fhould not then 
Have nickt his Captain-fhip, at. fuch a point, 
When half to half the World oppos’d, -he being .. 
The meered queftion:? Tis a fhame no Jefs 
Than was his lofs, tocourfe your flying Flags,,.... : 


y % 


» And leave his Navy gazing. 


Cleo, Prythee péaces .< 
Enter the -Ambatlador with Anthony, 


Ant. 1s this his Anfwer ? 
Amb, 1, myiLords; 03 . 

Ant. The Queen fhall themhave-courtefie, 
So fhe will yield us up. . 
Amb, He fays fo, asi iM ost 

Ant, Let her know’t. To,the Boy (#/ar,fend this 
grizled Head, and he will fill.thy withes to, the brim, 
With Principalities,. «+ n vel 

Cleo. That Head, my-Lord?oce o's sd meg aed | 

Ant. Tohim again, tell him he wears.the Rofe, + . 

Of youth upon him: from which,’ the Worldfhould note 
Something particular; His Goyn, Ships, Legions, ..\ 
May be a Cowards,. whofe Minifterswould prevail, 
Under the ferviceof:a Ghild,. as foon; anatioo 
As i’ th’ Command of Cefar. I dare him, therefore, .> 
To lay his gay comparifonSaparty. 3 ...\ ; 
And anfwer medechin’d, Swordjagainit Sword, ; 
Our felves alone 3»1’ll write it;-Follow.me. wonisi 
Enob. Yes, dike enough: hye-battel’d Cefar will ;; 27 


-| Unftate his happinefs, and be Stag’d to th’ thew 


Againft a Sworder...1 fee.mens judgmentsare 

A parcel of their Fortunes, and things outward 
Do draw the inward:quality afier them 

To fuffer all alike, that he fhouldidream, 
Knowing all meafures, the:fullGefariwill | 
Anfwer his emptinefs:;. Cafar thou bait fubdu’d 
His judgment too. Lgsd 2 
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Ant. Approachthere: ah you Kite. 
Now gods and devils, 
Authority melts from me of late. When I cry’d hoa, 
Like Boyes unto a mufs, Kings would ftart forth, 
And cry your will. Have you no Ears? 
1 am Anthony yet. Take hence this Jack and whip him. 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. A Mefienger from Cefar. 

‘eo, What, no more Ceremony ? Seemy Women, 
Againft the blown Rofe may they ftop their Nofe, 
That kneel’d unto the Buds. Admit him, Sir. 

Enob. Mine honefty, and I, begin to fquare, 
The Loyalty well held to Fools, does make 
Our Faith meer Folly: yet be that can endure 
To follow with Allegiance a faln Lord, 

Do’s conquer him that did his Mafter conquer, 
And earns a place.i’ th’ Story. ; 


Enter a Servant. 


Enob. Tis better playing with a Lyons Whelp, 
Than with an old one dying. 
Ant. Moon and Stars, 
Whip him: were twenty of the greateft Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Cafar, fhould | find them 
So fawcy with the hand of fhe here, what’s her name 
Since fhe was Cleopatra ? Whip him, Eellows, 
Till like a Boy you fee him crindge his Face, 
‘And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 
Thid, Mark, Anthony. 
‘Ant. Tug bim away : being whipt, 
Bring him again, the Jack of Cafars thall 
Bear us anerrand to him. - [Exeunt with Thidias. 
You were half blafted ere I knew you : Ha? 
Have I my Pillow lefe unpreft in Rome, 
Forborn the getting of a lawful Race, 
And by a Jem of Women, to be abus’d 
By one that looks on Feeders ? 
Cleo. Good, my Lord, * 
Ant. You have been a Boggeler ever, 
But when we in our vicioufnefs grew hard 
(Oh mifery ont) the wife gods feal our Eyes 
In our own filth, drop our clear judgments, make us 
Adore our errours, laugh at’s while we ftrut 
To our confufion. 
Cleo. Oh, is’t come to this? 
_ Ant. 1 found youas a Morfel, cold upon 
Dead Cefar’s Trencher: Nay, you were a Fragment 
Of Cneins Pompey’s, befides what hotter hours 
Unregiftred in vulgar Fame, you have 
Luxurioufly pickt out. For Iam fure, 
Though you can guefs what Temperance fhould be, 
You know not what it is. 
Cleo. Wherefore is this? 
ent. To let a Fellow that will take rewards, 
And fay, God quit you, be familiar with 
My Play-Fellow, your hand; this Kingly Seal, 
And plighter of high hearts. O that I were 
Upon the Hill of Bafan, to out-roar 
The horned Herd, for I have Savage caufe, 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter’d neck, which do’s the Hangman thank, 
For being yare about him. Is he whipt ? 


Enter Thidias. 


Cleo. Cafar’s Will. 
Thid, Here it apart. 
Cleo. None but Friends: fay boldly. 
Thid. So haply are they Friends to Anthony. 
. Enob. He needs as many (Sir) as Cafar has. 
Or needs not us. If Cafar pleafe, our Mafter 
Will leap to be his Friend: For as you know, 
Whofe he is, we are, and that is Cafars. ; 
Thid. So. Thus then thou moft renown’d, Céfar intreats 
Not to confider in what cafe thou ftand’ft 
Further than he is Cafar. 
Cleo. Go on, right Royal. 
Thid. He knows that you embrace not Anthony 
As you did love, but as you feared him. 
Cleo. Oh. 
Thid. The fears upon your hononr, therefore be 
Do’s pitty, as conftrained blemifhes, 
Not as deferved. 
Cleo. He isa god, 
And knows what is moft right. Mine honour 
Was not yielded, but conquer’d meerly. 
Enob, To be fare ofthat, Iwill ask Anthony. 
Sir, Sir, thou art fo leaky 
That we mutt leave thee thy finking, for 
Thy deareft quit thee. 
Thid. Shall I fay to (2far, 
What you require of him : for he partly begs 
To be defir’d to give. It much would pleafe him, 
That of his fortunes you fhould make a ftaff 
To lean upon. Butit would warm his fpirits 
To hear from me you had left Anthony, 
And put your felf under his fhrowd, the univerfal Landlord. 
(leo. What’s your name ¢ 
Thid. My name is Thidias. 
Cleo. Mott kind Meflenger, 
Say to great Cefar this in difputation, 
Tkifs his conqu’ring hand: Tell him, lam prompt 
To lay my Crown at’s feet, and there to kneel. 
Tell him from his all-obeying breath, 1 hear 
The doom of e£eypr: Ser. Soundly, my Lord. 
Thid. Tis your nobleft courfe : eAnt. Cryed he? and begg’da pardon ? 
Wifdom and Fortune combating together, Ser. He did ask favour. : 
If that the former dare but what it can, ent. If that thy Father live, let him repent 
No chance may fhakeiti “Give me grace to lay Thon waft not made his Dau hter, and be thou forry 
My daity on your hand, To follow Cefar in his its ? fince : 
Cleo, Your Cefars Father oft cat Thou haft been whipt. For ollowing him , henceforth 
(When he hath mus’d of taking Kingdoms in) The white hand of a Lady Fever thee, 
Beftow’d his lips on that unworthy place, Shake to look on’t. Get thee back to Cefar, 
As it rain’d kifles. ie Tell him thy entertainment : look thou fay 
He makes me angry with him. For he feems 
Proud and difdainful, harping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry, 
And at this time moft eafie ’tis to do’t: : 
VVhen my good ftars, that were my former guides 


Exit Enob. 


Enter a Servant with Thidias. 


Enter Anthony, and Enobarbus. 


Ant. Favours? By Jove that thunders. 


What art thou Fellow? . rie 
Thid. One that but performs | Have empty left their Orbes, and fhut their Fires 
The bidding of the fulleft man, and worthieft Into the Abifm of Hell. If he miflike, 


To have command obey’d. My fpeech, and what is done, tell him he has 
Enob. You will be whipt. | Hiparchns, my enfranched Bondman, whom 


4 
a3 
- 


: 


He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture, 
Ashe {hall like to quit me. Urge it thou:, . 
Hence with thy ftripes, be gone. Léxie Thid. 
Cleo, Have you,done yet? 
An, Alack, our Terrene Moon is now Eclipft, 
And it portendsalone the fall. of Anthony. 
Cleo. 1 mutt ftay his time. thigee | 
Ant. To flatter Cefar, would you mingle Eyes 
With one that ties his points. 
Cleo. Not know me yet ? 
. ent, Cold-hearted toward me? 
Cleo, Ah (Dear) if I be fo, 
From my cold heart, let Heaven ingender Hail, 
And poyfon it inthe fource; and. the firft ftone 
Drop in my neck: as it determines fo 
Diffolve my life, the next Czfarian fmile, 
Till by degrees the memory of my Womb, 
Together with my brave ¢igyptsans all, 
By the difcandering of this pelletted ftorm, 
Lye gravelefs,. till the Flies and Gnats of Nyle 
Have buried them for prey. 
Ant, 1 am fatisfied : 
Cafar fets down in eAlexandria, where 
I will oppofe his Fate. Our force by Land, 
Hath nobly held, and fever’d Navy too 
Have knit again; and Fleet, threatning moft Sea-like. 
Where haft thou been my heart? Dolt thou hear, Lady ? 
if fom the Field. I fhall return once more 
To kifs thefe Lips, I will appear in blood, 
J, and my Sword, will earn my Chronicle, 
There’s hope in’t yet. 
Cleo. That’s my brave Lord. 
Ant. \ will be treble-finewed, hearted, breath’d, 
And fight malicioufly : for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ranfome lives 
Of me for jefts: but now, I'll fet my teeth, 
And fend to darknefs ail that ftop me. Come, 
Lets have one other gawdy night: Call tome 
Ail my fad Captains, fill our Bowls once more : 
Let’s mock the midnight Bell, 25 
Che. It is my Birth-day, i 
Ihad thought t? have held it poor. But fince my Lord 
Is Anthony again, 1 will be Cleopatra. 
Ant, We will yet do well. 
Cleo, Call all his noble Captains to my Lord, 
Ant. Do fo, we'll fpeak to them, 
And to night i'll force 
The Wine peep through their fcars. 
Come on (my Queen} a) 
There’s fap in’t yet.. The next time I do fight 
Pll make death love me:. for 1 will contend 
Even with his peftilent Scythe. [E-xeunt. 
Enob, Now he’ll out-ftare the Lightning, to be furious 
Is to be frighted out of fear, 'and.in that mood 
The Dove will peck the Eftridge, and I fee ftill 
A diminution in our Captains brain, ae 
Reftores his heart; when valour prays in reafon, 

It eats the Sword it fights with : I,will feek 
;Some way to leave him. [éxeunt. 
Enter Cxfar, Agrippa, and Mecenas with bis Army, 
Celar reading a Letter. 


Caf. He callsme Boy, and.chides as he had power: 
To beat me Out ofi-Aigypr. My, Meflenger 
He hath whipt with Rods, dares me to perfonal Combat. 
Cefar to Anthony: let the old Ruffian know, 
| have many other waystodie: meantime 
Laugh at this Challenge. = 

Mec. Cafar mutt think, 
When one fo great begins torage, he’s hunted 
Even to falling. Give himno breath, but now 
Make boot of his diftraction ;. Never anger: 
Made good guard for it felf. sud 335) 


Anttiony and ¢Clebpatra. 


." 


Caf. Let our-beft Heads know, 
That to morrow, the Jaft of many Battels 
We mean.to fight.. Within our Files there are 
Of thofe that terv’d eMark, Anthony, but late ’ 
Enongivto fetch him in, See it done, : 
And feaft the Army, we have floreto.do’t, 
And they have earn’d the wafte..Poor, Anthony. [Exeunt. 


Enter Anthony and Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, 
Iras, Alexas, with others, 


Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitian 
Encb, No? AN ye 
Ant. Why fhould he not ? $25 
Exod, He thinks, being twenty times of better Fortune, 
He is twenty men to one, 
c4nt. Tomorrow, Souldier, 
By Sea and Land Pil fight: or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour in the, blood, j 
Shall make it live again, -VVoo’t thou fight well, 
Enob. \’ll ftrike, andiery, take.all. 
Ant. VVellfaid, come on: . 
Call forth my Houfhold Servants, let’s to night. 


Enter three or four Servitors. 
Be bounteous at our Meal. Give methy hand; 
Thou haft been rightly honeft, fo baft thou, 
Thou, and thou, and, thou: yourhave ferv’d me well, 
And Kings have been your Fellows. 
Cleo, VVhat means this? 
Exob:,’Tis one of thofe odd tricks which forrow fhoots 
Out of the mind. 
Ant. And thou. act-honeft too : 
[ wifh I could be made fo many men, 
And all’ of you clapt up.together,. in 
An Anthony: that 1 might do you fervice, 
So goodas you haye,done.. . - 
Omnes. The gods forbid. 
Ant. VVell, my good Fellows, wait on me to night : 
Scant not my Cups, and.make as much of me 
As when mine Empire,was your Fellow too, 


| And faffered my command. |...) 5, 


“Cleo. VVhat doeshe meat ?....-) => 
Enob. To make his Followers weep. 
Ant, Tendmeto nights 425) -, 

May be it is the period of your.duty, 
Haply you fhall not feeme more, or if, 


| A mangled fhadow,,..Rerchance to morrow, 
| You’lkferve another Matter, I look onyou, 


As one that takes his leave. Mine honett Friends; , 
Iturn you not away, but like a Mafter; 
Married to your good fervice, ftay till death : 
Tend me to night two-hours, I ask'no more, 
And the gods yield, you-for’t, 
Enob. V Vhat, mean you, (Sir) 
To give them this.difcomfort ? Look, you weep, 
And I, samAfs, {am Onion-ey’d ; for, fhame, 
Transform us not:to, Women, .; 
Ant. Ho, ho, ho: 
Now the Witch take me, if I meant it thus. 
Grace grow wherethofe drops fall (my hearty Friends) 
You take mea too dolorous a fence ; 
For I fpake to you for your, comfort, did. defire you... 
To burn this night, with Torches. : know (my hearts) 
I hope well of to morrow, and will lead you, 
Where rather Pil expect victorious Life, ... o9 
Than Death, and Honour, Let’s toSupper, come, |. 
And drown confideration. -,. Sg LExeunt. 


Enter a Company of Souldiers. ° 
1 Soul. Brother, good night : ‘to morrow is the day. 


2) Soul. Wt will determine one Way >, Fare you we i, Zacd 
pains e 
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Heard you of nothing ftrange about the {treets. 
1. Nothing: what news? : 
2, Belike ’tis but a Rumour, good night to you. 
t, Well, Sir, good night. 


2. Souldiers, have careful Watch. 
1. And you: Good night, good night. 


2. Here we, and ifto morrow 
Our Navy thrive, I have an abfolute hope 
Our Landmen will ftand up. 
1, ’Tis a brave Army, and full of purpofe. 


2. Peace, what noife ? 
1. Lift, lift. 
2. Hark. 
1, Muafick ith’ Air. 
. Under the Earth. 
It fings well, do’s it not? 
3. No. 
1. Peace I fay : what fhould this mean ? 
2, ’Tisthe god Hercules, whom Anthony loved, 
Now leaves him. 
1. Walk, let’s feeif other Watchmen 
Do hear what we do? 
1. How now, Matters? L Speak together. 
Omnes. How now ? how now? do you hear this? 
1. Is’t not ftrange? a 
3. Doyou hear, Matters? Do you hear? 
1, Follow the noife fo far as we have quarter. 
Let’s fee how it will give off. 
Omnes. Content : ’Tis ftrange. 


Ww 


LExeunt. 
Enter Anthony, and Cleopatta, with others. 


eAnt. Eros, mine Armour, Eros, Age 
Cleo. Sleep a little. ; ant 
Ant. No, my Chuck: Eros, come, mine Armour, Eros. 


’ Enter Eros. 


Come good fellow, put thine Iron‘on, 
If Fortune be not ours today, 11s 
Becaufe we brave her. Come. 
Cleo. Nay, I’le help too, Anthony. 
What’s this for? Ab, let be, let be,thowart 
The Armourer of my heart: Falfe, falfe: This, this, 
Sooth-law Vle help: Thus it muft be. 
Ant. Well, well, we fhall'thrive now. 
Seeft thou my good fellow. Go put on'thy defences. 
Eno. Briefly , Sir. 
Cleo. Is not this buckled well ? 
Ant. Rarely, rarely : 
He that unbuckles this, till we do pleafe 
To doft for our repofe, fhall hear‘a ftorm. 
Thou fumbleft ros, and my Quééh’s a Squire 
More tight at this: Difpatch, O'Love, 
That thou could’ft fee my wars today, atid knewft. 
The Royal Occupation, thou fhould’ft fee 
A workman in’t. 


Enver an armed Souldier: : 


Good morrow to thee, welecomj( 9 | 

Thou look’ft like him that knows 4 warlike charge: 

To bufinefs that wellove, we rife betime, 

And go to’t with delight. : 
Soul. A thoufand, Sir, early though’t be, have on their 

Rivetted trim, and at the Port expeét you. 


Enter Captains and Souldiers. 


edlex. The Morn is fair: Good morrow, General. 


The Trazedy.of 


[ They meet with other Souldiers. 


L They place themfelves in every corner of the Stage. 


LeMufick of the Hoboyes is under the Stage. 


| To change a Mafter. Oh my Fortunes have 
} Corrupted honeft men, Difpatch, Eros. 


| Shall bear the Olive freely. 


| That Anthony may feem to {pend his Fury 


Shout. 


L Trumpets flourifh, 


All. Good morrow, General, 
Ant. ’Tis well blown, Lad. 
This morning like the Spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. 
So, fo: Comegive me that, what ere becomes of me; 
Fare thee well, Dame, what ere becomes of me, 
This is a Souldiers kifs: rebukeable, 
And worthy {hamefalcheck it were, to ftand 
On more Mecianick Complement, I’le leave thee. 
Now like a man of Steel, you that will fight, 
Follow me clofe, P’le bring you to’t : Adieu. 
Char, Pleafe you retire to your Chamber ? 
Cleo, Lead me : ; 
He goes forth gallantly : that he and («far might 
Determine this great War in fingle fight ; 
Then Anthony ; but now. Wellon, 


[Exeunt. 


[Exeunt. 


Trumpets found. Enter Anthony, and Eros. 


Eros, The godsmakethis a happy day to Anthony, 
Ant, Would thou, and thofe thy fears had once pre- 
To make me Sght at Land. _(vail’d, 
Eros. Hadft thou done fo, 
The Kings that have revolted, and the Souldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have ftill 
Followed thy heels. : 
Ant. Who's gone this morning ? 
Eros, Who? one ever near thee, call for Exobarbus, 
He fhall not hear thee, or from Cefar’sCamp, «+ 
Say I am none of thine. 
Ant. What fayeft thou? 
Sold. Sic, he is with Cafar. 
Eros. Sit, his Cheltsand Treafure he has not with him. 
Ant. Is he gone? 
Sold. Moft certain. 
Ant. Go, Eros, fend his Treafure after, do it, 
Detain no jot, [charge thee : writeto him, 
( | will fubferibe ) gentle adieus, and greetings : 
Say, that I wifh henever find more caufe 


LExit. 


Enter Agrippa, Cefar, with Enobarbue, 
and Dolabella, 


Cef. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight: 
Our Fin aiken 4 took dive : P 
Make it fo known. 

etgri. Cxfar, I fhall. 

Cefar. Tlic time of univerfal peace is near, 
Prove this a profp’rousday, the three-nook’d world 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Mef. eAnthony is come into the field, 
Caf. Go charge «grippa, 
Plant thofe that have revolted in the Van, 


Upon himfelf, 

Enob. Alexas did revolt, and went to Fewry on 
Affairs of Anthony , there did diffwade 
Great Herod to incline himfelf to (far, 
And leave his Mafter Anthony. For this pains 
Cafar hath hang’d him : Camidéus and the reft 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable truft: I have done ill, 
Of which I doaccufe my felf fo forely, 
That I will joy no more. 


CExeunt. 


Enter a Souldier of Cefars. 


Soul, Enobarbus , Anthon : 
Hath after thee fent all thy Tieathce; with Hi 
1§ 


Anthony and Cleopatra. I 


= 
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His bounty over-plus. The Meflenger Ride on the paints trium phing. ee 


Came on my guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Unloading of his Mules, 

Enob. | give it you. 

Soul, Mock not, Exobarbus, 
I tell you true: .Beft you faf’e the bringer 
Out of the hoaft, I muft attend mine Office, 
Or would have done’t my felf. Your Emperour 
Continues ftill a Jove. 

Exob, | am alone the Villain of the Earth, 
And feel Lam fo moft. Oh Anthony, 
Thou Mine of bounty, how wouldft thou have payed 
My better fervice, when my turpitude 
Thou doft fo Crown with Gold. This blows my heart 
If {wift thought break it not: a fwifted mean 
Shall out-ftrike thought, but thought will do’t. I feel 
I fight againft thee: No, I will go feek 
Some Ditch, where to die: the fou.ft beft fits 
My latter part of life. 


Léxit. 


LEéxit. 


Alarum, Drums and Trumpets. 
Enter Agrippa. 


Agrip. Retire, we have engag’d our felves too far : 
Cafar himfelf has work, and our oppreffion 
Exceeds what we expected. LExit. 

Alarums, 
Enter Anthony, and Scarus wounded. 


Scar. O my brave Emperour, this is fought indeed, 
Had we done fo at firft, we had droven'them home 
With Clouts about their Head, LFar off. 

Ant. Thou bleed’ft apace. 

Scar. [had a wound here that was like a T, 

But now ’tis made an H, 

Ant. They do retire, 

Scar. We'll beat *em into Bench-holes, [have yet 
Room for fix fcotches more. 


Enter Eros. 


Eros. They are beaten, Sir, and our advantage ferves 
For a fair Victory. 
Scar. Let us {core their backs, 
And fnatch’em up, as we take Hares behind, 
Tis a fport to maul a Runner. 
Ant. | will reward thee 
Once for thy fprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 4 
Scar. Vl hale after. [ Exennt 


Alarum. Enter Anthony agaiz in a march, 
Scarus, with others. 


Ant. We have beat him to-hisCamp ;: Run one 
Before, and let the Queen know of our Guefts : to morrow 
Before the Sun fhall fee’s, we'll fpill the -blood 
That has to day efcap’d. I thank you all, 

For doughty-handed are you, and have. fought 
Not as you ferv’d the Caufe, but as’t had been 
Each manslike mine : you have fhewn all Heéfors, 
Enter the City, clip your Wives, your Friends, 

| Tell chem your feats, whil’{t they with joyful tears 

Wahh the congealment from your Wounds, and kifs 
The honour’d gafhes whole. 


Enter Cleopatra. 


Give me thy hand, : 

To this great Faiery, 1’ll commend thy acts, 

Make her thanks blefs thee. O thou day o’ th’ World, 

Chain minearm/’d neck, leap thou, Attire and all 

Through proof of Harnefs to my Fen and there | 
cart 


> 


Cleo, Lordof Lords, 
Oh infinite Virtue, com’ft thou fmiling from 
The Worlds great fhare uncaught. 
Ant, My Nightingale, 
We have beat them to their Beds, 
What, Gitl, though gray 
Do fomething mingle with our younger brown, yet ha’we 
A brain that nourifhes ‘our Nerves, andcan 
Get gole for gole of youth. Behold this man, 
Commend unto his Lips thy favouring hand, 
Kifs it my Warriour : He hath fought to day, 
As if a god in hate of Mankind, had 
Deftroyed in fuch a thape. 
Cleo. V’ll give thee, Friend, 
An Armour all of Gold : it was a Kings. 
Ant. He has deferv’d it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy PhabusCar. Give me thy hand, 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 
Beat our hackt Targets, like the men that owe them. 
Had our great Palace the capacity 
To Camp this hoaft, we all would fup together, 
And drink Carowfes to the next dayes Fate 
Which promifes Royal peril. Trumpeters 
With brazen din blaft you the Cities Ear, 
Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 
That. Heaven and Earth may ftrike their founds together, 
Applauding our proach, LEsxeune. 


Exter aCentury, and his Company, Enobarbus follows. 


Cent. If we be not reliev’d within this hour, 
We mutt return to th’ Court of Guard: the night 
Is fhiny, and they fay, we fhall embattle 
By th’ fecond hour i’ th’ Morn. 
1 Watch. This laft day was a fhrewd one to’s. 
Enob. Oh bear me witnefS night. 
2. What man is this ? 
1. Stand clofe, and lift him. 
Enob. Be witnefs to me (O thou blefled Moon) 
When men revolted fhall upon Record 
Bear hateful memory : poor Exobarbus did 
Before thy face repent. 
Cent. Enobarbus? 
3. Peace: hark further, P 
Enob, Oh Sovereign Miftrifs of true Melancholy, 
The poyfonous damp of night difpunge upon me, 
That life, a very Rebel to my will, 
May hang no longer onme. Throw my heart 
Againft the flint and hardnefs of my faulc, 
Which being dried with grief, will break to Powder, 
And finith all foul thoughts: Oh Azthony, 
Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 
Forgive me in thine own particular, 
But let the World rank me in Regifter 
A Matter-leaver, anda fugitive: 
Oh Anthony! Oh Anthony ! 
1. Let’s fpeak to him. 
Cent, Let’s hear him, for the things he {peaks 
May concern Cefar. 
2. Let’s do fo, but he fleeps. x 
Cent. Swoonds rather, for fo bada Prayer as his 
Was never yet for fleep. 
1. Go weto him. 
2. Awake, Sir, awake, {peak to us. 
1. Hear you, = : Sari ee 
: hand:of death hath caught him. 
cent, ES ? [Drums afar off. 


‘| Hark how the Drums demurely wake the fleepers : 


Let us bear him to th’ Court of Guard : he:is of note: 
Our hour is fully out. 


2. Come on then, he may recover yet. [Exeunt. 


O09 Enter 
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Enter Anthony, and Scarus, with their Army. 


Thou fell’{t into my fury, for one death 

Might have prevented many, Eros, hoa? 

The fhirt of Neffis is upon me, teach me, 

Alcides, thou mine Anceftor, thy rage. 

Let me lodge Licas on the horns oth’ Moon, | 

And with thofe hands that grafpt the heavieft Club, 
Subdue my worthieft felf : the Witch fhall-dye:: 
Tothe young; Reman Boy the hath fold me; andt fall 
Under his plot : the dyes for’t. Eros, hoa? LExie. 


Ant. Their preparation is today by Sea, 
We pleafe them not by Land. 
Scar. For both, my Lord. j 
‘Ant, would they’ld fight ith’ Fire, or ith’ Air, 
Weld fight there'too. But this itis, our Foot 
Upon the hills adjoyning to the City — 
Shall {tay with us. Order for Sea is given, 
They have put forth the Haven - 
‘Where their appointment we may belt difcover, 
And look on their endeavour. [Exeunt. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Itas, Mardian. 


Cleo. Help me, my Woman: Obhe ismore mad 
Than Telamon for his Shield, the Boar. of Theffalp 
Was never fo imboft. 
Char. To th’ Monument, there lock your felf, 
And fend him word youare dead : 
The Soul and body rive not more in parting, . 
Than greatnefs going off. , 
Cleo. Toth’ Monument : iO. 
eMardian, go tell him bt have flain my felf : 
Say, that the laft I fpoke was e4nthony, 
And word it (prethee) pitioufly. Hence, eardsan, 
And bring me how he takes my death to th’ Monument. 
LExeunt. 


Enter Celar, and his Army. 


Caf, Butbeingcharg’d, we will be ftill by Land. 
Which as I tak’t we fhall; for his beft force 
Is forth to Man his Gallies. To the Vales, 
And hold our beft advantage. (Exeunt. 
Cedlarum afar off, as at a Sea fight. 


Enter Anthony, and Searus. 


e4nt. Yet they are not joyn’d : 
Where yond Pine does ftand, I fhall difcover all. | 
le bring thee word ftraight, how’tis like to go. LExit, | 
Sear. Swallows have built 
In (leopatra’s Sailes their nefts, The Auguries 
Say, they know not, they cannot tell, look grimly, 
And dare not fpeak their knowledge. Anthony 
Is valiant, anddejected,. and by ftarts 
His fretted Fortunesigive him hope and:fear 
Of what he has, and: has not. 


Enter Anthony and Eros. 


Ant. Eros, thou yet behold’ft me? 
&ros. 1, Noble Lord, 
| Ant. Sometime we fee a cloud that’s Dragonith, 

A vapour fometime, like a Bear,or Lyon, 

A towed Cittadel, a pendant Rock, 

A forked Mountain, or blew Promontory 
With Trees upon’t, thatnodd unto the world, 
And mock our eyes with Air. 
Thou haft feen thefe figns, 
They are black Vefper’s. Pageants. 
| Eros, 1, my Lord. croorth 
| “Ant. That which is now a Horfe, even with a thought 
The Rack diflimés, and makes indiftin¢t 
| As water is in water. 

Eras. It do’s, my Lord, 
Ant, My good Knave, Eros, now thy Captain is 

‘Even fucha body: here | am ¢4athony, 

Yet cannot hold this vifible fhape (my Knave) 
I made thefe wars for eZ gypt, and the Queen, 
Whofe heart 1 thought I had, for fhe had mine : 
Which whil’ft. it was mine, had annext unto’t  - 
A Million moe (now loft :) fhe, Eros, has 
Packt Cards with Cefars, and falfe plaid my Glory 
Unto an Enemy’s triumph. + ¢. 7rumy 
Nay, weep not, gentle Eros, there is leftus 

Our felves to end our felves. 


Entéy Anthony. 


e4nt. All is loft: 
This foul «£gyptian hath betrayed me = 
My Fleet hath yielded tothe Foe, and yonder, 
They caft their Caps up, aad Carowfe together 
Like friends long loft. Triple-turn’d Whore, tis thon 
Hatt fold me to this Novice, and my heart 
Makes only Wars on thee. Bid them all fiye:: 
For when | amreveng’d upon my Charm, 
I have doné alk, Bid:themall flye, be gone. 
Oh Sun, thy uprife fhall f fee no more : 
Fortune and Anthony patt here, even here 
Do we fhake hands? All come to this? The hearts 
That ere me at heels, towhom I gave 
Their withes, do dis-Candy, melt their fweets 
On blofloming Cefar': and this Pine is barkt, 
That over-topt them all. Betray’d Il am 
On this falfe Soul of e#igypr! this grave Charm, 
Whofe eye beck’d forth my wars,and call’d them home : 
Whofe Bofom was my Crownet, my chief end, 
Like a right Gypfie, hath at faft and loofe 
‘Beguil’d me, tothe very heart of lofs. 
What Eres, Eros? 


Enter Mardian. 


Oh the vile Lady, fhe has robb’d me of my Sword. 
Mar. No, Anthony, ( 
My Mittris lov’d thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intirely. 
Ant, Hence,fawcy Eunuch,peace,the hath betraid me, 
And fhall dye the death. 
Mar. Death of one perfon can be paid but once, 
And that fhe has difcharg’d. What thou would’ftde 
Isdone unto thy hand: thelaft the fpake 
Was Anthony, moft Noble Axthony : 
Then in the midft a tearing groan did break 
The name of Anthony : it was divided 
Between her heart and lips: fhe tendred life 
Thy name fo. buried in her. 
Ant, Dead then? 
Mar. Dead. 
Ant. Unacine, Eros, the long dayes task is done, re 
; An 


Enter Cleopatta. 


Ah, thou Spell! Avant. 
Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag’d againft his Love ; 
Ant. Vanith, ort thallgive thee thy deferving, 
And blemifh Cefars Triumph. Let him take thee, ae 
And hoiftthee up to th’ fhouting. Plebetans, 
Follow his\Chariot, like the greateft {pot 
Of all thy Sex. Moft Monfter hike be fhewn 
For: poor’ ft Diminutives, for Dolts, and let 
Patient Oéfavia plough thy vifageup 
With lier prepared nails.” {Exit Cleopatra. 
Tis well th’ art gone, 
If it be well tolive. But better ’twere 


And we mult fleep: that thou depart’{t hence fafe 

Does pay thy labour richly: go. [Exit Mardian. 
Oh, pluck off, 

The feven-fold thield of Ajax cannot keep 

The battery from my heart. Ohcleave my fides. 

Heart, once be ftronger than thy Continent, 

Crack thy frail Cafe, Apace, Eros, apace: 

No more a Souldier ; bruifed pieces go, 


I will o’re-take thee, Cleopatra, and 

Weep for my pardon. Soit muft be, for now 

All length is Torture ; fince the Torch is out, 

Lye down and ftray no farther. Now all labour 
Marrs what it does; yea, very force entangles 

It felf with ftrength: Sealthen and all is done. 
Eros? I come, my Queen. Eros? Say for me, 
Where Souls do-couch on Flowers, we’ll hand in hand, 
And with our fprightly Port make the Ghofts gaze : 
Dido, and her fhall want Troops, Sichavwy 
And all the haunt be ours. Come, &ros, Eras. 


Exter Eros, 


Eros. What would my Lord? 
ent. Since Cleopatra died, 
I have liv’d in fuch difhonour, that the gods 
Deteft my bafenefs. I, that with my Sword, 
Quarter’d the World, and o’re green Neptunes back. » 
With Ships, made Cities; condemn my felf, to lack 
The Courage of a Woman, lefs Noble mind 
Than fhe which by her death, our (‘far tells 
1 am Conqueror of my felf. Thou art fworn Eros, 
That when the exigent fhould come, which now 
Is come indeed { when I fhould fee behind me 
Th’ inevitable profecution of difgrace and horrour 
That on my command, thou then would’ft kill me: 
Do’t, the time is come: thou ftrik’ft not me, 
Fill Cefar thou defeat’ft. Put colour in my cheek. 
"Eros. The gods with-hold me, 
Shall I do that which all the: Parthian Darts, 
( Though Enemy ) loft aim, and could not. 
cAnthony. Eros. 
Would’{t thoy be window’d in great Rome, and fee 
Thg/Mafter thus with pleacht Armes, bending down 
His cosrigible neck, hisfacefubdu’d 
To penetrative fhame; whil’ft the wheel’d feat 
Of fortunate Cafar drawn before. him, branded 
} His bafenefs that enfued, 
Eros. 1 would not fee’t. 
Ant. Come then: for witha 'wound I muft be cur’d. 
Draw that thy honeft Sword which thou haft worn 
{ Moft ufeful for thy, Conntry. 
Eros. Oh, Sir, pardon me. = 
Ant. When I did make thee free, fwor’ft thou not then 
To do this when I bad thee ?. Do it.at once, 
Or thy precedent Services are all 
But accidents unpurpos’d. Draw, and come. 
Eros. Turn from me thenthat noble copntenance, 
| Wherein the worthip of the whole world lies. 
An. Lo thee. ’ 
Eros. My Sword is drawn. 
Ant. Then let it do at once 
} The thing why thou haft drawn it. 
Eros. My dear Mafter, 
My Captain, andimy Emperour. Let me fay 
Before I {trike this bloody ftroke, farewel. 
Ant, ’Tisfaid, man, and farewel. 
Eros. Fatwel, great Chief. Shalll ftrikenow? — 
Ant. Now , Eres. Kills bimfelf. 
| Eros. Why there then: 
Thus I do efcape the forrow of Anthony's death. 
Ant. Thrice nobler than my felf, 
Thou teacheft me: Oh valiant €ros, what 
I hhould, and could’ft not, my Queen and Eros 


Aithony and Cleopatia. 


You have been nobly born, From mea while: [Exit Eros. 
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Have by their brave inftruction got y e 
ANoblenefsin Record, But I will se gc 
A Bride-groom in my death, and run into’t 
As toa Lovers bed. Come then, and ros 
Thy Matter dies thy Scholar : to do thus 
I learnt of thee. How, not dead ? not dead? 
The Guard, how? oh difpatch me, 


? 


Enter a Guard. 


1. Guard. What’s the noife? 
Ant. | have done my work, ill Friends : 
O make an end of what I have begun. 
2. The Star is faln. 
1, And timeis at his Period. 
All, Alas, and woe. 
Ant, Let him that loves me, fttike me dead. 
1. Not I, 
22 NOL ES 
3. Nor any one, LExeunt. 
Decre, Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers flye. 
This Sword but fhewn to C afar with this tidings, 
hall enter me with him. 


Enter Diomedes, 


Dio. Where’s Anthony ? 
Decre. Vhere, Diomed, there. 
Diom. Lives he ? wilt thou not anfwer, man ? 
Ant. Artthouthere, Diomed ? . 
Draw thy Sword, and give me 
Sufficing ftrokes for death. 
Dio, Moft abfolute Lord, 
My Miftris Cleopatra fent me to thee. 
Ant. When did fhe fend thee ? 
Diom. Now, my Lord. 
«4nt. Where is fhe ? ( fear 
Diom, Locktin her Monument: fhe had a Prophefying 
Of what hath come to pafs: for when fhe faw 
(Which never fhall be found) you did fufpedt 
She had difpos’d with Cefar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg’d, fhe fent you word fhe was dead : 
But fearing fince how it might work, hath fent 
Me to proclaim the truth, and I am come 
I dread, too late. 
Ant. Too late, good Diomed : callmy Guard I prethee, 
Dio. What hoo: the Emperours Guard. 
The Guard, what hoa? Come, your Lord calls. 


Enter four or five of the Guard of Anthony. 


Ant, Bear me, good Friends, where Cleopatra bides, 
Tis the Jaft fervice that I fhall command you. 

1. Woe, woe are we, Sir, you may not live to wear 
All your true Followers out. 

All. Moft heavy day. 

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not pleafe fharp fate 
To grace it with your forrows. Bid that welcom 
Which comes to punifh us, and we punifh it 
Seming to bear it lightly. Take me up, — 

I have led you oft, carry me now, good friends, 
And have my thanks forall. § [Exennt bearing Anthony. 


Enter Cleopatta, and her eMaids aloft, with 
Charmian, ad Iras. 


Cleo. Oh Charmian, I will never go from hence. 
Char. Be comforted, dear Madam. 
(leo. No, 1 will not: 
All ftrange and terrible events are welcom, 
But comforts we defpife: our fize of forrow 
Proportion’d to our caufe, muft be asgreat 
As that which makes it. 
00 2 


Enter Diomed. 


How now? Is he dead ? 

Diomed. His Death’s upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o’th’ other fide your Monument, 
His Guard have brought him hither, 


Enter Anthony, and the Guard. 


Cho. O Sun, ; i 
Burn the great Sphere thou mov’ft in, darkling ftand 


Help, Charmian, help, Iras, help: help, friends, 
Below, Jet’s draw him hither. 

Ant. Peace, 
Not Cefar’s Valour hath o’er-thrown e4ntheny, 
But Anthony hath triumpht on ffdelf. 

Cleo, Soit fhould be, 
That none but Anthony fhould conquer Anthony, 
But woe ’tis fo. 

ent. Lamdying, -£gypt, dying: Only 
I here importune Death awhile, until 
Of many thoufand kiffes the poor Jatt 
| lay upon thy lips. 

Cleo, I dare not, Dear, 
Dear my Lord, pardon: I dare not, 
Left I be taken: Not th’ imperious thew 
Of the dull-fortun’d Cefar, ever fhall 
Bebroach’d with me, If Knife, Drugs, Serpents have, 
Edge, Sting, or Operation, I am fafe : 
Your Wife Oéavia, with her modeft Eyes, 
And ftill conclufion, fhall acquire honour, 
Demuring upon me: But, come, come, eAutony; 
Help me, my Women, we mutt draw thee up - 
Aflift, good friends. 

ednt. Oh quick, or | am gone. 

Cleo. Here’s fportindeed : 
How heavy weighs my Lord ? 
Our ftrength is all gone into heavinefs, 
That makes the weight. Had I great Fuzo’s power, 
The {trong wing’d AZercury fhould fetch thee up, 
And fet thee by Fove’s fide. Yet come a little, 
Withers were ever Fools. Oh come, come, come. 


And welcome, welcome, Dye when thou haft liv’d, 
Quicken with kifling : Had my lips that power , 
Thus would I wear them out. 

All. Aheavy fight. 

Ant, Lam dying, -£gypt, dying. 

Give me fome Wine; and let me fpeak a little. 

Cleo. No, let me fpeak, and let me rail fo high, 
That the falfe Huswife, Fortune, break her wheel, 
| Provok’d by my offence, 

Ant. One word ({fweet Queen). * 

OF Cefar feck your honour, withryour fafety.-Oh, 

Cleo.. They do not go together. 

e4nt. Gentle, hear me, 

None about Cefar truft, but Proculesus, 

(leo. My Refolution, and my hands, Vil truft, 
None about Cafar. 

Ant. The miferable chang>now at myend, 
Lament nor forrow at: But pleafe your thoughts 
In feeding them with thofe my former fortunes, 
Wherein Lliv’d. The greateft Prince o’th’world, 
The Nobleft: and do not bafely die, 

Not Cowardly, put off my Helmet to 
My Countryman. A Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquifh’d. Now my fpirit is going, 
I can no more. 
Cleo. Nobleft of men, woo’t die, 
Haft thou nocare of me, fhall labide 
In thisdull world, which in thy abfence is 
No better thanaStye? O fee, my Women: 


» The Tradgedy of u 


The varying Shore o’th’ world. O Antony, Antony, Antony, 


Ci bey heave Antony aloft te Cleopatra. 


-| Hath with the Courage which the heartidid ‘lend it, 


The Crown o’th’ Earth doth melt. My Lord ? 
Oh wither’d is the Garland of the War. 
The Souldiers Pole is faln :. Young Boys and Girls 
Are level now with men: The odds is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkable, 
Beneath the vifiting moon, ° 

Ghar. Oh quietnefs, Lady. 

Tras. She’s dead tog, our Sovereign. 

Char. Lady. ° 

Tras.. Madam. 

Char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam. 

Iras. Royal ~Zgype: Engprefs. 

Char. Peace, peace, fras. 

Cleo. No more but ina Woman, and commanded 
By fuch poor paffion, as the Maid that milks, 
And does the meaneft chares. It were for me 
To throw my Seepter at the injurious gods, 
To tell them that this world did equal theirs, 
Till they. had. ftola our Jewel. All’s but nought: 
Patience is fottifh, and Impatience does 
Become a Dog that’s mad: Then is it fin, 
To ruhh into the fecret houfe of death, 
Ere death dare come to us? How do you, women ? 
What, what good cheer ? why how now, Charmian ? 
My Noble Girls? Ah, women, women / Look, 
Our Lamp is fpent, it’s out, Good Sirs, take heart, 
Weil bury him: And then what’s brave, what’s Noble, 
Let’s do’t after the high Roman fafhion, 
And make Death proud to take us. Come, away, . 
This cafe of that huge Spirit now is cold. 
Ah, women, women! Come, we have no friend, 
But Refolution, and the briefeft end. 

[Exeunt, bearing of Anthony’s Body. } 


Enter Cefar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Menas, with 
his Counfel of War. 


Cef. Gotohim, Dolabella, bid him yield, 
Being fo fruftrate, tell him, 
He mocks the pawfes that he makes. 

Dol. Cefar, 1 thall. 


Enter Decretas with the Sword of Anthony. 


Caf. VVherefore is that ? and what art thou that dar’ft 
Appear thusto us? © 

Dec. Yamcalled Decretas, 
Mark, Anthony | ferv’d, who beft was worthy 
Beft to be ferv’d: whil’ft he ftood up, and fpoke, - 
He was my Matter, and I wore my life 
To fpend upon his haters. If thou pleafe 
To take meto thee, as I was tohim, 
Plibe to Cefar: If thou pleafeft not, - 
Iyield thee up my life. 

Cef. VVhat is’t thou fayeft ? 

Dec. | fay (Oh Cefar) Anthony is dead. 

Cef. The breaking of fo great a thing, fhould make 
A greater crack. Theround world © 
Should have fhook Lyons into civil ftreets, 
And Citizens to their Dens. The Death of Anthony 
Is not afingle Doom, inthemamelay 
A moiety of the world. 

Dec.\He is dead Gafar, 
Not by a’publick minifter of Juftice, 
Nor by a hired Knife, but that felf-hand 
Which writ his honour in the Acts it did, + 


Splitted the heart. This is his Sword, ©, 
[ robb’d his wound of it: Behold it ftain’d 
With his moft noble Blood. 
Caf. Look yau, fad friends, 
The gods rebuke me, but itis‘a Tidings 
To wath the eyes of Kings. 

Dol, And ftrange itis, 
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That Nature muft compel us to lament 
Our molt perfifted deeds. 
Men, His taints and honours may equal with him. 
- Dol, A Rarer Spirit never 
Did fteerhumaniry: but you gods will give us 
Some faultsto make us men, Céfar is.touch’d. 
Men, When fuch a fpacious: Mirrov’s fet before him, 
He needs muft fee himielf. 
Cafar. Oh cAathony, ? 
I have followed thee to this, but we do launch. . 
Difeafes in our Bodies. lmuit perforce 
Have fhewn to thee iuch a dechuing day, 
Or look on thine: we could fot ftali together, 
Inthe whole world, But yet Jet me iament 
With tears as Soveragin asthe blood of hearts, 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor, 
In top of all defign , my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion in the front of War, 
The Arm of mine own Body, and the heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle, that our Stars 
Unreconcileable, fhould divide our equalnefs to tizis. 
Hear me, good Friends, 
But I will tell you at fome meeter Seafon, 
The bufinefs of this man looks out of him, 
We’ll hear him what he fayes. 


Enter an JEgyptian. 


Whence are you? 
cAgyp. A poor £gyptian yet, the Queen my Miltris - 

Confin’d in all, fhe hasher Monument 2 

Of thy intents, defires, inftruction, 

That fhe preparedly may frame her felf 

Toth? way fhe’s forc’d to. 

Cej. Bid her have good heart, 

She foon fhall know of us, by fome of ours, 

How honourable, and how kindly we ,.,, 

Determine for her. For’ (efar cannot Jeaye to be ungentle 
-4igyp. Sothe gods preferve thee. (Exit, 
C: sf Come hither Proculeivs, go.and fay 

We purpofe her no fhame: give her what comforts 

The quality of her paflion fhall require ; 

Left in her greatnefs, by fome mortal ftroke 

She do defeat us. For her life in Rome 

Would be eternal in our triumph : go, 

And with your fpeedieft bring ts what the fayes, 

And how you find of her. 
Pro. Cefar, 1 fhall. [Eav Proculetus. 
Caf Gallus, go you along: where’s DolabeHa, to tecond 

Proculeius ? ; 
cAll. Dolabella. 

Cef) Let'him alone: for remember now 

How he’s employ’d: he fhallin.time be ready. 

Go with me to my Tent, where you fhall fee 
| How hardly I was drawn into this War, 
‘How calm and gentle I proceeded ftill. 

in allmy Writings. Go with me, and fee 
What I can fhew in this. lo [Exennt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras,and Mardian.: 


Cleo, My-defolation does begin to make 
A better life: ’Tis paltry to be Cefar: 
Not being fortune; he’s but fortunes knave, 
A minifter of her will: andsit is great, 
To dothat thing that ends all other deeds, 
Which fhackles accidents, and bolts up change ; 
Which fleeps, and never pallats more the.dung, 
The Beggar’s Nurfe, and: Cafars. 


Enter Proculeius. oxi rs 


Pra. Cefar fends greeting to the Queen of eZgypr, 
And bids thee ftudy on what fair demands, 


‘| Find caufe in Cefar., 


Lf yow ll employ me to bites fs LExit Proculeias. | 
ry) 


Thou mean’ft to have him grant thee. 

Cleo, . What's thy name ? 

Pro. My name 1s Proculeius. 

Cleo, Anthony 
Did tell.me of you, bad me truft you, but 
I do not.greatly careto be deceiv’d 
That have no ufe for trufting. If your Mafter 
Would have a Queen bis Beggar, you muft tell him, 
That Majefty, to keep decorum, mutt 
No lefs beg than a Kingdom : if he pieafe 
To give me conquer’d Egypt for my Son, 

He gives me fo much of mine own, as I 
Wiul kneel to him. wich thanks, 

Pre, Be of good, cheer: 
Y’are faln into a Princely hand, fear nothing, 
Make your full reference freely. tomy Lord, 
Who is full of Grace, that it flows over 
On all that need...seéme report to him 
Your {weet dependency, aud you fhallfind — 
A Conqueror that will pray in aid for kindnefs, 
Where he for Grace is kneel’d to, 

Cleo, Pray you tell him, , i isi 
| am his Fortunes Vaflal, and 1 fend him 
The greatnefs hehas got, I hourly learn 
A Dottrine of Obedience, and would gladly 
Look him i’ th’ Face. 

Pto. This Plereport (dear Lady) : 

Have comfort, for | know your plight is pitied 
Of bim that caus’d ite ee 

Char. You fee how eafily fhe may be furpris’d : 
Guard her till Cefar come. ' 

Jras. Royal. Queen. 

Char. Ob Cleopatra, thou art taken Queen, 

Cleo, Quick, quick, good: hands, 

Pro. Holdj.worthy Lady, hold:: 

Do not your felf fuch wrong, whoare in;this 
Reliev’d, but not betraid. 

(leo. What of death too that rids our dogs of languifh ? 

Pro. Cleopatra, do not abufe my Mafters bounty, by. 
Th’ undoing of your felf; Let the world fee, . 

His Noblenefs well acted, which your death, 
Will never let come forth... ~_ 

Ceo, Where art thou, Death? 4 * 
Come hither, come : Come, and take a Queeni.;, 
Worth many:Babes and, Beggars... hear vy 

Pro. Oh. temperance, Lady. mel 

Cleo, Sir, 1 will eat no meat,-1l’e not drink, Sir : 

If idle talk will once be neceflary,, 

’le not fleep neither, This mortal houfe I’le ruine; 

Do Cefur what he can. Know, Sir,that I 

Will not wait pinnion’d at your Mafter’s Court, 

Not once to-be chaftis’d with the fober eye 

Of dull Ufavia, Shallthey hoift.me up, 

And fhew me to the fhouting Varlotry 

Of cenfuring Rome? rathera ditch, in egypt, i>) 

Be gentle, grave, untome:, rather on Xdus mud 

Lay. nie ftark nak’d, and letthe water-Flies 
Blow me into abhorring : ,rather, make 263 
My Countreys high Pyramids my,Gibbet,..«); 
And hang me up in Chains, sy a:) (ow ; 


Pro. You do extend 9 faire | 


Thefe thoughts of horrour further than you halk. 


Enter Dolabella. 
Dolabella. Proculetwty > 95.5 : 
What thou haft done, my-Mafter .Cefar, knows, 
And he hath fent,for thee :, as for the Queea, 
le take her to my Guard. ' 

Proculeim. So, Dolabella, 

It fhall content me beft :.. be gentle to her : 
To Cafar | will {peak what you fhallpleafe, 


0 3 Cleo. 
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Cleo. Say. I would die. 

Dol, Mott Noble Emprefs, you have heard of me. 

Cleo. 1 cannot tell. ; 

Dol. Affuredly you know me. 

Cleo. No matter, Sit, what | have heard or known : 
You laugh when Boyes or Women tell their Dreams, 
Is’t not.your trick ? 

Dol. iunderftand not; Madam. 

Cleo. I dreamt there was an Emperour Anthony. 

Oh fuch another fleep, that 1 might fee 
But fuch another man. 

Dol, If it might pleafe ye. 
(leo. His face was as the Heavens, and therein ftuck 
ASun and Moon, which kept their courfe, and lighted 

The little oth’ Earth. 

Dol. Molt Sovereign Creature. 

(leo. His Legs beftrid the Ocean, his rear’d Arm 
Créited the World’: his Voice was' pfopertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends : 

But when he meant to quail, and fhake the Orb, 

He was as ratling Thunder. For his bounty, 

There was no Winter in’t, An Anthony it was, 
That grew the more by reaping : his delights 

Were Dolphin-like, they fhew’d his back above 
The Element they liv’din ; In his Livery 

Walk’d Crowns and Crownets: Realms and Iflands 
As plates dropt from his pocket. 

Dol, (leopatra. 

Cleo, Think you there was, 
As this I ‘dreamt of? * 

Dol. Gentle Madam, ‘no. 

Cleo, YouLye up to the hearing of the gods: 
But if there be, ‘or-evér were ‘one fuch,* 9 = 
Its paft the fize of dreaming :» Nature wants fluff 
To vy ftrange forms with’falicy, yet \t”itmagine: - 
An Anthony with Natotes ‘piece, "gait Fancy, 
Condemniag fhadows quite, . Pu JON. 

Dol; Hear'me, good Madam’ 
Your lofs is as your felf, great; and you'bear it 
As anfwering to the weightimenld | might never 
O’re-take purfu’d fuece 
By the rebound of your: 
My very heart at root. “" — 

Cleo. Ithank-you, Sits « 

‘Know you what Cefar meatis to do with me ? 
Dol. 1 am loth to tell Ee what, Twould you knew. 
qSont.da 3c¢ i 


or might be fuch a man 


Cleo, Nay; pray you, ‘Sirs 
Dol. Though he be honourable. : 
Cleo. HEH ‘lead ‘me'then in triumph. 
Dol. Madam, he will,1 know’t. 


Enter Proculeius; ‘Cefar, Gallus, Mecznas, 
and others of bis Train, 


All. Make way there, Cefar. 

Cef. Which is the Queen of Zzypr. 

Dol. It is the Emperour, Madam. 

Cef. Arife, you fhall not kneel: 

I pray you rife, a NE 

Cleo. Sir, the gods will have it thus, 
My Matter and my Lord I much obey. 

Caf. Take to you no hard thoughts, > 
The Record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our flefh, we fhall remember 
As things but done by ‘chance. 

Cleo. Sole Sir oth’ World, 

J cannot project mine own caufe fo,well 
Tomake ie clear, butdo confefs 1 have 
‘Been laden with like frailties; which before 
Have often fham’d our Sex. 


[Cleo. kneels. 


Caf. Cleopatra, know, e.. 
We will excenuate rather than inforce: -: 
If you apply your felf toour intents, 
Whichtowards-you are moft gentle, you fhall ‘find 


The Tragedy of | 


'/ Abenefit in this change, but if you feck 


To lay on mea Cruelty, by taking 

Anthony’s courfe, you fhall bereave your felf 

Of my good purpofes, and put your Children 

To that deftruétion which [ll guard them from, 
If thereon you rely. I’ll take my leave. 

Cleo, And may through all the World:tis yours,and we 
Your Scutcheons, and your figns of Conqueft fhall 
Hang in what place you pleafe. Here, my good Lord. 

Caf. You fhall advife me in all for Cleopatra, 

Cleo. This is the brief: of Money, Plate, and Jewels 
Iam poffeft of, ’tis exactly valued, 

Not petty things admitted. Whereas Selencus ? 

Sel, Here, Madam. 

Cleo. This is my Treafurer, Jet him fpeak (my Lord) 
Upon his peril, that I have referv’d 
To my felf nothing. Speak the truth, Selewcus, 

Sel. Madam, 1 -had rather feal my Lips, 

Than to my peril fpeak that which is not. 

Cleo, What have kept back ? 

Sel, Enough to purchafe what you have made known, 

Cef. Nay, blufh not, Cleoparra, 1 approve 
Your wifdom in the deed. 

Cleo. See Cafar » Oh behold, 

How pomp is followed : mine will now be yours, 
And fhould we fhift Eftates, yours would be mine, 
The ingratitude of this Seleucus, do’s 


1} Even make me wild. Oh Slave, of no more truft 


Than love that’s hir’d ? What, goeft thou back, thou fhalt 
Go back I watrantthee: but I'll catch thine Eyes 
Though they had Wings. Slave, Soul-lefs, Villain; Dog, 
O rarely bafe! - y 

Cef. Good Queen, let us entreat you. 

Cleo, O Cafar, what a wounding fhame is this, 
That thou vouchfafing here to vifit me, 
Doing the honour of thy Lordlinefs 


_| To one fo meek, that mine own Servant fhould 


Parcel the fumm of my difgraces, by 
Addition of his Envy! Say (good Cefar ) 


| That I fome Lady-trifles have referv’d, 
Immoment'toyes, things of fuch Dignity 


As we greet modern Friends withal, and fay 
Some Nobler Token I have kept apart 
For Livia and Oéfavia, to induce 
Their meditation, muft I be unfolded 
With one that I have bred: the gods! it {mites me 
Beneath the fall [have. Prethee go hence, 
Or I fhall fhew the Cynders of my fpirits 
Through th’ afhes of my chance: Wer’t thoua man, 
Thou would’ft have mercy on me. 
Cef. Forbear, Selencus. 
Cleo. Be it known, that we the greateft are mif-thought 
For things that others do: and when we fall, 
We anfwer others merits, in our names, 
Are therefore to be pittied. Y 
Caf. Cleopatra, 
Not what you have referv’d, nor what acknowledg’d 
Put we i’ th’ Roll of Conqueft : ftill be’t yours, 
Beftow it at your pleafure, and believe 
Cafar’s no Merchant to make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants fold, Therefore be cheer’d, 
Make not your thoughts your Prifons: No, dear Queen, 
For we intend fo todifpofe you, as 4 


| Your felf fhall give uscounfel : Feed, and fleep: a 


Our care and pitty is fo much upon you, a 
That we remain your Friend, and fo adieu. ; 
- Cleo. My Mafter, and my Lord. 
Cef. Notfo: Adieu. 
[Exeunt:Cefar, and bis train. 
Cleo. He words me, Girls, he words me, 


‘That I fhould not be noble to my-felf. 
‘\|But hark thee, Charmian. 


Tras. Finifh, good Lady, the bright day is done, 


|And we are for thedark.. 


Cleo. 


ieee mee 


} 
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Cleo, Hye thee again. © © . That kills and pains not ? fsiiGeborapels barf 
I have {poke already, and it is provided, Clown. Truly Ihave him: but I would not be the party 
Go put it to the hafte. that fhould defire you to touch him, -for his biting is ‘iG 

Char, Madam, I will. mortal : thofe that do die of it, do feldom or never | 

recover. 
Enter Dolabella. Cleo, Remember’ft thou any that have di?d on’t ? 
Clown. Very many Men and Women too. I heard of 

Dol. Where’s the Queen? one of them no longer than yefterday, a very honeft Wo- 

Char. Behold, Sir. man, but fomething given to lye, as a Woman fhould not 

Cleo. Dolabella. do, but in the way of honefty, how fhe died of the biting * 

Dol. Madam, as thereto fworn, by your command | of it, what pain the felt: Truly, fie makes a very good 
(Which my love makes Religion to obey) report oth’? Worm : but he chat wil! believe all that they 
[tell you this : Cefar through Syria fay, fhall never be faved by half that they do: but this is 
Intends his Journey, and within three dayes, mott fallible, the Worm’s an odd’*Worm. 

You with your Children will he fend before, Cleo. Get thee hence, farewel, 

Make your beft ufe of this. I have perform’d Ciowz. 1 with you all joy of the Worm, 

Your pleafure, and my promife. Cleo. Farewel. 
(teo. Dolabella, \ fhall remain your Debtor. Clown, You mutt think this (look you) that the Worm 
Dol. 1 your Servant : will dohis kind. 

Adieu, good Queen, I muft attend on Cefar. [Exit,| Cleo. 1, 1, farewel. 

Cleo, Farewel, and thanks. Clown. Look you, the Worm is not to be trufted. ‘but 
Now, Ira, what think’{t thou ? in the keeping of wife people: for indeed, there is no 
Thou, an -Aigyptian Puppet, fhalc be fhewn goodnefs in the Worm. 

In Rome as wellasl: Mechanick Slaves Cleo. Take no care, it fhall be heeded. 

With greafie Aprons, Rules, and Hammers fhall Clown. Very good: give it nothing I pray you, for it is 
Uplift us to the view. - In their thick breaths, not worth the feeding. Is 

Rank of grofs Diet, fhall we be enclouded, : Cleo, Will it eat me? e 

And fore’d to-drink their vapour. Clown. You muft not think Tam fo fimple, but I know | 

Iras. The gods forbid. the Devil himfelf will not eat a Woman : I know, that a 

Cleo. Nay, ’tismoftcertain; Tras: fawcy Lictors Woman is a difh forthe gods, if the Devil drefs her not, 
Will catch at uslike Strumpets, and fcall’d Rhimers But truly, thefe fame whorfon Devils do the gods great 
Ballad us outa tune, The quick Comedians harm in their Women: for in every ten that they make, 
Extemporally will {tage us, and prefent the Devils mar five, 

Our Alexandria Revels: Anthony Cleo. Well, get the gone, farewel: 

Shall be brought drunken forth, and I fhall fee Clown. Yes forfoothy, { with you joy oth’ Worm. PExit. 
Some fyeaking CleopatrayBoy my greatnefs Cleo, Give me my Robe, put on my Crown, I have 
ith? poiture of a Whore. Immortal longings in me. Now no more ; 

Tras. O the good gods! The juice of e4zypts Grape fhall moift his Lip. 

Cleo. Nay that’s certain. Yare, yare, good Jras, quick : methinks I hear 

Tras. Vilnever fee’t ; for lam fure my Nails | Anthony call: I fee him rowfe himfelf 
Are ftronger than mine Eyes. | To praife my Noble Act. I hear him mock 

Cleo, Why that’s the way to fool their preparation, | The luck of Cefar, which the gods give men 
And conquer their moft abfurd intents. To excufe their after wrath, Husband, I come: 

Now to that name, my courage prove my Title, 
Enter Charmian. Iam Fire, and Air; my other Elements 
I give no bafer life. So, have you done ? 
Now Charmian, . Come then, and take the laft warmth of my Lips. 
Shew me my Women like a Queen: Go fetch Farewel kind (barmian, Iras, long farewel. 
My beft Attires, I am again for (idius _» | Have I the Afpick in my Lips? Doft fall ? a 


To meet Mark Anthony. Sirrah Tras, go, If thou and Nature can fo gently part, 

(Now, noble Charmian, we'll difpatch indeed,) The ftroke of death is as a Lovers pinch, 

And when thou haft done this chare, I'll give thee leave | Which hurts, and is defir’d. Doft thou lic ftill ? 
To play till Doomf-day: bring our Crown, and all. If thus thou vanifheft, thou tell’{t the World 


[ef noife within. | It is not worth leave taking. 
Wherefore this noife ? Char. Diffolve thick Cloud and Rain, that I may fay, } 
The gods themfelves do weep. 
Enter a Guardfman. Cleo. This proves me bafe : 
If the proves the curfed Anthony, ; 
Guard. Here is arural Fellow, He'll make demand of her, and fpend that kifs 
That will not be deny’d your Highnefs prefence, Which is my Heaven to have. Come thou mortal wretch, 
He. brings you Figs. With thy fharp teeth this knot intrinficate, 
‘Clag. Let him come in. [Exit Guard{man. | Of life at once unty: Poor venemous Fool, 
How poor an Inftrument Be angry and difpatch. Ohcould’ft thoufpeak, _ 
{May do a noble deed: he brings me liberty : That I might hear thee call great Cefar Afs, unpolicied. 
My refolution’s plac’d, and ! have nothing Char. Oh Eaftern ftar. : 
Of Woman in me : Now from head to foot Cleo, Peace, peace : 
Iam Marble conftant : now the fleeting Moon Doft thou not fee my Baby at my Breaft, 
No Planet is of mine. That facks the Nurfe afleep. 
Char. O break! O break! : 
Enter Guardfman and Clown. (leo. As fweetas Balm, as foftas Air, as gentle. 
O Anthony ! Nay! will take thee too. ; 
Guard{. This is the Man, What fhould I ftay —— [Dies. | 
Cleo, Avoid and leave him. [Exit Guardfman.| Char. Inthis wild World ? So fare thee well: 
Haft thou the pretty Worm of 2V#us there, Now boaft thee Death, in thy pofleflion lies ee: 


° & 


164 The Tragedy of Anthony and Cleopatra. ; 


A Lafs unparaliel’d. Doway Windows clofe, 
And golden Phoebus never be beheld 

Of Eyesagain fo Royal: your Crowns away, 
Pil mend it, and then play --—— 


Enter the Guard rufiling im, and Dolabella. 


+ Guard, Where’s the Queen? 
Char. Speak foftly, wake her not. 
1, Cafar hath fent. 
Char. Too flow a Meflenger. 
Oh come apace, difpatch, | partly feel thee. 
1, Approach ho, 
All’s not well: Cafar’s beguil’d. 
2, There’s Dolabella fent from Cefar : 
1. What work ishere, Charman ? 
Is this well done ? : 
Char. Ws well done, and fitting for a Princefs 
Defcended of fo many Royal Kings. 
Ah Souldier! 


call him. 


Enter Dolabella. 


Dol. How goes it here ? 
2. Guard. All dead, 
Dol. Cafar, thy thoughts 
Touch their effedts inthis: thy felf art coming 
To fee perform’d the dreaded Aét which thou 
So fought’ft to hinder. . 


Enter Caefat and all bis Train, marching. 


‘All. Make way there, make way for (dar. 

Dol. Oh, Sir, you are too fure an Augurer : 
That you did fear, is done. 

Cafar, Braveft at the laft, 


I do not fee them bleed. 


[Charmian dyes. 


She levell’d at our purpofes, and being Royal _ 
Took her own way : the manner of her Deaths? 


rb si was laft with them ? 
1.Guard, A fimple Countryman,tha her Figs: 
This was his pe prairie gi. ‘ 
Caf. Poyfon’d then. 
1 Guard. OhCafar : 
This Coarmian liv’d but now, fhe ftood and fpake : 
I found her trimming up the Diadem, 
On her dead Miltrifs, tremblingly fhe 
And onthe fudden dropt, BIy die ots 
Cafar. Oh noble weaknefs : 
If they bad fwallowed poyfon, ’twould appear. 
By external fwelling : but fhe looks like fleep 
As fhe would catch another Anthony : 
In her ftrong toil of Grace. 
Dol, Here on her Breatt, 
There is a vent of blood, and fomething blown 
The like is on her Arm. ; 
1 Guard. This an Afpects trail 
And thefe Fig-leaves have flime upon them fuch 
As th’ Afpick leaves upon the Caves of Nile, 
Caf. Moft probable 
That fo fhe died: for her Phyfician tells me 
She hath purfu’d Conclufions infinite 
Of eafie ways to dye. Take.up her Bed, 
And bear her Women from the Monument, 
She fhall be buried by her Anthony. 
No Grave upon the Earth frall clip in it 
A pair fo famous: high events.as thefe 
Strike thofe that make them : and their ftory is 
No lefs in pitty, than his glory which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our Army fhall, 
In folemn fhew, attend this Funeral, 
And then to Rome. Come, Dolabella, fee 


High Order in this great Solemnity. _LExeunt onmes. 


THE 


T-HE i 


e 


TRAGEDY 


OF 


CYMBELINE 


~ @Aétus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter two Gentlemen. 


1 Gent. OU do not meet a man but frowns, 
Our blouds no more obey the Heavens 
Than our Courtiers : 
Still feem as do’s the Kings. 


2 Gent. But what’s the matter ? 


1. His Daughter, and the Heir of’s Kingdom (whom 


He purpos’d to his Wives fole Son, a Widow 
That late he married) hath referr’d her felf 
Unto a poor, but worthy Gentleman. She’s wedded. 
Her Husband banifh’d ; fhe imprifon’d, all 
Is outward forrow, though I think the King 
Be touch’d at very heart., 
2. None but the King ? t lat 
1. He that hath loft her too: fois the’Queen, 


‘| That moft defir’d the Match, But not a Courtier, 


Although they wear their faces to the bert. 
Of the Kings looks, hath a heart thatisnot ©: 
Glad at the thing they fcoul at. . i>! 

2. And why fo? , 

1. He that hath mifs’d the Princefs, is a thing 
Too bad, for bad report :,and he that hath hery: »: 
(I mean, that married her,} alack good man, 
And therefore banifh’d),is a.Creature, fuch,); + 
As to feek through the Regions of the Earth » 
For one, he likes; there, would be fomething failing 
In him, that fhould compare. : Ido not think, 
So fair an Outward, and fuch {tuff withia 
Endows aman, but = 

2. You fpeak him fair. ther 

1. ivextend him (Sir) wtf bimtelf; 


} Crufh him together, —s than unfold 


His meafure dully, clue fi 
2. What’s his name fad Bieth? 
1. Icannot delve him to-the'root': his Father 
Was call’d Sicillivs, who did join his honout 


| Againft the Romans, with Gefibelan, 


But had his Titles by Tenantiw, whom 
He ferv’d with Glory and admir’d Succefs : 


| So gain’d the Sur-addition, Leonatus. 
| And had (befides this Gentleman iff queftion) 


Two other Sons, who in the Wars 0’ th’ time 
Dy’d with their Swords in hand. . For which their Father 
Then old, and fond of iffue, took fuch forrow 

That he quit Being; andhisgentleLady ...» > | 
Big of this Gentleman (our Theam deceaft). .\ . , 


'| As he was born. The King he takes the Babe 


To his protection, calls him Posthumus Leonatus, 
Breeds him, and makes him of his Bed-Chamber, 
Puts to him all the Learnings that his time 


Could make hinrthe receiver of, which he took 


swe doair, faftas twas miniftred, 
And in’s Spring, became a Harveft: Liv’d in Court 
(Which rare it is f0.do) moft prais’d, moft lov’d, 
Afample to the youngef : to th’ more Mature, 

A glafs that feated them: and tothe graver, * - 

A Child that guided Dotards, To his Miftrifs, 

(For whom he now is banifh’d) her own price 

Proclaims how fhe efteem’d him; and his Vertue 


By her Election may be truly readj what kind of man he is, 


2. I honour him, even out of your report. 
But pray you tell me; is fhe fole Child to th’ King ? 
1. His only Child ? 
He had two Sons (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it) the eldeft of them, atthree years old 
i’ th’ fwathing Cloaths, theiother'from their Nurfery 


‘| Were ftoln, andtoithis hour; no guefsin knowledge 
-Which way they went. > 


2. How long is this ago ? 
1. Some twenty years: 
2. That a Kings Children fhould ‘be fo convey’d; 
So flackly guarded, ‘and the fearch fo flow 
That could not trace them 
1. Howfoere ’tis ftrange, adi 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh’d at: 
Yet is ittrue, Sir, 5 
. 2, Ido well believe you. 
1, We muftforbéar. _Heré:comes the Gentleman, 
The Queen, and Princefs. LExeunt, 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter the Queen, Pofthumus, and Imogen. 


Qu. No, be affir’d you fhall not: find me (Daughter) 
Aftér the flander of moft Step-Mothers, ‘i 
Evil-ey’d unto you.’ You’re my Prifoner,: but 

Your Gaoler fhall deliver you the Keys = 

That lock up your reftraint. For you, Pofthumus, 

So foon as I can win'th’ offended King; 

{ will be known your Advocate: marry yet 

The fire of Rage isin him, and ’twere good 


+1 You Iean’d unto his Sentence, with what patience « 


~ Your 


x r 
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1 am fenfelefs of your wrath; atouch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears, 
Cym. Paft Grace? Obedience ? 
Imo. Paft hope, and in difpair, that way paft Grace. 
Cym, That might’ft have had 
The fole Son of my Queen. i 
‘mo, O blefled that i might not : Pehofe an Eagle, 
And did P sn a Puttock, 
Cym. Thou took’{ta Beggar, would’ft have madem 
Throne, a Seat for bafenee : coe d 
Imo. No, I rather added a luftre to it. 
Cym. O thou vile one! 
Imo, Sir , 
It is your fault that I have lov’d Pofthumus : 
You bred himas my Play-fellow, andheis ~ 


Your wifdom may inform you. 
Poft, Pleafe your Highnefs, 
{I will from hence to day. 
Que. You know the peril : sg 
I’le fetch a turn about the Garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr’daffections, though the King 
Hath'charg’d you fhould-not fpeak together. _ LExit. 
Imo. O diflembling Curtefie ! How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where fhe wounds? My deareft Husband, 
I fomething fear my Fathers wrath, but nothing 
( Always referv’d my holy duty ) what 
His rage can do onme. You mutt be gone, 
And | fhall here abide the hourly fhot 
Of angry eyes: not comforted to live, 
But that there is this Jewel in the world, | 


That I may fee againy A man, worth any woman: over-buysme : 
Poft. My Queen, my Miftris: Almoft the fumm he payes. i 
O Lady, weep no more, left I give caufe Cym. What? art thou mad ? Mis, 


To be fufpected of more tendernelfs 

Than doth become a man. I willremain 

The loyall’ft husband, that did ere plight troth. 

My refidence in Rowe, at one Florio’s, 

Who to my Father was a friend, to me 

Known but by Letter, thither write (my Queen) 
And with mine eyes, Ple drink the words you fend, 
Though Ink be made of Gall. 


Imo. ‘Almoft, Sir: Heaven reftore me : wouldI were 
A Neat-herds Daughter, and my Lecnatus i 
Our Neighbour-Shepherds Son, igiee 


Enter Queen. 


Cym. Thou foolifh thing 5 
They were again together : you have done 
Not after our command. Away with her, 
And pen her up. 
Que. Befeech your patience: Peace, ; 
Dear Lady Daughter, peace. Sweet Soveraign, 
Leave us to our felves, and make your felf fome comfort 
Out of your beft advice.: 
Cym. Nay let her languifh 
A drop of bloud aday, and being aged 
Dye of this Folly. 


Enter Queen, 


Que. Be brief, | pray you: 
If the King come, I fhallincur, | know not 
How much of his difpleafare: yet-Vle move him 
To walk this way: 1 never do him wrong, 
But he do’s buy my injuries, to be friends, 
Payes dear for my offences. . 
Poft. Should we be taking leave = 
As long a term as yet we havetolive, 
The lothnefs to depart, would grow: Adieu. 
Imo, Nay, ftay a little:: 
Were you but riding forth toair your felf, 
Such parting were too petty. Lookhere (Love) 
This Diamond was my Mothers: take it (Heart) 
But keep it till you wooe another Wife, 
When /mogen is dead. 
Poft. How, how? Another ? 
You gentle gods, give me but'this I have, 
And fear up my embracements from a next, 
With bonds of death. Remain, remain thou here, 
While fenfe can keepit on: And {weeteft, faireft, 
As | (my poor felf ) did exchange for you - 
To your fo infinite lofs: foin our trifles 
I till winof you, For my fake wear this, 
It is a Manacle of Love, I’le place it 
Upon this faireft Prifoner. 
Imo, O the gods}! »* 
When fhall we fee again? 


(Exit. 
Enter’ Pifanio. 
Que. Fie, youmutt give qway: : vedeuld 
Here is your Servant. How now, 'Sir? What news? 
Pif. My Lord your Son, drew on my Mafter. 
Que. Hah! 
No harm I troft is done? 
Pifa. There might have been, 
But that my Mafter rather plaid, than fought, 
And had no help of Anger: they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand. ~ ‘ 
Que. 1 am very glad on’t. 
Imo. Your Son’s my Fathers Friend, he takeshis part _ 
To draw upon an Exile, O brave Sir, 
I would they were in Africk, both together, 
My felf by with a Needle, that I might prick - 
The goer back. Why came you from’your Mafter ? 
Pifa. On his command : he would not fuffer me 
To bring him tothe haven: left thefe notes 
Of what commands I fhould be fubject to, 
When’t pleafe you to employ me. 
Que. This hath beer 
Your faithful Servant : 1 dare lay mine honour 
He will remain fo. 
Pifa. Uhumbly thank your Highnefs. 
Que. Pray walk a while. — 
Imo, Abautifome half hour hence, 
Pray you fpeak with me, 
You fhall (at leaft ) gofee my Lord aboard. 
For this time leave me. L Exenat. | 


Enter Cymbeline, and Lords: 


Post, Alack, the King. 
Cym. Thou bafeft thing, avoid henge, from my fight : 
Ifafter this command thow fraught the Court 
| With thy unworthinefs, thoudyeft, Away, 
Thou’rt ‘poifon to my bloud. Ose 
Poft. The gods protect you, 
And blefs the good Remainders of the Court : 
I am gone. L Ext, 
Imo. There cannot bea pinch in death 
More fharp than this is. ot} 
Cym. O difloyal thing, 96 
That fhould’ft repair my youth, thou heap'it sre 
-Ayears age on me, ~ oy & 
Imo. 1 befeech you, Sir, 
Harm not yourfelf with your vexation, 


Scena Tertiae 


Enter Clotten, and two Lords. 


1. Sir, I would advifé' you to fhift a fhirt, the Vio- 
lence of Action ‘hath matle'you reek as a Sacrifice :’ where 
air 


air comes out, air comesin: there’s none abroad fo whol- 
fome as that. you vent. 
Clot. Af my Shirt were bloudy, then to hhift it. 
Have I hurt him ? 
2, No faith: not fo much as his patience. 
1. Hurt him ? His bodie’s a paflable Carkafs if he be not 
hurt. itis a through-fare for Steel if it be not hurt. 
2. His Steel was in debt, it went oth’ Back-fide the 
Town. 
Clot. The Villain would not ftand me. 
2. No, but he fled forward ftill, coward your face. 
1. Stand you ? you have Land enough of your own: 
But he added to your having, gave you fome ground. 
2. As many Inches, as you have Oceans (Puppies. ) 
Clot. 1 would they had not come between us, 
2. So would I, till you had meafur’d how long a fool 
you were upon the ground, 
Clot. And that fhe fhould love this fellow, and refufe me 
2. If it be afin to make a true election, {ite is d 
1. Sir, as ltold youalways; her Beauty and her Brain 
go not together. She’s a good fign, but I have feen fmall 
reflection of her wit. 
2. She fhines not upon Fools, left the reflection 
Should hurt her. 
Clot. Come, Ile to my Chamber: would there had been 
fome hurt done. 
2, I with not fo, unlefs it had been the fall of an Afs, 
which is no great hurt. 
Clot. Yow hl go with us? 
1. Ple attend your Lordship. 
Clot. Nay come, let’s go together. 
2. Well, my Lord. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Imogen, aud Pifanio. 


amn a. 


Imo, 1 would thou grew’ft unto the fhores oth’ haven, 
And queftioned’ft every Sail: if he fhould write, 
And I not have it, ’twere a Paper loft 
As offer’d mercy is: what was the laft 
That he fpake to thee? 

Pifa. It was his Queen, his Queen. 

Imo. Then wav’d his Handkerchief? 

Pifa. And kift it, Madam. 

Imo. Senfelefs Linnen, happier therein than I: 
And that was all? 

» Pifa. No,Madam: for fo long 

he could make me with his eyes, or ear, 
Diftinguifh him fromothers, hedidkeep 
The Deck, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the fits and ftirrs of ’s mind 

Could beft exprefs how flow his Soul fail’d on, 
How fwift his Ship. 

Imo. Thou fhould’ft have made him 
As little as a Crow, or lefs, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pifa. Madam, fo } did 

Imo. \ would have broke mine eye-ftrings; 
Crack’d them, but to look upon him, till the diminution 
Of fpace, had’ pointed him fharp as my Needle : 

Nay, followed him, till‘he had melced from 
The fmallnefs of a Gnat, to air : and then 
Have turn’d mine eye, and'wept. But, good Pifanio, 
When fhall we hear from him. 

Pifs. Be affur’d, Madam, 
With his next vantage. 

Imo. 1 did not take my leave of him, but had 
Molt pretty things to fay : Ere I could tell him 
How I[ would think on himat certain hours, 

Such thoughts, and fuch: Or I could make him {wear, 
The She’s of Jraly fhould not betray 
Mine Intereft, and his Honour: or have charg’d’ him 


~The Tradgedy of Cyribeline. 


relfé an eafie batt 


. 


At the fixth hour of Morn, at Noon, at Midnight 
T’encounter me with Orifons, for then 
[am in Heaven for him: Or ere I could, 

Give him that parting kifs, which I had fet 

Betwixt two charting words, comes in my Father, 
And like the tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 


Enter a Lady: 


Lady. The Queen ( Madam) 
Defires your highnefs Company. pee 

Imo, Thofe things 1 bid you do, get them difpatch’d, 
[ will attend the Queen. 


Pifa. Madam, 1 {hall. [ Exeunt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Philatio; tachimo, Frenchman, Dutch- 
man, and a Spaniard, 


Tach. Believe it, Sir, Thave feeh himin Britain ; he was 
then of a Crefcent; none expected to prove fo worthy, as 
fince he hath been allowed the name’of. But I could then 
havé look’d on hiifi, without the help of Admitation, 
though the Catalogue of his endowmients had been tabled 
by his-fide, and f to perufe him by Zeems. 

Phil. You {peak of him when he was lefs furnifh’d than 
now he is, with that which makes him both without and 
within. 

_ French. TY have feen himin France: we had very many 
theré; ould behold thé Sun, with as firm eyes as he. 

Tach. This matter of matrying his Kings Daughter , 
wheréif he muft bé'Weighed tather by her value, than his 
own, wotds him (I dotibt not) a great deal from the matter. 

French, And then his banifhment. — 

Tach. 1, and thé apptobation of thofe that weep this 
lamentable divotce undér het colours, are wonderfully to 
extend him, be it but to fortifie her judgement, which 
ty might lay flat, for taking a Beggar 
without Tefsquial ty. But how comes it, he is to fojourn 
with you ? how creeps acquaintance ? 

Phil. His father and f were Souldiers together to whom 
t have been often bound for no lefs than my life. 


Enter Pofthumus. 


Here comes the Britain. Let him be fo entertaimed a- 
mongft you, as fuits with Gentlemen of your knowing, toa 
{tranger of his quality. f befeech you all be better known to 
this Gentleman,whom f commend to you,asa Noble friend 
of mine. How worthy he is, I will leave to appear here- 
after, rather than ftory him in his own hearing. 

Fren, Sit, we have known together in Orleance. 

Poff, Since when I have been debter to you for courte- 
fies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay ftill. 

Fren. Sir, you oré-rate my poor kindnefs, I was glad | 
did atone my Countryman and you; it had been pitty you 


fhould have been put together, with fo mortal a purpofe, 


as then each bore, upon importance of fo flight and trivial 
a nature. 

Poft. By your pardon, Sir;1 was then a young Traveller, | 
rather, fhun’d to go even with what I heard, thanin my }; 
very action to be guided by others experiences: but upon | 
my mended judgement (if I offend to fay it is mended) my 
Quarrel wasnot altogether flight. = 

French. Faith yes,to be put tothe arbitrement of fwords, 
and by fuchtwo, that would by all likelihood have con- 
fourtded one the other, or have faln both. ee 

lach. Can we with manners, ask what was the diffe- 
rence? ie 

Fren. Safely, 1 think, "twas a contention in publick, 


which may (without contradiction) fuffer the report. It 
Was 
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was much alike an agrument that fell out laft night, | Poff. L will wage againft your Gold, Goldto it : My 
where each of us fell in praife of our Country-Miftreffes, | Ring | hold dear as my finger, ’tis part of it. 


This Gentleman,at that time vouching (and upon warrant 


Tach. You are a friend, and therein the wifer : if you 


of bloudy affirmation) his to be more Fair, Vertuous, Wile, buy Ladies flefh at.a Million a Dram, you cannot preferve 


Chaft, Conftant, Qualified, and lefs attemptible than any, 
the rareft of our Ladies in France. 

Jach. That Lady is not now living; this Gentleman’s 
opinion by this worn out. 

Poft, She holds her Vertue ftill, and I my mind. 

Jach. You mutt not fo far preferr her, "fore ours of 
Italy. 

Poft Being fo far provok’d asL.wasin France: I would 
abate her nothing, though I profefs my, felf her Adorer, 
not her Friend. , 

Tach: As fair, and as good:.a kind of hand in hand 
comparifon, had been fomething too fair, and too good for 
any Lady in Britany : if fhe went before others. I have feen, 
as that Diamond of yours out-lufters many I have beheld. 
I could not believe fhe excelled many : but I have not feen 
the moft precious Diamond that is, nor you the Lady. 

Poff. \ prais’d her, as I rated her :,fo do I my ftone. 

Tach. What do you elteem it at ? 

Poft. More than the. world enjoys. 

Iach. Either your, unparagon’d Miltris is dead, or,fhe’s 
out-priz’d by a trifle. 

Poft. You are miftaken : the one may be. fold or given, 
or if there were wealth enough for the. purehaces, or merit 
for the gift. The other is not a thing for fale, andjonly the 
gift of the gods. 

Tach. Which the gods have given you ? 

Poft. Which by their Graces I will keep. ) 

Tach. You may wear her in title yours: but you know 
ftrange Fowle light upon neighbouring Ponds, Your Ring 
may be ftoln too, fo your brace of unprizeable Eftimations, 
the one is but frail, and the other. Cafual, ;A cunning Thief, 
ora (that.way ) accomplifh’d Courtier, would, hazzard 
the winning both of firftanddafh...4- 9, 

Poft. Your Italy, contains none fo accomplifh’d a Cour- 
tier to convince the honour of my Miftcis,: if in the hol- 
ding or lofsof that, you term her frail, I do nothing doubt 
you have {tore of Thieves, notwithftanding | fear not'my 
Ring. ; 

Phil, Let us leave here, Gentlemen... . 

Poft. Sir, with all my heart, This worthy Signior | 
ag him, makesno ftranger of me, weare familiar at 

rft. 

Iach. With five times fo much cenverfation, I fhould 
get ground of your fair Miltris, make her go back, even 
to the yielding, had 1 admittance. and opportunity to 
Friend. ) 

Poff. No, no. 

Jach. 1 dare thereupon pawn the moyety of my Eftate, 
to your Ring,which in my opinion or-evalues it fomething : 
but [ make my wager rather againft your Confidence, than 
her Reputation,. Andto bar your offence herein too,{ durft 
attempt it again{t any Lady in the world. 

Poff. You are a great deal abus’din toobold a per- 
fwafion, and I doubt not you fuftain what y’are worthy of, 
by your Attempt. 

Tach. What's that ? 

Poft, ARepulfe, though your Attempt (as you call it ) 
deferves more ; a punifhment too, 

Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too fud- 
denly, let it dye as it was born, and I pray you be better 
acquainted. - 

Jach. Would I had pnt my Eftate, and my Neighbours 
on th’ approbation of what I have fpoke. 

Po/t. What Lady would you choofe to affail ? 

Jach, Yours, whom in conftancy you think ftands fo 
fafe. I will lay youten thonfand Duckets to your Ring, 
that commend me tothe Court where your Lady is, with 
no more advantage than the opportunity of a fecond con- 
ference, and I will bring from thence, that honour of hers, 
which youimagine fo referv’d. 


it from tainting; but I fee you have fome;Religion in you, 
that you fear. 


Poft, Thisis but a cuftom.in your tongue: you bear a 
graver purpofe I hope. 


Tach, 1 am the Matter of my fpeeches,and would under- 
go what’s fpoken, I fwear. 

Poff. Will you? 1 fhall but lend my Diamond till your 
return: letchere be Covenants drawn between’s. My 
Miltris exceeds in goodnefs the hugenefs of your unworthy 
things. [dare youtothis match: here’s my Ring. 

Phil. 1 will have it no lay. 

Jach, By the gods it is one ; if L bring you no,fufficient 
Teftimony that I have enjoy’d the deareft bodily part of 
your Miftris: my ten thoufand Ducketsare yours, fo is 
your Diamond too: if I come off, and leave her in fuch 
honour as you have truft in: She your Jewel, this your 
Jewel, and my Gold are yours ; provided | have your,com- 
mendation, for my more entertainment. 

Poft, 1 embrace thefe Conditions, let.us have Articles 
betwixt us: only thus far you fhall anfwer, if you make 
your voyage upon her, and give me directly tounderftand, 
you have prevail’d, lam no further your Enemy, fhe isnot 
worth our debate. If fhe remain unfeduc’d, you not 
making it appear otherwife: for your ill opinion, and 
th’ aflault you have made to her chaftity, you fhall anfwer 
me with your Sword. 

Jach, Your hand,a Covenant : we will'have thefe things 
fet down by lawful Counfel, and ftraight away for Britaim, 
left the Bargain fhould catch cold, and ftarve: will fetch 
my Gold, and have our two Wagers recorded, 

Poft. Agreed. 

French, Will this hold, think you. 

Phil. Signior Jachimo will not from it. 


Pray let us follow ’em. [Exeunt, 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius. ; 


Que. Whiles yet the dew’s on ground 

Gather thofe Flowers, 

Make halt. {Who has the note of them? ~ 
Lad. | Madam. ' 
Que. Difpatch. [éxeunt Ladigl 

Now Mafter Doctor, have you brought thofe drugs : 
Cor. Pleafeth your hignefs,1: here they are, Madam: 

But I befeech your Grace, without offence 

(My Confcience bids.me ask ). wherefore you have 

Commanded of me thefe moft poifonous Compounds, 

Which are the movers of a Janguifhing death : 

But though flow, deadly. 

we. 1 wonder, Doctor, 

Thou ask’ft me fuch a Queftion; have I not been 

Thy Pupill long? haft thou not learn’d me how 

To make Perfumes? Diftil? Preferve? Yea fo, 

That our great King himfelf doth wooe me oft 

For my Confeétions ? having thus far proceeded, 

(Unlefs thou think’ft me devilifh ) is it not meet 

That I did amplifie my judgement in 

Other Conclufions? 1 will try the forces 

Of thefe thy Compounds, on fuch Creatures.as 

We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 

To try thevigour of them, and apply 

Allayments to their Act, and by them gather 

Their feveral vertnes, and effects, ® 
Corn. Your highnefs 

Shall from this practice, but make hard your heart: 

Befides, the feeing thete effects will be 


Both 
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Both noyfome and infectious. 
Qu. O content thee. 


Enter Pifanio, 


Here comesa flattering Raftal, upon hint 
Will I firt work: He’s for his Mafter, 
And Enemy tonty Son. How now, Pifanio ? 
Doctor, your fervice for this time is ended; 
Take your own way. 

Cor. 1 do fufpect you, Madam. 
But you fhall do no harm. 

Qu. Hark thee a word. 

Cor. 1 do not like her. She doth think fhe has 
Strange ling’ring poifons: I do know her fpirit, 
And will not truft one of her malice, with 
A drug of fuch damn’d Nature. Thofe fhe has, 
Will ftupefie and dull the Senfe a while, 
Which firft (perchance) fhe’ll prove on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward up higher : but there is 
No danger in what thew of death it makes, 
More than the locking up the Spirits a time, 

o be more frefh, reviving. She is fool’d 

With a moft falfe effect: and I the truer, 
So to be falfe with her. 

Qu. No further fervice, Doctor, 
Until I fend far thee. 

Cor. 1 humbly take my leave. 
Se Weeps the ftill (faift thou ?) 
Do’ft thou think in time 
She will not quench, and let inftruétions enter 
Where folly now poffefles? do thou work: 
When thou fhalt bring me word fhe loves my Son, 


LExit. 


‘| Piltell thee on the inftant, thou art then 


As great as is thy Mafter: Greater, for 
His Fortunes all lie fpeechlefs, and his name 
Is at laft gafp. Retnrn he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is: to thift-his being, 
Is to exchange one mifery with another, 
And every day that comes, comes to decay 
A dayes work in him. What fhalt thou expect 
To be depender of a thing that leans ? 
Who cannot be new built, nor has no Friends 
So much, as but to prop him? Thou tak’ft up 
Thou know’ft not what: But take it for thy labour, 
It isa thing I make, which hath the King 
Five times redeem’d ftom death. 1 do not know 
What is more Cordial, Nay I prethee take it, 
Ig is an earneft of a farther good 

hat I mean tothee. Tell thy Miftrifs how 
The cafe ftands with her: do’t, as from thy felf: 
Think what a chance thou changeft on, but think 
Thon haft thy Miltrifs ftill, to boot, my Son, 
Who fhall take notice of thee. I’ll move the King 
To any fhape of thy Preferment, fuch ; 
As thou'lt defire: and then my felf, I chiefly, 
That fet thee on to this defert, am bound Se 
To load thy merit richly. Call my Women. [Exit Pifanio. 
Think on my words, A flye, and conftant Knave, 
Not to be fhak’d: the Agent for his Matter, 
And the Remembrancer of her, to hold ? 
The hand faft to her Lord. I have given him that, 
Which if he take, fhall quite unpeople her 
Of Leidgers for her Sweet : and which hhe after, 
Except fhe bend her humour, fhall be aflur’d 
To tafte of too, . 


i Enter Pifanio, and Ladies. 


Ped 


So, fo: well done, well done: 

The Violets, Cow/flips, and the Prime-Rofes 

Bear to my Cloflet: Fare thee well, Pifanio, 

Think oa my words. 
Fifz. And fhall do: 


LExie Queen, and Ladies. |He’s ftrange and peevith. 
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But when to my good Lord, I prove untru 
Vilchoak my felf: there’s all Pl do for your 


(Exit. 
Scena Septima. 
Enter Imogen alone: 


imo. A Father cruel, and a Stepdame falfe, 
A Foolith Suiter to.a Wedded Lady, 
That hath her Husband banifh’d : O, that Husband, 
My fopream Crown of grief, and thofe repeated 
Vexations of it. Had | been Thief-ftoln, 
As my two Brothers, happy: but moft miferable 
Is the defire that’s glorious. Blefled be thofe 
How mean fo ere, that have their honeft wills, 
Which feafons comfort. Who may this be? Fie. 


Enter Pifanio, and Jachimo. 


Pifa. Madam, a Noble Gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters, 

fach, Change you, Madam! 
The Worthy Leonatus is in fafety, 
And greets your Highnefs dearly. 

Imo, Thanks, good Sir, 
You’re kindly welcome. 

Fach. Allof her, that is out of door, moft rich : 
If the be furnifh’d with a mind fo rare, 
She is alone th’ Arabian-Bird; and ] 
Have loft the wager. Boldnefs be my Friend : 
Arm me Audacity from head to foot, 
Or like the Parthian I fhall flying fight, 
Rather dire¢tly flye 


Imogen reads. 
He is one of the Nobleft note, to whofe kindneffes 1 am most 
infinitely tyed, Reflect upon him accordingly, a you value 
your trujt. Leonatus. 


So far I read aloud. 

But even the very middle of my heart 

Is warm’d by th’ reft, and take it’ thankfully, 
You are as welcome (worthy Sir) as I 

Have words to bid you, and fhail find it fo 
in all that I can do, 

Fach. Thanks, faireft Lady: 

What are men mad ? hath Nature given them Eyes 
To fee this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop 

Of Sea, andLand, which candiftinguith ’twixt 
The fiery Orbes above, and the twinn’d Stones 
Upon the'tfimber’d Beach, and can we not 
Partition make with Spectacles fo pretious 

’Twixt fair, and foul 2 

/mo. What makes your admiration? 

Fach, It cannot be’ th’ Eye: for Apes, and Monkeys 
’Twixt two fuch She’s, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mowes the other. Nori’? th’ judgment : 
For Ideotsin this cafe of favour, would 
Be wifely definit: Nor in the Appetite. 

Sluttery to fuch neat Excellence, oppos’d 
Should make defire vomit emptinefs, 
Not fo allur’d to feed. 
Imo, What is the matter trow? 
Fach. The Cloyed will, 
That fatiate yet unfatisfi'd defire, that Tub 
Both fill’d and running: Ravening firft the Lamb; 
Longs after for the Garbage. 

Imo. What, dear Sir, 

Thus rap’s you? Are you well? ; 
ach. Thanks, Madam, well: Befeech you, Sir, 
Defire my Man’s abode, where I did leave him : 


Pifa. | was going, Sir, 
’ pp To d 
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To give him welcome. 

Imo. Continues well my Lord ? 
His health,befeech you? — 
Fach. VVell, Madam. ; 
Tmo. Is he dispos'ato mirth ? T hope he is. 
zach. Exceeding pleafant : none a ftranger there, 
So merry, and fo gamefome : he is.call’d 
The Britaix Reveller. 
Imo, When he was here ; 
‘He did incline to fadnefs, and oft times: 
Not krowing whys? © : 
Fach. never faw him fad. 
There is a Frenchian his Companion, one 

An eminent Monfiettr that it feems much loves 
A Gallian-Girkat home. He Furnaces” Mes 
The thick fides fromhim 5 whiles the jolly Britaen, 
(Your Lord J mean) Janghs from’s free Lungs: cries ob, 
Can my fides hold, to think that man who knows 
By Hiftory, Report, of his own proof 
What Woman is, yea what fhe cannot choofe 
But mult be :. will’s free hours languifb, 

For aflured Bondage ? 

Imo. Will my Lord fay fa? . 


%ach. 1 Madam, with bis Eyes in flood with laughter, | In your defpight, upon your Purfe: revenge it, . " 


It is a Recreation to be by 
Aad hear him mock the Frenchman : 
But Heavens know fome men are much too blame. 
Imo. Not he, Lhope. 
Fach. Not he. ‘ 
| But yet Heavens bounty towards him, might 
Be us’d more.thankfully. In biméelf tis much 5 
In you which I account his beyond all Talents, 
Whilft 1am bound to wonder, 1 am bound 
To pitty too. 

Imo. What do you pitty, Sir? 

Fach. Two Creatures heartily. 

Imo. Am I one, Sit? 36, 
Yow look on me; what wrack difeern yousn me 
Deferves your pitty? 

yack. Lamentable: what 
To hide me from the radiant Sun, 
1? th? Dungeon by a Sufi? 

Imo, 1 pray you, Sit, 

Deliver with more opennefg your Anfwers 
To my demands. Why do you pitty me? 

Fach. That others do 
(I was about to fay) enjoy your ——— but 
itis an office of the gods to vengeit, 

Not mine to {peak on’t. 

Ino. You do feem to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me; pray you 
Since doubting things go illeeften hurts more 
Than to be fure they do, For Certaintics 
Either are paft remedies; or timely knowing, 
The remedy, then born. Difcover to me 
What both fou fpur and ftop. 

Fach, Had I this'Cheek 
To bath my Lips upon: this Hand, whofe touch, 
(Whole very touch) would force the feelers Soul 
Toth? Oath of Loyalty, This object, which 
Takes Prifoner, the wild motion of mine Eye, 
Fixing it only here, fhould | (damn’d then) 
Slaver with Lips as common as the ftairs 
‘That mount the Capitol: join gripes, with hands 
Made hard with hourly #{alfhood (as 
With labour ;) than by: peeping iman Eye 
Bafe and illuftrions as the fmoaky light 
That’s fed with ttinking Tallow : it. were 
That all the Plagues of Hell fhould at one time = 
Encounter fuch revolt. 

Imo, My Lord, I fear 
Has forgot Britain. ai 

Fach. And himfelf, not 1 . 

Inclin’d to this intelligence, pronounce 


and folace 


.| To try your taking, of.a falfe report, which hath 


enn re mamma 
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rc ielammttbiaaats ec secaaccalimataii 
Tne Beggery of his change : but tis, your Graces 
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That from my muteft Confcience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out, 

Imo. Let me hear no,more. 

Fach. O deareft Soul: your Caufe doth ftrike my heart 
With pitty, that.doth make me fick. A Lady 5 
So fair, and faftned to an Empery : 
Would make the great’{t King double, to be partner’d., 
With Tomboyshir’d, with that felfexbibition - 4), G 
Which your own Coffers yield: with difeas’d. ventures: ,,’ 
That play with all infirmities'for Galdtyadiitou " 
Which rottennefs can lend Nature, SuchboyPdftul . 
As well might poifon Poifon, Be reveng’dy) :{.. fi ty 
Or fhe that bore you, was,no. Queen, and you. <3 
Recoil from your great Stock, |.» ; 

Imo. Reveng’d: * sh 
How fhould I be reveng’d ? if this be true, 

(As I have fuch a heart, that both mine Ears 
Mutt not in hafte abufe,) if it,be true, : 
How fhallI be reveng’d? 5 BT , 

Fach. Should.he make me AY tanh ai : 
Live like Diana’sPrieft, betwixt cold fheets 3, , 
Whiles he is vaulting variable Ramps 


I dedicate my felf to your {weet pleafure, 
More Noble than that runpagate to your Bed, 
And will continue faft to your Affection, 
Still clofe, as fure. 
Imo. What ho, Pifanio ? 
Fach, Let my fervice tender on your Lips. 
Imo. Away, 1 do condemn-mine Ears, that have: 
So long attended thee, If thou wert honourable 
Thou wouldft have told this tale for Vertue, not 
For fach an end thou feek’it, as bafe, as ftrange = 
Thou wrong’ft a Gentleman,, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour + an 
Solicit’ft here a Lady, that difdains 
Thee, and the Devilalike., What ho, Pifanio ? 
The King my Father fhall be made acquainted 
Of thy Affault + if he fhall think it fi, 
A fawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart ,(-¢ tb dnvta 
As iss Romih Stew, and to expound bargain — 
His beaftly mind tous, he hath a Court 
He little cares for, and Daughter, whom 
He not refpedts at all. What ho, Pifanio ? 
zach. O happy Leonatus, I may fay, 
The credit that thy Lady hath of thee 
Deferves thy truft, and thy moft perfect goodncfs 
Her affur’d credit, bleffed live you long, @ 
A Lady to the worthietft Sir, that ever 
Country call’d his ; and you his Miftrifs, only 
For the moft worthiett fit. Give me your pardon, 
I have fpoke this to know if your Affiance 
Were deeply rooted, and fhall make your Lord, 
That which he is, new ore ; and he is one 
The trueft manner’d: fuch a holy Witch, 
That he inchants Societies into him = 
| Half all mens hearts are his. ' 
Imo. Youmake amends. 
Fach. He fits amongft men, like a defcended god : 
He hath a kind of honour fets him o 
More than a mortal feeming. Be not angry 
(Molt mighty Princels). that I have adventur’d 


Hohour’d with confirmation your great judgment, 

In the Eleétion of a Sir, fo rare, 

Which you know, cannot erre. The Love I bear him, 

Made me to fan you thus, but the gods made you 

(Unlike all others ) haffiefs, Pray your Pardon. 
Imo. A\l’s well, Sit :™* hob fi Le 

Take my power i’ th’ Court for Yours. 
%ach. My bumble thanks; I had almoft forgot 

T’ intreat your Grace, but ina fmall requett, 


| Aud yet of moment too, for it concerns 
; Your 


Your Lord, my felf, and other Noble Friends 
Are Partners inthe bufinefs. 

Imo. Pray what is’t ? 

Fach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your Lord 
(The beft Feather of our Wing) have mingled fumms 
To buy a Prefent for the Emperour : 

Which I (the Factor for the reft) have done 

In France: ’tis Plate of rare device, and Jewels 
Of rich and exquilite form, their values great, 
And [ am fomething curious, being ftrange; 

To have them in fafe ftowage: May it pleafe you 
To take them in protection. 

Imo, Willingly : 

And pawn mine honour for their fafety, fince 
My Lord hath intereft in them, I will keep them 
In my Bed-Chamber. 

Fach. They are in a Trunk 
Attended by my men: I will make bold 
To fend them to you, only for this night : 

I muft aboard to morrow. 

Im. O no, no. 

Fach. Yes, 1 befeech you: or I thall fhortmy word 
By length’ning my return. From Gallia, 
I croft the Seas on purpofe,; and on promife 
To fee your Grace. 

Imo. (thank you for your pains: 
But nat away to morrow. 

Fach. O, | muft Madam. 

Therefore I fhall befeech you, if you pleafe 
"To greet your Lord with writing, do’t to night, 
I have out-ftood my time, which is material 
To th’ tender of our Prefent. 

Imo. \ will write: 

Send your Trunk to me, it fhall be fafe kept, 
And truly yielded you: you’re very welcome. — [Exeunt. 


Aéius Secundus. Scena Prima. 
Enter Clotten, and the two Lords. 


As there ever man had fuchluck? when I kift 
the Jack upon an up.caft, to‘be hit’away ? } 

had an hundred pound on’t'; and then a whorfon Jack-an- 
Apes, muft take me up for fwearing, as if borrowed mine 
Oaths of him, and might not fpend them at my pleafure. 

1. What got he by that?. you have broke his pate with 
your Bowl. 

2. If his wit had been like/him that broke'it : it would 
have run all out. 

Clot. When a Gentleman is difpofed to fwear: it is not 
for any ftanders by to curtail his Oaths. Ha? 

2. No, my Lord; nor crop the Ears of them. 

Clot. Whorfon Dog: I'give him fatisfaction ? 
he ‘had ‘been one of my Rank. 

2. To have fmelt like a Fool. 

Clot. 1 am not vext more at any thing in the Earth: “a 
Pox on’. I had rather not be fo Noble as Jam: they dare 
not fight with me,becaufe of the Queen’ my Mother : every 
Jack-flave'hath his belly full of fighting, and 1 muft go 
up and down like aGock, that no body can match. 

2. You are a Cock and a Capon too,’ and you crow 
Cock, with jyour comb on. 

Clot. Sayeft thou? -"»! 

2. It is not fit your Lordfhip fhould undertake every 

Companion, that you give offence to. 
| ‘Cot. No, 1 know that: but it:is fit 1 fhould commit 
offence to my inferiours. 
/ 2.15 it is fit for your Lordfhip only. 
Clot. Why fo I fay. ' 
1. Did you hear of a Stranger that’s cote to Court to 
Night ? ET 


Clot. 


would 
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To your protection f commend me, gods, - 


| And be het fenfe but as a Monument, 


| As flippery as the Gordian-Knot was hard. 


Clot, A Stranger, ‘and I not know on’t ? 
2. He’sa ftrange Fellow himfelf, and knows it not. | 
1, There’s an Italian come, and ’tis thought one of | 
Leonatus Friends. 
Clot. Leonatws? A banith’d Rafcal; and he’s another | 
wherefoever he be. Who told youof thisStranger? | 
¥, One of your Lordfhips Pages, 
Clot. It is fit L went to look upon him ? Is there no de- 
rogation in’t ? : 
2.. You cannot derogate, my Lord. 
Clot. Not eafily.[ think. . ti 
2. You are a Fool granted, therefore your Iffues being 
Foolith, do not derogate. 
Clot, Come, PH go fee this Italian : what I have loft 
today at Bowls; I'll win to night of him. Come: go, 
2. Vil attend your Lordhhip. Exit. 
That fuch a crafty Devil as. is his Mother, 
Should yield the World this Afs: a Woman, that 
Bears all down with her Brain, and this her Son, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 
And leave eighteen. Alas poor Princefs 
Thou divine /magen, what thou endur’ft, . 
Betwixt a Father by thy Stepedame govern’d, 
A Mather hourly coining Plots: A Wooer; 
More hateful than the foul expulfion is 
Of thy dear Husband, than that horrid A& 
Of the divorce, he’ld makethe Heavens hold:firm 
The Walls of thy dear ee hs Keep unfhak’d 
That Temple thy fair mind, that thou maift ftand 
T’ enjoy thy banifh’d Lord: and this great Land. [Exenzr, 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Imogen, in ber Bed, and. a Lady. 


Imo. Who’s there? my VVoman Helen ? 
Lady. Pleafe you, Madam, 
Imo. VV hat hour is it ? 
Lady. Almoft midnight, Madam. 
~ Imo, I have read three hours then: 
Mine Eyes are weak, 
Fold down the Leaf where [have left: to Bed 
Take not away the Taper, leave it burning: 
And if thou canft awake by four o’ th’ Clock, 
I prithee callme : Sleep hath feiz’d me wholly, 


From Fairies, and the Tempters of the night, 
Guard me, befeech ye. [Sleeps. 
cS \. [Jachimo fromthe Trunk, 

Fach. The Crickets fing, and mans ore-labour’d fenfe, 

Repairs it felf by:reft :: Our Tarquin thus 

Did foftly prefs the Rufhes, ere he waken’d 

The Chaltity he wounded. Cytherea, 

How bravely thou becom’ft'thy Bed ; frefh Lilly; 

And whiter thanthe Sheets? that I might touch, 

But kifs, one kifs. Rubies unparagon’d, 

How dearly they do’t:  ’Tis her breathing that 

Perfumes the Chamber thus: the flame o’ th’ Taper 

Bows toward her, and would under-peep her lids. 

To fee th’ inclofed Lights, now Canopied 

Under the VVindows, VVhiteand Azure lac’d 

VVith Blue of Heavens own tinct, but my defign’s 

To note the Chamber, I will write all down, 

Such, and ‘fuch Pitures: there the VVindow, ‘fuch 

Th’ adornment of her Bed ; the Arras, ‘Figures, 

Why fuchy and fach: and the Contents o* th’ Story. 

Ah, but fome natural notes about her Body,” 

Above ten thoufand meaner Moveables 

VVould teftifie, t? enrich mine Inventory. 

O fleep, thot! Ape of Death, lye doll upon her, 


Thus in a Chappel lying. Come off, come off; 
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Tis mine, and this witnels eutwardly, 

As ftrongly as the Confcience do’s within : 

To th’ madding of her Lord. Onher. left breft 

A mole Cinque-fpotted: Like the Crimfon drops 

? th’ bottom of a Cowllip. Heresa Voucher, 
Stronger chan ever Law could make+ thisSecret 
Will force him think I have pick’d the lock, and t’ane 
The treafure of her honour. No more: to what end ? 
Why fhould I write this down, that’s rivetted, 

Screw’d to my memofy. _ She hath been reading late, 
The Tale.of Terus, here the leaf’s turn’d down 

Where Philomele gave up. I have enough, — 

To th? Trunk again, and fhut the fpring of it. j 
Swift, fwift, you Dragons of the night, that dawning 
May bear the Ravens Eye: | lodge in fear, . 
Though this a Heavenly Angel: Hell ishere. [Clock firikes. 
One, two, three: time, time. LExit. 


Scena ‘Tertia. 
Enter Clotten, end Lords. 


1. Your Lordhhip is the molt patient man in lofs, the 
moft coldeft that turn’d up Ace. 

Clot. It would make any man cold to loofe. 

1, But not every man patient, afterthe noble temper 
of your Lordhhip; You are moft'hor, and furious when 
you win. ’ 

Clot. Winning will put any man into Courage: if I 
could get this foolifh Jwogen, | fhould have Gold enough : 
it’s almoft Morning, is’t not? 

1. Day, my Lord, 

Clot. Y would this Mufick would come: I am advifed 
to give her Mufick a Mornings, theyfay it will penctrate. 


Enter Moficians, 


Come on, tune: if you can penetrate here with your Fin- 
‘| gering, fo: we'll try with tongue too+ if none will do, 
let her remain: but P' never give o’re. Firlt, a very ex- 
cellent good conceited thing , after a wonderful fweet 
air, with admirable rich words to it, and then let her 
confider. 


~ Song. 
Hark, hark, the Larkjat Heavens Gate fings, 
and Phoebus ’gins.arife, 


His Steeds to water at thofe Springs 
on chalic’d Flowers that les : 
And winking Mary buds begin to ope their Golden Eyes 
With every thing that pretty is, my Lady fwest arife: 
Arife, arife. 


So, get you gone: if this penetrate, I will confider your 
Mofick the better: if it do not, it isa voice in her Ears 
which Horfe-hairs, and Calves-Guts , nor the voice of 
unpaved Eunwch to boot, can never amend. 


Enter Queen and Cymbcline. 


2. Here comes the King. 

Clot. Tam glad 1 wasup fo late, for that’s the reafon 
I was up foearly: he-cannat choofe but take this Service 
} havedone, Fatherly, Good morrow to your Majelty,and 
gracious Mother, 

Cym. Attend you here the door of our ftern Daughter. 
Will fhe not forth? 

Clot. 1 have affail’d her with Muficks, but fhe vouch- 
fafes no notice. 
__ (ym, The Exile of her Minion is too new. 
| She hath not yet forgot him, fome more time 
Mutt wear the print of his remembrance om’t, G1 
And then fhe’s yours, ores 
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Their Deer to’ th’ ftand o’ th’ Stealer; and *tis gold 


Can it not do, and undo: I will make 
One of her Women Lawyer to me, for 


Than fome whofe Taylors are as. dear as yours, 
Can juftly boaft of: what’s your Lordthips pleafure ? 


Sell me your good report. 


Should learn (being taught) forbearance. 


Qu. You are moft bound to th’ King, 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his Daughter : frame your felf 
To orderly folicits, and be friended 
With aptnefs of the feafon: make denials 
Encreafe your fervices: fo feem, asif 
You were infpix’d to do thofe duties which 
You tender. toher : that you inall obey her. 
Save when command to your difmiflion tends, 
And therein you are fenfelefs, . 
Clot. Senfelefs? Not fo. . 
eMe¢. So like you (Sir) Amabafladors from Rome; 
The one is Cains Lucia. 
Cym. A worthy Fellow, 
Albeit he comes on angry purpofe now ; 
But that’s no fault of his: we mult receive him 
According to the honour of his Sender, 
And towards himfelf, his goodnefs fore-fpent on us 
We muft extend our notice: Our dear Son, 
When you have given good Morning to your Miftrifs, 
Attend the Queen, and us, we have need 
T’ employ you towards this Roman. 
Come,our Queen, 
Clot, If fhe be up, Vil fpeak with her: if not, 
Let her lye ftill, and dream : by your leave ho, 
I know her Women are about her: what 
If {-doline one of their hands: "tis gold 
Which buys admittance (oft itdoth) yeaand makes 
Diana’s Rangers falfe themfelves, yield up 


Léxeunt, 


Which makes the True-man kill’d, and faves the Thief; 
Nay, fometime hangs both Thief, and True-man: what 


I yet not underftand the cafe my felf. 
By your leave. [Knocks 
Susi 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady. Who's there that knocks ? nee 
Clot. A Gentleman. 

Lady. No more, 

Clot. Yes, and a Gentlewomans Son. 

Lady. That’s more 


Clot. Your Ladies perfon, is fhe ready ? 
Lady. 1, to keep her Chamber. 
Clot. There is gold for you, 


Lady. How, my good name? or toreport of you 
What I fhall thiak is good. The Princefs. \ 


Exter Imogen. 


Ct. Good morrow faireft, Sifter your fweet hand. 
Imo, Good morrow, Sir, you lay out too much pains 
For purchafing but trouble: the thanks! givé, 

Is telling you that 1am poor of thanks, 

And fcarce can {pare them. 

Clot. Still l fwear Llove you. ; 

Ima, If you'd but faid fo, *twere as deep with me: 
If you {wear ftill, your recompenee is {till 
Thatlregard.itnot. 

Clot. This is no anfwer. : 

Tmo, But that you fhall not fay, I yield being filent, 
J would not fpeak. I pray you {pare me, Faith 
I fhall unfold equal difcourtefie 
To your beft kindnefs: one of your great knowing 


Clot, To leave youin your madnefs, “twere my fin, 
I will not. : 
Imo. Fools are not mad Folks. 

Clot. Do you call me Fool ? 


me SA 


Imo. As 1am mad do: 
If you'll be patient, 1’ no more be mad, 
That cures us both. 1am much forry (Sir) 
You put me to forget a Ladies manners 
By being fo verbal: and learn now, for all, 
That | which know my heart, do here pronounce 
By th’ very truth of it, 1 carenot for you, 
And am fo near the lack of Charity 
To accufe my felf, I hate you: which khad rather 
You felt, than make’t my boat. 

Clot, You fin againft 
Obedience, which:you'owe your Father, for 
The Contra¢t you pretend with that bafe Wretch, 
One, bred of Alms, and fofter’d with cold Difhes 
With feraps oth® Court: It isno Contract, none ; 
And though it be allowed in meaner parties 
(Yet who than he more mean) to knit their Souls 
(On whom there is 0 more dependancy 
But Brats and Beggery) in felf figur’d knot, 
Yet you are curb’d from that enlargement, by 
The confequence o” th’ Crown, and muft not foil 
The precious note of it; with a bafe Slave, 
AHilding for aLivory, a Squires Cloth, 
A Pantler ; not fo eminent. - : 

Imo. Prophane Fellow : 
Wert thou the Son of Fupiter, and’no more, 
But what thou art befides : thou'wer’t too bafe, 
Tobe his Groom: thou wer’t dignified enough. 
Even to the point of Envy, if ’twére made 
Comparative for your Vertues, to be ftil’d 
The under Hangman of his Kingdom ; and hated 
For being preferr’d fo well. 

Clor, The South Fog rot him. 

Imo. He never can meet more mifchance, than come 
To be but nam’d of thee. His meaneft Garment 
That ever hath but clipt his body, is dearer 
In my refpect, than all the hairs above thee, 
VVere they all made fuch men‘ How now, Pifanio ? 


Enter Pifanio. 


Clot. His Garment ? Now the Devil. 
Imo, To Dorothy, my Woman, hye thee prefently. 
Clot. His Garment ? 

Imo. 1 am fprighted with a Fool, 

Frighted, and angred worfe: Go bid my Woman 
Search for a Jewel, that‘ too cafually 

Hath left mine Arm: .it was thy Mafters. Shrew me 
If I would lofe it for a Revenue {ind 
Of any Kings in Europe. Ido think, di) 
I faw’t this Morning: Confident Iam, 

Laft night twas on my Arm: Ikifs’dit, 

[hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 

That I kifs ought but him. 

Pifa. ?Twill not be loft. 

Imo. \ hope fo: goand fearch. 

Clot. You have abus’d me: 

His meaneft Garment ? 

Imo, I, 1 {aid fo, Sir, Iso ; 

If you will mak’t an Aétion, cail witnefs to’t. 

Clot. Vwill enform your Father. 

Imo. Your Mother too: 
She’s my good Lady ; and will conceive, khope 
‘| But the worft of me. So [leave you, Sir; 

To th’ worft of difcontent. 
1 Clot. Ill be reveng’d: 
His meaneft Garment? VVell. » 
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LExit. 


LExit. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Pofthumus, ard Philatio. 


_ Post, Fear it not; Sir: | would I were fo fure 
To win the Ring; as 1 am bold, her honour 
‘VVill remainhers. .. i 

Phil, VVhat means do you make to him ? 

Poff, Not any: but abide the change of Time, 
Quake in the prefent VVinters ftate, and with 
Tuat warmer. dayes would come: Ia thefe fear’d hopes 
| barely gratify. your love; they failing 
I muft die much your,Debtor. . . oie f 
_ Phil. Your very goodnefs, and your Company, 
O’re payes allfcando, By this your King 
Hath heard of Great Auguftus: Caius Lucins, - 
VVill do’s Commiffion throughly. And [ think 

e’ll grant the Tribute: fend th’ Arrearages, . 
Or look upon our Romans, whofe remembrance or fre 
Is yet frefh in their grief. 

Poft. 1 do believe LS Resi 
(Stat?ft though I am none, nor like to be) 

That this will prove a War; and you fhall hear 

The Legion now in Gallia, fooner Janded 

In our not-fearing-Britain, than have tidings 

Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 

Are men more order’d than when Fuliws Gafar 

Smil’d at their lack of skilJ, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at. Their Difcipline, 

(Now mingled with their courages) will make known 
To their Approvers, they are People, fuch 

That mend upon the World. 


Enter Jachimo. 


Phil. See Fachimo. 

Poft. The fwifteft hearts have pofted you by land ; 
And Winds of all the:Corners kifs’d your Sails. 

To make your Veffel nimble. 

Phil. Welcome, Sir. 

Poft. | bopethe briefnefs of your anfwer, made 
The fpeedinefs of your returft. 

Fach. Your Lady, 

Is one of the faireft that I have look’d upon. 

Poft. And therewithal the beft, or let her beauty 
Look thorough a Cafement toallure falfe hearts, 
And be falfe with them. 

ach. Here are Letters for you: 

Post. Their tenure good I trut. 

Fach. ’Tis very like. 

Post. Was Cains Lucius inthe Britaia Court, 
VVhen you were there ? 

Fach. He was expected then, 

But not approach’d, 

Post. All is well yet, 

Sparkles this Stone.as it was wont, or is’t not 

Too dull for your good wearing ? 
Fach. If haveloft it, 

I fhould have loft the worth of itin Gold, 

l’ll make a Journey twice as far, enjoy 

A fecond night of fach fweet fhortnefs, which 

VVas mine in Britain, for the Ring is won. 
Poft. The Stonestoo hard to come by. 
Fach. Not a whit, 

Your Lady being fo eafié. 

Post. Make not, Sir, mis 
| Your lofs, your Sport: | hope you know that we 
Muft not continue Friends. 

ach. Good Sir, we mut , Aga 
if you keep Covenant: had I not brought 
The knowledge of your Miftrifs home, fF erant 
\vVewere to queftion farther but Inow 
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Profefs my felf the winner of her honour, 
Together with your Ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills, 
Poft. \f youcan mak’t apparent 
That you have tafted her in Bed ; my hand, 
And Ring is yours. Jf not the foul opinion 
You had of ber poor honour, gains,. or lofes 
Your Sword or mine, or Matterlefs leave both 
To who fhall find them. i 
Fach. Sir, My Circumftances 
Being fo near the truth, asi will make them, 
Mutt firft induce you to believe : whofe ftrength 
I will confirm with Oath, which I doubt not 
You'll give me leave to fpare, when you fhall find 
You need it not.” + 
Poft. Proceed. 
Fach. Firft, her. Bed-Chamber 
(Where I confefs | ept not, but profefs 
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang’d 
With Tapiftry of Silk, and Silver, the Story 
Proud Cleopatra, when fhe met her Roman, 
And Cidnus {well’d above the Banks, or for. 
The prefs of Boats, or Pride: A piece of Work 
So bravely done, fo rich, that it did ftrive 
In Workmanfhip, and Value, which | wonder’d 
Could be fo rarely, and exactly wrought 
Since the true life on’t was ——. 
| Poff. This is true: 
| And this you might have heard of here, by me, 
Or by fome other. 
Fach. More particulars 
Mutt juftiiy my knowledge. 
Poft. So they muft, 
Or do your Honour injury. 
Fach, The Chimney. :> = 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-piece 
Chaft Dian, bathing: never faw I figures 
So likely to report themfelves , the Cutter 
Was as another Naturédumb, ovt-went her,. ; 
Motion, and Breath left out. 
Poft. This is a thing shih 
Which you might from Relation likewifé read, 
Being, as it is, much fpoke of. i 
Fach, The Roof o’ th’ Chamber, | 
With golden Cherubins is fretted. Her Andirons 
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of Silver, each on pereeet ftanding, ‘nicely 
Depending on their Brands. , ; 
Poff. This is her honour :} 45 Thi hortonour® 
Let it be granted you have feen all this (and praife 
Be given to your remembrance) the defcription 
Of what is in herChamber, nothing faves 
The Wager you have laid. 
Fach, Then if you can 
Be pale, I beg but leave toair this Jewel: See, 
And now ’tis up again : it muft be married 
To that your Diamond, Vil keep them. 
Poft. Jove — 
Once more let me behold it: Is it that 
Which I left with her? 
Fach. Sir (I thank her) ‘that 
She ftript it from her Arm: I fee her yet: . 
Her pretty Action, didout-fell her gift, 
And yet enrich’d it too: fhe gave it me, 
And faid fhe priz’d it once. 
Poft. May be, fhe. pluck’d it off 
To fend it me. 
Fach. She writes fo toyou? doth fhe? 
Poff. O no, no, no, ’tis true, Here take this too, 
It isa Bafilisk unto mine Eye, A . 
Kills me to look on’t: Let there be no Honour, 
VVhere there is beauty: Truth, where femblance : Love 
VVhere there’s another man. The Vows of VVomen, 
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| And take your Ring again, ’tis not yet WOR 


\} Never count the Turns: Once, and a Million, 


| Made mea counterfeit: yet my Mother feem’d 


| As Chafte, as un-Sunn’d Snow. Oh, all the Devils! 
| This yellow Fachimo in an hour, was’t not? 


_ } Like a full Acorn’d Boar, a Jarmeno 
: y Cop on Dae? 


Of no. more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their Vertues, which is nothing: 
O, above meafure falfe, we 
Phil. Have patience, Sir. vo¥ 
It may be probable fhe loftic: or, A oil band 
VVho knows if one of her VVomen, being corrupted, .. 
Hath ftoln it from her, s}-an9 tesa Olsnabrek 
Poff. Very.true, L Mgh ear at 
And fo I hope he came by’t : back my, Ring,)., 
‘Render to me fome corporrl fign about her, ; . 
More evident than this: for this was ftole.. 
Fach. By Jupiter, lhad it from her Arm, 3] 
Poft. Hark you, he fwears: by Jupiter he fwears. 
Tis true, nay keepthe Ring; ’tistrue:,Lamfure 
She fhould not lofe it: her Attendantsare, 
All fworn, and honourable: they induc’d to fteal it?, ) ,} 
And by a Stranger? No, he hathenjoy’d her, . 4} 
The Cognizance of her incontinency marge < F 
Isthis: fhehath bought the name of Whore, thus dearlys | 
There, take thy hire, and all the Fiends, of Hell T 
Divide themfelves between you, 
Phil. Sir, be patients. 
This is not {trong enough to be believ’d -: 
“Of one perfwaded well of. 
Poft, Never talk-on’t : 
She hath been eolted by him. 
Fach. \f you feck ; 
For further fatisfying , ,under, her Breaft,, ' 
(Worthy her preffing) lies a Mole, right proud 
Of that moftidelicate Lodging, By my. life 
[ kift it, and it gave me prefent hunger 
To feed again, though full.; You do remember. 
This ftainwpon her? \;;; $:9 19Van 
Poff;.1y.and it doth-confirm 
Another ftain, as big as Hell. can hold, ; 
Were there no more but it... } if 
Fach, Will you hear more? et feo iV 
Poft. Spare your Arithmetick, : 


y 


Fach. Vil be fworn. 
Post. No fweariug: - ergs) ail 
If you will {wear you have net don’t, you lie, 
And I will ki thee if thou do’ft deny 
Thou’ ft made me Cuckold. « 
Fach, Vildeny nothing. -  .. ae r 
Poff. O that I had her here, to tear her Limb-meal;_. 
( will go there:and do’t i’ th’ Court, before iS 
Her Father. I'll do fomething. LExst. 
Phil. Quite befides. 
The Government of Patience, You have won: 
Let’s foHow him, and pervert the prefent wrath 
He hath againft himfelf. 
Fach, With all my heart. LExeunt. 


Enter Pofthumus. 


Poft. Is there no way for Men tobe, but Women 
Mutt be half-workers? We are all Baitards, 
And that moft venerable man, which I 
Did eall my Father, was, 1 know not where, 
When I was ftampt. Some Coyner with his Tools 


The Dian of thattime : fodoth my Wife ; 
The Non pareill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance! 
Me of my lawful pleafure fhe reftrain’d, 

And pray’d me oft forbearance : did it with 

A pudency fo Rofie, the {weet view on’t 

Might well have warm’d old Saturn : 

That I thought her 


Or lefs; at firft? Perchance {poke not, but 


Cry’d | 
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Cry’d oh, and mounted, found no oppofition 

But what he Jook’d for; fhould oppofe, aad the 
Should fromencounter guard, Could I find out 
The Womans part in me, for there’s no motion 
That tends to vice inman, but | affirm 4; ). 

It is the Womans part: be it Lying, noteit, «; 
The Womans: Flattering, hers : ‘deceiving, -hers:: 
Luft, and rank thoughts, hers, hers,z.Reyenges hers: 
Ambitions, Covetings, change of Pridesy Dufdain, 
Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability : ... 0. : 
Al faults that may-be named, nay, that Hell knows, 


Why hers, in pact, or all: butxather all. Foreven to Vice| 


They are not conftant, but are changing {till ; 
One Vice; but of a minuteold,, for one 

Not half-fo old as.that. I’le write againft them, 
Deteft them, curfe them : yet’tis greater, Skill 
In a true Hate, to pray they. have their will ; 


The very Devils cannot plague them better, LExit. 


- 


a 


Aétus Tertins... Scena. Prima. 


Enter in State, Gymbelinée, Queen, Clotten, and Lords at 
one door, and at another, Caius, Lucius, 
and Attendants. 
ase ge fay, what would Aaguftus Cefar with us? 
LuciWhen Fulins Cafar( whoferemembrance yet 

Lives in mens eyes, and will to Ears and Tongues 
Be Theam, and hearing ever) was in this Britain, 
And Conquer’d it, Caffibelan thine Uncle 
(Famousin Cefar’s praifes, no whit lefs 
Than in his Feats deferving it) for.him, 
And his fucceflion, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Yearly three thoufand pounds; which (by thee) lately 
Is left untender’d. 

Que. And to killthe matvail, 
Shall be fo ever. 

Clot. There:be many Cefars, 
Ere fuch another Fulius : Britain’s a world 
By it felf, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own Nofes. 

Queen. That opportunity 
Which then they had to take from’s, to refume 
We have again, Remember, Sir, my Liege, 
The Kings your Anceftors,' together with 
The Natural/bravery of your ifle, which ftands ; 
As Neptune’s Park ribb’d,and pal’d in empated tn 
With Oaks unskaleable, and roaring Waters, 
With Sand that wilbnot:bear your enemies Boats, 
But fuck them up to’ th’ Top-maft. A kind of Conqueft 
Cefar made here, but made not here his brag 
Of, came, and Saw, and Overcame : with fhame 
(The firft that ever touch’d ‘him ) he was carried 
From off our Coaft, twice beaten’s and his fhipping 
(Poor ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas. 
Like Egg.theels, mov’d upon their Surges crack’d 
As eafily *gainft our Rocks. "For joy whereof, 
The fam’d: Caffibelan , who was once at point 
( Oh giglet Fortune ) to mafter (afars fword, 
Made Lud’s-Town with rejoycing-Fires bright, 
And Britains ftrut with Courage. : 

Clot. Come, there’s no more Tribute to be paid, Our 


Cym. You mutt know, 
Till the injurious Romans.did ,extort 
This Tribute from us, we were free. Cefar’s Ambition 
Which f{well’d {o.much, that.it did almoft ftreteh ' 
The fides 0” th’ world, againftall colour here; 


175 


| Did put the yoak upon’s : which to:thake off 


Becomes a warlike people, whom we'reckon 


| Our felves to beswe do. Say thento Cafar, 

| Our Anceftor was that eulmutins, which 

| Ordain’d our Laws, whole ufe the {word of Cefar 
Hath too much mangled: whofe repair, and franchife, 


Shall (by the power we hold) béour good deed, 


| Chough Rome be therefore angry: Adulmurins made our laws, 
| Who was thefirltef Britain, which did put 


His brows within a golden Crown, and call’d 


| Himilelf a King, 


Luc. 1 am forry, Cymbeline : 


| That I am to pronounce Auguftus Cefar 


(Cafar that hath more Kings his Servants, than 
Thy felf Domeltick Officers ) thine Enemy. 
Receive it from methen, War, and Confufion 


| 1a Cafars name pronounce I’gainit thee: Look -° 


For fury, not to be refifted. Thus'defi’d, 
I.thank thee for any. felf. 

Cym. Thou are-welcom, Caixs, 

Thy Cefar Knighted'me; my youth: {pent 
Much.under-him :.of him, gather’d: Honour, 
Which he, tofeek ¢f me again, perforce, 
Behooves me keep at utterance. I am perfect, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 

Their Liberties are now in-Armes::a' Precedent 
Which not to read,:would thew tlie Britains cold; 
So Cefar fha}l not ‘find yhem; 

Luc, Let proof:fpeak, ; 

Clot. His Majefty. bids you welcom.- Make paftime with 
usa day; or two, orJonger : sif youfeek us afterwards in 
other terms, you fhalifind usin our Salt-water-Girdle: if 
you beatts out of it; it is yours> if you fall inthe adven- 
ture, our Crows fhalifare the better for you; and there’s 
an end. . won} : 

Luc. Soy Sir. ( 

Gym. 1 know your Mafters pleafure, and he mine : 

All the Remain, is welcom. ' zee ELExeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Pifanio: reading: of a: Letter. 


Pif, How? of Adultery ? Wherefore write you not’ 
What Monfters her accufe ? Leonatus : 
Oh Matter, what.a flrange infection 
Is faln intothy-ear ?- What falfe Jealian, 


: (As poifonous tongu’d, as handed) hath prevail’d 


On thy too ready hearing? Difloyal ? . No. 

She’s punifh’d for.her truth ; and-undergoes 
More Goddefs-like, than Wife-like; fuch Affaults 
As would take infome Virtue. Oh my Matter, 

Thy mind to her, isnow aslow, as were 

Thy Fortunes: How? that I fhould murther her, 
Upon the Love, and truth, and vows: which I 
Have made tothy command? Iher? Her blood? « 
If it be fo, todo good fervice, never 

Let me be counted ferviceable. How: look J, 


Kingdom is ftronger thant was at that time: and (as 1| That I fhould feem to lack humanity, 


faid) there isno more fuch Cefars,other of them may have 
crook’d Nofes, but to owe fuch ftrait Arms, none, 
Cym, Son, let your Motherend. : 
Clot, We have yet many among us, can gripe as bard as 
‘| Caffibelan, |. do not fay f amone: but Lhave ahand. Why 
Tribute? Why fhould we pay Tribute? If Cefar can hide 
the Sun from ns with a Blanket, or put the Moon in his 


pocket: we will pay him Tribute for Light: elfe; Sir, 00 } 


more Tribute, pray you now. 


So much as this Faét comes to? Do’t : the Letter. 
That I have fent her, by ber own command, — 

Shall give the opportunity. Oh damin’d paper, 
‘Black as the Ink that’s on thee : fenfelefs bauble, 
Art thou a Feedarie for this aét ; thoulook’ft | 

So Virgin-like without ? Lo here fhe comes. 


Enter 


| 
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Inftruéts you how’t adore the Heavens ; ‘and bows you 


Enter Imogen, Toa mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarchs 
Are Arch’d fo high, that Giants may jet through 
Iam ignorant in what I am commanded, : And keep their impious Turbands on,, without 
Imo. How now , Pifauio? yi” Good morrow to the Sun, Hail, thou fair Heaven, 
Pif, Madam,here isa Letter frommy Lord. We houfe i’ th’ Rock, yet ufe thee not fo hardly, 
Imo. Who! thy Lord:?. that ismy Lord ‘Leonatus ? As prouder livers do. 
Ob, learn’d indeed were that Aftronomer *« « Gwid. Hail, Heaven. 
That knew the Stars, .as I his Charaéters,” Arvir. Hail, Heaven. ag 
He’ld lay the Future open. You good gods, by Belae Now for our Mountain fport, up to yond hill, . « 
Let what is here contain’d, relifh'of Love,’ 2 Your legs are young: Vle tread thefe Flats. ‘Confider, * 
Of my Lord’s health: of his content: yet not When you above perceive me like a Crow, : : 
That we two are a-funder, let that grieve him ; That it is Place, which leflens and fets off, 
Some griefs are medicinable, that is one of them, And you may then revolve what tales { have told you, 
For it doth phyfick Love, of his content, Of Courts of Princes: of thetricksin War, ~ 
All butin that. Good Wax, thy leave: blelt-be This fervice, isnot Service, fo being done, ~ 
You Beesthat make thefe Locks of counfel.' Lovers, But being fo allowed. To apprehend thus, 
And men in dangerous Bonds pray not alike. Draws us profit from all things we fee : 
Though Forfeiteurs you caft in prifon, «yet And often to our comfort, fhall we find 
You clafp young Cupia’s tables: good News, gods. Fhe fharded Beetle, in a fafer hold 


Than is the full-wing’d Eagle. Oh this life,. 
Uftice, and your Eather’s wrath: (\fhonld be sake mein bis } 1s Nobler than attendingfor acheck: 
J Dominion) could note fa cruel te me, as you, (oh the dea- } Richer, than doing nothing for a Babe: 
reff of Creatures) would even rentie me with your eyes. Take Prouder,than roftling in un-paid-for Silk: 
notice that I am in Cambria-et Milford-Haven : what your | Such gain the Cap of him, that makes him fine,. 
own Love, will out of thisadvife you, follow. So he wifhes you | Yet keeps his Book uncrofs’d, ‘no life to ours. 
all happinefi, that remains loyal to his Vow,: and'your increafing | Gai. Out of your proof you {peak: we poor unfledg’d, 


in Love, 3 : Leonatus Pofthumus. | Have never wing’d from view o’ th’ neft ; nor know not 
ims 1.99 What Air's from home. Hap’ly this lite is beft, 

Oh for a Horfe with wings't\'Hear’ft thou, Pifanio ? ( If quiet life be beft) fweeter to you 

He is at eMilford-Haven «Read, and tell me That havea fharper known; Well correfponding 

How fari?tis thither: Lf oneof mean affairs With your {tiff Age; but unto us, itis 

May plod it ina week, why may notI°o - =~ A Cell of Ignorance: travailing.a bed, 

Glite thither ina day? then,true Pifznio,, : A Prifonyor a Debtor, that not dares 

Wrodong’ft likeme,to feexhy Lord';; who long’ft To ftride a limic. 

( OhJet me bate ) ‘but not likeme: “yet long’ft Cfrvi, What fhould we fpeak of 


Butina fainter kind. Ob not like mez: coy . When we are oldas you? when we fhall hear 
For mine’s beyond, beyond: fay,'and fpeak thick The rain and wind beat dark December ? How 
( Love’s Caunfellor fhould fill the: bores of hearing In this our pinching Cave, fhalt we difcourfe 
To th’ friothering of the Senfe ) how far it is The freezing hours away? We have feen nothing: 
| Tothis fame blefled «Wilford. And by th’ way We are beaftly ; fubtle as the Fox for prey, « 

Tell me bow Wales. was made fo happy, as Like warlike as the Wolf, for what weeat: 
T’ inherit fuch a Haven. But firft of all, Our Valour is to chafe what flies: our Cage 
How may we fteal from hence+ and for the gap | We make a Quire, as doth the prifon’d Bird, 
That we fhall make in time,, from our hence-going, And fing oar Bondage freely. 
‘| And our eturn, to exetife:’ but firft, how get hence. Bel. How you fpeak ? 

Why fhould excufe be born or e’re begot ? Did you but know the Citie’s Ufuries, 
We'll talk of thatshereafter. Prythee {peak, And felt them knowingly: thearto’ th’ Court, 
How many {core of Miles may we well ride As hard to leave, as keep: whofe top to climb 
’Fwixt hour and hour? Iscertain falling : or fo flipp’ry, that 

Pif. One fcore ’twixt Sun, and Sun, The fear’s as bad as falling. The toil o’ th’ VVar 
Madam’s enough for:you: and too much too. A pain that only feems to feek our danger: | 

Imo. Why, one that rode to’s Execution, Man, Pth’name of Fame,agd Honour,which dyes i’th’fearch, 
Could never go fo flow : 'I have heard of Riding wagers, | And Hath as oft a fland’rous Epitaph, 

Where Horfes have been nimbler than the Sands As Record of fair act, Nay, many times’ 
That run i’ th’ Clocks behalf. But this.is Foalrie, Doth ill deferve, by doing well: what’s worfe ; 
Go, bid my Woman feign a ficknefs, fay Mutt curt?fie at the Cenfure.. Oh Boyes, this Storie 
She’ll home to het Father, andiprovideme prefently The world may read inme-: My bodie’s mark’d 

A Riding Suit: Nocoftlier than would fit With Roman Swords, and my report was once 
A Franklins Houfwife. Firft with the beft of Note. Cymbeline lov’d me, 

Pif. Madam, you're beft confider. ek And when a Souldier was the Theme, my name 

Imo. (fee before me/(Man) nor here, seonlae Was not far off: then wasfasa Tree ~ 
Nor what enfues but havea Fog in them, ~~~ Whofe boughs did bend with fruit. But in one night, 
That I cannot lodk through. Away, 1 prithee, A Storm, or Robbery (call it what you'will) 
DoasI bid thee: there’snomoretofay: Shook down my mellow bangings: nay my Leaves, 
, Acceflible is none but: @ilford way. { Exeunt. | And left me bare to weather. 
wi. Uncertain favour. 


een Bel. My fault being nothing (as have told you oft) 
| Scena Tertia. But that two Villains, whofe falfe Oaths, prevail’d 
Before my perfect Honour, {wore to Gymbeline, 
Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. ‘I was Confederate with the Romans: 10 
gS iene sf Pe a Followed my Banifhment, and thistwenty years, 
Ba. A goodly day, not to keep houfe with fuch, This Rock, and thefe Demefnes, have been my VVorld, 


Whofe Roof’s as low as ours : Sleep, Boys, this gate VVhere | have liv’d at honeft freedom, payed s 
ore 
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The moft difdain’d of Fortune.» My Father, and makes me put into contempt the fuits 
wed xt Of Princely Fellows, fhalt hereafter find 
Imogen reads. It is no act of common paflage, but 

WHY Miftrefs (Pilani, bath play’dthe Strumpet in my | A ftrain of Rarenefs : and | grieve my felf, 

T Bsd: the Teftimonies whereof, lyes bleeding iz me. I|To think, when thou fhalt be difedg’d by her, 
Jpeak, not out of weak Surmifes, but from proaf as firong as my | That now thou tirefton, how thy memory 
grief, and as certain asl expel myRevenge. Theat part, thou | Will then be pang’d by me. Prethee difpatch, ¥ 
(Pilanio ) muff att for me, if thy Faith be not tainted with the | The Lambentreats the Butcher. Where’s the Knife ? 
breach of bers, let thine own hands take away her life : I fkall | Thou art too flow ta do thy Matters bidding, 
give thee oppormunity.at Milford Haven. Shehathmy Letter | When | defire it too. 


More pious debts to Heaven, than inall eric -tehtee des fees Gee 
The fore-end of my time. But, upto th’ Mountains, i. age show xe oe y “ si Ae | 
This is not Hunter’s Language; he that {trikes equally to me difloy ai er difhonour, and 
The Venifon firft, fhall rabies Lord och’ Fealt, : 
To him the other two shall minifter, Pif. What hall 1 Swor 
And we will fear no poifon, which attends ea her throat alread Ne ns Gander ei 
In place of greater State ; Whole edge is fharper than the Sword, whofe tongue 
I’le meet you in the Valleys. LExennt, | OQut-venoms ail the Worms of Nile, whofe breath 
How hard it is to hide the {parks of Nature ? Rides onthe pofting'winds, and doth belye 
Thefe Boyes know little they are Sons to th’ King, All corners of the V Vorld. Kings, Queens, and States 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. Maids, Matrons, nay the fecrets of the Grave : 
They thiak they are mine, This viperous flander enters. What chear, Madam? 
And thongh train’d up thus meanly Ino, FalfetohisBed? VVhatis it to be falfe ?_ 
Vth’ Cave, wherepir ow their thoughts da hit phe ¥ | To lyein watch there, and to think on him ? 
The Roofs of Palace3;“and Nature prompts them ten, To weep’twixt clockand clock? If fleep charge Nature 
In fimple and low things, to Prince it, much To break it with a fearful dream of him ‘ 
Beyond the trick ofothers. This Paladour, And cry my felfawake? that’s falfeto’s bed? isit ? 
‘The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom Pifa, Alas, good Lady. ; 
The King his Father call’d Guiderias. Fove, Imo, I falfe? thy Confcience witnels ; Fachimo. 
When on my three-foot ftool I fit, and tell Thou did’tt accufe him of Incontinency, : | 
The warlike feats I have done, his Spirits fly out Thou then look’dft like a Villain: now, wiethinks 
Into my. ftory : fay thus mine Enemy fell, Thy favours good enough. Some Jay of Italy 2 
And thus I fet my foot on’s neck, even then (whofe Mother was her painting) hath betraid him : | 
The Princely blood flows in his Cheek, he fweats, Poor I am ftale, a Garment our of fafhion 
Strains his young Nerves, and puts himfelf in pofture And for I am richer than to hang by th’ walls 
That acts my words. The younger Brother Cadwall, Imuftheript: To pieces with me: Oh! . 
Once -4rviragus, inas like a figure Mens Vows are womens Traitors. All good feeming 
Strikes life into my {peech, and fhews much more By thy revolt (oh Husband) fhall be thought 
His own conceiving. Hark, the Game is rouz’d, Put on for Villany : not born wher’t grows, 
Oh Cymbeline. Heaven and my Confcience knows But worn a bait for Ladies. 
Thou did’ft unjuftly banifh me: whereon Pifa. Good Madam, hear me. 
At three, and two years old, I ftole thefe Babes, Imo. True honeft men being heard, like falfe -£xeas 
Thinking to bar thee of Succeflion, as Were in his time thought falfe: and Syzons weeping 
Thou refts me of my Lands. Evrsphile, Did {candal many a holy tear: took pitty 
Thou waft their Nurfe, they took thee for their Mother | | From moft true wretchednefs. So thou Pofthunmus, 
And every day do honour to her Grave ; Wilt lay the leven to all proper men; 
| My felf Belarius, thatam Aforgan call’d, Goodly, and gallant,) fhall be falfe and perjur’d 
They take for Natural Father. .The Game is up, [ Exit. | From thy great fail: Come, Fellow, be thou honeft; 
ry _ thy a ait ie When thou feeft him; 
ittle witnefs my obedience. Look, . 
Scena Quarta. I draw the Sword ioe felf, take it, and hit . 
The innocent Manfion of my Love (my Heart :) 
Enter Pifanio and Imogen. Fear not, ’tis empty of all things, but Grief: 
Thy Matter is not there; who was indeed | 
Imo. Thou told’ft me when we came from horfe,the place | The riches of it. Do his bidding, ftrike, 
Was near at hand: Ne’re long’d my Mother fo Thou may’ft be valiant in a better caufe : 
To feem firft,asihave now: Pifanio, Man : But now thou feem’ft a Coward. 
Where is Pofthumus ?) Whatis inthy mind Fifa. Hence, vile Inftrument, 
That makes thee ftare thus? Whereforebreaks that figh | Thou‘fhalt not damn my hand. 
From th’ inward of thee ? One, One, but painted thus Imo. Why, | mot dye, 
Would be interpretedathing perplex’d And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
Beyond felf-explication. Putthy felf No Servant of thy Mafters. Againft Self-flaughter, 
Into a haviour of lefs fear, e’re wildnefs ‘| There is a prohibition fo Divine 
Vanquifh my ftaieder Senfes. What’s the matter? That cravens my weak hand ; Come, here’s my heart: 
Why tender’ft thou that Paper. torme;with =» Something’s afoot ; Soft, foft, we'll no defence, 
A look untender? If *t be Summer News, Obedient as the Scabbard. What is here, 
Smile to’t before + if Winterly, thou need’ ft The Scriptures af the Loyal Leonatus, 
But keep that count’nance ftill.. My Husband’s hand ? All turn’d to Herefie?, Away, away, | 
That Drug-damn’d Jraly, hath out-craftied him, » — Corrupters of my Faith, you fhall no more 
And he’s at fome hard point. Speak, man,thy tongue , Be Stomachers tomy heart: thus may poor Fools 
May take offfomeiextremity, which to read Believe falfe Teachers: Though rhofe that art betraid 
Would be even mortal to me. Do feel the Treafon fharply, yet the Traitor 
Pif. Pleafe you read, Stands in worfe cafe of woe. And thou Pofthumus, 
And you fhall findme €wretched man) a thing That did’ft fet up my difobedience ’gainft the King | 
} 


ee 
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Pifa. Oh gracious bady : 

Since I recciv’d command to do this bufinefs, 
| have not flept one wink. 

Jo. Do’t, and to bed then. 

Pifa. Vie wake mine cye-balls firft. 

Imo, Wherefore then 
Did’ft undertake it? Why haft thou abus’d 
So many Miles, witha pretence? This place ? 
Mine action? and thine own? Our Horfes labour? 
The time inviting thee? the perturb’d Court 
For my being abfent, whereunto I never 
Purpofe return, Why haft thou gone fo far 
To beun.bent ?. when thou haft rane thy ftand, 
Th’ elected Deer before thee? 

Pifa. But to win time 
To lofe fo bad employment, inthe which 
| have confider’d of a courfe: good Lady, 
Hear me with patience. 

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary, {peak : 

I have heard I am.a Strumpet, and mine ear 
Therein falfe ftrook, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent, to bottom that. But fpeak. 

Pifa. Fhen, Madam, 

I thought you would not back again. 

Imo. Mott, like, ii 
Bringing me here to kill me, 

Pifa. Not fo neither: 

Buc if | were as wife,as honeft, then 

My purpofe would prove well: it cannot be, 
But that my Matter is abus?d. Some Villain, 

t, and fingular in his Art, hath done you both 
This curfed injury, 

Imo. Some Roman Curtezan ? 

Pifa. No, on my life: 14 
le give him notice you are dead, and fend him 
Some bloody fign of it. For tis commanded 
| fhould do fo you fhall be mift at Court, 
And that will well confirm it. Aas 

Imo. Why, good Fellow, b 
What fhall do the while? Where bide? How live? 
Or in my life, what comfort, when | am 
Dead to my Husband? 

Pifa. \f yow'll backto th’ Court, 

Imo. No Court, no Father : nor no more adoe 
With that harfh, noble, fimple nothing ? ben 
That Clotten, whofe Love-fuit hath beentome =} 
As fearful as a Siege. Pifa. 1f not at Court, 
Then not in Britain mult you bide. JmoKacWhere then ? 
Hath Britain all the Sun that fhines? Day ? Night? 
Arethey not butin Britain? Ith’ worlds Volum 
Our Britain feems as of it, but not in’t ; 

In a great Pool a Swans neft; prethee think 
There’s livers out of Britain. 

Pifa. 1 am moft glad 
You think of other Place: Th’ Ambaflador 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven 
To morrow. Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your Fortune is, and but difguife 

hat which t’appear it felf, muft not yet be, 

But by felf-danger, you fhould tread acourfe . 
Pretty, and full of view: yea, happily, near 
The refidence of Pofthumus; fo nigh (at laft) 
That though his Actions were not vifible, yet 
Report fhould render him hourly to-your ear, 
As truly as he moves. 

Imo, Oh for fuch means, 
Though peril to my modefty,not death on’t, 
1 would adventure, 

Pifa. Well then, there’s the point: 

You mutt forget to be a Woman ;: change 
Command into Obedience. Fear and Nicenefs 
| (The Handmaids of all Women, or more truly 
| VVomanit prety felf) into a waggifh courage, 
Ready in gybes, quick-anfwer’d, fawcy, and 
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As quarrellous as the VVeazel : Nay, you muft 
Forget that rareft treafure of your Cheek, 
Expoling it ( but oh the harder heart, 
Alack no remedy) to the greedy touch 
Ofcommon-kifling Titan: and forget 
Your labourfome and dainty trimms, wherein 
You made great Funo angry. Imo. Nay,be brief : 
1 fee into thy end, and am almoft j 
A man already. ' 

Pifa. Firft, make your felf but like one, 
Fore-thinking this. Ihave already fit 
(’Tis in my Cloak-bagg) Doublet, Hat, Hofe, all 
That anfwer tothem: VVouid youin their ferving, 
(And with what imitation you can berrow 
From youth of fuch a feafon ) *fore Noble Lucius 
Prefent your felf, defire his fervice : tell him 
VVherein you're happy, which will make him know, 
If that his head have ear in Mufick, doubtlefs 
VVith joy he will embrace you: for he’s Honourable, 
And doubling that, moft holy. Your means abroad : 
You have me rich, and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor fupplyment. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort 
The Gods willdiet me with. Prethee away, 
There’s more to be confider’d: but we'll even 
All that good time will give us. Thisattempt, 
1] am Souldier too, and will abide it with 
A Princes Courage. Away, I prethee. 

Pifa. VVell, Madam, we mutt takea fhort farewel, 
Left being mift, I be fufpeéted of 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miftris, 
Hereis a box, I had it from the Queen, 
VVhat’s in’t is precious: If you are fick at Sea, 
Or Stomach. qualm’d at Land,a Dram of this 
VVill drive away diftemper. fo fome fhade, 
And fit you to your Manhood: may the Gods 
Direét you to the beft. 

Imo, Anten : 1 thank thee. 


LExeunt. 
Scena Quinta. 


Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords, — 


(ym. Thus far, and fo farewel. 
Luc. Thanks, Royal Sir: 
My Emperour hath wrote, I muft from hence, 
And am right forry, that I muft report ye 
My Malters Enemy. 
Cym. Our Subjects (Sir) 
VVill not endure his yoak ; and for our felf 
To fhew lefs Soveraignty than they, muft needs 
Appear un-King like. 
Luc. ‘So, Sir: I defire of you sgbei 
A Conduét over Land, to: A4ilford-Haven. 
Madam, all joy befal your Grace, and:you. 
Cym. My Lords, you are appointed for that Office : 
The due of Honour in no point omit: 
So farewel, Noble Lucius. 
Luc. Your hand; my Lord. 9 
Clot. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth 
I wear it as your Enemy. . vn 
Luc. Sir, the Event - 
Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well, 

Cym, Leave not the worthy Lucims, good my Lords, 
Till he have croft Severn. Happinefs. [Exit Lucius, &c. | 
Qu. He goes hence frowning : ‘but it honours us, 

That we have given him caufe. ; 
(lot. *Tis all the better, 
Your valiant Britains have their withes init. 
Cym. Lucins hath wrote already to the Emperour, 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely, 
Our Chariots, and our Horfemen be in readinefs : 
The Powers that he already hathin Gala a 
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Will foon be drawn to head, from whence he moves; 
His war for Britain, 
Que, Tis not fleepy bufinefs, 
Bur mult be look’d to fpeedily, and ftrongly. 
Cym, Our expectation that it fhould be thus 
Hath made us forward. But,my gentle Queen, 
| Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appear’ 
| Before the Roman, nor to.us, hath tender’d 
The Duty of the day. She looks as like 
Athing, moce made of malice, than of Duty, 
We have noted ig, Call her before us, for 
We have been.too light.ia fufferance. 
Que. Royal Sir, ; 
Since the exile of Pofthumus, mofkretir’d 
Hath her life been: the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
’Tistime muft do. Befeech your Majefty,: 
Forbear fharp-fpeeches to her. She’s a Lady | 
So tender of rebukes, that words are ftrokes, 
And {trokes death to her. 


Enter. a Meflenger. 


cm. Where is fhe, Sir? How 
Can her contempt be anfwer’d ? 
eMef. Pleafe you, Sir, 
Her Chambers are all lock’d, and there’s no an{wer 
That will be given to th’ loud of noife we make. 
ue. My Lord, when Jaft | went to vifit her, 
She p: ay’d me to excufe her keeping clofe, 
Whereto conftrain’d by her infirmity, 
She fhould that duty leave unpaid to you 
Which daily the was bound to proffer: this 


Made me to blame in memory. 
Cym, Her doors lock’d ? 
Not feen of late? Grant Heavens, that which I 
Fear , prove falfe. 
ue. Son, | fay, follow the King. 
(vot. That man of hers, Pifanio, her old Servant 


{Ihave not feen thefe two days. 


ue. GO, look after : ; 
Pifanio, thou that ftand’ft fo for Pofthumus, . 
He hath a Drugg of mine: I-pray, his abfence : 
Proceed by {wallowing that. For he believes . 
It is athing moft precious. But for her, 
Whereis fhe gone? Haply defpair hath feiz’d her : 
Or wing’d with fervour of her love, fhe’s flown 
To her defired Pojthumus: gone the is, 
To death, or to difhononr, and my end 
Can make good ufe of either, She being down, 
I have the placing of the Brétifh Crown. 


Enter Cloten. 


'How now, my Som? 
Cot. ’Tis certain fhe is fled, 
i Goin and cheer the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 
Que. All the better: may 
This night fore-ftall him of the coming day. 


And that fhe hathall courtly parts more exquifite 
Than Lady,Ladics Woman, from every one 

The beft fhe hath, and fhe of all compounded 
Out-fells them all. I love her therefore, but 
Difdaining me, and throwing Fayours on 

The low Po/thumus, flandersfoher judgement, 
That what’selfe rare, ischoak’d: and inthat point 
I will conclude to hate her, nay indeed 

To be reveng’d upon her. For, when Fools—— 


Enter Pifanio. 


| Whois here? What, are you packing, Sirrah ? 
‘Come hither: Ab you precious Pander, Villain, 
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She with’d me to make known; but our great Court 


CExit., 


[Exit Qu. 


Clot. I love and hate her : for fhe’s fair and Royal, 


Where is thy Lady? In a.word, or elfe 
Thou art ftraight way with the Fiends. 


Pifa, Oh, good my Lord. 
Clot. Where is thy Lady? Or, by Fupiter, 
I will not ask again. Clofe Villain, ; 


Ple have this fecret from thy;heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Isfhe with Pojthumus ? 
From whofe fo,many weights of bafenefs, cannot 
A dram of worth be drawns, 

Pifz, Alas, my, Lords: 
How ean the be with-him2; .W hen was fhe mifs’d ? 
He. isin Romes pinow . 

(ét. Where isthe, Sir? Come nearer: 
No farther halting: :yfatisfie. me bome, 
What is become of hers; | adw 

Pifa. Oh, my all-worthy Lordy 

Clots All. worthy .Viilaing se 
Difcover where-tly Miftrisis, at once, 
At the next word: nosmore of worthy Lord : 
Speak, or thy filence on the inftant, is 
| Thy condemnation and thy, death. = 
| Pifa. Then, Sir, **9G@ S432 
t This Paper is the hiftory of my knowledge 
Touching her flights. bats? 


4 y : z 
Clot. Let’s fee’t ; I will purfue her 
| Even to edugu/tus Thrones 
She’s far enough,’ and what he, learns by this, 


Pifa. OP this,» 08 ‘perith. 

‘| May prove his travel, not hendangers 

Clr. Humb. 

Pifa. U'le write tomy Lord fhe is dead : Ob, Zmogen, 
Safe mayft thou wander, fafereturnagen. 
Clot. Sirrahs isthis Letter true ? 
Pifa. Sit , as + think. 
Clot. It is Pofthumu’s hand, | know’t. Sirah, if thou 


‘| wonld’ft not be a.Villain, but dome: true fervice undergo 
| LExit. 


thofe,employments, wherein I fhould have caufe toufe thee } 
with a ferious induftry,.that is, what villainy foe’re 1 bid 
thee do to performit, direétly and truly, 1 would think 
thee an, honeft man ; thou fhould’ft neither want my means 
for thy relief, nor my.voyce for.thy preferment. 

Pifa. Well, my) good Lord. pow 

(lor; Wilt thou derve me 2-For {ince patiently and.con- 
ftantly thou-haft;fluck to the bare Fortune of that Beggar 
Pofthumus,thougan tnot inthe courte of gratitude,but be a 
diligent followerof mine, Wilt thouferve me? 

Pifa. Sit , 1 will: : 

Clot. Give me thy hand, here’s. my Purfe, Haft any of 
thy late Mafters'\Garments in thy, pofleflion ? 
| “Pifa, Uhave (my Lord) atthe Lodging, the fame Suit he 
| wore; whemhe took Jeave of my Lady and Miftrefs. 

Elot. The firft fervice thou do’ft-me, fetch that;Suit hi- 

ther ; let it be thy firft fervicesgo. 

Pifa. 1 fhall, my Lord, LExeunt. 

Clot. Meet thee at Adilford Haven: (I forgot to ask him 
one thing, ’le remember’t anon :) even there,thou villain, 
Pofthuraus, will 1 kill thee: Iwould thefe Garments were 
come. She faid upon a time (the bitternels of it, | now 
belch from my heart.) that fhe held the very Garment of 
Pofthumus, in mare refpect, than. my Noble and’ natural 
perfon; together with the adornment of my Qualities. 
With that Suit upon my back .will 1 ravifh her: firft kill 
him, and in her eyes there fhall the fee my valour, which 
will then be a torment to her contempt. He onthe ground, 
my fpeech of iofultment ended enbis dead body,and when | 
my luft hath dined (which as I fay; to vex her, I will ex. | 
ecute in the Cloaths that fhe foyyprais’d : ) to the Court 
P'le knock her back, foot her hame again, She hath defpis’d 
me rejoycingly, and Ple be merry in my Revenge. 


Enter 
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Enter Pilanio. 


Be thofe the Garments ? 

Pif. 1, my Noble Lord. 

(io. How long is’t fince fhe went to Adilford-Haven ? 

Pif. She can fearce be there yet. ; 

Clo. Bring this Apparel to my Chamber, that is the 
fecond thing that | have commanded thee. The third is, 
that thou wilt be a voluntary Mute to my defign. Be but 
dutious, and true preférment fhall tender it felf to thee. 
My Revenge is now at Ad/ford, would I:had Wings to 
follow it. Come and ‘be true. LExit. 

Pif. Thou bidd’ft me to my lofs: for true to thee, 
VVere to prove falfe, which 1 will never be 
To him that is moft true. To eWilford go, 

And find not her, whom thou purfueft. Flow, flow, 
You Heavenly Bleffings on her: This Fool’s fpeed 


Be croft with flownefs, Labour be his meed. (Exit. 


Scena Sexta. 
Enter Imogen aloxe, 


Imo, 1 {ee a man’s life is a tedious one, 
I have tired my felf: and fortwo nights. together 
Have made the ground my Bed. ‘I fhould be fick, 
But that my refolution helps me: A4&lford, 
When from the Mountain top Psfanio fhew’d thee, 
Thou was’t within a ken. Oh, Jove, I think 
Foundations flie the wretched, fuch I mean, 
VVhere they fhould be reliev’d. Two Beggars told me, 
Icould not mifs my way. V Vill peor Folks lye 
That have afflictions on them, knowing ’tis ae 
A punifhment, or trial? Yes; no*wonder, vl 
VVhen Rich-ones fcaree tell true, To lapfe in Fulnefs 
Is forer, than to lie for Need: and’ Falfhood - 
Is worfe in Kings, than Beggars. My dear Lord, 
Thou art one o’ th’ falfé Ones : now I think on thee, 
My hunger’s gone; but even before, I was 
At point ro fink for Food. But what is this? -- 
Here is a path to’t: "tis fome favage hold : 
I were beft not call, f dare not call: yet Famine’ 
Ere it clean o’re-throw Nature, make it valiant. 
Plenty and peace breeds Cowards, Hardnefs ever 
Of Hardinefs is Mother. Ho? who’s here? 
If any that’s civil, fpeak, if favage, 
Take, orlend. Ho? no anfwer ? thenI’ll enter, 
Beft draw my Sword; and if mine Enemy 
But fear the Sword like me, he’!l {carcely look on’t. 
Such a Foe, good Heavens. Lexie. 


Scena Septima. 
Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 


Bel. You Polidore have prov’d beft Woodman, and 
Are Mafter of the Feaft: Cadwailland | 
Will play the Cook, and Servant, ’tis our match: 
The fweat of induftry would dry, and die 
But for the end it works to. Come, our ftomachs 
Will make what’s homely, favoury ; Wearinefs 
Can fnore upon the Flint, when refty Sloth 
Finds the Down-Pillow hard. No peace be here, 
Poor Houfe, that keep'ft thy felf, 
Gui. 1 am throughly weary. 
cfrv, 1am weak with toil, yet ftrong in appetite. 
Gui. There is cold meat i’ th’ Cave,we’ll brouze on that 
Whilft what we have kill’d be Cook’d: 
Bel. Stay, come not in: 


But that it eats our Victuals, I fhould think 
Here were a Faiery. 


——— 
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Gui; What’s the matter, Sir ? 

Bel, By Fupirer an Angel: or if not, 
An Earthly Paragon, Behold Divinenefs 
No elder than a Boy. 


Enter Imogen. 


Imo. Good Mafter, harm me not: 
Before I enter’d here, I call’d, and thought 
To have begg’d, or bought, what { have took : ‘good troth 
I have ftoln nought, nor would not, though I had found 
Gold ftrew’d i’ th’ Floor. Here’s money for my Meat. 
I would have left it on the Board fo foon a. 
As I had made my Meal: and parted 
With Prayers for the Provider. 

Gus. Money ?. Youth. 

c4rv. All Gold and Silver rather turn do durt, 
As’tis no better reckon’d, but of thofe 
Who worfhip durty gods. 

Imo. | fee youre angry : 

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I fhould 
Have died, had! not made it. 

Bel. Whither bound ? 

Ino. To eMilford. Haven. 

Bel, What’s your name? 

Imo. Fidele, Sir; 1have a Kinfman, who 
Is bound for /taly : he embark’d at A&i/ford, 

To whom being going, almoft fpent with hunger, 
I am fale in chis offence. 

Bel. Prethee (fair youth) 

Think us no Churls: nor meafure our good minds 
By this rude place we livein. Well encounter’d, 
Tis altnoft night, you fhall have better cheer 
Ere you depart, and thanks to ftay and eat it : 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

Guise Were youa Woman, youth, 

I fhould woe hard, but be your Groom in honefty ; 
I bid for you, as! do buy. 
4rv. Vil'make’t my comfort 
Heis aman, I’ll love him as my Brother: 
And fuch a welcome as I’'ld give to him 
(After long abfence) fuch is yours. Moft welcome: 
Be fprightly, for you fall ’mongft Friends. 
Imo. ’Mongft Friends. 
If Brothers : would it had been fo, that they 
Had been my Father’s Sons, then had my prize 
Been lefs, and fo more equal ballafting 
To thee, Posthumus. 

Bel, He wrings at fome diftrefs. 

Gai, Would I could free’t. 

4rv. Or I, what ere it be, 

What pain it coft, what danger: gods! 

Bel. Hark, Boyes. 

Imo. Great men 
That had a Court no bigger than this Cave, 

That did attend themfelves, and had the virtue 
Which their own Confcience feal’d them : laying by 
That nothing. gift of differing Multitudes 

Could not out. piece thefe twain, Pardon me gods, 
I'd change my Sex to be Companion with them, 
Since Leonatus falfe. 

Bel, It fhall be fo: i , 
Boyes, we'll go drefs our Hunt. Bair, you come in; 
Difcourfe is heavy, fafting: when we have fupp’d 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy Story. 
So far as thou wilt fpeak it, 

Gui. Pray draw near. 

Arv. The night to th’ Owl, 

And Morn to th’ Lark lefs welcome. 

Imo. Thanks, Sir. 

Arv. | pray draw near, 


Scena Oétava. 


Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes. 


’ 1 Sen. This is the tenour of the Emperours Writ ; 
That firice the common men are now in Adction 
’Gainft the Pannonians, and Dalmatians, 

And that the Legions now in Gallia, are 
Full weak to undertake our Wars againt{t 
The faln-off Britains, that we do incite 
The Gentry to this bufinefS. He creates 
Lucims Pro-Conful: and to you the Tribunes 
For this immediate Levy, he commands 
His abfolate Commiffion. Long live (éfar. 
Tri. 1s Lucius General of the Forces ? 
2 Sen. 1. 
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ? 
1 Sen.. With thofe Legions 
Which I have fpoke of, whereunto your Levy 
Mutt be fuppliant : the words of your Commiflion 
Will tye you to the Numbers and the time 
Of their difpatch 


Tri. We will difcharge our duty. [Exeunt. 


Atus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Cloten alone, 


Am near to th’ place where they fhould meet, 
if Pifanio have map’d it truly. How fit his Gar- 
ments ferve me? Why fhould his Miftrifs, who was made 
by him, that made the Taylor not be fittoo? The ra- 
ther (faving reverence of the Word) for "tis faid a Wo- 
mans fitnefs comes by fits: therein I muft play the Work- 
man, I dare fpeak it to my felf, for it is not Vain-glory 
for aman and his Glafs, to confer in his own Chamber ; I 
mean, the Lines of my Body are as well drawn as his ; no 
lefs young, more ftrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, be- 
yond him in the advantage of the time , above him in 
Birth, alike converfant in general fervices, and more re 
markable in fingle oppofitions: yet this imperfeverant 
Thing loves him in my defpight. What Mortality is? 
Pofthumus, thy Head (which now is growing upon thy 
fhoulders) fhall within this hour be off, thy Mifirifs in- 
forced, thy Garments cut to pieces before thy Face: and 
all this done, fpurn her home to her Father, who may 
(happily). bea little angry for my fo rough ufage: but my 
Mother having power of his teftinefs, fhall turn all into 
my commendations. My Horfe is tyed up fafe, out Sword, 
and to a fore purpofe: Fortune put them into my hand : 
This is the very defcription of their meeting place, and 
the Fellow dares not deceive me. LExit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, and 
* Imogen from the Cave. 


Clot. 


Bel, You are not well: Remain here in the Cave, 
We'll come to you after Hunting. 
e4rv. Brother, ftay here: 
Are we not Brothers ?. 
Imo. So man and man fhould be, 
But Clay and Clay differs in dignity, 
Whofe duft is both alike. I am very fick, 
Gui. Go you to Hunting, Pit abide with him. 
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Imo. So fick lam not, yet 1 am not well: 
But not fo Citizen a wanton, as 
To feem to die, ere fick : So pleafe you, leave me, 
Stick to your Journal courfe: the breach of Cuftom; 
Is breach of all. [amill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society is-no.comfort 
To one not fociable: | am not very fick, 
Since I can reafon of it: pray youtruft me here, 
ilrob none but my felf, and let me die 
Stealing fo poorly. 

Gui. | love thee: 1 have fpoke it, . 
How much the quantity, che weight as much, 
As I do love my Father. 

Bel. What? how ? how? 

Ary. If it be fin to fay fo (Sir) I yoak me 
In my good Brothers fault : | know not why 
I love this youth, and'I have heard you fay; 
Love’s reafons without reafon.. The Beer at Door, 
And ademand whois't fhaii die, I'd fay 
My Father, not this Youth, 

Bel. Oh noble ftrain! 
O worthinefs of Nature, breed of greatnefs ! 
‘* Cowards, Father, Cowards, and bafe things, Sire, bafe : 
“‘ Nature hath Meal and Bran; Contempt and Grace, 
Pm not their Father, yet who this fhould be, 
Doth miracle it felf, lov’d before me. 
’Tis the ninth hour o’ th’ Morn. 

Ary, Brother, farewel. 

Imo. 1 with ye fport. 

c4rv. You health. —— So pleafe you, Sir. 

Imo, Thefe are kind Creatures. 
Gods, what lies I have heard : 
Our Courtiers fay, all’s favage, but at Court: 
Experience, oh thou difprov ft Report. 
Th? imperious Seas breed Montters ; for the Difh, 
Poor Tributary Rivers, as fweet Fifh: 
I am fick ftill, heart-fick : Pifanio, 
Pll now taft of thy Drugg. 

Gui. 1 could not ftir him: 
He faid he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 
Difhoneftly afflicted, but yet honeft. 

Ary. Thus did he anfwer me: yet faid hereafter, 
I might know more. 

Bel. Toth’ Field, to th’ Field: 
We'll leave you for this time, go in, and reft. 

Arv. We’il not be long away. 

Bel. Pray be not fick, 
For you muft be our Hufwife. 

Imo. Well or ill, 
I am bound to you. 

Bel, And fhalt be ever. 
This youth, how e’re diftreft, appears he hath had 
Good Anceftors. 

Arv. How Angel-like he fings? 

Gui. But his neat Cookery ? 

Arv. He cut our Roots in Characters, 
And fawc’t our Broths, as Zuno had been fick, 
And he her Dieter. 

Arv. Nobly he yoaks ; 
A fmiling witha figh: as if the figh : 
Was that it was, for not being fuch a fimile ; 
The fmile mocking the figh, that it would fly 
From fo divine a Temple, to commix 
With Winds that Sailors rail at. 

Gui. 1 do note, a 
That grief and patience rooted in them both, 
Mingle their fpurs together, 

e4rv.. Grow patient, igh 
And let the ftinking Elder (Grief) untwine 
His perifhing root, with the encreafing Vine. eae 

Bel. Itis great Morning. Come away: who's there ¢ 


[Exi. 


Eater 


Qaq4 


1$2 


Eater Cloten, 


’ 


Clo. Icannot find thofe Runagates, that Villain 
Hath mock’d me, Jam faint. 
Bel. Thole Runagates? 
| Means he not us ?. Jypartly know him, ’tis 
Cloten, the Son o” th’ Queen, I fear fome Ambuth : 
I faw him not thefe many years, and yet 
I know’tis he: we ate held as Out laws; hence. 
Gui. Heis but one: you, and my Brother fearch 
What Companies are near: pray you away, 
Let me alone with him. 
Clot. Soft, what are you ) 
That fie me thus? Some Villain Mountainers? 
I have heard of fach. What Slave art thou? 
Gui. Athing, 
More flavifhdid I ne’re, than anfwering 
A Slave without a knock, 
Clot. Thou art a Robber, 
‘| A Law-Breaker, a Villain: yield thee, Thief. 


Gui. To whom? tothee? what art thou? Have not I. 


An Arm as big as thine? aHeartas big ? 
Thy words | grant are bigger: for I wear not 
My Dagger in my mouth... Say what thou art, 
Why I fhould yield to thee ? 
| Clo. Thou Villain bafe, 
Know’ft me not by my Cloths? 
Gui. No, nor thy Taylor, Rafcal, 
Who is thy Grandfather: He made thofe Cloaths, 
Which (as it feems) make thee. 
Clo. Thou precious Varlet, 
My Taylor made them not. 
Gui. Hence then, and thank 
The man that gave them thee. 
| Lam loth to beat thee. 
Clo. Thou injurious Thief, 
| Hear but my name, and tremble. 
Gui, What’s thy Name? 
Clo, Cloten, thon Villain. 
Gui. (loten, thou double Villain be. thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it, were it Toad, or Adder, Spider, 
’Twould move fooner. 
(lot. To thy further fear, 
Nay, tothy meer Confufion, thou fhalt know 
I am Son to th’ Queen. 
Gui. 1am forry for’t : 
So worthy as thy Birth, 
Clo, Art not afeard ? 
Gui. Thofe that I reverence, thofe I fear, the Wife: 
At Fools I laugh, not fear them. 
Clo. Die the Death: 
When I have flain thee with my proper hand, 
Vil follow thofe that even now fled hence : 
And on the Gates of Luds-Town fet your heads : 
Yield Ruftick Mountaineer. 


V ic 
Thou art fome Fool; 


not feeming . 


Enter Bellarius: and Acviragus, 


| 
| Bel. No Company’s abroad ? 
e4rv. None inthe World: you did miftake him fure. 
Bel, (cannot tell: long is it fince bfaw him, 
| But Time hath nothing blurt’d thofe lines of Favour 
| Which then he wore : the fnatches.in his Voice, 
| And burft of fpeaking were as his: I am abfolute 
Twas very Cloten. 
Arv. Inthis place we-left them; 
I wifh my Brother make good time with him, 
You fay he is fo fell, 
Bel, Being fcarce made up, 


| The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


aaa ae ee | 
| mean to man; hé had not apprehenfion 


[Fight and Exeunt. 


| Till hafty Polidore return, and bring hum 
1 To Dinner prefently. 


Of roaring terrors: For defect of judgment 
Is oft the caufe of Fear. 


Enter Guiderius. 


But fee thy Brother. 

Guie This.Gloten was aFool, an empty Purfe, 
There was no money in’t;. Not Hercules 
Could have knock’d out his Brains, for he had: none: 
Yet I not doing this, theFool had born 
My Head, asi dohis. © .., 

Bel, What haft thou done ? 

Gui. | am-perfect what s cut off one Cloten’s Head, 
Son to the Queen (after his.own report) 
Who call’d me Traytor, Mountaineer, and {wore 
With his own hand he’d take us in, 
Difplace our heads, where (thanks to th’ gods) they grow 
And fet them on Luds-Towa, 

Bel. We are all undone. 

Gui. Why, worthy Father, what have we to lofe, 
But that-he {wore to take our Lives? the Law. 
Protects not us, then why fhou!d. we be tender, 
To let an arrogaut picce of flefh threat us? 
Play Judge, and Execurigner, all himfelf? 
For we do fear noLaw. What Company ~ 
Difcover you abroad ? 

~ Bel. No fingle Soul ~ see 

Can we fet Eye on: butin all fafe reafon Aumoer 
He muft have fome Attendants.’ Though his Honour 
VVas nothing but mutation ; I, and that 
From one bad thing ta worfe: Not Frenzy, 
Not abfolute madnefs could fo far have rav’d 
To bring him here alone, although perhaps 
It may be heard at Court, that fuch as we 
Cave here, haunt here, are Outlaws, and in timé 
May make fome ftronger head, the which he hearing, 
(As it is like him) might break out, and fwear 
He’d fetchus in, yet is’t not probable 
Tocome alone, either fo undertaking, 
Or they fo fuffering: then on good ground we fear, 
If we do fear this body hatha tail 
More perilous than the head. 

Arv. Let Ord’nance 
Come, as the gods fore-fay it, howfoc’te 
My Brother hath done well. 

Bel. | had no mind 
To hunt this day: The Boy Fidele’s ficknefs 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gui. VVith his own Sword, 
Which he did wave againft my throat, I haveta’ne 
His Head from him: Pll thraw’t into the Creek 
Behind our Rock, and let it to the Sea, 
And tell the Fifhes, he’s the Queens Son, Clotefty 
That’s all soar a Zi 

Bel. \ fear "twill be reveng?d : 
Woul (Polidore) thou hadft not done’t = though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. | 

4Arv, Would I had done’t, 
So the Revenge alone purfu’d me: Polidore , 
I love thee Brotherly, but envy much: 
Thou haft robb’d me of this deed : I would Revenges 
That poflible ftrength might meet, would feek us through, 
And put us to our aniwer. 

Bel, Well, "tis done : 
We'll hunt no: more to day, nor feck for danger 
Where there’s no profit. I prethee to our Rock, 
You and Fidele play the Cooks: Pll ftay 


ene 


LExit. 


Arv. Poor fick Fideles 
I'll willingly to him, to gain-his colour, 
I'd let a Parith:of fuch Glorens blood, 
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And praife my felf for Charity, (éxi, | The azur’d Aare- Bell, like thy Veins: no nor 
Bel, O thou Goddefs,  _ , The Leaf.of Eglantine, whom not to flander 
Thou divine Nature; thy felf thou blazon’tft . Out-fweetned not thy breath: the R¥idock svdald 
| In thefe two Princely Boyes: they areas gentle With Charitable bill (Oh bill fore fhaming 
AsZephyres blowing below the Violet, Thofe rich-left-Heirs, that let their Fathers lie 
Not wagging his {weet Head; and yet, as rough Without a Monument) bring thee all this, we 
(Their Royal blood enchaf’d) as the rud’ft wind, Yea, and furr’d Mofs befides. When Flowers are none 
That by the top doth take the Mountain Pine, To winter ground thy Coarfe—— eat 1, 
And make him ftoop to th’ Vail..’Tis wonder rg (¢. Gi. Prethee have dohe, NA around. 
That an invifible inftinét fhofld frame them And do not play in Wench-like words with that 
. | To Royalty unlearn’d, Honour untaught, Which is {0 ferious, Let us bury him, 
Civility not feen from other : Valour, And not protract with admiration, what 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop Is now due Debt. To th’ Grave. 
As if it had been fow’d: yet ftill it’s ftrange. Ary. Say, where fhall’s lay him ? 
What Clotens being here to us portends, Gui. By good Euriphile, our Mother, 
Or what his death will bring us. 4rv. Be’t fo: 
And let us (Polidore) though how our Voices 
Enter Guiderius. Have got the mannifh crack, fing him to th’ ground 
As once to our Mother : ufe like note, and words; 
Gui. Where’s my Brother ? Save thac Eursphile mult be Fidele, 
I have fent Clotens Clot-pole down the ftream ; Gui. Cadwall, 
In Embaflic to his Mother 3 his bodies hoftage I cannot fing: I'll weep, and word it with thée, 
For his return. {Solemn eMufick, | For Notes of forrow, out of tune, are worfe 
_ Bel. My ingenuous Inftrument, Than Priefts, and Vanes'that lie, 3 
(Hark Polidore) it founds : but what occafion Ary, We'll {peak it then. ; 
Hath Cadwall now to give it motion? Hark. Bel. Great griefs {fee Med’cine thie lefs, For Cliter 
Gui. ls he at home? Is quite forgot. He wasa Queens Son, Boyes, 
Bel. He went hence even now. And though he came our Enemy, remember 
Gui, What does he mean ? He was paid for that: thon mean, and mighty rotting 
Since death of my dear’ft Mother Together have one duft, yet Reverence 
It did not fpeak before. All fotemn things (That Angel of che World) doth make diftinétion 
Should anfwer folemn Accidents, The matter ? Of place*twixt high and low, Our Foe was Princely, 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toyes, And though youtook his life, as being our Foe; 
Is jollity for Apes, and grief for Boyes, Yet bury him, as a Prince: 
Is Cadwall mad ? Gut. Pray thee fetch him hither, 
| Ther/ites Body is'@s good as Ajax, 
Enter Arviragus, with Imogen dead, bearing When neither are alive, 
her in bis Arms. Arv, If you'll go fetch him, 


We'll fay our Song the whil’ft: Brother begin. 


Bel. Look, here he comes, © Gui. Nay Cadwall, we muft lay his Head to th’ Eaft, 


And brings the dire occafion in his Arms, _ My Father hath areafonfor’t, . 
Of what we blame him for. Ary, *Tis true, 2 
Arv, The Bird is dead . | Gi. Come on then, and remove him, 
That we have made fo much on, Thad rather. ~ | rv. So, begin, 
Have skipt from fixteen years of Age, to fixty: : 
| To have turn’d.my leaping time intoa Crutch, ». SONG, 
Than have feen this. 
Gui. Oh {weeteft,. faireft Lilly : Guid. Fear no'‘more the heat o’ th’ Sun, 
My Brother wears thee not the one half fo well, Wor the furious Winters rages, 
As when thou grew’ft thy felf. Thou thy Worldly task baft done, 
Bel. Oh Melancholly, ) ie Home art gone, and take thy wages. 
Who ever yet.could found thy bottom ? Find Golden Lads and Girls all mujt, 
The Ooze, to fhew that Coaft thy fluggith care As Chimney-Sweepers come to dujft. 
Might eafilieft harbour in, Thou bleffed thing. eI Arv. Fear xo more the frown 0’ th’ Great, 
Jove knows what man thou might’ft-have made: butI, Thou art paft the Tyrants firoke, 
| Thou dyed’fta more rare Boy, of Melancholly. Care no more to cloath and eat, 
| How found you him ? To thee the Reed is as the Oak: 
Ary. Stark, as you fee: The Scepter, Learning, Phyfick, muff, : 
| Thus filing as fome Fly had tickled flumber, All follow this and come to duff. 
Not as deaths dart being laugh’d ats bis right Cheek Gui. Fear no more the Lightning flafh. — 
| Repofing on aCufhion, Arv, Nor th’ all dreaded Thunder-ftone, 
{ Gwi.. Where? ; Gui. Fear no flander. (enfire rafh, 
5 Arv. O’ th’ Floor 2... ; Arv. Thou haft finifh'd Foy and Moan, 
| His Arms thusleagu’d, I thought he flept, and put Both. All Lovers young, all Lovers muff, 
My clouted Brogues from, off, my Feet, whofe rudenefs Conficn to thee, and'come to duft. 
Anfwer’d my fteps too loud. Gui. No Exorcifer harm thee, 
Gui, Why, he but fleeps : _ Arv. Nor no Witcheraft charm thee. 
If he be gone he’ll make bis Grave, 4 Bed : Gui. Choft unlaid forbear thee. 
With Female Faieries will his Tomb be haunted, Arv. Nothing il! come near thee. 
And Worms will not come to thee. al Both. Quiet confummation have, 
Arv. With faireft Flowers” And renowned be thy Graves 
Whil’ftSummer lafts, and llive here, Fidele, - 
Pll fweeten thy fad Grave : thou fhalt not lack Qqq2 Enter 


The Flower that’s like thy Face. PaleePrimrofe, nor 
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Enter Bellarius with the Body of Cloten. 


Gui. We have done ont obfequies = 
Come lay him down, , 

Bel. Here’s few Flowers, but about midnight more : 
The herbs that have on them.cold dew oth’ night 
Are ftrewings fitv’!t for Graves: upon their Faces. 
You were as Flowers, now wither2d: even fo 
Thefe Herbelets thall, which we upon you ftrew. 
Come on away,apart upan our Knees : ; 
The ground that gave them firft,has them again : 
Their pleafures here are paft, fo are their pain. 


Yes, Sir, to eMilford-Aaven, which isthe way ? 

I thank you: by yond Buth? pray how far thither ? 
’Ods pittikins: can it be fix mile yet? 

I have gone all night: faith, le lye down and fleep, 
But foft: no Bedfellow? Qh Gods, and Goddefles! 
Tiefe Flowers are like the pleafures of the World ; 
This bloody manthecare on’t. I hope I dream: 
For fo [ thought I was a Cave-keeper, 

And Cook to honeft Creatures. But tis not fo: 
Twas but a bolt of nothing, fhot at nothing, 
Which the Brain makes of Fumes. Our very cyes, 
Are fometimes like our Judgments, blind. Good Faith 
L tremble ftill with fear: but if there be 

Yet left in Heaven, as fmall a dropof pitty 

As a Wrens. Eye: fear’d Gods, a part of it. 

The Dream’s here ftill: even when |. wake it is 
Without me, as withiame: notimagin’d, felt. 

A headlefgman? The Garments of Pofthnmus ? 

I know the fhape of’s Leg: this is bis Hand : 

His Foot Mercurial: his Martial Thigh, 

The Brawns of Hercules: but his' Jovial Face—— 
‘Murther in Heaven? How? ’tisgone. Pifavio, 

|All curfes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee : thou 

\Confj pir’d with that ircegulous Devil Claten, 

\Hath here cut off my Lord, To write, and read, 
iBe henceforth treacherous. Dammn’d Pifanio 

\Hath with his forg’d Letters (damn’d Péfanio) 
'From this moft bravelt Veflel of the World 

Struck the main top! Oh Pofthumus, alas, 


Pifanio might have kill’d thee at the heart, 

And left his head on. How fhould thisbe, Pifanio? 
Tis he and Cloten,. ‘Malice and Lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here.. Oh’tis.pregnant, pregnant ! 
The Drugg he gave me, whicb he faid.was precious 
And Cordial to me, have I. not:found it 

Murdr’ous to th’ Senfes.?. that.confirms it home: 
This is Pifanio’s deed, and Cloten.:, Oh! 

Give colour. tomy, pale.cheek.with-thy blaad, 

That we the horrider may feem.to thofe. 

Which chace to Sind us, Ob, my Lord:! my-Lord! 


Enter Lucius, Captains, avd a Soothfayer. 


Cap To them, the Legions garrifon’d inGaka 
‘After your will, havecroft.theSea, attending 
You here at e Milford. Haven, with yout Ships: 
They are in readinefs; 

Luc. But what from, Rome? 

Cap. The Senate hath {tirr’d. upthe Confiners, 
\And Gentlemenof /taly, moft willing. Spirits, 
That promife Noble Servcie: and they.come 
Under the Conduct of bold. Fachi¢e, 

Syenna’s Brother. 

Luc. When expect you,them? 

| Cap. With the next benefit ogh? wind. 

| Lue. This forwardnefs 

Make our hopes fair. Command our prefent numbers, 
Be muttered, bid the Captains leok to’t. Nowy, Sir, 


LExeunt. 
Limogen awakes. 


Whereis thy head ? where’s that ? Aye me, I,where’s that? 


~The Tragédy of Gymbeline 


What, have you dream’d of late of this Wars purpofe. 


Sooth, Laft night the very gods fhew'd mea Vifion 


(I feaft, and pray’d for their Intelligence) thus : 


I faw Foves Bird, the Roman Eagle wing’d | 
From the Spungy South, tothis part of the Welt, 
There vanith’d in the Sunsbeams, which portends 
(Unlefs my Sins abufe my Divination) | 
Succefs to th’ Roman holt. its > | 
Luc. Dream often fo, | 
And never falfe. Soft ho, what Trunk is here ? 
Without his top ? the ruine fpeaks, that fomeume 
It was a worthy building. How? a Page? 
Or dead, or fleeping on bim ? but dead rather : ) 
For Nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defun¢t, or fleep upon the dead. 
Let’s. fee the Boys face. 
Cap. He’s alive, my Lord. 
Luc, He'll then inftruét us of his body. Young one 
Inform us of the Fortunes, for it feems ‘ 
They crave to be demanded : whois this 
Thou mak’ft thy bloody Pillow? Or who was he 
That ( otherwife the noble Nature did ) 
Hath alter’d that good Picture? What’s thy intereft | 
In this fad wrack ? How came’t ? Who is’t ? | 
What art thou? 
Jmo. 1am nothing: or if not, 
Nothing to be were better: This was my Mafter, 
A very valiant Britain, and a good, 
That here by Mountainers lies flain: Alas, 
There are no more fuch Mafters: I may wander 


| From Eaft to Occident, ery out for Service, 
{ Try many, all good: ferve truly: never 


Find fuch another Matter. 
Luc. *Lack, good youth: 

Thou mov’ft no lefs with thy complaining, than 

The Mafter in bleeding: fay his name, good Friend, 
Imo. Richard du Camp: VT do lye and do, 

No harm by it,though the Gods heat;1 hope 

They’ll pardon it. Say yon, Sir ? 

Luc. Thy name ? 

Imo. Fidele, Sit. 

Luc. Thou do’ft approve thy felf the very fame: 
Thy narhe well fits thy Faith, thy Faith, thy Name : 
Wilt take thy change with me? 1 will notfay 
Thou fhalt-be fo well mafter’d, but be fure 
No lefs belov’d. The Roman Emperours Letters 
Sent by a Conful to me, fhould no fooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee: Gowithme. | 

Imo. Vie follow, Sir. But firftan’t pleafe the gods, 
I’le hide my Mafter from the Flyes as deep 
As thefe poor Pickaxes can dig; and when ; 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha’fttew’d his grave, 
And on it faid a Century of Prayers, 

(Such as I can) twice o’re, Ple weep, and figh, 
And leaving fo his fervice, follow you, ~ 
So pleafe you entertain me, 

Luc. 1, good youth, . gy 
And rather Father thee, than Mafter'thee: My Friends, 
The Boy hath tavght’us manly duties’: Let us 
Find out the prettieft Dazied-Plot we can, 

And make him with our Pikes and Partizans 

A Grave : Come, Arme him : Boy, he is preferr’d 
By thee, tous, and he fhall beinterr’d 

As Souldiers can. | Be chearfal, wipe thine’ Eyes, 


Some falls are means titehappier to arife. [Exennt. 


Scena: Tertias.. 
Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and’ Pifanio. 
Cym. Again andbring we word how ’tis witli her, 
A Feaver with’the-abfence-of her Son’. 


A madnefs, of which*her life’sin'danger : Heavens, 
ow] 


How deeply you at once do touch me, Jmogen, 
The great partofmy comfort, gone: My Queen 
Upon a defperate bed, and ig a time 
When fearful Wars point at me : Her Son gone, 
So needful for his prefent ? It {trikes me, me, paft 
The bope of comfort. But for thee, Fellow, 
Who needs muft know of her departure, and 
Doft feem fo ignorant, we’ll inforce it from thee 
By a fharp torture. . 

Pifa. Sir, my life is yours, 
Lhumbly fet icat your will: But for my Miftrefs, 
I nothing Know where fhe remains: why gone, 
Nor when:fhe purpofes return, Befeech your Highnels, 
Hold me‘ your Loyal Servant. 

Lord, Good my Liege, 
The day, that fhe was miffing, the was here ; 
I dare be bound he’s true, and fhall perform 
All parts of his fubjection loyally. For Cloren, 
There-wants no diligence in feeking him, 
And will no doubt be found. 

Cym. The time is troublefome : 
We'll flip you for a feafon, but with jealoufie 
Do’s yet depend. 

Lord. So pleafe your Majefty, 
The Roman Legions all from Gaia drawn, 
Are landed on your coaft, with fupply 
Of Roman Gentlemen, by the Senate fent. 

Gym. Now for the Counfel of my Sonand Queen. 
I am amaz’d with matter, 

Lord, Good my Liege, 
Your preparation can affront no lefs 
Than what you hear of. 
Come more, for more you’re ready : 
The want is, but to put thefe powers in motion, 
That long to move. 

Gym. thank you: let’s withdraw 
And meet the time, as it feeks us, We fear not 
What can from Jtaly annoy us, but 
We grieve at chances here. Away. 

Pifa, Lheard no Letter from my Mafter, fince 
I wrote him /mogen was flain. ’Tis ftrange: 
Nor hear | from my Miftrefs. who did promife 
To yield me often tidings. Neither know | 
What is betide to Clotex, but remain 
Perplext inall. The Heavens ftill muft work: 
Wherein [ am falfe, 1am honeft: not true, to be true. 
Thefe prefent wars fhall find I love my Country, 
Even to the note o” th? King, or I’le fallin them : 
All other doubts, by time Iet them be cleer’d, 


| Fortune brings in fome Boats, that are not fteer’d. [E&xit. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, avd Arviragus. 


Gui. The noife is round about us. 
Bel, Let us from it. ples 
Arvi. What pleafure, Sir, find we in life, to lock it 
From Action, and Adventure ? 
Gus, Nay, what hope ; 
Have we inhiding us? this way the Xomans 
Mutt, or for Britains flay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural Revolts 
During their ufe, and flay us after. 
Bel, Sons , 
We'll higher to the Mountains, there fecure us. 
To the King’s party there’s no going: newne(s 
OF Cloten’s death (we being not known,not mufter’d 
Among the Bands) may drive usto a render 
VVhere we have liv’d; and fo extort from’s that 
VVaich we have done, whofe anfwer would be death 
Diawn on his torture. 
Gui Thisis €Sir ) a doubt 


The Tragedy of Gynbdais 


LExeunt. 
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Infuch atime, nothing becoming you, 


Nor fatisfying us 
e7rvi. \t is not likely, : 
That wien they hear their Roman horfes neigh; 
Behold their quarter’d Fires; have both their eyes 
And ears fo cloyd importantly as now, 
That they will walt their time upon our note; 
To know from whence we are. 
Bel. Oh, | am Known 
Of many inthe Army: Many years | i 
(Though Cleten taen but young) you fee, not wore him 
From my remembrance, And befides, the King 
Hath not deferv’d my fervice, nor your loves 
Who find in my Exile, the want of Breeding ; 
The certainty of this hard life, aye hopelefs 
To have the courtefie your Cradle promis’d, 
But to be ftit! hot Summer’s tanlings, and 
The thrinking Slaves of Winter. 
Gui. Than be fo, 
Better toceafe tobe- Pray, Sir, to th’ Army: 
I,and my Brother are not known; your felf 
So out of thought,and thereto fo o’re-grown, 
Cannot be queftion’d. 
e4rvi. By this Sun that fhines 
le hither: what thing isit, that I never 
Did fee man dye, fcarce ever look’d on blood, ; 
But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Venifon ? 
Never beftrid a Horfe fave one,thathad 
A Rider like my felf, who ne’re wore Rowel, 
Nor Iron on his heel? I.am afham’d 
To look upon the holy Sun, to have 
The benefit of his bleft Beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 
Gui, By heavens Ile go, 
if you will blefs. me, Sir, and give me leave, 
Ple take the better care: but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The hands of Romans. 
4rvi. So fay 1, Amen. 
Bel. No reafon I (fince of your lives you fet 
So flight a valuation) fhouldreferve « 
My crack’d one to more care. Have with you, Boys: 
if in your Country wars you chance to dye, 
That is my Bedtoo (Lads) andthereLlelye, 
Lead, lead; the time feems long, theif blood thinks fcorn 
Till it fie out, and fhew them Princes born, pExeunt. 


—— 


Aétus Quintus, “Scena Prima. 


ss Enter Pofthumus alone. 


ae See bloody cloth, le keep thee : for I am wifhe 
Thou fhould’ft be célour’d thus. You married } 
If each of you would take this courfe, how many —_(ones, d 
Muft murther Wives much better thanthemfelves ” 
For wrying but alittle? Oh Piano, 

Every good Servants does not all Commands : 

No Bond, but todo juftones. Gods, ifyou 
Should have ta’ne vengeance on my faults, I never 
Had liv’d to put on this: fo had you faved 

The noble Jmogen to repent, and ftrook. 

Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alack 
You {natch from hence for little fauits ; that’s love 
To have them fall no more: you fome permit 

To fecond ills with ills, each Elder worfe, 

And make them dread it, to. the doers thrift, 

But Jmogen is your own, do your belt wills, _ 

And make me bleft to obey. 1am brought hither 
Among th’ Jtalian Gentry, and to fight 

Againit my Ladies Kingdom : ris enough 

That (Britain) 1 have kill’d chy Miftrefs : Peace, 


Qqq 3 Py} 


186 The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 

Sati Sade RD a INN NTO | 
Lor. Where was -this Lane ? 
Poft. Clofe by the battel,ditch’d, and wall’d with turf, 
_ Which gave advantage to an ancient Souldier ; 
( An honeft one I warrant ) who deferv’d 
So long a’ breeding, as his white beard came to, 
In doing this for’s Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, with two ftriplings ( Lads more like torun 
The Country bafe, than tocommit fuch flaughter. 
| With faces fit for Masks, or rather fairer 4 
Than thofe for prefervation cas’d, or fhame ) 
Made good the paflage, eryed to thofe that fled, 
Our Britain’s hearts die flying, not our men, 
To darknefs fleet Souls that fly backward: ftand 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that ; 
Like beafts, which you fhun beaftly, and may fave 
But to look back infrown: Stand, ftand. Thefe three 
Three thoufand confident, in a¢t as many : ; 
For three performers are the File, when all 
The reft do nothing. With this word ftand, ftand 
Accommodated by the Place; more Charming : 
With their own.Noblenefs, which could have turn?d 
A Diftaffto a Lance, gilded pale looks; 
} Part fhame, part fpirit renew’d, that fome turn’d coward 
} But by example ( Oha fin in War, 
} Damn’d in the firft beginners ) ’gan to look 
|The way that they did, and to grin like Lyons 
Upon the Pikes 0’ th’ Hunters. Then began 
A ftop i’ th’ Chafer; a Retire: Anon 
A Rout, confufion thick: forthwith they flie 
Chickens, the way which they ftopt Eagles : Slaves 
The ftrides the Victors made: and now our cowards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became 
The life o’ th’ need: having found the back door open 
Of the ungarded hearts: heavens, how they wound, 
Some flain before, fome dying ; fome their Friends 
O’ce-born i’ th’ former wave, ten chac’d by one, 
Are now eaeh one the flanghter-man of twenty : 
Thofe that would dye, or e’re refift, are grown 


I’le give no wound to'thée: therefore,good Heavens, 
Hear patiently my purpofe. I’le difrobe me 
Of thefe Italian weeds, and fuit my felf 
As do’s a Britain Pedzant’: fol le fight 
Againft the part bcome with : fo Ple die 
For thee (O Imogen ) even for whom my life 
Is every breatit, adeath: and thus unknown, 
Pitied, nor hated, to the face of peril 
My fe'f Pie dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, than my habits fhow, 
Gods, pat the'ftrength.o’ th’ Leenati in me: 
Co fhame the guife-o’ th’ world, I will begin, 
The fafhion lefs without, and more within. Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Lucius, Jachimo, andthe Roman ermy at one deor : 
and the Britain Army at another: Leonatus Pofthumus 
following like a poor Souldier. They march over, and 
out. Then enter again in Skirmifh Yachimo and Pott- 
humus: be vanguifheth and difarmeth Jachimo, and then, 
leaves him. 


Fac. The heavinefs and guile within my bofom, 
Takes off my manhood :- Ihave belyed a Lady, 
The Princefs of this Country ; and the air on’t 
Revengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle, 
A very drudge of Natures, have fubdu’d me 
In my profeflion? Knighthoods, and Honours born 
( As I wear mine ) are titles but of fcorn. 
If that thy Gentry (Britain) go before 
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the odds 
is, that we fcarce are men, and.you are gods: EExit. 
| The Battel continuessthe Britains flye, Cymbeline ss taken : 
then enter to bis refeue, Bellarius’, Guiderius, and 
Arviragus. pete Fn ' 
Bel. Sand, ftand, we have the advantage of the ground, 
|The Lane is garded: Nothing réuts us, but. [he mortal bugs o’ th’ Field. 
[The villany of our fears. Lord. This wasa ftrange chance: 
Gui. Arvi. Stand; ftand and fight, A narrow Lane, an old man, and two Boyes. 
) Pof. Nay,do not wonder at it: you are made 
Enter Pofthunwus; 2nd fecondsthe Britains. They refene | Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 


, 
1 


Cymbeline, and exeunt. Than to work any. Will you Rime upon’t. 
; And vent it for a Mock’ry ? Here is one: 
Then enter Lucius, Jachimo, and Imogen. “< Two Boyes, an Old-man ( twice a Boy) a Lane, 


“ Preferv’dthe Britains, was the Romans bane. 
Luc: Away, boy, fromthe troops, and fave thy felf: Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir. 
For Friends kill Friends, and the diforder’s fuch Poff. Lack, to what end ? 
As War: were hood-wink’d. - Who dares not ftand his Foe, I’le be his Friend : 


Face is their frefh fupplies. For if hell do, ashe is made to do, 
| Duc. It isa day turn’d ftrangely : or betimes I know he’ll quickly flye my friendfhip too. 
‘Let’s re-inforce, or fly. [Exennt, | You have put me into Rime: 


Lord. Farewel, you’re angry. ~ [Exat. 
Poft. Still going: thisis aLord: Oh noble mifery 
To bei’ th’ field, and ask what news of me: 
To day, how many would have given their Honours 
Enter Pofthumus, and a Britain Lord. To have fav’d their Carkafles? took heel to do’t, 
And yet dyed too. I, in mine own woe charm’d, 
Lor. Cam’ft thow from where they made the ftand? Could not find death, where did hear him groan, 


Scena Tertias 


Poft. 1 did, | Nor feel him where he ftrook. Being an ugly Montfter, 
Though you it feems- came from the Fliers, ’Tis ftrange he-hides him in frefh Cups, foft Beds, 
Lor. | bid. Sweet words; or hathmore minifters than we 
Poff. No blametoyou, Sir, forall was loft, That draw his knives th’ war. Well | will find him: 
But that the Heavens fought: the Kiag himfelf For being now a Favourer to the Britain, 
Of his wings deftitute, the Army broken, No morea Britain, | have refum’d again 
And but the backs-of Britains {eens all flying The partI-camein. Fight! willno more, 
Through a ftrait Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, But yield me to the verieft Hind, that fhall 
Lolling the tongue with flaught’ring: having work Once touch my fhoulder. Great the flaughter is 
More plentiful, than tools todo’t: ftrook down ~ | Here made by th’ Roman; great the aniwer be, 
Some mortally, fome flightly touch’d, fome falling Britains mu{t take. For me, my Ranfom’s death, 
Merely through fear, that the ftrait pafé was damm’d On either fide I come to fpend my breath ; 
With dead. men, hurt behind, and Cowards living Which neither here ’le keep, not bear agen, 
To dye with length’nedfhame. ——_- But end it by fome means rf Imogen, 


Enter } 


Enter two Captains, and Souldiers. 


1, Great Fupiter be prais’d, Lucins is taken, 
’Tis thought the old man, and-his Sons, were Angels: 
z, There was a fourth man, ina filly habit, 
That gaveth’ Affrone with them. 
1. So tis reported : 
But none of *enrcan be found. Stand, who’s there? 
Poft. A Roman, 
Who had not now been drooping here, if feconds 
Had anfwer’d him. 
2. Lay hands on him: a Dog, 
A Leg of Rome fhall not return to tell 
What Crows have peckt them here; he brags his fervice 
As if he were of note : bring him to th’ King. 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pifa- 
nio, avd Roman Captives. The Captains prefent Pofthu- 
mus to Cymbeline, who delivers him over to a Gaoler. 


Scena Quarta. 
Enter Pofthumus, and Gaoler. 


Gao. You fhall not now be ftoln, 
You have Locks upon you : 
So graze, as you find Pafture. 
2. Gao. ¥, or a ftomach. 
Poft. Moft welcome Bondage: for thou art a way 
(I think) to liberty: yet am I better 
Than one that’s fick o’ th’ Gout, fince he had rather 
Groan fo in perpetuity, than be cur’d 
By th? fure Phyfician, Death; who isthe Key 
T’ unbar thefe Locks, My Confcience, thou art fetter’d 
More than my fhanks, and wrifts : yoa good gods give me 
The penitent Initrument to pick that Bolt, 
Then free for ever. Is’t enough [am forry ? 
So Children temporal Fathers do appeafe ; 
Gods are more full of mercy. Mult I repent, 
I cannot doit better thanin Gyves, 
Defir’d, more'than conftrain’d, to fatisfie 
If of my freedom: ’tis the main part, take 
No ftricter render of me, than my All, 
I know you are more clement than vile men, 
Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 
A fixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement ; that’s not my defire. 
For Imogen’s-dear life, take mine, and though 
°Tis not fo dear, yet ’tis a life, you coin’d it, 
’Tween.man, and man, they weigh not every ftamp: 
Though light, take Pieces for the figure’s fake, 
(Yourather) mine being yours: and fo great Powers, 
‘If you will take this Audit, take this life, 
‘And cancel thofe cold Bonds. Oh Jmogen, 
Pll {peak to. thee in fitence. 


Solemn Mufick, Enter (asin an eApparition) Sicilius 
Leonatus, Father to Pofthumus, am old man, attired like 
a Warriour, leading in bis band an’ anctent Matron (his 
Wife, and «Mother to Pofthumus) with Mufick, before 
them. Then after other Mufick., follows the two young 
Leonati (Brothers to Pofthuntus) with wounds as they 
died in the Wars, They circle Pofthumus round’ as he lies 


fleeping. 


Sicil, No more thon, thunder. Mafter 
. thew thy fpite, on Mortal flyes: ; 
‘With AZars fall out, with Funo chide, that thy Adulteries 
Rates, and Revenges. 
Hath my poor Boy done ought but well, 
whofe Face I never faw ? 
I dy’d whil’ftin the VVomb he ftay’d, 


attending Natures Law. 

Whofe Father then (as men report, 
thou Orphans Father art) 

Thou fhould’{t have been, and fhielded him 
from this Earth-vexing fmart, 

eMoth. Luecina lent not me her aid, 

but took me in my throes, 

That from me was Po/thumus ript, 
came crying ’mongtt his Foes. 

Athing of pity. 

Sict. Great Nature like his Anceftry, 

moulded the {tuff fo fair: 


| That he deferv’d the praife o” th’ World; 


as great Sicsus Heir. 

1, Brow When once he was mature for man 

in Britain where was he : 

That could ftand up his parallel ? 

or fruitful object be ? 
In Eye of /mogen, that beft 
could deem his dignity. 

eMoth, With Marriage therefore was he mockt 

to be exil’d, and thrown 

From Leonaté Seat, and caft 

from her his deareft one: 

Sweet Imogen ! 

Sici. Why did you fufler Fachimo, 

flight thing of Italy, 

To taint his nobler heart and brain, 

with needlefs jealoufie, 

And to become the geek and fcorn 

o’ ch’ others villany ? 

2. Bro, For this, from ftiller feats we came, 

our Parents, and us twain, 

That ftriking in our Countries caufe, 

fell bravely, and were flain, 
Our Fealty, and Tenantims right, 
with hononr to maintain. 

1. Bro. Like hardiment Posthumus hath 

to Cymbeline perform’d : 

‘Then Fupiter, thou King of gods, 

why haft thou thus adjourn’d, 
The Graces for her Merits due, 
being all to dolours turn’d ? 

Sict. Thy Cryftal Window ope ; look out 

no longer exercife 

Upon a valiant Race, thy harfh, 

and potent injuries : 

Moth. Since (Fupiter) our Son is good, 

take off his miferies. 

Sicil. Peep through thy Marble Manfion, help, 

or we poor Ghofts will cry 

To th’ fhining Synod’ of the reft, 

againft thy Deity. 

Bre. Help (‘Fupiter) or we appeal, 

and from thy juftice flie. 

[Jupiter defcends in Thunder and Lightning, fitting upon an 
Eagle: he tbrows.aThunder-bolt, The Ghofts fall on their 
knees. 

Fup. No more you petty Spirits of Region low 
Offend our hearing: hufh. How dare you Ghofts 
Accufe the Thunderer, whofe Bolt (you know) 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coafts. 

Poor fhadows of £lizium, hence, and reft 

Upon your never-withering Banks of Flowers. 

Be not with mortal accidents oppreft, 

No care of yoursitis, you know ’tis ours. 

Whom beft [ love, I crofs: to make my gifé 

The more delay’d delighted. Becontent, 

Your low-laid Son, our Godhead will uplift : 

His comforts thrive, his Tryals well are {pent : 

Our Yovial Star reign’d at his Birth, and in 

Our Temple was he married : Rife, and fade, 

He fhall be Lord of Lady Imogen, 


‘And happier much by his Affliction made, This 


‘id 


i 
i 
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as Stan ro 
This tablet lay upon his breaft, herem 
Our pleafure, his full Fortune, doth confine, 
And fo away: no farther with your dinn 
Exprefs Impatience, left you ftir op mine; 
Mount Eagle, to my Palace Cryftailine, | [ Afcends. 
Sicil, He came in thunder, his Celeftial breath 
Was fulphurous to fmell: the holy Eagle 
Stoop’d, as to foot us: his Afcenfion is 
More {weet than our bleft fields : his Royal Bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloyes his Beak, 
As when his god is pleas’d. ' 
All, Thanks , Fupster. 
Sici, The Marble Pavement clofes, he is enter’d 
His radiant Roof: Away, and tobe bleft 
Let us with care perform his great beheft. LV ans{h: 
Poff. Sleep, thou haft been a Grandfire, and begot 
A Father to me : and thouhaft created 
A Mother, and two Brothers. But (oh fcorn) 
Gone, they went from hence fo foon as they were born 5 
And fo] am awake. Poor Wretches, that depend 
On Greatnefs, Favour; Dreamas | have done, — 
Wake, and find nothing, But (alas) 1 {werve: 
Many Dream not to find, neither deferve, 
And yet are ftcep’d in Favours, foam I 
That have this Golden chance, and know not why: 
What Fairies haunt this ground ? a book ? Oh rareone, 
Be not, as is our fangled world, a Garment 
Nobler than that it covers. Let thy cff.cts 
So follow, to be moft unlike our Courtiers, 
As good, as promife. 


Reads. 

WW as a Lyon’s whelp {hall to himfelf unknown with- 

out fccking find, and be embrac’d by a piece of tender 
Air : eAndwhen from a ftately Cedar {hall be lopt branches, 
which being dead many years, hall after revive, be joynted 
to the old Stock, and frefbly grow, then {hall Pofthumus 
and his miferies, Britain be Fortunate, and flourifhin Peace 
and Plenty, 


Tis ftill a Dream: or elfe fuch ftuffas Mad-men 
Tongue, and brain not: either both, or nothing, 
Or fenfelefs fpeaking, or a {peaking fuch 

As fenfe cannot untie. But what itis, 

The Action of my lifeis like it, which I'le keep 
If but for fympathy. 


Enter Gaoler. 


Gao. Come, Sir, are you ready for death ? 
Poff. Over-roafted rather: ready long agoe. ; 
Gao. Hanging is the word, Sir, if you be ready for that, 
you are well Cook’t. 
Poff. Soif I prove a good repaft to the Spectators, the 
difh pays the fhot. 
_ Gao. A heavy reckoning for you, Sir: but the comfort 
is, you fhall be called tono more payments, fear no more 
Tavern Bills, which are often the fadnefs of parting, as.the 
procuring of mirth: you came in faint for want of meat, 
depart reeling with too much drink: forry that you have 
payed toomuch, and forry that you are payed too much : 
Purfe and Brain, both empty: the brain the heavier, for 
being too light; the Purfe too light, being drawn of hea- 
vinefs. Oh, of this contradiction you fhall now be quit : 
Oh the charity ofa penny Cord, it fumms up thoufands in 
a trice ; you have no true Debtor, and Creditor, butit: of 
what's patt, is, and to come, the difcharge : your neck (Sir) 
| is Pen, Book, and Counters: fothe Acquittance follows. 
Poft. 1am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 
| Gas indeed, Sir, he that fleeps, feels not the Tooth- 
Ache: but a man that were to flzep your fleep, and a 
Hangman to help him to bed, 1 think he would change 


| places with his Officer; for look you, Sir, you know not And not o’ th’ Court of Britain. 


which way you fhall go. 


es 


The Tragedy of Gymbeling : 


Poft, Yes indeed do I, feliow. 

Gao, Your death has eyes in’s head then : I have not feen 
him fo pictur’d: you muft either be directed by fome that 
take upon them to know, or to take upon your felf that 
which I am fure youdo not know: or lump the after-en- 
quiry on your own peril: and how you fhall {peed in your 
journies end, I think you'll return never to tell one. 

_ Poff, 1 tell thee, Fellow, there are none want eyes, to 
direct them the way I am going, but fuch as wink,and will 
not ufe them. 

Gao. What an infinite mock is this, that a man fhould 
have the belt ufe of eyes, to fee the way of blindnefS: I 
am fure fuch hanging’s the way of winking. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


eMef. Knock off bis Manacles, bring your Prifoner to 
the King. 
‘ Pofth. Thou bring’ft good news, 1 am calPd to be made 
ree, j 


Gao, Vile be hang’d then. . 
Poff. Thou fhalt bethen freer than a Gaoler, no bolts 
for the dead. [Exeunt, 


Gao. Unlefsaman would marry a Gallows, and beget 
young Gibbets, I never faw one fo prone: yet on my con- 
{cience, there are verier Knaves defire to live, for all he be 
a Roman: and there be fome of them too that die againft 
their wills: fo fhould I, if 1 were one. I would we were 
all of one mind, and one mind good: O there were defo. 
lation of Gaolers and Gallowfes: I {peak againft my pre- 
fent profit, but my wih hatha preferment in’t, 

LExit. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arvi- 
ragus, Pifanio, and Lords. 


Cym. Stand by my fide you, whom the gods have made 
Preferversof my Throne: wo is my heart, 
That the poor Souldier that fo richly fought, 
Whofe rags fham’d gilded Arms, whofe naked breaft 
Stept before Targets of proof, cannot be found : 
He fhall be happy that can find him, if 
Our Grace can make him fo. 
Bel. I never faw ; 
Such Noble fury in fo poor a Thing ; 
Such precious deeds, in one that promis’d nought 
But beggery and poor looks. 
(ym. No tidingsof him? 
Pif. He hath been fearch’d among the dead, and living, 
But no trace of him, : 
Cym. To my grief, Iam 
The heir of his reward, which I willadd 
To you (the Liver, Heart, Brain of Britain) 
By whom (I grant) fhe lives. ’Tis now the time 
To ask of whence you are. Reportit. 
Bellarins. Sir, a 
In Cambria are we born, and Gentlemen : 
Further to boaft, were neither true, Nor modeft, 
Unlefs I add, we are hone 
Cyn, Bow your knees, 
Arije my Knights oth’ Battle, I create you 
Companions to our perfon, and will fit you 
With Dignities becoming your eltates. 


Enter Cornelius and Ladies. — 
42 


There’s bulinefs in thefe faces : why fo fadly 
Greet youour Victory? you look like the Romans, 


Corn. Hail, great King, 
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2a olen a a 
For whom my heart drops bloud, and my falfe {pirits 
Quail to remember. Give me leave, | faint. 


(ym. My Daughter, what of her ? Renew thy ftrength, 


I had rather thou fhoul’ft live, while Nature will, 
Than die ere I hear more: ftrive man, and fpeak. 
¥ach. Upon atime, unhappy was the Clock 
That ftrook the hour: it was in Rome, accurft 
The Manfion where : ’twas at a Feaft, oh would 
Our Viands had been poifon’d (or at leaft 
Thofe which I heav’d to head :) the good Pofthamus, 
(VVhat fhould I fay? he was too good to be 
VVhere ill men were, and was the beft of all 
Among’ft the rar’{t of good ones) fitting fadly, 
Hearing us praife our Loves of /raly 
For Beaaty, that made barren the fwell’d boaft _ 
Of him that beft could fpeak: for Feature, laming 
The Shrine of Venus, or ftraight-pight e#inerva, 
Poftures, beyond brief Nature. For Condition, 
A thop of the qualities, that Man ei 
Loves VVoman for, befides that hook of VViving, 
Fairnefs, which {trikes the Eye. 
Cym. 1 ftand on fire, Come to the matter. 
Fach. All too foon! fhall, 
Unlefs thou would’ft grieve quickly. This Posthumu, 
Moft like a Noble Lord, in love, and one 
That hada Royal Lover, took his hint, : 
And (not difpraifing whom we prais’d, therein 
He was as calm as vertue) he began 


His Miftrifs Pi€ture, which by his tongue, being made, 


And thena mind put in’t, either our brags ; 
VVerecrack’d of Kitchin-Trulls, or his Defcription 
Prov’d us unfpeaking Sots. i 
Cym; Nay, nay, toth’ purpofe. : 
Fach. Your Daughters Chattity, (there it begins) 
He fpake of her, as Dsan had hot Dreams, 
And the alone were cold » VVhereat, I'wretch 
Made fcruple of his praife, and wag’d with him 
Pieces of Gold, ’gainft this, which then he wore 
Upon his honour’d Finger ; to attain 
In fuit the place of’s Bed, and win this Ring 
By hers, and mine Adultery: he (true Knight) 
No leffer of her honour confident ~ 
Than I didtruly find her, ftakes this Ring, 
And would fo, had it been a Carbuncle 
Of Phoebus VVheel ; and might fo fafely, had it 
Been all the worth of’s Car. Away to Britain 
Poft I in this defign: well may you (Sir) 
Remember me at Court, where 1 was taught 
Of your chaft Daughter, the wide difference 
’Twixt Amorous, and Villanous. Being thus quench’d 
Of hope, not longing; mine /ralan brain, ~ 
Gan in your duller Britain operate = 
Molt vilely : for my vantage excellent. Pes 
And to be brief, my practice fo prevail’d = ¢ > 
That I return’d with fimular proof enough, 
To make the Noble Leonatwsmad, ~ 
By wounding his belief in her Renown, 
With Tokens thus, and thus 5 averring notes 
Of Chamber Hanging, Pictures, this her Bracelet 
(Oh cunning how I got it) nay fome marks 
Of fecret on her perfon, that he could not 
But think her bond of Chaftity quite crack7d, 
I having tane the forfeit, whereupon, 
Me thinks I fee him now. 
Poff. 1, fo thou slo’ft, 
Italian fiend. Aye me, moft credulous Fool, 
_|Egregious Murtherer, Thief, any thing 
That’s due to all the Villains paft, in being 
Tocome, Oh give me Cord, Knife, or Poifon, 
Some upright Jufticer. Thou King, fend out 
For tortures ingenious: it is I 
That all th’ abhorred things o’ th’ Earth amend 
By being worfe than they. lam Posthumm, 
That kill'd thy Daughter : Villain-like, I lie, 


The Tragedy of Coapbelige 


Yhat caus’d a iefler Villain than my felf, 
A facrilegious Thief todo’t. The Temple 
Of Vertue was fhe: yea, and the her felf, 
Spit, and throw ftones, calt myre upon me, fet 
THE Dogs o’ th’ ftreet to bait me: every Villain 
Be call’d Pofthumus Leonatus, and 
Be Villany lefs than twas. Oh Imogen ! 
My Queen, my Life, my Wife: oh /mogen, 
Imogen, Imogen. 

Imo, Peace, my Lord, hear, hear. 

Poff, Shall’s have a Play of this? 
Thou fcornful Page, there lie thy part, 

Pifas Ob Gentleman, help, 
Mine and your Miftrifs: Oh, my Lord P oftbumus, 
You ne’re kill’d Imogen till now: help, help, 
Mine honour’d Lady. 

Cym. Does the World go round ? 

Poft, How comes thefe ftaggers on me ? 

Pifa, Wake my Miftrifs, 

Cym. If this be fo, the gods do mean to firike me 
To death with mortal joy. 

Pifa. How fares my Miftrifs. 

Imo. Oh get thee from my fight, 
Thou gav’{t me poifon : dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breath not where Princes are. 

Cym. The tune of Imogen, 


Pifa. Lady, the gods throw ftones of fulphur on me, if 


That Box I gave you, was not thought by me 
A pretious thing, I had it from the Queen. 

Cym,. New matter ftill. 

Imo. {t poyfon'd me. 

Gorn, Oh gods! 

I left out one thing which the Queen confeft, 
Which muft approve thee honeft. If Pifanio 
Have (faid fhe) given his Miftrifs that Confection 
Which I gave him for Cordial, the is ferv’d, 

As I would ferve a Rat. 

Cym. What’s this, Cornelins ? 

Corn. The Queen (Sir) very oft importun’d me 
To temper poifons for her, ftill pretending 
The fatisfaction of her knowledge, only 
In killing Creatures vile, as Cats and Dogs 
Of no efteem, I dreading, that her purpofe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain ftuff, which being tane, would feize 
The prefent power of life, but in fhort time, 
All Offices of Nature fhould again’ — 

Do their due Funétions. Have you tane of it? 

Imo. Moft like I did, for I was dead. 

Bel. My Boyes, there wasour errour. 

Gui, This is fure Fidele. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you? 
Think that you are upona Rock, andnow © 
Throw me again. 

Poft. Hang there like Fruit, my Soul, 

Till the Tree die. - 

Cym, How now, my flefh ? my Child? 
What, mak’ft thou me a dullard in this At? 
Wilt thou not fpeak to me ? 

Imo. Your bleffing, Sir. 


Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame you not, 


You had a motive for’t. 
Cym. My tears that fall 
Prove Holy-water on thee ; Imogen, 
Thy Mother’sdead. 
Imo. 1 am forry for’t, my Lord. ad 
Cym. Oh, the was naught ; and long of het it was 
That we meet here fo ftrangely : but her Son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 
Pifa. My Lord, 
Now fear is from me, I'll fpeak truth, Lord Cloten, 
Upon my Ladies mifling, cameto me 


With his Sword drawn, foam’d at the mouth, and fwore 


If{ difcover’d not which way fhe was gone, 


It 


q 


It was my inftant.death. By accident 
I had a feigned Letter of my Matters 
| Then in my pocket, which directed him 
To feek her on the Mountaihs near to Adilford, 
Where in a frenzy, in my, Matters Garments 
(Which he inforc’d from me) away he pots 
VVich unchaft .purpofe, and with Oath to violate 
My Ladies honour, what becamewf iim, |‘ 
I further know mot, - 

Gui. Let meend the Stony ; Iflew him there; 

Cym. Marry, the gods forefenth » ds 
I would not:thy\good deeds; fhould from myALips 
| Pluck a hard fentence: prithee valiant youth 
| Deny’t again. 
| Gui. I havefpoke it, and I did it. 
Cym. Heiwas a-Polace, 
| Gui, A mot iacivilone. Thewrongs hedidme 

VVere nothing Prince-like ,; forhe did provoke me 

VVith Language that would make me fpurn the Sea, 
If it could fo roar to me; I cut off’s Head, 
And am right glad he is not ftanding here 
| To tell this tale.of mine. 

Cym. 1 am forry for thee : 
By thine own tongue thou art condemn’d, and muft 
Endure our Law: thou’rt dead. 


Cym,-Biad the Offehder, 
| And take him from our prefence. 

Bel, Stay} Sir’ King. 
This man is better than the man he flew, 
As well defeended as thy felf, and hath 
More of theemerited, than a Band of Clotens 
Had ever fcar for. Let his Arms alone, 
They were not bora for bondage. 

Cym. VViny old Souldier, 

VViltthou undo the worth chou art unpaid for 
By tafting of our wrath ? how of defcent 
As good as we? .. 

Arv. In that he fpake too far. 

Cym. And thou fhalt die for’t, 

Bel. VVé will die all three, 

But I will prove that two on’s are asgood 

AsI have given out him. My Sons, 1 mouft 

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous Speech, 
Though haply well for you. | 

Arv. Your danger’s ours. 

Gui. And our good his. 

Bel. Have at it then, by leave 
Thou had’ (great King) aSubjet, who 
VVas call’d Bellarius. 

Cym, VVhat of him? he is a banifh’d Traytor. 

Bel. He it is that hath 
Affam’d this Age: indeed a banifh’d man, 

I know how, a Traytor. 

Cym. Take him hence, 
The whole VVorld fhall not fave him. 
Bel. Not too hot ; 

ay me for the Nurfing of thy Sons, 
And let it be confifcate all, fo foon 
As I have receiv’d tt. 

Cy. Nurfing of my Sons? 

Bel. Yamtooblunt, and fawcy: here’s my Knee: 
Ere I arife, I will prefer my Sons, 

Then fpare not the old Father. Mighty Sir, 
Thefe two young Gentlemen that call me Father, 
And'think they are my Sons, are none of mine, 
They are the Iffue of your Loyns, My Liege, 

And bloud of your begetting. 

Cym, How ? my Iffue. 

Bel. So fure as you, your Fathers: I (old Aforgan) 
Am that Bellarius, whom you fometime banifh’d : 
Your pleafure was my near offence, my punifhment 
It felf, and all my Treafon that I fuffer’d, 
|VVasalltheharm I did. Thefe gentle Princes 


«The Tragedy of Gymbeine. 
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Imo. That headlefs man Ithought had been my Lord. 


~ |} You may reign in them now? 


(For-fuch, and fo they are) thefe twenty years 
Havel tcain’d ups! ehofe/Arts they have, as'l 

Could put into them. My breeding was (Sir) 

As your Highnefs knows, their, Nurfe Ewriphile ; 
(Whom for the Theft I wedded ) tole thefe Childgan 
Upon my Banifhment: ° 4d mov'd her to’t, “0 
Having receiv’d the punifhment before 

For that which I did then, Beatemfor Loyalty, 
Excited me to Treafon, Their dear lofsj° 


The more of you"twas'felt, the move itthap’d 


Unto my end of ftealing thenr: But'gcacious Sir, 


Here are your Sons = and 4 moft ‘lofe 
Two of the {weec%it Companionsin ithe Worlds . 
Che benediction of thefe covering'Heavensy 


Fail on their Heads like dew, forthey are worthy of | 
| To in-lay Heavénsiwith'StarsioioicoD ye pwon 30d 


Gym: Thou weep'it, and fpeak?fh: > 99101 19 M9(13 24 
The Service that yowthreevhavé donep iethore | oid 


Unlike, than this thibw tell. !4 Tolamy!Ghildreny! bi! 


If thefe be they, I know not héwtoiwi{h TOVQSRS L | 

A pair of worthier Sons. : Si 03 Jon Igog Zt Not 
Bel. Be pleas 'diawhile07 20.oved Laeds 19wog oT | 

This Gentlemans owhontl Call Pdbdleréy e707 oiler od’) 


Moft worthy Prince, as youts, ts 'trae Gusderins too 
This Gentleman, my Cadwall, Aroprignsy!6o.1 wed 
Your younger:Princely Son; he Sirj2was tape’ so! | 
In a moft curious Mantle, wrougbtcby th?’ hand sob 
Of his Queen Mother, which forentoré probation’ 
I can with eaféiproduce, S DISDE ds 
Cym. Guiderius had STG 
Upon his Neck'a'Mole; ’afanguine’Star, 
It wasa Mark fonder, °° 
Bel. Thisishe, © 29% bain i 
Who hath apon-him ‘fill that natural flamp : 
It was wife Naturesend; ia thé donation 
To be his Evidence'newieiy : oaiolod y: 
(ym. Oh, whatani His . toc i Sitigt mont © 
A Mother to thé'bitt hf thrée.?' Ne’re Mother on 9 


,| Rejoyc’d deliverance more ; Blefts ipray you be}!: 1 


That after this ftrange ftarting from-your'Orbs,\ 0» 

: 4 legen, Tes bo 
Thou haft loft bewhIP a Kingdoms) Doe <broA ond 
Imo, No, my Lord: 


| Ihave got two Worlds by’t: "Oh my gentle Brothers, 
|| Have we thus thet? “Oh never Yay hereafter “AVF 
But ham trueft Speakers You'call’dime Brother ¥ V 


When I was but your Sifter: 1 you'Brothery > whoo 
eS y DRISD-AIAW erades 


| hWehert we ware indeed: ny pwnd dase 
POC yas: Did y QW UR HERE? HN ¢_99022. Sia 909 04 bateiol 


efrv. I, my good Lord. 

Gui, And at firft meeting low’d, 
Continu’d fo, until we thought he died. 

Corn, By the Queens Dram fhe fwallow’d. 

Cym. O rare infting& ! : ; 
When fhall I hear all through ? this fierce abridgment ° 
Hath to it Circumftantial branches, which 
Diftinétion fhould be rich in. Where? how liy’d you ? 
And when came you fo ferve our Roman Captive ? ~~ 
How parted with your Brother? How firft met them? 
Why fled you from the Court? And whether thefe ? 
And your three motives to the Battle ; with 
I know not how much more fhould be demanded, 

And all the other by-dependances 

From chance tochance ? But not the time, nor place 
Will ferve our long Interrogatories. See, 

Pofthbumus Anchors upon Imogen ; 

And fhe (like harmlefs lightning ) throws ber Eye 
On him: her Brothers, Me: her Matter hitting 
Each object with a Joy : the Counter-change 

Is feverally in all. . Let’s quit this ground, 

And fmoak the Temple with our Sacrifices. 

Thou art my Brother, fo we?il hold thee ever. | 

Jmo. You are my Mother too, and did relieve me : 
To fee this gracious feafon! 


o 


Cym. 


1941 | 
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Cym. All ore joy’d ; 
Save thefe in Bonds,. let them be joyful too, 
For they fhail taft,eur'Comfort. ' 

Imo. My.good Mafter, I will yet do you fervice. 

Luc. Happybeyou.() risa 

Gym. The forlorn Souldier that fo nobly fought 
He would have well. becom’d this place, and giac’d 
The thankings of a King, 

Poff. Lam, Sifjol 169 eae ti 
The Souldier that did Gompany thefe three 
In poor befeeming:: “twas a fitment fer 
The purpofe I then-follow’d, ; That I was he, 
Speak, Fachimoy I had.you down and might - 

Have made your, finithy : 

Fach. 1am down again : 

But now my heavy Confcience finks my knee, 

As then your force did.’ Take that Life, befeech you, 
Which I fo ofter owes. but your Ring firft, 

And here your Bracelet of the trueft Princefs 

That ever fwore her Faith. 

Poff. Kneel not to me : 

The power that I have on you is to fpare you : 
The malice towards you, to forgive you. Live 
And deal with. others better, 

Cym. Nobly.doom’ds 
We'll learn our Freenefs of a.Son in-Law : 
Pardon’s the word, to all.; 

Arve You holp usySir, 

As you did mean indeed to be our Brother, 
Joy’d are we, that you are. 

Post. Your Servatit,. Princes.Good my Lord of Rome 
Call forth your Sooth-fayer : As i flept, me thought 
Great Jupiter upon his Eagle back’d 
Appear’d to. me,: with, other fprightly fhews 
Of mine own Kindred, » When I wak’d,, 1 found 
This Label on my bofome : whofe containing 
Is fo from fenfe in hardnefs, that kcan. |, 
Make no Collection of it.- Let him fhew | 
His skill in the conftruction. 208 

Luc. Philarmonus. 

Sooth, Here,.my good Lord. ‘ 

Luc. Read, and declare the meaning. 


, 


, 30% Reads. 
WW as a Lyon's. Whelp,, {hall to himfelf unknown, 
without feeking find. and be embrac’d by a piece 
of tender Air. and ben from a Stately Cedar fhall be lopt 
‘| branches, which being dead many years, foall after revive, be 
| Jointed to the old Stock, and frefhly grow, then {ball Pok- 


The Tragedy of Cymbeline. | 


humus end his miferies, Britain be fortunate , and flowrifh 
in Peace, and Plenty. 


Thon, Leonatm,art the Lyon’s Whelp, 
The fit and apt Conftruction of thy name 
Being Leonatus, doth import fo much : 
The piece of tender Air, thy virtuous Daughter, 
Which we call eMollis Aer, and eAMollis Aer 
We term it eMulier : which eAMulier I divine 
Is this- moft-conftant Wife, who even now 
ae the Letter of the Oracle, 
Unknown fo.you unfought, ‘were clipt'ab 
With ‘thes shook cemeioa p? ar 

m. This hath fome feeming. 

Sooth, The lofty Cedar, Royal Cymbeline, 
Perfonates thee : And thy lopt Branches, point 
Thy two Sons forth: who by BeXarivs ftoln 
For many years thought dead, are now reviv’d 
To the Majeftick Cedar join’d 5 whofe iffue 
Promifes Britaiz, Peace and Plenty. 

Cym. Well, 

My Peace we will begin: And Cains Lucins, 
Although the Victor, we fubmit to Cefar, 

And to the Roman Empire; promifing 

To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 

We were diflwaded by our wicked Queen, 
Whom Heavens in juftice both oft her, and hers, 
Have laid moft heavy hand. 

Sooth, The Fingers of the Powers above, do tune 
The Harmony of this Peace: the Vifion 
Which I made known to Lucius e’re the ftroke 
Of this yet fcarce-cold-Battel, at this inftant 
Is full accomplifh’d. For the Roman Eagle 
From South to Weft, on Wing foaring aloft 
Leffen’d her felf, and in the Beams o’ th’ Sun 
So vanifh’d ; which fore-fhew’d our Princely Eagle 
Th’ Imperial Cefar, fhould again unite 
His favour, with the Radiant Cymbeline, 

Which fhines here in the. Weft. 

(ym. Laud we the gods, 

And let our crooked Smoaks climb to their Noftrils 
From our bleft Altars.. Publifh we this peace 

To all our Subjects. Set we forward: let 

A Roman, and a Brittifh Enfign wave 

Friendly together ; fo through Lua’s Town march, 
And in the Temple of great Jupiter 

Our Peace we'll ratifie. Seal it with Feafts. 

Set onthere: Never wasa War did ceafe 

(E’re bloudy hands were wath’d) with fuch a Peace. [Ex 
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PT A..¥: 


| ¢@ 


Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


a Aétus Primus... Scena Prima. 


Could never be her mild Companion. 


“Eater Gower. You gods that made me man, and fway in love, 
That have inflam’ddefire within or Be 
O fing a Song that old was Songs To tafte the fruit of yon celeftial ie 
From afhes afitiens Gower & come, (Or die inthe adventure) be my helps, 
eA fuming mans infirmittes, As I am Son’and’ Servant to your will, 
To glad your Ear and pleafe your Eyes; To compafs fuch a bondlefs happinefs. 
It hath been fung at Festivals, Ant, Prince Pericles. 
On Ember Eves, and Holy-Dayes, Per. That would be Son to great Antiochus. 
And Lords and Ladies in their lives, Ant. Before thee ftands this fair Hefperides, 
Have.read it for reftovatives. With golden fruit, but dangerous to be toucht : 
The priribace w to arake men glorions. ~' For Death like DragénsWtre affright thee hard? a go 
Et bomtm quo Antiquius, eo melius. Her Faté like Heaven epficeth thee to, view . fs 
Hf you, born in thefe latter times, \. Her coulitlefs gloryy:whieh defert muft gain: “oa 
When Wits more ripe, accept my Rlsmes 4 And whith without defert; becaufe thine’Eye 
And that to hear_an old man fing, Prefumes to reach, all the whole heap mutt die, 
e May to your wifhes pleafihe bring # Yon {éiétimes famous Primces like thyflf ~~ 
1 life would wilh, and that might “+> PDrawniby report, adventutous by defire, —  * 
Wafte it f yor like T aper-light. Tell thee with fpeechlefs tongues, and femblanee pale, 
This Antioch, then, Antiochus the great, That without covering fave yon field of Stars, 
Built up this City for his chiefeft feat Here they ftand Martyrs flain in Cupids Wars : 
The faireft in all Syria. And with dead Cheeks advife thee to defift, 
I tell you what mine Authors fay : . For going on Deaths Net, whom none refit. 
This King unto him took a Peer, Per. Antiochus { thank thee, who hath taught 
Who dich, andlefr a Fémalé Feit, My ftail nvortality to know it felf, 
Sobuchfome, blicht, and full of face, / | And by thoff fearful objects to prepare > « 
As Heaven bad tent ber all his grace; This Body, like to them, to what mutt : 
With whom the Barber, kih@ t0oR, — <_ bey" For Death remembred; fhould be like 4 Mirrour, : 
And her to incest did provoke, : Who fells ts, life’s bat breath, to truft in errour: 
Bad Child, worfe Father, to entice his own. Pll make my will then, and as fick men do, 


Who Rfiow the Wetld, feeHeaven, but feeling woe, 

Gripe fiot at Eafthly Joyss asérit they did. 

Sol bequeath a happy peace 0 you 

And all good men, as every Prince fhould do, 

My riches to the Earth from whence they came + 

But my unfpotted fire of Loveto you, ‘ 

Thus ready for the way of Life or Death, 

I wait thé fhatpeft blow (s4itiochus) 

Scornig advice, Read thé Conclufion then. 
Ant. Which read and not expounded, tis decreed 

As thefe before thou thy felf fhalt bleed. ; 
Dauch. Of all faid yet, theu prove profperous, 

Of all faid yet, I with Thee bappinefs. 

Per. Like a bold Champion! aflume the Lifts, 

Not ask advice of any other thought, 

But faithfulnefS and courage. 


The Riddle. 
1 am noViper, yet 1 feed 
On  eered ba which did me breed : 
I fought a Husband, in which labour, 
I found that kindnefs in a Father. 
“He's Father, Son, and Finsband mild, 
I Mother, Wifey ana yet his Child. 
How they may be, .and yet in iWo, 
As you will live, vefolve t you. 


To evil fhould be done by none: 

But cuftom, what they did begins 

Was with long ufe, counted no fin. 

The beauty of this finful Dame, 

«Made many Princes thither frame, 

To feek.her as a Bed fellow, 

Ia marriage pleafures, Play fellow 

Which to, prevents, bermade a Law, 

To keep her ftill, and then in awe, 

That who fo askt her for bis Wife, 

His Riddle told not, loft his life: 

So for her. many a wight did die, 

As yon grim looks do teftifie. 

What enfuesto the judgment of your Eye, oe 
I give my canfe, who best can teftifie. (exit. 


Enter Antiochus, Prince Pericles, and Followers, 


Ant. Young Prince of Tyre, you have at large receiv’d | 
The danger of the task you undertake. : 

Per. [have (Antiochus) and with a Soul emboldaed 
With the glory of her praifé, think death no hazard, 
In this enterprize. : ii 

Unt, Muick bring in our Danghter,clothed like a Bride 
For embracements, even of Jove himfelf; 

At whofe conception, til Lucing reign’d, 
| Nature this dowry gave, to glad her prefence, 
Tire Senate Houfe of Planets all did fit, ; 
To knit in her their beft perfections. 


Sharp Phyfick isthe laft? bat O you Powers! 
That gives Heaven countlefs Eyes to view mens acts 
Why could they mt their fights perpetually ? 

If this be true, which makes me pale to read it, 
Fair glafs of light, I loved you, and could ftill, 
Were not this glorious Casket ftor’d with ill : 
But I mufttell you, now my thoughts revolt, 
Fér he’s no man on whom perfections wait 5 
That knowing fin within, willtouch the Gate: 
You are a fair Viol, and your fenfe the ftrings, 
Who finger’d to make man his lawful mufick, 


| 
{ 

i 
| 
a 
Pi 


Enter Antiochus Daughter. 


Per. See where fhe comes, apparell’d like the Spring, 
Graces her Subjeéts, and her thoughts the King, 
| Of every vertue gives renown to men ; 
Her Face the Book of praifes, where is read. 
Nothing but curious pleafures as from thence, 


| Sorrow were ever rackt, and tefty wrath 
Would 


| 
| 


Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


Would draw Heaven down, and all the gods to hearken, 
But being plaid upon before your time, 
Hell only danceth at fo harfh a chime: 
Good footh I care not for you, 
Ant, Prince Pericles, touch not upon thy Life, 
For that’s an Article within our Law, 
As dangerous as the reft: your times expir’d, 
Either cana now, or receive your fentence, 
Per. Great King, 
Few love to hear the fins they love to a¢t, 
> T would braid your felf too near for me to tell it : 
Who hath a Book of all that Monarchs do, 
He’s more fecure to keep it fhut, than fhewn: 
For Vice repeated, is like the wandring Wind, 
Blows duft in others Eyes, to fpread it felf ; 
And yet the end of all is bought thus dear, 
The breath is gone, and the fore Eyes fee clear. 
To ftop the air would hurt them, the blind Mole caft 
Copt Hills toward Heaven, to tell the Earthis throng’d 
By mans oppreffion, and the poor Worm doth die for’t. 
King are Earths Gods: in Vice their Law’s their will, 
And if fove ftray, who dares fay, ove dothill. 
It is ehough you know it, and ’tis fit ; 
What being more known, grows worfe to fmother it. 
All love the Womb that there being bred, 
Then give my tongue like leave to love my Head. 

Ant. Heaven that I had it, he has found the meaning, 
But I willgloze with him. Young Prince of Tyre, 
Though by the tenour of our ftrict Ediét, 

Your Expofition mif-interpreting, 

We might proceed to cancel off your days; 
Yet hope, fucceeding from fo fair a Tree, 
As your fair felf, doth tune us otherwife : 
Forty days longer we do refpite you, 

If by which time our fecret be undone, 

This mercy fhews, we’ll joy in fuch a Son: 


‘| And until then, your entertain fhall be 


As doth befit our honour, and your worth. LExit. 
Manet Pericles folus. 

Per. How courtefie would feem to cover fin, 
When what is done is like an Hypocrite, 
The which is good in nothing but in fight, 
If it be true that I interpret falfe, 
Then were it certain you were not fo bad, 
As with the foul Inceft to abufe your Soul: 
Where now you're both a Bather and a Son, 
By your untimely clafpings with your Child, 
(Which pleafures fits an Husband, not a Father)’ 
And fhe an eater of her Mothers flefh, 
By the defiling of her Parents Bed, 
And both like Serpents are, who though they feed 
On fweeteft Flowers, yet they poifon breed. 
Antioch farewel, for wifdom fees, thofe men 
Blufh not in actions blacker than the night, _ 
Will fhew no courfe to keep them from the light ; 
One fin (I know) another doth provoke ; 
Murder’s as near to Juft, as flame to fmoak. 
Poyfon and Treafon are the hands of fin, 
I, and the Targets to put off the fhame ; 
Then leaft my life be cropt to keep you clear, 
By flight Pll fhun the danger which I fear. LExir, 
Enter Antiochus. 


Ant. He hath found the meaning, 
For which we mean to have his Head, 
He muft not live to trumpet forth my infamy, 
Nor tell the World Antiochus doth fin 
Infuch a loathed manner, 
And therefore inftantly this Prince mutt die, 
For by his fall my honour muft keep high. 
Whoattends us here ? 


Enter Thaliard, 
| 


Thal. Doth your Highnefs call ? 
Ant. Thaliard, you are of our Chamber, 

And our mind partakes her private actions 

To your fecrefy ; and for your faithfulnefs 

We will advance you, Thaliard. 

Behold, here’s poifon and here’s gold, 

We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thou mutt kill him: 

It fits thee not to ask the reafon why ; 

Becaufe we bid it: fay, is it done ? ; 
Thal. My Lord, ’tis done. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


ent. Enough. Let your breath cool your felf, telling 
your hafte. 

eMUef. My Lord, Prince Pericles is fled. 

Ant, As thou wilt live, flie after; and as an Arrow, 
fhot from a well experient Archer, hits the mark his Eye 
doth level at: fodo thou never return, unlefs thou fay, 
Prince Pertcles is dead. 

Th. My Lord,if I can get him within my Piftols length, 
Pll make him fure enough: fo farewel to your Highnefs. 

Ant, Thakardadieu, till Pericles be dead, 
My heart can lend no fuccour to my head. LExit. 
Enter Pericles, Hellicanus, with other Lords. 


Per, Let none difturb us: 
Why fhould this change of thoughts, 
The fad Companion dull-ey’d melancholy, 
By me fo us’d, agueft as not an hour, 
In the days glorious walk or peaceful night, 
The Tomb where grief fhould fleep, can breed me quiet, 
Here pleafures court mine Eyes,and mine Eyes fhun them, 
And danger which I fear’d, is at Antioch, 
Whofe arm feems far too fhort to hit me here, 
Yet neither pleafures art can joy my fpirits, 
Nor yet the others diftance comfort me: 
Then it is thus, that paflions of the mind, 
That have their firft conception by mif-dread, 
Have after nourifhment and life by care ; 
And what was firft but fear, what might be done, 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done. 
And fo ’tis with me, ‘the great Antiochus, 
’>Gainft whom I am too little to contend, 
Since he’s fo great, can make his will his act, 
Will think me fpeaking, though I fwear to filence, 
Nor boots it me to fay I honour, 
If he fufpeét I may difhonour him. 
And what may make him bluh in being known, 
He'll {top the courfe by which it might be known, 
With hoftile Forces he’ll ore-fpread the Land, 
And with the ftint of War will look fo huge, 
Amazement fhall drive courage from the ftate : 
Our men be vanquifh’d, ere they do refift, . 
And fubjeéts punifht, that never thought offence, 
Which care of them, not pitty of my felf, 
Who once no more but as the tops of Trees, 
Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend them, 
Make both my body pine, andSoul to languifh, 
And punifh that before that he would punifh. . 
1 Lord, Joy and all comfort in your facred Breaft. 
2, Lord. And keep your mind till ye return to us peace- | 
fil and comfortable. AS 
Hell, Peace, peace, and give experience fongue: 
They do abufe the King that flatter him, 
For flattery is the Bellows blows up fin, 
The thing the which is flattered, butafpark, 
To which that fpark gives heart and ftronger glowing ; 
Whereas reproof obedient and in order, 


Fits Kings as they are men, for they may err, 


Rrr 2 When 


: ccighcician ocean seegiaieniilaseaneestt 


Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
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| When Signior Sooth here doth proclaim Peace, 
He flatrers you, makes War upon your Life. 
Prince, pardon me, or ftrike me if you pleafe, 
I cannot be much lower than my Knees. 
Per, All leave ws elfe: but let your cares ore-look 
What fhipping, and wnat ladingsin our Haven, 
And then return tous: Hetiscanus thou haft 
Mov’d us: what feeft thou in our teoks ; 
Hell. An angry brow, dread Lord, 
Per. Af there be fach a Dact in Princes frowns, 
How durft thy tongue move anger to our Face ? 
Hell. How dares the Planets look up unto Heaven, 
From whence they have their nourifhment ?_ 
Per.Thou know’{t| have power totake thy life from thee. 
Hill. | have ground the Axe my felf, 
Do you but ftrike the blow. 
Per. Rife, prithee rife, fit down, thou art no flatterer, 
Ithank thee for it, and Heaven forbid, _ 
That Kings fhould let their Ears hear their faults hid, 
Fit Councellor, and fervant fora Prince, 
Who by thy wifdom makes a Prince thy Servant, 
What. would’ft thou have me do: 
Hell. To bear with patience fuch griefs, 
As you your felf do lay upon your felf. 
Per, Thou fpeak’t like a Phyfician, Hellicanus, 
That minifters a potion usto me, 
That thou would’ft ccemble to receive thy felf, 
Attend me then; I went to -4atioch, 
| Whereas thou know'ft (againft the Faceof Death) 
I fought the purchace of a glorious Beauty, 
From whence an Iflue I might propagate, 
Are Arms to Princes, and bring joys to Subjects. 
Her Face wasto mine Eye beyond all wonder, 
The reft (hark in thine Ear) as blackas inceft, 
Which by my knowledge found, the finfulFather, 
Seem’d not to ftrike, but fmooth ; But thou know ft this; 
Tis time to fear, when Tyrants feem to kils. 
Which fear fo grew in me,: 1 hither, fled, 
Under the covering of acareful nights.) 
VVho feem’d my good Protector : and being here, 
Bethought what was pait, what might fucceed , 
I knew him tyrannous;: aid Tyrants.fears 
Decreafe nat, but geow-fafter than. the years : 
And fhould he think,: as nodoubt he doth, 
That I fhould open'te the: liftening Air, 
How many worthy Psinces’bloud were fhed, 
To keep his Bed of blacknefs unlaid opes:, 
To lop that doubt, he’H.filb this Land with arms, 
And make pretence of wrong that khave done him, 
VVhen alk for mine, iff may call offence;. 
Mutt feel VVars blow, who fears nof innocence : 
VVhich love to all, of which thy felf art one, 
VVho now reproved'fi me for it. 
Hill. Alas, Sir. si 13t 3 
Per. Drew fleep out of my Eyes, loud from my Cheeks; 
Mufings into my mind, with a thoufand: doubts 
How I might ftop their tempeft ere it cama,, 
And finding little comfort to relieve‘themy 
I thought itPcincely Charity to grieve for them. , 
Hell. VVell, my Lord, fince you bave given me Jeave to 
Freely will I {peak. i sAatisvhas you fear, (fpeak, 
And juftly too [think yon fear the Tyrant, - ‘yi 
VVho either by publick'VVar or private Treafonsod 2.0! 


VVill take away your life: therefore, my Lord, go travek 
for awhile, till thathis rage and anger be forgot ; or till |, 


the Deftinies do cut thé thred of hisJife: your Rule di- 
rect to any, if unto me, day ferves:net light more faith- 
ful than’ Pibbes2torocys 2 “SIRTG Ya 
Per. 1 do not doubt: thy Faith, )<i 9.1 - 
But fhould he wrong my liberties in my abfence ? 


Hell, VV @it mingle our blouds together in the Barthy") 


Front whence wehad one beings and-our birth. 
Per. Tyre, | now look: from: thee then, and-to Tharfies 
Intend my travel,. where I’ hear from-thee ; 


And by whofe Letters i’ll difpofe my felf, 

The care I had and have of Subjects good, 

On thee I lay, whofe wifdoms firength can bear it: 
Il take thy word for Faith, not, ask thine Oath,” 
Who fbuns not to break one, will fure crack both: 
But in our Orbs’ we live fo round and fate, 
That time of both this truth fhail ne’re convince, 
Thou fhewett.a Subjects fhine, Ia true Prince. 


Enter Thaliard fols. 


Thal. So, this is Tyre, and this is the Court, here muft | 


[ kill King Pericles, and if 1 do-itnot, I am fure to be 
hang’d at home: it is dangerous, 

Well, I perceive he was a wife Fellow, and had good 
difcretion, that being bid to.ask what he would of the 
King, defired he might know none of his fecrets, Now do 
I fee he had fome reafon for it: for if a King bid a man 
be a Villain, he is bound by the Indenture of his Oath 
to be one. 

Hufht, here come the Lords of Tyre. 


Enter Hellicanus, Efcanes, with other 
Lords of Tyre. 


Hell. You thall not need my Fellow.Peers of Tyre, fur- 
ther to queftion me of your Kings departure. His fealed 
Commiffion left in truft with me, doth fpeak futliciently, 
he’s gone to travel. 

Thal. How, the King gone? 


Hell. lf further yet you will be fatisfied, why (as it} 


were unlicens’d of yout loves) he would depart? Vil 
give fome light unto you : Being at Antioch. 

Thal. What from Autioch ¢ 

Hell. Royal Antiochus (on what cauf | know not) took 
fome difpleafure at him,-at leaft he judged fo :and doubt- 
ing that he had erred or finned, to. thew his forrow, ‘he 
would correct himfelf; fo puts himfelf unto the Shipmans 
toyl, with whom each minute threatens Life or Death. 

Thal. Well, | perceive I fhall not be hanged now, al- 
though I would; but fince he’s gone, the Kings Seas muft 
pleafe: he fcapt the Land, to perifh at the Sea: Vl pree 
fent my felf, Peace to the Lords of Tyre. 

Heil. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcome, 

Thal. From him I come with meflage unto Princely 


Pericles; but fince my landing I have underftood, your | 


Lord hath betook himfelf to unknown Travels, my mef- 
fage muft return from whence it came, 


our Mafter, not to us; yet ere you fhall depart, this we de- 
fire as Friends to Antioch, we may Feaft in Fyre. LExeant, 


Enter Cleon the Governour of Tharfas,, wih 
his Wife and others. 


Cleon. My Dionyfia, fhall we reft us here, 
And by relating tales of others griefs, 


| Sce if ’twill teach us to.forget our own? 


Dion. That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it, 
For who digs Hills becaufe they do afpire, 
Throws down one Mountain to call up-4 igher: 
O my diftreffed Lord, even fuch our griefs are, 
Here they are but felt; and feen with mifchiefs Eyes, 
But like to groves being topt, they higher rife. 
Cleon. O Dionyfia,— 
‘Who 'wanteth food, and will not fay he wants it, 
(Or can conceakhis hunger till he famith ? 
‘Our tongues and forrowsdo found deep : 
'Our woes into the air, our Eyes to weep; 


,4{/ Till tongues fetch breath:that may proclaim 


[Tem louder, that if Heaven fumber, waile 
i Their Creatures want, they may awake. 
Their helpers to comfort them. 

| I'll then difcourfe our woes felt feveral years, 


Hell. We have no reafon to defire it, commended to|- 


&/ 


And 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


And wanting breath to fpeak, help me with teers, 

Dion. Vil do my beft, Sir, 

Cle, This Tharfis, ore which I have the Government, 
ACGity, on whom plenty held full hand, 

For riches ftrew’d her felf even in the ftreets, 

Whofe Towers bore heads fo high, they kift the Clouds, 
And ftrangers ne’re beheld, but wonder’d at, 

Whole men and dames fo jetted and adorn’d, 

Like one anothers Glafs to trim them by ; 

Their Tables were ftor’d full, to glad the fight, 

And not fo much to feed on, as delight, 

All poverty was f{corn’d,and pride fo great, 

The name of help grew odious to repeat, 

Dion, Oh ’tis true. 

Cleon, But fee what Heaven can do by this our change : 
Thefe mouths, who but of late, Earth, Sea, and Air, 
Were all too little to content and pleafe, 

Although they gave their Creatures in abundance : 
As Houfes are defil’d for want of ufe, 

They are now ftarv’d for want of exercife ; 
Thofe pallats, who, not yet to favers younger, 
Mutt have inventions to delight the tafte, 
Would now be glad of Bread, and beg for it : 
Thefe Mothers who to novzle up their Babes, 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now 

To eat thofe little darlings whom they loved, 
So fharp are hungers teeth, that Man and Wife, 
Draw Lots who firft fhall die to lengthen Life. 
Here ftands a Lord, and there a Lady weeping, 
Here many fink, yet thofe which fee them fall, 
Have fcarce ftrength left to give them burial. 

Is not this true ? 

Dion. Our Cheeks and hollow Eyes do witnefs it. 

Cleon. Q let thofe Cities that of plenties Cup, 
And her profperities fo largely talt, 

With their fuperfluous Riots hear thefe tears, ’ 
The mifery of Tharfie may be theits. 


Enter a Lord. 


_ Lord. VVhere’s the Lord Governour ? 

Cleon, Here, fpeak out thy forrows, which thou bring ft 
in haft, for comfort is too far for us to expect. 
| © Lord. VVe have defcried upon our neighbouring thore, 

A portly fail of Ships make hitherward. 
Cleon. 1 thought as much. 
One forrow never comes but brings an Heir, 
That may fucceed as his inheritour : 
And fo in outs; fome neighbouring Nation, 
Taking advantage of our mifery, ; 
That ftuft the hollow Veffels with their power, 
To beat us down; the which are down already, 
And make a conqueft of unhappy me, 
VVhereas no glory is got to overcome. 

Lord: That’s the leaft fear,” ” i 
For by the femblance of their Flags difplaid, they bring 
us Peace, and come to us as Favourers, not as Foes, 

(leon. Thou fpeak’ft like‘Hymns untutor’d to repeat, 
Who makes the faireft [hew, means-moft deceit. 
| But bring they what they will, and what they can, 
| VVhat need we fear, the grounds the loweft, 

And weare half way there : ‘Go tell their General we at. 
| tend him here} to ‘know for what-he comes, and whence 
he comes, and what he craves. 

Lord. 1 go, myLord. vif 

Cleon. Welcome is peace, if tie on peace confitt' ; 

If Wars, we are unable to refifti < Ww 


Enter Pericles with Attendants. 


Per, Lord Governour, forfo we hear yoware, 
Let not our Shipsand number of our men, 
Be like a Beacon fired, to amaze your Eyes, 
We have heard your miferies as far as Tyre, 


\ 
| And feen the defolation of your ftreets | 
| 
| 
| 


Nor come we to add forrow to yout tears, 

But to releafe them of their heavy load, 

And thefe our Ships, you happily may think 

Are like the Trojan Horfe, was ftuft within, 

With bloudy Veins expecting overthrow, 

Are fto:7d with Corn, tomake your needy Bread, . 

And give them life, whom hunger ftarv’d half dead, 
Umnes. The gods of Greece protect you, 

And we'll pray for you. 

Per. Arife, I pray you, arife ; we donot look for reve- 
rence, but for love, and harbourage for our felf, our Ships, 
and men, 

Cleon, The which when any hall not gratifie, 

Or pay you with unthankfulnef$ in thought, 
Be it our VVives, our Children or our felves, 
The Curfe of Heaven and Men facceed their evils : 


Till when, the which (I hope) thall ne’re be feen, 
| Your Grace is welcome to our Town and us. 


Per. VVhich welcome we’ll accept, Feaft here a while, 
Until our Stars that frown, lend usa fimile. [Exeunt. 


Aiius Secundus. 


Enter Gower. 


pes have you feen a mighty King, 
His Child, I wis, to inceft bring : 
A better Prince and benign Lord, % 
That will prove awful both in deed and word. 
Be quiet then, as men fhould be, 
Till be hath paft neceffity : 
Pil fhew you thofe in troubles reign, 
Lofing a myte, a «Mountain gain : 
The good in conver fation, 
To whom I give my benizon. 
Ts ftill at Tharfus, where each man 
Thinks all is writ he fpoken can: 
end to remember what he does, 
Build his Statue to.make bim glorious: 
But tidings to the contrary, 
Are brought t? your Eyes, what need {peak I: 


Dumb fhow. 

Enter at one Door Pericles talking with Cleon, all the Train. | 
withthem. Enter at another Door, a Gentleman with 

a Letter to Pericles ; Pericles fhews the Letter to Cleon, 
Pericles gives the Meflenger a reward,and Knights him. 
Céxie Pericles at one Door, and Cleon. at another. }. 


Good Hellican thar ftaid at home, 
Not to eat honey like a Drone, 
From others labours , for though he ftrive 
To killén bad, keep good alive : 
And to fulfil his Princes defirey 
Sav’d one of all thathapsin Tyte: 
How Thaliard came full bent with fin, 
And had intent to murder him ; 
And that in Tharfus was not bef, 
Longer for him to make his reft : 
He doing fo, put tery to Seas, 
Where when men bin, there's feldome eafe, 
For now the Wind begins to blow, “al 
Thunder above, and deeps below, 
e Makes fuch unquiet, that the {hip 
Should houfe him fafe, is wrackt and [plit, 
And he (good Prince) having all loft, 
By Waves, from (aff to Coaft is toft # 
All perifhen of man, of pelf, 
Ne ought efcapen’d but himfelf; 
Till fortune tired with doing bad, 

re 3 


Threw 
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Threw bim afhore to geve him glad : 
eAnd here he comes 5 what fhall be next, 
Pardon old Gower, thus long’s the Lext. 


Enter Pericles wet. 


Per. Yet ceafe your ire, you angry Stars of Heaven, 
Wind, Rain, and Thunder : Remember earthly man 
Is but a fubftance thae mult yield to'you: 

And I (as fits my nature) do obey you. 

Alas, the Seas hath calt me on the Rocks, 

Watht me from fhore to fhore, and left my breath 
Nothing to think on, but enfuing Death : 

Let it fuffice the greatnefs of your powers, 

To have bereft a Prince of all his fortunes, 

And having thrown him from your watry grave, 
Here to have Death in peace, is all he’ll crave. 


Enter three Fifhermen. 


. What, to pelch ? 

. Ha, come and bring away the Nets, 

. What. patch- breech, I fay. 

. What fay you, Matter? 

Look how thou ftirreft now. 

Come away, or Ve fetch thee witha wannion. 

3, Faith,Mafter, 1 am thinking of the poor men 
That were caft away before us, even now. 

1, Alas, poor Souls, it grieved my heart to hear 
What pittiful cries they made to us, to help them, 
When (welladay) we could fcarcely help our felves. 

3. Nay, Matter, faid not 1 asmuch, 
VVhen I faw the Porpas how he boune’d and tumbled ? 
They fay, they are haif fifh, half fiefh : . 

A plague on them,they ne’re come but I look to be wafht. 
Matter, I marvel how the fifhes live in the Sea ? 
1. VVhy as men doa Land, 
The great ones eat up the little ones: 
I can compare our rich Mifers, tonothing fo fitly 
AstoaVVhale ; he plaiesand tumbles, 
Driving the poor Fry before him, 
And at laft devours them all at a mouthful. 
Such VVhales have I heard.on a’th land, 
VVho never leave gaping, till they fwallowed 
The whole Parifh, Charch, Steeple, Bellsand all. 
Per. A pretty Moral. 
3. But, Mafter, if I had been the Sexton ; 
I wotild have been that day in the Belfrey. 
) 2. VVihy, man ? 
' «gi Becaufe he fhould have fwallowed me'too,; 
And when 1 Had beenin his belly, » 
L would have kepr fuch a jangling of the bells, 
That he fhould never have left, ~ 
Till be caft bells, Steeple, Church.and Parifh up again : 
But if the good King Symonides were of my mind, 

Per. Symonides ? 

3. VVe would purge the Land of thefe Drones; 
That robthe Bee of her honney,. 

Per. How from the fenny fubject of theSea 
Thefe fithers tell the infirmities of men, 

And from their watry Empire recollect, 
All that may men approve, or men detett, 
Peace be at your labour, loneft fifhermen, 

2. Honeft,good fellow, what’s that,ifitbe a day fits you, 

Search out of the Kalender, and no bodyJookafter it? 
Per. Y’may fee the Sea bathycaft me upon your coat. 
2. VVhata drunken knave wasthe Sea, 

To caft thee in our way. 

Per. Aman whom both the waters and the wind, 

In that vaft Tennis-Court, hath made the Ball 

For them to play upon, intreats you pitty him - 

He asks of you, that never us’d to'beg. 

1. No, friend, cannot you beg ? 

Here’s them in our Country of Greece, 
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Set more with begging, than we can do with working. 

2, Canff thou catch any Fifhes then? 

Per.. never. practis’d it. 

2. Nay then thou wilt ftarve fure ; for here’s nothing to 
be got now-a-daies, unlefsthou cantt fifh for’e. 

Per. VVhat Lhave been, Lhave forgot to know; 

But what lam, want teaches me to think on: 
A man throng’d up with cold, my veinsare-chill, 
And have no more of life, than may fuffice , 
To give my tongue that heat to ask your help: 
VVhich if you fhall refufe, when I am dead, 

For that I ama man, pray fee me buried. 

1. Die ke-tha, now gods forbid, 1 have a gown here, } 
come put it on,keep thee warm; now afore me a handfome 
fellow : Come, thou fhalt go home, and we'll have flefh for 
allday, fifh for fafting days and more; or Puddings and 
Flap-jacks, and thou fhalt be welcom. 

Per. 1 thank you, Sir. 

2. Hark you, my friend, You faid youconld not beg. 

Per. 1 did but crave. 

2. But crave? then Ple turn craver too, 

And fo I fall fcape whipping. 

Per. VVhy, are all your beggers whipt then? 

2. Ohnotall, my friend, not all : for if all your beggers 
were whipt, I would with no better office,than.to be Beadle, 
But, Mafter, Wie go draw the Net. 

Per. How well this honeft mirth becomes their labour ? 

1. Hark you, Sir, do you know where ye are? 

Per. Not well. 

1, [tell you, thisis called Pantapolis, 

And our King, the good Symonides, 

Per. The good King Symonides, do youcall him 

1. I Sir, and he deferves fo to be call’d, 

For his peaceable reign, and good government. 

Per. Heisahappy King, fince he gains from 
His Subjects, the name of good, by his government. 

How far is his Court diftant from this fhore ? 

1, Marry, Sir, half a daies journey: and T’le tell you, he 
hatha fair daughter, and to morrow is her birth-day, and 
there are Princes and Knights come from all parts of the 
world, to Juft and Turney for her love," 

Per, VVere my fortunes equal to my defires, 

I could wifh to make one there. , 

2. Oh Sir, things muft be as they may.: and whata man 
Cannot get, he may lawfully deal for his wives Soul. 


? 


Enter the two Fifhet-men, drawing up.a Net. 


2. Help,Matter, help, here’s a filh hangs.in the Net,like 
a poor mans right i the law, ’cwill hardly come out. Ha 
bots on’t, ’tiscomeat laft, and *tisturned to arufty Armor. 

Per. An Armor, friends, | pray you let me fee it. 
Thanks, Fortune, yet that after all croffes, .. 

Thou giveft me fomewhat to, repairmy felf: ., 

And though it was mine own, partof mine heritage, 
VVhich my dead father did bequeath tome, 

VVith this ftri& charge, evenas he left-his life : 

Keep it, my Pericles, it hath been a fhield. . 

‘Twixt me and Death ; and pointedstothisBrayfe - 

For thatit faved me; keepitin like neceflity : ; 
The which the gods protect thee, Famemay defend thee. 
It kept where I kept, 1 fo dearly lovediit, 

Till the rough Seas. (that fpares not any man) 

Took it inrage, though calm’d hath given ’tagain : 
I thank thee for’t, my fhipwrack now’sno ill, 

Since -havehere my Fathers gift in’s will. 

1. VVat mean you, Sir? 
| per. To begof you (kind friends) this coat of worth, 
{For it was fometime Target to a King, 

1 I know it by this mark : he lov’d me dearly, 

And for this fake, | with the having of it: 

And that you'd guide me to your Soveraigns Court, 
VVhere with it | may appear.a Gentleman : 

And if that ever my.low fortune’s better, nt 
le} 


le bay 90m bounties; till chen reft your debter. 

1. Why, wilt thou turney forthe Lady ? 

Per. Vle fhew the vertue | have born in Arms, 

3. Why, take it, and the gods give thee good on’t. 

2, But hark you, my friend, ’twas we that made up this 
garment through the rough feams of the waters : there are 
certain condolements, Certain vails, I hope, Sir, if you 
thrive, you'll remember from whence you had them. 

Per. Believe it I will: 

By your furtherance I am cloathed in Steel, 

And fpight of all the rupture of the Sea, 

This Jewel holds his building on my Arm: 

Unto thy value L will mount my felf. 

Upon a Courfer, whofe delightful fteps, . 

Shall make the gazer joy to fee him tread: 

Only (my friend) L yet am unprovided of a pair of Bafes. 

2. We'll fure. provide, thou fhalt have 
My beft gown to.make thee a pair ; 

And Vle bring thee to'the Court my felf. 
‘Per. Then honour be but a Goal to my will, 
This day le rife, or elfe add ill to ill. 


Enter Symonides with Attendants, and Thaifa, 


Are the Knights ready to begin the Triumph ? 
1, Lord. They are,my Liege,and ftay yourcoming, 
To prefent themf{clyes, 2 
King. Return them, weare ready, and our Daughter | 
In honour of whofe birth, thefe triumphs are, (here, 
Sits here like beauties child, whom Nature gat, 
For men to fee, and feeing wonder at. 
Thai. \t pleafeth you (my royal father) to exprefs 
My commendations great, whofe merit’s lefs. 
King. \t’s fit it fhould be fo for Princes are ; 
A model which. Heaven makes like it felf; 
As Jewels lofe their glory, if neglected, 
So Princes their Renowns, if not refpected. 
’Tis now yourhonour (Daughter) to entertain 
The labour of each Knight, in his device. 
Thai. Which to preferve mine honour,Vle perform, 
The firft Knight paffes by, 
King. Whois the firft that doth prefer himfelf? 
Thai. A Knight of Sparta (my renowned Father) 
And the device he bears upon his fhield, 
Is a black Athiopreaching atthe Sun 5 
The word, Lux tua vita mihi. ue Join 
King. He loves you well, that holds his life of you. 
) The fecond Knight. 
Who is the fecond, that prefeats himfelf? 
1 Thai. A Prince of «Macedon (my royal Father) - 
| And the device he:bears, upon his Shield, 
J 1s an armed Knight, that's conquer’d by a Lady. 
The Motto thus in Spanith, Pue Per doleerakce per forfae 
; The third Knight. 
King. And what’s the third ? : 
Thai. The third of e4ntioch, and his device 
A wreath of Chivalry: the word,. e Pompey provexit 
The fourth Knight. (apex, 
King. What is the fourth? 
Thai. Acburning Torch that’s turned upfide down ; 
The word, Qui me alit me extinguit. 
King. Which {hews that beauty hath his power and 
Which canas well enflame, as it can kill, (will, 
The fifth Kwght. 
Thai. Thefifth, an-hand.environed with clouds, 
Holding ont gold, that’s by the touch-f{tone trid: 
The Motto thus, Si fpethanda fides. 
The fixth Kmight. : 
And what’s the’fixth and aft, the which the 
Knight himfelf with fucha graceful courtefiedeliver’d?), | 
Thai. He feemsto bea ftranger: buthisyprefentis. 
A withered Branch, that’s only green at top; 
The Motto, Jnhac pe vivo, See | 
King. A pretty moral; from the dejected ftate wherein | 
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he is, he hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourifh, 

1. Lord. He had need mean Bon as his. outward 
thew canany way fpeak in his juft commend: For by his 
rufty outfide, he appears to have practifed more the Whip. 
ftock, than the Lance. 

2. Lord. He well may bea ftranger, for he comes to an 
honour’d triumph ftrangely furnifht. 

3. Lord. And on fet purpofelec his armour ruft 
Until chis day, to fcowre it in the duft. 

King, Opinion’s buta fool,that-makes.us {can 
The outward habit, by the inward man. 
But ftay, the Knights are coming, 
We will withdraw inte the Gallery. 

Great fhouts, and all cry, The mean Knight. 


Enter the King and Knights from Tilting, 


King. Knights,to fay you’re welcom,were fuperfluous. 
To place upon the volum of your deeds, 
As ina Title page, your worthin armes, 
Were more than you expect, or more than’s fit, 
Since every worth in fhew.commends it felf : 
Prepare for mirth, for mirth comes ata fealt. 
You are Princes, and my guetts. 
Thai. But you, my Knight and gueft. 


| To whom this wreath of Victory | give, 


And Crown you King of this days happinefs. 
Per. ?Tis more by fortune (Lady) than by merit, 
King. Call it by what you will, the day-is yours, 
And here, I hope, is none that envies it : 
In framing an Artift, art hath thus decreed, 
To make fome good, but others toexceed, 
And you her labour’d Scholar ; come, Queen oth’ Feaft, 
For (Daughter) fo you are, here take your place: 
Martial the relt, as they deferve their grace. 
Knights. Weare honoured much by good Symonides. 
King. Your prefepce glads our days, honour we love, 


| For who hates honoup, hates the gods above. 


«Marfb. Sir, yonder is-your place, 
Per, Some other.ismore fit. 
1. Knight. Contend not, Sir, for we are Gentlemen, 


'| That neither in our hearts, nor outward Eyes, 


Eavy:the great, nor do the low defpife, 
Per, You are right courteous Knights. 
King.. Sits. fit, fit.. 
By Jove (I wonder) that is King of thoughts, 


. }| Thefe Cates refift me, he not thought upon. 


Thai, By Funo (that is Queen of Marriage) 
All Viandsthat. leat do feem unfavoury, ~ ' 
Withing him my meat : .fare he’sa gallant Gentleman. 
King. He’s but acountry gentleman: has done no More | 


| Than other Knights have done, has broken a ftaff, 


Or fo; let it pafs. 
Thai, To mehe feems.a Diamond to Glafs.... . 
Per, Yon King’s tone, liketo my Father’s picture, 
Which tells me in that glory once he. was, 
And Princes fat likeftars about his Threne, 
And he the Sun, for,them to reverence ; 
None that beheld him, but like leffer lights, 
Did vail their Crowns to his. fupremacy ; 
Where now his Soa; like Glo-worny in the Night, 
The which hath fire in darknefs, none in Light; 
Whereby I fee-that Time’s the King of men, 
For he’s their Parents, and he is their grave. ° 


|| And gives them what he, will, not what they craves 


King. What, are.youmerry, Koights? 
Knights. Whocanbe other in thisroyal prefence ? 
King. Here,with,a cup that’s ftirr’d unto the brim, : 
As you do love, fill to your Miltrefs lips, 
We drink this health to.you. 
Knights. We thank your Grace. 
King. Yet pawle.a while, 


Yon Kaight doth-fit-too melancholy, ie 
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Asif the entertainment in our Court, : 
Had nota fhew might Counteravil his worth: 
Note it not you, Thaifas 
Thai. What is’t to me, my Father ? 
King. O, attend, my Daughter, 
Princes in this, fhould live like gods-above, 
Who freely give to every one that come to honour them : 
And Prineeés not doing fo, are like to Gnats, 
Which make a found, but kill’d are wondred at : 
Therefore to make his entrance now more fweet, 
Here fay we drink this ftanding bowl of Wine to him. 
Thai, Alas, my. Father, it befits not me, 
Unto a ftranger Knight to be fo bold, 
He may my proffer take for an offence, 
Since Men take Womens gifts for Impudence. 
King. How? do as L bid you, or you'll move me elfe. 
Thai. Now by the Gods, he could not pleafe me better. 
King. And furthermore tell him, 
We detire to know of him, 
Of whence he is, his Name and Parentage. 
Thai, The King my Father (Sir) ‘hath drunk to you. 
Per, I thank him. 
Thai Withing it fo much bloud unto your life. 
Per, | thank both him and you, and pledge him freely. 
Thai, And farther he defires to know of you, 
Of whence you are, your Name and Parentage. 
Per. AGentlemanof Tyre, my name Pericles, 
My education been in Arts and’ Armes, 
Who looking for adventures inthe world, 
Was by the rough Seas reft of fhips and men, “ 
And after thip-wrack, driven upon this fhore. 
Thai. He thanks your Grace; names bimfelf Pericles, 
A Gentleman of Tyre, who only by misfortune of the feas, 
Bereft of fhips and men, caft onthe fhore, ** i 
King. Now by the gods, I pitty his‘misfortane,’ 
And willawake him from ‘his Melancholy.’ * pid 
Come, Gentlemen, we frt'toolong'on triffes, * 7 
| And wafte the time, whichTooksforéther'revels, 
Even in your armours as youaréaddreft,”" °°” 
Will very well become Souldiets dance::"" 
[ will not have excufe, with faying tliat *'~Y ~~ 
Loud Mufick is too harfh for Ladies heads; 
Since they love men in Armes, ds well as beds. ° : 
a ' EThey Dance. 
So, this was well ask’d, "twas well perform’d, : 
Come, Sir, here’s a Lady that wants breathing too: 
And I have heard, you Knights of Tyre, 
Are excellent in making Ladies trip,’ 
And that their meafures areas excellent. 
Per. In thofe what prattife' them, they are (my Lord.) 
King. Oh that’s as much, as you would be deny’d 
Of your fair courtefie , unctafp, un¢lafp. |“ 


‘L They Dance. 
Thanks, Gentlemen, toall; all have done well, 
But youthe beft : Pages'and lights, to conduct 
Thefe Knights unto theirfeveral Lodgings : 
Yours, Sir, we have giverrorder-to be next ‘our own. 
Per. 1am at your Graces-pleafare?** “*+ ©» 
King. Princes, it is‘too late to talk oflove, 
And that’s the mark | know youlevel'at > ° 
Therefore each one betake himto his reft, 
To morrow, all for fpeeding do their beft.<:"' « 


Enter Hellicanus, ond Efcants. 


Hell. No, Efcanes, know this of me,» 
Antiochus from inceft liv’d not free : 
For which, the moft high gods not minding 
Longerto with-hold the vengean¢e that 
They had in ftore, due to his hainons 
Capital offence, even in the-height and pride 
Of all his glory, when he was feated in 
A Chariot of an ineftimable value, and his Daughter 
With him; a fire from Heaven came and fhrivel’d 


Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


Up thofe bodies, even to loathing, for they fo fttnk 


Scorn now their hand fhould give them burial. 


For though this King were great, 


His greatnefs was no guard to bare Heavens fhaft; 
By tin had his reward, 


| And knowing this Kingdom is without a head, 


4 Soon fall toruine: your noble felf, 
| That beft knows how torule, and howtoreign, 


‘¥( Take I your with, I leap into the Seas, 


4 I fhall with aged patience bear your yoke. 


That all thofe eyes ador’d them, ere their fall, 


Efeanes. It was very {trange. 
Hell. And yet but juftice ; ¥ 


Efcanes, ’Tis very true, 
Enter two or three Lords. 


1. Lord. See, not a man in private conference, 
Or counfel, hath refpect with him but he, 
2. Lord. it fhall no longer grieve without reproof. 
3. Lord. And curft be he that will not fecond it. 
1. Lord, Follow me then : Lord Hellicane; a word. 
Hell, With me ?.and-weleom, happy day, ‘my Lords. 
1. Lord. Know that our griefs are rifen to the top, 
And now at length they over-flow their banks, 
Hel, Your griefs, for what ? 
Wrong not your Prince you love. 
1, Lord, Wrong not your felf then, noble Hellican, 
But if the Prince do live, let us falute him, 
Or know what ground’s made‘happy by his breath: 
If inthe world-he live, well feek bim out: 
If in his graveshe reft, we'll find him there, 
And be refolv’d, he lives to govern us: 
Or dead, give’s caufe to mourn his Funeral, 
And leaves to our free Eleétion. 
2.Lor, Whofe death indeed,the ftrongeft in our cenfure, 


Like goodly buildings left without a Roof, 


We thus fubmit unto our Soveraign. 

Omnes. Live, noble Hellican, 

Hell, Try honours caufe; forbear your fuffrages : 
If that you love Prince Pericles, forbear: 


Where’s hourly trouble, for aminuteseafe) _ 
A twelve month longer, let me entreat you 
To forbear the abfence of your King 5 

Ifin which time expir’d, he not return, 


But if I cannot wjn you to-this love, 
Go fearch like Nobles, like noble Subjects, 
And in your fearch, fpend your adventurous worth, 
Whom if you find, and win unto return, 
You fhall like Diamonds fit about his Crown. 

1.Lord. To wifdom, he’s a fool that will not yield, 
And fince Lord Hellican enjoyneth us, 
We with our travels will endeavor. 

Hell. Then you love us, we you,and we’ll clafp hands, 
When Peers thus knit, a Kingdom ever ftands. . LEavt. 


Eater the King reading of a Letter, at one door, 
and the Knights meet him. 


1. Knight. Good morrow to the good Symonides. 
King. Knights,from my Daughter this Ilet you know, 
That for this twelve-month, fhe’ll not undertake 
A married life: her reafonto her felf is only known, 
Which yet from her by no means can I get. 
2. Knight. May we not get accefs to her (my Lord). 
King. Faith, by no means, fhe hath fo ftrictly 
Ty’d her to her Chamber, that ’tis impoflible : 
One twelve Moons more fhe’ll wear Diana’s livery : 
This by the eye of Cyxthia hath fhe vowed, 
And on her Virgin honour will not break. 
3.King. Loth to bid farewel, we take our leaves. LExit. 
King. So, they are well difpatcht, 
Now to my daughters Letter 5 fhe tells mehere, 
She'll wed the ftranger Knight, 


Or never more to view nor day nor light. 

Tis well, Miftris, your choice agrees with mine, 
[likethat well: nay how-abfolute fhe’s in’t, 

Not minding whether I diflike or no. 

Well, I do.commend her choice, and will nolonger 
Have it be delayed: foft, here he comes, 

I muft diffemble it, 


Enter Pericles. 


Per. All fortune ta the good Symonides. 
King. Toyouas much ; Sir, f am beholding to you, 
For your fweet mufick this laft night : 
Ido proteft, my ears were never better fed 
With fuch delightful pleafing harmony. 
Per. It is your Grace’s pleafure to commend, 
Not my defert. 
King. Sir, you are Muficks mafter. 
Per. The worft of all her Scholars (my good Lord) 
King, Let me ask you one thing. 
What do you think of my Daughter, Sir? 
Per. Amott virtuous Princets. 
King. And he’s fair too, is fhe not ? 
Per. Asa fair day in Summer; wondrous fair. 
King. Sir, my Daughter thinks very well of you, 
I, fo well, that you muft, be her Matter, 


| And fhe will be your Scholar; therefore look to it. 


Per. 1am unworthy to be her Schoolmatter. 
King. She thinksnot fo,perufe this writing elfe. 
Per. What’s here, a Letter, 

That fhe loves the Knight of Tyre ? 

? Tis the King’s fubtilty to have my life : 

Oh feek not to intrapme, gracious Lord, 

A ftranger and diftreffed Gentleman, 

That never aim’d fo high to love your Daughter, 

But bent all offices to honour her. 

_ King. Thou haft bewitcht my Daughter, 

And thou art a Villain. 

Per, By the gods I have not; never did thought 
‘Of mine levy offence ; nor never did my actions 
Yet commence a deed might gain her lave, 

}Or your difpleafure. ; , . 
| King. Traitor, thou lyeft. 

Per. Traitor ! 

King. 1, Traitor. oF : 

Per. Even inhis throat, unlefs it be a King, 
That calls me Traitor, I return the lye... 

King. Now by the gads.I do applaud his courage. 

Per. My attionsare.as noble as my thoughts, 
That never relifht.of a bafe defcent; 

I came unto the Court for honours. caufe, 

And not-be.a Rebel to her ftate : 

And he that otherwife accounts of me, 

This Sword fhall prove, he’shonour’senemy. 

King. No? here comes my Daughter,fhe can witnefs.it, 


Euter: Thaifa,... 


Per. Then as you. ane as virtuous, as fair, 
Refolve your angry Father, if my fongue 
Did e’re folicite, or my hand fublerabs 
To any fyllable that made love to you?, 

Thai. Nhy, Sir, if you had, who takes offence, 
| At that would make.me.glad ? 

King. Yea, mittris, are you fo peremptory ? 
[am glad of it withal my heart, 
Ple tame you, l’le-bring-you in fubjection. 
Will you, not having. my.confent, » 5 
Beftow your love and: your affections 
| Upon a ftxanger 2, who, for oght I know, 
May be (nor can Ethiak the contrary)... 
As great iv blood as I. my felf. 44 
\ Therefore hear you, Miftrefs, either frame 
\Your willto mine; and you, Sir, hearyou, 
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Either be rul’d by me, or le make you—— 
Man and Wife; nay, come, your hands 
And lips muft feal it too; and being joyn’d 
I'le thus your hopes deftroy, and for further grief; 
God give you joy; what, are you both pleafed ? 


And then with what hafte you can, get youto bed. 


Enter. Periclesand Symonides at one door with Attendants,a 


be-fide 


Ledge. 


> 


Tha. Yes, if you love me, Sir, 

Per, Even as my life, or blood that folters it. 

King. What, are you both agreed ? 

Amb, Yes, if it pleafe your Majetty. 

King. It pleafeth me fo well, that} will fee you wed, 


Enter Gower. 


Now y/fleep flaked bath the rout, 

No din but faores about. the Honfe, 
eHade louder by the ore-fee beaft, 

Of this moft pompous marriage feaft > 
The Ct with eyne-of burning coal, 
Now couches from the Moufes hole ; 
cAnd Cricket Sing at the Ovens month, f 
Are the blither for their drouth : 
Hymen hath brought the Bride to bed, 
Where by the lofs of eaidenhead, 
4 Babe is moulded, bf*attent, 

And time that is fo bricfly pent, 

With your fine fancies quaintly each, 
What's dumb in fhew, Pil plain with fpeech, 


Meflenger meets them, kneels, and gives Pericles. a ket- 
ter, Pericles fhews is Symonides, the Lords kneel to him ; | 
then enter Thaifa with child, with Lychorida a Narfe,the 
King fhews her the Letter, the rejoyces : fhe and Perzeles 
take leave of her Father, apd depart. 


By many a dearn and painful pearch PB. evea Te /y 
Of Pericles, the careful fearch, sep dines 4 tatdr, 
By the four oppofing Crignesy b\ena Quarter] o 
Which the World together joynes, Sart WNk 
Is made with all due diligence, 2 
That- hoxfe and fal, and high expence, 
Can freed the queft at last from Tyre, 
Fame anfwering the molt firange enquire, 
To th’ Court of King Symomdes, 

Are Letters brought, the tenour. thefe: 
Antiochus and-his Danghter’s dead, 
The men of Tyrus, on the head 

Of Hellicanus would fer on 

The Crown of Tyre, but be wal! none: 
The mutiny he there haftes w opprefs, 
Sayes to them, if King Pericles 

Come not home in-twice fix Afeons, 
He, obedient to their dooms, 

Will take the Crown; the faum of this 
Brought hither to Pentapolis, 

es fhed the Regions rounds Sranry Sled J. €. Fa 
And every oue with elaph, gon found,  Swifh as en 
Our heir apparent; 9 akang : 

Who dreamt? whe thought of [uch a thing ? 
Brief, be muft hence depart to Tyre, 

His Queen with child, makes her defire, 
Which who {hall crofs along to go, 
Omit-wecall their dole and woe : 

Lychorida her Nurfe fhe takes, 

‘And fo to Seas them Veffel fhakes 

On Neptunes billow, half the flood 

Hath ‘their Keel ont: but fortune mavidy 
Varies again, the grifly North 

Difgarges fach a tempest forth, 

That a a Duck, for fe that drivers 

So up and down the poor flip dives + 

The Lady fhreeks, and wella-tears 


Doth fall in travel with her fear? And 
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Andywhat enfues in this felf ftorm, 
Shall for it felf, st felf perform: 

I will relate, Atiion may 

Conveniently the reff convey 5 

Which might not? what by me ss told, 
In your imagination hold: 

This Stage, the Ship, upon whofe Deck 
The Seas toft Pericles appears to peak. 


Enter Pericles on Shipboard. 


Per, The God of this great vaft, rebuke thefe furges 
Which wath both Heaven and Hell, and thou that haft 
Upon the winds command, bind them in Brafs, 
Having call’d them from the deep, O ftill 
Thy dearning dreadful thunders ; daily quench 
Thy nimble fulphurous flafhes : O how, Lychorida ? 
How does my Queen? then ftorm venomoufly, 

Wilt thou fpit all thy felf? the Seamans whiftle 
Is a whifper in the ears of Death, 

Unheard Lychorida? Lwucina, oh! 

Divineft Patronefs, and my Wife, gentle 
Tothofe that cry by night, convey thy Deity 
Aboard our dancing Boat, make fwift the pangs 
Of my Queentravels. Now, Lychorida. 


Enter Lychorida. 


Lychor. Here is a thing too young for fuch a place, 
Whoifit had conceit, would dye, as famlike todo: 
Take in your arms this piece of your dead Quene. 

Per. How ? how, Lyshorida ? 

Lychor. Patience, good Sir, do not aflift the ftorm, 
Here’s all that is left living of our Queen 5 
A little Daughter, for the fake of it 
Be manly, and take comfort. 

Per. Oh you gods! 

.| Why do you make us love your goodly gifts, 
And {natch them ftraight away ? 

We here below, recal not what we give, 

And we therein may ufe honour with you. — 

Lychor. Patience, good Sir, even for this charge., 

Per. Now mild may be thy life, 
For a more blufterous birth had never Babe : 

Quiet and gentle thy conditions ; 

For thou art the rudelieft welcom to this world, 
That ever was Prince’s Child : happy that follows, 
Thou haft as chiding a Nativity, 

As Fire, Air, Water, Earth, and Heaven can make, 
To harold thee from the womb : 

Even at the firft, thy lofsis more than can 

Thy portage quit, with all thou canft find here : 
Now the good gods throw their beft eyes upon it. 


Enter two Saylors. 


1, Sayl. What courage, Sir ? God fave you. 

Per. Courage enough, | do not fear the flaw, 
It hath done to me the worft: yet forthe love © 
Of this poor Infant, this frefh new Sea-farer, 
I would it would be quiet. 

1. Sayl. Slack the bolins there 5 thou wilt not, wilt thou 
blow and fplit thy felf. 

2. Sayl. But Sea-room, and the brine and cloudy billow 
kifs the Moon, I care not, 

1, Sayl. Sir, your Queen muft over: board, 
The Sea works high, the wind is loud, 

And will not lie till the Ship be cleared of the dead. 
‘| Per, That’s your fuperttition. 

1.Pardon us,fir,with us at Sea it ftill hath been obferved, 
And we are {trong in Eaftern,therefore briefly yield her. 

Per. As you think meet, 
For fhe mutt o’re-board ftraight, 
Moft wretched Queen. 


No light, no fire, the unfriendly Elements 
Forgot thee utterly, nor have I time 
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Lychorida. Here fhe lies, Sir. 


Per. Aterrible Child-bed haft thouhad (my Dear) 


To bring thee hallowed to thy grave, but ftraight 
Mutt caft thee fcarcely Coffind: in oar, 5 
Where for a Monument upon thy bones. 


The air remaining lamps, the belching Whale, 
And humming water moft o’rewhelm thy Corps, 
Lying with fimple fhells: Oh, Lychorida 
Bid Neftor bring me Spices, 
My Casket and my Jewels, and bid Nicander 
Bring methe Sattin Coffin: lay the Babe 
Upon the Pillow; hiethee, whiles I fay 

A Prieftly farewel to her: fuddenly, woman, 
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Ink and Paper, 


2. Sayl, Sir, we have a Cheft beneath the hatches, 


Caulke and bitumed ready. 


Per, I thank thee: Mariner, fay, what Coaftis this ? 
2. Sayl. Weare near Tharfus, 
Per, Thither, gentle Mariner, 

Alter thy courfe for Tyre: when canft thou reach it ? 
2. Sayl. By break of day, if the wind ceafe. 
Per. O make for Tharfrs, - 

There will I vifit Cleon, for the Babe 


Cannot hold out to Tyrus; there I’le leave it 


At careful nurfing : go thy ways, good Mariner, 
le bring the body prefently. 


LExit. 
Enter Lord Cerymon with a Servant. 
Cer, Phylemon, hoa, 
Enter Philemon. 


Phil, Doth my Lord call ? 
Cer. Get fire and meat for thefe poor men, 


It hath been a turbulent and ftormy night. 


Ser. I have been in many : but fucha night asthis, 


Till now, I ne’re endured. 


Cer. Your Matter will be dead ere you return, 


There’s nothing can be miniftred to nature, 
That can recover him: give this to the Pothecary, 


And tell me how it works, 
Enter two Gentlemen, 


1. Gent. Good morrow. 

2.Gent. Good morrow to your Lordhhip. 

Cer. Gentlemen, why do you ftir fo early ? 

1.Gent. Sir, our lodging ftanding bleak upon the Sea, 
Shook as if the Earth did quake: 


The very principles did feem to rend and all to topple, 


Pure furprize and fear made me to leave the Moufe. 

2. Gent. That is the caufe we trouble you fo early, 
Tis not our Husbandry. 

Cer. O you fay well, ; 

1, Gent. But I much marvel that your Lordfhip 
Having richattire about you, fhould at thefe early hours 
Shake offthe golden flumber of repofe ; “tis moft itrange, 
Nature fhould be foconverfant with pain, 

Being thereto not compelled. wit 

Ger. I hold it ever Virtue and Cunning. : 
Were endowments greater, than Noblenefs and Riches ; 
Carelefs heirs may the two latter darken and expend ; 
But immortality attends the former, 

Making a Man a God; 

’Tis known, I ever have ftudied Phyfick, 

Through which fecret Art,by turning o’re Authority, 
I have together with my practice,made familiar 


To me and to my aid, the beft infufions chat dwell 


In vegetives, in Metals, Stones: and ean fpeak of the 
Difturbances that Nature works, and of her cures ; 
Which doth give mea more content 

In courfe of true delight 


Than | 


Than to be thirfty after tottering Honour, 
Or tye my pleafure up in iilken Bags, 
To pleafe the Fool and Death. 

2. Geat. Your honour hath through Ephefis, 
Poured forth your charity, and hundred call themfelves 
Your Creatures 3 who by you have been reftored, 
And not your knowledge, your perfonal pain, 
But even your purfe ftill open, hath built Lord Cerimon 
Such ftrong renown, as never fhall decay. 


Enter twa. or three with a Chef. 


Ser. So, lift there. 

Cer, What’s that ? 

Ser. Sir,even now did the Sea tofs up upon our fhore 
This Chef ; ’tis.of fome wrack. 

Cer, Set it down, let us look upon it. 

2.Geat. ’Tis like a Coffin, Sir. 

Cer. What e’re it be, ’tis wondrous heavy ; 
Wrench it open ftraighe : 
If the Seas ftomach be o’re-charg’d with gold, 
Tis a good conftraint of Fortune it belches upon us, 

2. Gent.’ Tis fo, my Lord. 


caft it up? 


fhore. 
Cer. Wrenchit open; it fmells moft fwe 
fence. 
2.Gent, A delicate Odour. 
Cer. Asever hit my noftril: fo, up with it. 
Oh you molt potent gods! what’s here, a Coarfe ? 
1,Gent. Mott ftrange. 


With full bags of Spices, a Pais port to «4polla, 
Perfect me in the Characters. 


Here I give to underftand, 

If eve this Coffin drive a land; 

I King Pericles have loft 

This Queen, worth all our mundane coft + 
Who finds her , give her burying, 

She was the Daughter of a King. 
Befides this treafure for a fee, 

The gods requite bis Charity. 


If thou liveft Pericles, thou haft a heart 
That even cracks for woe: this chanc’d to night, 
2. Gent; Moft.likely, Sir. 
Cer, Nay certainly to night. 
For look how frefh fhe looks, =. 
They were toorough, thatthrew her in the Sea, 


Death may ufarp on Nature many hours, 


I heard of an <4£¢yptian that had nine hours been dead, 
Who was by good appliance recovered, 


Enter one with Napkins ana Fire. 


|} V Vell faid, well fuid, the fire and cloaths, 
{ The rough and woful Mufick that we have, 
Caufe it to foun@®I befeech you: 
The Vial once more ; how thon ftirreft,thou block ? 
The Mafick there: I pray you give her air; . 
Gentlemen, this Queen will Jive, 
Nature awakes a warm breath ont of her 3, 
She hath not been entranc’d above five hours, 
See how fhe gins to blow into lifes flower again. 
1.Gen. The heavens throwgh you, encreafe our wonder, 
And fets up your fame for ever, 
| Cer. Sheis alive, behold her eye-lids, 
Cafes to thofe heavenly Jewels which Pericles hath loft, 
Begin to part their fringes of bright gold, 


ticles Princé of Tyre 


Cer. How clofe ’tis caulkt and bottom’d, did the Sea 


Ser. I never faw fo huge a billow, Sir, as toft it upon 


(er. Shrowded in cloth of ftate, balm’d and entreafured 


Make a fire within, fetch hither all my boxesin my Clofet, 


And yet the fire of life kindle again the o’re-preft Spirits. 
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The Diamonds of a moft praifed water doth.appear, 


_ To make the world twice rich, live, and make us weep, 


To hear your fate, fair creature, rare as you feem to be. 
[Ske moves. 
Thai. O dear Diana, where am 1? where’s my Lord ? 
VVhat VVorld is this? 
2. Gent. Is not this ftrange ? 
1. Gent. Moft rare. 
Cer. Huth (my gentle neighbour) lend me your hands, 
To the next Chamber bear her, get linnen ; 
Now this marter mult be lookt to, for the relapfe 
{smortal : come, come, and, Efcwlapims, guide us, 
They carry her away LExeunt omnes. 


Aélus Tertius. 


Enter Pericles at Tharfus, with Cleon and Dionyfia 


Per. Oft honoured Cleon, 1 mult needs be gone, 
My twelve months are expir’d, and Tyre ftands 
ina peace: you and your Lady take from my heart 
All thankfulnefs. The gods make upthe reft upon you. 
Cie. Your fhakes of fortune, though they hate you 
Mortally,yet glance full wondringly on us. 
Dion, O your {weet Queen ! 
That the ftrict fates had pieafed 
You had brought her hither 
To have bleft mine eyes with her, 
Per. Wecannot but obey the powers above us ; 
Could I rage and roar as doth the Sea fhe lies in, 
Yet the end muft be as tis: my gentle Babe A4arina, 
Whom (for fhe was bornat Sea) 1 haye named fo, 
Here, I charge your Charity withal; leaving her 
The infant of your care, befeeching you to give her 
Princely training, that fhe may be manner’d as fhe is born. 
Cleon, Fear not (my Lady) but think your Grace, 
That fed my Country with your Corn ;, for which, 
The Peoples prayers daily fall upon you, muft in your 
Child 


| Be thought on, if neglect fhould therein make me vile, 
|The common body that’s by you reliev’d, 


Would force me to my Duty ; but if to that, 

My nature need a fpur, the gods revenge it 

Upon me and mine, tothe end of generation. . 
Per. I believe you, your honour and your goodnefs, 

Teach me toot without your vows, till fhe be married, 

Madam, by bright Diaza, whom we honour, 

All unfifter’d fhall this heir of mine remain, 

Though I fhew willin’c: fo I takemy leave : 

Good Madam, make mé blefled, in your care 


| In bringing up my Child. 


Dion, Ihave one my felf, who fhall not be more dear to 
my refpect than yours, my Lord. 

Per. Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Cleon. We'll bring your Grace to the edge of the fhore, 
then give you upto the masked Neprune, and the gentleft 
winds of Heaven. 

Per. I willembrace your offer, come, deareft Madam :) 
O no tears, Lychorida, no tears ; look to your little Miltris 
on whofe Grace you may depend hereafter :. come, my 
Lord. 


Enter Cerymon, and Thaifa. 


Cer. Madam, this Letter, and fome certain Jewels, 
Lay with you in your Coffer, 
Which are at your command : 
Know you the Character ? 9 ; 
Thai. 1 ismy Lord’s; that I was fhipt at Sea, I swell |: 
remember, even on my eaning time: but whether there |. 
delivered, by the holy gods, I cannot rightly fay Fa! 


, 
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fince King 
again, a veftal Livery will | take meto, and never mor 
have joy. 

Cer. Madam, if this you purpofe as ye fpeak, 
Diana’s Temple is not diftant far, 
Where you may abide till your date expire, 
Moreover if you pleafe, a Neece of mine, 
Shall there attend you. 

Tha. My recompence is thanks, that’s all, 
Yet my good willis great, though the gift fmall. [Eav. 


Pericles, my wedded Lord, 1 ne’re fhall fee 
S 


Enter Gower. 


Gower. Imagine Pericles arriv’d at Tyre, 
Welcom’d and fetled to bis own defire ; 
His woful Queen we leave at Ephefas, 
Unto Diana, there’s aVotarefs, 
Now to Marina bend your mind, 
Whom our faft growing Jcene must find 
At Tharfus, and by Cleon train’d 
In eMuficks Letters, who hath gain'd 
Of education all the grace, 
Which makes high both the art and place 
Of general wonder : but alack, 
That monfter Envy oft the wrack, 
Of earned praife, Marina’s life 
Seck to take off by Treafon’s Knife, 
And in thiskind, our Cleon hath 
One Daughter and a fu.l grown Wench, 
Even ripe for Marriage fight : this Maid 
Hight Philoten: and it ws faid 
For certain in our ftory, fhe 
Would ever with Marina be, 
Bet when they weav'd the fledded filk, 
With fingers long, fmall, white a milk, 
Or when the would with fharp Needle wound 
The Cambrick., which {he made more found 
< hurting st, or when toth’ Late 
She fung, and made the night Bed mate, Byrd 
That fttll records within one, or when 
She would with rich and conft ant Pen, 
Vail to her Mistrefs Dion frill, 
This Philoten contends in skill 
With abfolute Marina: fo 
The Dove of Paphos might with the (row 
Vy Feathers white. Marina gets 
All praifes, which are paid as Debts, 
- And not as given, this fo darks 
In Philoten all graceful marks, 
That Cleon’s Wife with Envy rare, 
cA prefent Murderer do’s prepare 
For good Marina, that her Daughter 
Might ftand Peerlefs by this flaughter. 
The fooner her vile thoughts to fteady 
Lychorida our Dl urfe ts dead, 
And surfed Dionyfia hath 
The pregnant inftrument of wrath 
Preft for this blow, the unborn event, 
I do commend to your content, 
Only 1 carried winged Time, 
Po on the lame fen of my rbime, 
Which never could I fo convey, 
Unlefs your thoughts went on my Ways 
Dionyfia doth apear, 


With Leonine 4a Murderer. LExit. 


Enter Dionyfia, and Leonine. 


Dion. Thy Oath remember, thou haft fworr to do it, 
*tis but a blow, which never fhall be known, thou canft 
not do a thing in the World fo foon, to yield thee fo 
much profit, let not Confcience which is but cold, infla- 
ming thy love bofome, enflame too nicely ; nor let pitty, 


Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


| which even Women have caft off, melt thee, but be a 
| Souldier to thy purpofe. 

Leon, | willdo’t, but yet fhe is a goodly Creature, 
Dion. The fitter then the gods fhould have her. 


Here fhe comes weeping for her only-Miftrefs Death : 
Thou art refolv’d ? 


Leon, 1 am refolv’d. 


Enter Marina with a Basket of Flowers. 


Mar. No: 1 will rob Tellus of her Weed, to firew thy 
Grave with Flowers: the yellows, blews, the. purple 
Violets and Marigolds, fhall as a Carpet hang upon thy 
Grave, while Summer dayes doth laft. Aye me, poor 
Maid, born in a tempeft, when my Mother di’d: this 
World to meis like a lafting ftorm, hurrying me from 
my Friends. 

Dion. How now, Marina? why de’ ye weep alone? 
How chance my Daughter is not with you? 

Do not confume your blood with forrowing, 

You have a Nurfeof me. Lord ?. how your favour’s 
Chang’d, with this unprofitable woe : 

Come give me your Flowers, ere the Sea mar it, 
Walk with Leonine, the air is quick there, 

And it pierces and fharpens the ftomach ; 

Come, Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 

Mar. No J pray you, I'll not bereave you of your 
Servant. 

Dion. Come, come, I love the King your Father, and 
your Self, with more than Foreign heart , we every day 
expect him here, when he fhall come and find our Para- 
gon,to all reports thus blafted.He will repent the breadth 
of his great Voyage, blame both my Lord and me, that we 
have taken no care to your beft courfes. Go I pray you, 
walk and be cheerful once again; referve that excellent 
complexion, which did fteal the Eyes of young and old. 
Care not for me, I can go home alone, 

Mar. Well, I will go, but yet I have no defire to it. 

Dion, Come, come, I know ’tis good for you : 
Walk half an hour, Leovine, at the leaft. 
Remember what f have faid. 

Leon. \ warrant you, Madam. cia 

Dion, Vil leave you, my fweet Lady, for a while: pray 
walk foftly, do not heat your blood : What, I muft have 
a care of you. , 

Mar. My thanks, fweet Madam. Is the Wind Weft- 
erly that blows ? 

Leon, South-Weft. 

Mar, When I was born, the Wind wae North. 

Leon. Was’t fo ? 

ear. My Father, as Nurfe faith, did never fear, but 
cryed good Seamen to the Sailers, galling his Kingly 
Hands, hailing Ropes, and clafping to the Maft, endured 
a Sea that almoft burft the Deck. 

Leon, When was this ? : 

«Mar. When] was Born, never was Waves nor Wind 
more violent , and from the Ladder tackle, wafhes off 
a Canvas Climer, ha, faith one, wilt out? and with a 
dropping induftry they skip from ftern to ftern: the 
Boat-fwain whiftles, and the Mafter calls and trebbles 
their confufion. 

Leon, Come, fay your Prayers. 

Mar, What mean you? 

Leon. If you require a little fpace for Prayer , I grant 
it, pray, but be not tedious, for the gods are quick of 
Ear, and Iam {worn to do my work with hafte. 

«Mar. Why, will you kill me? 

Leon, To fatisfie my Lady. 

Mar. Why would fhe have me kill’d now? as I can 
remember by my troth, I never did hurt her in all my 
Life, I never fpake bad word, nor did ill turn to any Ii- 
ving Creature: believe me now, I never kill’d a Moule, 
nor hurta Fly. ! trod upon a Worm once again{t my 
will, but 1 wept for it. How have I offended, wherein 

=the my 


Ld 


e 


| ai aa Beast racine papers renee ene 


, Pericles ‘Prince of Tyre. 
EEN las. cae 


my Death might yield her any profit, 
her any danger ? ' 
Leon. My Commiffion is not to reafon of the deed, but 
do’t. 
Mar. You will not do’t for all the world, I hope : you 
are-well-favoured @ and your looks fore-thew you have a 
very gentle heart, 1 faw you lately when you caught hurt 
in parting two that fought: good footh, it thewed well 
inyou, do fonow, your Lady feeks my life, come you 
between, and fave poor me the weaker. 
Leon. 1 am {worn, and will difpatch. 


or my Life imply 


Enter Pirates. 


Pirat. t. Hold, Villain. 

Pirat.2. A prize,a-prize, 

Pirat. 3. Half part, mates, half part, Come, let’s have 
her aboard fudainly. LExeunt, 


Enter Leonine. 


Leon, Thefe roguing Thieves ferve the great Pirate Yi 
des, and they have feized Afarina, let her go, there’s no 
hope fhe will return: Ill fwear fhe’s dead, and thrown 
into the Séa, but I'll fee further, perhaps they will but 
pleafe themfelves upon her, 

Not carry her aboard, if fhe remain, 
Whom they have.ravifht, muft by me be flain, 


Enter Pander, Boult and Bawd. 


Pander. Bouls. 
Boult. Sir. 
Pander, Search the Market narrowly, eMetalline is full 
} of Gallants, we loft too much Money this Mart, by being 
. too Wenchlefs. 
Bawd. We were never fo much out of Creatures, we 
have but, poor three, and they can do no more tlian they 


‘can do, and they with continual action, are even as good 


as rotten. 

Pander. Therefore let’s have frefh ones: what.e’er we 
pay forthem, if there be not aconfcience to be us’d in 
every trade, we fhall never profper. 

Bawd. Thou fay’ft true, "tis not our bringing up of 
poor baftards, as I think, I brought fome eleven. 

Boul. \tooeleven, and brought them downagain, 

But fhall I fearch the Market ? 

Bawd. What elfe, Man? The ftuff we have, a ftrong 
wind will blow it to pieces, they are fo pitifully fodden. 

Pander, Thou fay’ft true , there’s two unwholefome in 
confcience , the poor Trasfilvanian is dead that lay with 
the little Baggage. 

Boult. 1, the quickly poupt him, fhe made him roaft- 
meat for worms, but I’ll gofearchthe Market. [Exit. 
_ Pander. Three or four thoufand Chickens were as pret 
ty a proportion to live quietly, and fo give over. 

Bawd. Why, to give over, {I pray you? Isita fhame 
toget whenweareold? —. r 

Pand, Oh our credit comes not in like the commodity, 
nor the Commodity wages not with the danger ; There- 
fore, if in our youths we could pick up fome pretty e- 
ftate, "twere not amifs to keep our door hatch’d ; befides 
the fore terms we ftand upon with the gods, will be 
{trong with us for giving o’re. 

Bawd. Come, other forts offend as well as we. 

Pand. As wellas we, 1, and better too, we offend worfe 
neither is our profeflion any Trade, it’s no calling: But 
here comes Boyle, 


Enter Boult with Pirates, and Marina. 
Boult. Come your ways, my Matters, 


You fay he’sa Virgin? 
Sayl, O Sir, we doubt it not. 


ne 
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Boul. Matter, I have gone through for this piece you 
fee, if youlike her, fo; if not, Ihave loft wy earneft, 

Bawd. Boult, has fheany qualities? 

Boult. She has a good Face, {peaks well, abd hath ex. 
cellent good Cloaths: There’s no farther neceflity of qua. 
lities can make her be refufed. 

Bawd, Whats her price, Boule? 

Boule. 1 cannot be bated one doit of athoufand pieces, 

Pand. Well, followme, my Matters, you fhall have 
your money prefencly ; Wife, take herin, inftruét her 
what fhe hastodo, that fhe may not be raw in her enter- 
tainment, 

Bawd. Boult 
of her hair, 


, take youthe marks of her, the colour 
her complexion, height, age, with warrant of her 
Virginity, and cry: Hethat will give moft fhall have her 
firft. Such a Maiden head were no cheap thing; if Men 
were as they have been : Get teis done as command you. 
Boult.. Performance fhall follow. 
Mar. Alack, that Leonine was fo flack, fo flow : 
He fhould have ftruck, not {poke ; 
Orthat thefe Pirates, not enough barbarous, 
Had not o’re-board thrown me, for to feek my Mother. 

Bawd, Why weep you, pretty one? 

Mar. Thatlam pretty. 

Bawd» Come, the gods have done their part in you. 

eMar. Laccufe them not. 

Bawd. You are lightinto my hands, 

Where you are like tolive. 

eMar, Vhe more’s my fault to fcape his hands, 
Where I was like to dye, 

Bawd. 1, and you hall live in pleafure. 

ear. No. 

Bawd. Yes indeed hall you, and tafte Gentlemen of all 
fafhions. You fhall fare well; you fhall have the difference 
of all complexions: what de’ye {top your ears? 

«Mar. Are youa Woman? 

Bawd. What would you have meto be, if I be not a 
Woman ? 

ear. An honeft Woman, or nota Woman, 

Bawd. Matry whip thee, Gofling: I think I hall have 
fomething to do with you. Come, y’are a young foolifh 
Sapling, and muft be bowed as I would have ye. 

«Mar. The gods defend me. 

Bawd. If it pleafe the gods to defend you by Men, then | 
Men muft comfort you, Men muft feed you, Men mutt 
ir youup: Boule’s return’d. 


Enter Boult. 


Now, Sir, haft thoucry’d her through the Market ? 

Boult. { have cry’d her almoft to the number of her hairs, 
[have drawn her picture with my voice. 

Bawd. And prithee tell me, how doft thou find the in- 
clination of the people, efpecially of the younger fort? 

Boult. Faith they liftned to me, as they would have 
hearkened to their Fathers Teftament. There was a Spani- 
ards mouth fo watered, that he went to bed to her very | 
defcription. 

Bawa. We fhall have him here to morrow with his beft 
Ruff on. 

Boult. Tonight, to night, but, Miftrefs, do 
the French Knight that cowres i’th’ Hams ? 

Bawde Who, Monfieur Verollus? shes 

Boult, 1, he offered tocut a Caper at the proclamation, 
but he madea groan at it, and {wore he would fee her to 
morrow. 

Bawd. VVell, well, as for him, he brought his difeafe 
hither, here he doth but repair ir, I know he will come 
in our fhadow, to fcatter his Crowns in the Sun. 

Boule. VVell, if we had of every Nation a Traveller, 
we fhould lodge them with this Sign. — 

Bawd. Pray you, come hither a while, you have For- 
tunes coming upon you, mark me, you muft feem to do} 
that fearfully, which you = willingly, defpife ae 

S : 


you know 
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ee eee 
| fit, where you have moft gainjto weep that you live as you 
do,makes pitty in your lovers feldom, but that picty begets 
you a good opinion, and that opimion a meer profit. 
«Mar. 1 underftand you not. 
Boult. O take her home, miftcis, take her home, thefe 
blufhes of hers mutt be quencht with fome prefent practice. 
Bawd. Thou fayett true faith, fo they mutt, for your 
Bride goesito that with thame,which is her way to g0 with 
warrant, Mae 
Boult. Faith fome do, and fome do not, but Miftris, if 
| have bargain’d for the joynt. 
Bawd, Thou maift cut a morfel off the fpit. 
| Boult. | may fo. 
Bawd. Who fhould deny it ? 
Come young one,'I likethe mannet of your garments well. 
Boult. 1 by my faith, they fhail not be changed yet. 
| Bawd. Boult. Spendthou that in the Town,report what 
| a fojourner we have,you'll lofe nothing by cuftome.. When 
thee a good turn,there- 
thou haft the harveft 


i 
| 
| 


| nature framed this piece, fhe meant 
| fore fay what a parragon fhe 1s, and 


| Boul. Y warrant you miftris, thunder fhall not fo awake 
| the beds of Eels, as my giving out of her beauty ftirs up the 
fome tonight, 


| Mar. \ffiresbe hot, knives fharp, or waters deepye.. 
lunti'd I ftill my Virgin knot will keep. tp 
Diana aid my purpofe. 


{ 


with us. LExeunt. 


o 
Dion, Why are you foolith, can it be undone? 
Cleox, O Dionyfia, fach-a piece of flaughter, © | 

| The Sun and Moon ne’re look’d upon. . 

| Dion, 1 think youll wura a Child again. 

| 

} 


| Enter Cleon and Dionyfia. 
| 
H 


Cleon. Were | chief Lord of all this fpacious world, I’d 
give it to undo the deed, © Lady, much lefs im blood than 
'vertue, yet a Princefs to equal. any 
| Earth,in the juftice of compare, .O villain, Leonine, whom 
i thou halt poifoned too, if thou had’{t drunk.to him, it had 

een a kindnefs becoming well thy face , what canft thou 

fay, when Noble Pericles fhall demand his Child @ 

Dion. That fhe isdead. Nurfes are not the fates tofofter 
it,nor ever to preferve, fhe did at night, Tle fay fo,ywho can 
crofs it, unlefs you play the Innocent, and for an honeft at- 
tribute, cry out fhe di’d by foul play. 

(leon. O go to, well, well, of all the faults beneath the 
Heavens, the gods do like this worft, 

Dion, Be one of thofe that thinks the pretty wrens of 
Tharfus will fly hence,and open thisto Pericles; Ido fhame 
to think of what a Noble ftrain you are,and of how coward 
a Spirit. 

Cleon. To fach’ proceeding, who ever but his approba- 
tion added, though not his whole confent, he did not flow 
from honourable courfes. j 

Dion. Beit fothen, yet none doth know but you how 
fhe came dead,nor none can know, Leonine being gone. She 
did difdain my Child, and ftood between her and. her for- 

j tunes : | none would look on. her, ‘but caft their gazes on 

arina#’s face, whilft ours was blurred at, and held a 


« 


| Mawkin,not worth the time of day. It piere’d me thorow, . 


and though you call my cour fe unnatural,you not your child 
well loving, yet I find it greets me as an enterprize of kind- 
nefs perform’d to your fole Daughter. 

Cleon. Heavens forgive it. 

Dion, And as for Pericles, what fhould he fay ? we wept 
after her hearfe,and yet we mourn: her monument almoft 
finifhed, and her Epitaph in glittering golden characters, 

‘Vexprefs a general praife to her, and.care in us, at whofe 
expence ’tis done. 

Cleon. Thou art like the Harpie, 

| Which to betray, doft with thy Angels face, 


} 
{ 


Bawd, What have we todowith Diana? pray yougo 


fingle Crown of the |: 


Seize with thine, Eagles talents. 

Dion. Youare like one, that fuperftitioufly 
Doth fwear to th’ gods,that Winter kills the flies, 
But yet I know, you'll doas | advife. 


° 


Exit, 
Altus Quartus. 


Enter Gower. . , ra 


Thus time we wajte, and longest leagues make [hort 
Sail feas in Cockles, have and wilh but for't ? 
Making to take our imagination, 

From bourn to bourn, Region-to Region, 

By you being Pard’ned, we commit no crime 

To njeone Language, in each feveral clime, 
Where our fcenes {ecm tolive. 1 do befeech you 

To learnof me, who ftands in gaps to teach you 

The flages of our ftory, Pericles 

Ts now again thwarting the wayward feas 5 
(Attended on by many a Lord and Kmght ) 

To fee bis Daughter, all bis lives delight. 

‘Old Hellicanus goes along behind, gee” 
Is left to govern it { you fa At in mind ) 

Old Efcanes, whom Hellicanus late 

Advance d in time to great and high eftate. 

Well failing fhips, and bounteous winds have brought 

This King to That fas,thinkthis Pilate thought, 
So with bis fteerage, {hall your thoughts grone 

To fetch bis Daughter home,who firft is gone 5 
Like motes and {hadows fee them mave a while, 
Your ears unto your Eyes P'le reconcile. 


‘Enter Pericles at one door with all his train, Cleon and 
Dionyfia at the other, Cleon fhewes Pericles the Tomb, 


whereat ‘Pericles makes lamentation , puts. on Sack- 
cloth, andina mighty paflion departs, 


Gower. See Wow belief may {nffer by foul fhow, 
This borrowed paffion ftands for true old woe : 
ena Pericles in forrow all devour'd, 
With fighs fhot through, and biggelt tears ore-fhowr'd , 
Leaves Tharfus, and again imbarks, he fwears 
Never to walh his face, nor cut his hairs, 
He put on Sack cloth and to Sea he bears, 
A tempeft which bis mortal Vi effel tears. 
And yet be rides it out. Now take we our Way 
To the Epitaph for Marina, writ by Dionytia. 


The faireft, fweeteft, and beft lies here, 

Who withered in her fpring of year: — 

She was of Tyrws the King’s Daughter, 

On whom foul Death hath made this flaughter : 
Marina was fhecall'’d, and at her birth, d 
Thatis, being proud, fwallow’d fome part of th’earth : 
Therefore the Earth fearing to be'o’reflow’d, 

Hath Thetis birth-child on the Heavens beltow’d. 
Wherefore fhe does and fwears fhe’ll never ftint, 

Make raging Battry upon flores of flint. 


No vizor does become vel villany, 

So well as foft and tender fiattery. 

Let een beliewe bis Danghter’s dead, 
And bear bis courfes to be ordered 

By Lady Fortune, while our frear must play 
His Daughter woe and heavy well a-day, 

In her unboly fervice : Patience then, 

And think:you now are all in Metaline. 


Enter 


Enter two Gentlemen. 


1. Gent. Did you ever hear the like? 

2. Gent. No, nor never fhall do in fuch a place as’ this, 
fhe being once gone. 

1. Gent. But to haye Divinity preacht there, did you 
ever dream of fucha thing ? ; 

2. Gent. No, no, come, I am for no more Bawdy houfes, 
fhail we go hear the Veltals fing ? 

1, Gent: Vile do any thing now that is virtuous, but I 
am out of the road of rutting for ever. LExeunt. 


Enter the three Bawds. 


Pand. Well, 1 had rather than twice the worth of her 
fhe had ne’re comé here. 

Bawd. Fie, fie upon her, fhe is able to freeze the god Pri- 
apws,and undoea whole generation, we muft either get her 
ravitht, or be rid of her,when fhe fhould do for Clyents her 
fitment, and do me the kindnefs of our profeffion, fhe has 
me her quirks, her reafons, her mafter-reafons,her prayers, 
her knees, that fhe would make a Puritane of the Devil, if 
he fhould ghgapen a kifs of her. 

Boul. Faith] mutt favifh her,or fhe’ll disfurnifh us of all 
our Cavaliers, and make all our Swearers Priefts. 

Pand. Now the pox upon hef green ficknefs for me. 

Bawd. Faith there’s no way to be rid of it,but by the way 
tothe pox. Here comes the Lord Lyfimachus difguifed. 

Boul. We fhould have both Lord and Lown, if the peevifh 
Baggage would but give way to Cuftomers. 


Enter Lyfimachus. 


Lyf. How now, how a dozen of virginities ? 

Bawd. Now the gods blefs your Honour. 

Bou!. 1 am glad to fee your Honour in good health. 

Lyf. You may fo, ’tis the better for you, that your te- 
forters ftand upon found Legs, how now? wholfome im- 
punity have you, that a man may deal withal, and defie 
the Surgeon ? 

Bawd. We have one here, Sir, if fhe would ——— 

But there never came her like in AZetaline. . 

: Lyf. If the’d do the deeds of darknefs , thou would’ft 
ay. 
Bawd. Your honour knows what’ tis to fay well c. | 
nough. 

Lyf, Well, call forch, call forth. 

Boult. For Flefh and Blood, Sir, white and red, you 
fhall fee a Rofe, and fhe were a Rofe indeed, if fhe had 
but 

Lyf; What prethee? 

Boult, OSir, 1 can be modeft. 

Lyf. That dignifies the renown of a Bawd, nolefs than 
it gives a good report toa number to be chalte. 


Enter Marina. 


Bawd, Here comes that which grows to the ftalk, 
Never pluckt yet I can affure you. 
Is fhe not a fair creature? 

Lyf. Faith fhe would ferve after a long voyage at Sea, 
Well, there’s for you, leave us. 

Bawd. 1 befeech your honour give me leave a word, 
And Vie have done prefently. 

Lyf. 1 befeech you do. 

Bawa. Firft, 1 would have you note, this is an honou- 
rable man. : 

Mar. \ defire to find him fo, that I’may worthily note 
him, 


Bawd, Next, he’sthe Governor of thisCountry, and a|{ fay. 


man whom | am bound to. 
Mar. If he govern the Country, you are bound to him 
indeed, but how honourable he isin that, I know not. 
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Bawd, Pray you without any more virginal fencin 
will you ufe him kindly? he will line your Apron with | 
Gold. 
Mar, What he will do gracioufly, 1 will thankfully | 

| 


£ 
rs 
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receive, 
Lyf. Have you done ? 
Bawa. My Lord, fhe’s not pac?t yet; you mutt take fome 


pains towork her to yotir mannage, come, we will leave 
bis Honour and her together, 


[Exit Bawd. 

Ey Now, pretty one, howlong have you been at this 
trade § 

Mar. What trade, Sir ? 

Lyf. Why, 1 cannot name’t but I fhall offend. 

Mar. \cannot be offended with my trade, pleafe you 
to name it. 

Lyf. How long have you been of this profeffion ? 

Mar, E’re fince I can remember, 

Lyf. Did you go to’t fo young, were you a gamefter at 
five, or at feven ? 

Mar, Earlier too, Sir, if now I be one. 

Lyf. Why the houfe youdwellin, proclaims you tobe 
a creature of fale. 

Mar. Do you know this houfe to be a place of fuch re- 
fort, and will come into it? I hear fay you are of honou- 
rable:parts, and the Governor of this place. 

Lyf. Why ? hath your principal made known unto you, 
who I am? : 

Mar. Who is my principal ? : 

Lyf. Why your herb woman, fle that fets feeds and 
roots of fhame and iniquity. O you have heard fome thing 
of my power, and fo {ftand aloft for more ferious wooing, 
but I proteft to thee, pretty one, my Authority fhall not fee 
thee, or elfe look friendly upon thee , come bring me to 
fome private place, come, come. 

Mar. \f you were born to honour, fhew it now, if put 
upon you, make the judgement good, that thought you 
worthy of it, 

Lyf. How’s this? how’s this? fome more, be fage. 

Mar. For me that am a maid, though moft ungentle 
Fortune have plac’d me inthis Stie, where fince I came, 
difeafes have been fold dearer than Phyfick, O that the 
gods would fet me free from this unhallow’d place, though 
they did change me to the meaneft bird that flies i?th’ 
purer air. 

Lyf. I did not think thou could’ft have {poke fo well, } 
ne’re dream’d thou could’ft; had I brought hither acor- 
rupted mind, thy fpeech had altered it, hold, here’s gold 
for thee, perfevere in that clear way thou goeft, and tne 
gods ftrengthen thee. 

Adar. The good gods perferve you. 

Lyf. For my part, f'came with no ill intent, for to me the 
very doors and windows favour vilely, fare thee well, thou 
art a piece of vertue, and I doubt not but thy training hath 
been Noble, hold, here’s more gold for thee, a curfe upon 
him, die he like a thief that robs thee of thy goodnefs, if 
thou doft- hear from me, it fhall be for thy good. 

Boult. 1 befeech your honour, one piece for me. 

Lyf. Avant thoudamn’d door-keeper, your Honfe but 
for this Virgin that doth prop it, would fink and over- 
whelm you. Away, 

Boult. How’ 


ee 


sthis? Wemuft take another courfe with 
you? If your peevifh chaftity, which isnot worth a break. 
faft in the cheapeft Country under the coap, fhall undoa 
whole houfehold ; let me be gelded like a fpanicl, come 
your ways. 

«Mar. Whither would you have me? 

Boult. | muft have your maidenhead takenoff, or the 
common hangman fhalk execute it; come your way, we'll 
have no more Gentlemen driven away, come your wayes, 
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5 sis te EO meee 
Enter Bawds. . 


Bawd. How now, what’s the matter? 

Boult. Worfe and worfe, Mittris, the hath here fpoken 
holy words to the Lord Lyfimachus, 

Bawd. O abominable. ; 

Boult, He makes our profeffion as it were to ftink before 
the face of the gods. 

Bawd. Marry hang her up for ever. 

Boult. The Nobleman would have dealt with her likea 
Nobleman, and fhe fent him away as cold as a Snow-ball, 
faying his prayers too, 

Bawd, Boult.Take her away,ufe her at thy pleafure,crack 
the glafs ofher virginity, and make the reft malleable. 

Boult. Andif fhe were a thornier piece of ground than 
fhe is, the hall be ploughed. 

Mar, Hark, hark, you gods. 

Bawd, She conjures, away with her,would fhe had never 
come within my doors, Marry hang you, fhe’s born to undo 
us, will you not gothe way of women-kind ? Marry come 
upmy difh of chaltity, with rofemary and bayfe, 

[ Exit. 


Boult, Come, miftris, come your ways with me. 

Mar. Whither would you have me ? 

Boult. Totake from you the Jewel you hold fodear. 
| Adar. Prithee tell me one thing firtt. 
|  Bouls, Come now, your one thing ? 
| Mar. What can’ft thou wifh thine Enemy to be? 

Boult, Why \ could with bim to be my Mafter,or rather 
my Miftris. 

«War. Neither of thefe are fo bad as thouart, fince 
they do better thee in their command, thou hold’ft 
a place, for which the painedft fiend in Hell would 
not in Reputation change: thon art the damned door- 
keeper to every cutherel that comes enquiring for his 
Tib; to the cholerick fitting of every Rogue, thy Ear 
is liable, thy food is fuch as hath been belch’d on by infe- 
ctious lungs. 

Boult, What would you have me do? go to the wars, 
would you, where a man may ferve feven years for the lofs 
of a Leg, and have not money enough ia the end to buy 
him a wooden one ? 


Mur. Doany thing but this thoudoft , empty old re- | 


ceptacles, or common-fhores of filth, ferve by Indenture 
to the common hangman , any of thefe ways are yet bet- 
terthan this: for what thou profefleft, a Baboon, could he 
{peak , would own a name too dear: Oh, that the gods 
would fafely deliver me from this place : here, here’s gold 
for thee , if that thy Mafter would gain by me, proclaim 
that 1 can fing, weave, fow, and dance, with other ver- 
tues, which ’le ‘keep from boaft, and will undertake all 
thefe to teach, I doubt mot but this populous City will 
yield many Scholars. 

" Boule, But can you teach all this you {peak of ? 

Mar. Prove that | cannot, take me home again, and 
prowrate me to the bafeft groom that doth frequent your 

oufe. 

Boult. Well, I will fee what 1 cando for thee: If 1 can 
place thee; | will. 

Mar. But amongft honeft women. - 

Boalt. Faith my acquaintance lies little among them : 
but fince my Mafter and Miftris have bought you, there’s 
no going but by theirconfent: therefore I will make them 
acquainted with your/purpofe , and I doubt not but I fhall 
find them tractable enough, Come, I’le do for thee what 
I can, come your ways. LExeunt. 


Enter Gower. 


Marina thus the Brothel fcapes, and chances 
Into an honeft honfe, our ftory faies : 

She fings like one smmortal, and {he dances 
es goddefs-like to ber admired laies : 


Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


lea 


Deep Clerks fhe dumbs, and with her needle compofes 
Natures own fhape, of bud, bird, branch or berry, 
That even her art, fifters the natural Rofes, 

Her lucie, Silk., Twine, with the rubied Cherry, 
That pupils lacks fhe none of noble race, 

Who pour their bounty on her, and her gain 

She gives the curfed Bawd, Leave we her place, 
eAind to her Father turn our thoughts again, 

Where we left him at Sea, tumbled aud toff, 

And driven before the wind, he is arriv'a 

Here where his Daughter dwells,and onthis Coaft, 
Suppofe him now at Anchor ; the Gity firev'd 

God Neptune’s annual feaft to keep, from whence 
Lyfimachus ow Tyrian fhip efpies, 

His banners fable, trim’d with rich expence, 

And to him in his Barge wih fervour byes, 

In your fuppofing, once more put your fight 

On heavy Pericles, thinkthishis Bark, 

Where what is done in attion (more of might 

Shall be difcovered). pleafe you fit and hark, LExit. 
Enter Hellicanus, to bim two Saylors, 


1, Sayl, Where isthe Lord Hellicanus? he can refolve 
you, Ohere heis, Sir, there isa Barge put offfrom MMe 
taline, and init is Lyfimachas the Governor, who craves to 
come aboard, what is your will? 

Hell. That he have his, call up fome Gentlemen. 

2. Sayl. Ho, Gentlemen, my Lord calls. 


Enter twe or three Gentlemen, 


Hell, Gentlemen, there is fome of worth would come 
aboard, I pray thee greet them fairly. 


Enter Lyfimachus. 


1, Sayl. Sir,this is the man that can in ought you would, 
refolve you. 
Lyf. Hail, reverent Sir, the gods preferve you. 
Hell. And you to out-live the Age I am, and dieas I 
would do. 
Lyfi.' You with me well; being on fhore, honouring of 
Neptune’s triumphs, feeing this goodly veflel ride before us, 
i made toit, to know of whence you are. 

Hell. Firft, what is your place ? 

Lyfi. 1am the Governor of this place you lie before. 

Hell. Sir,our veflel’s of Tyre, in it the King, a man,who 
for this three months hath not fpoken to any one,nor taken 
fuftenance, but to prolong his grief. 

Lyfi. Upon what ground is his diftemperance ? 

Hell. It would be too tedious to repeat, but the main 
oS fprings from the lofs of a beloved Daughter, and a 
wife. 

Lyi. May we not fee him ? i 

Hell. You may, but bootlefs is your fight, he will not 
fpeak to any. . 

Lyf. Let me obtain my with. ; : 

Heil, Behold him, this was a goodly perfon, till the dif 
after that one mortal wight drove him to this. ‘ 

Lyfi. Sir King, all hail, the gods preferve you, hail, 
Royal Sir. 

Hell. Itisin vain, he will not fpeak to you. 

Lord. Sir, we have a maid jn Metaline, 1 durit wager 
would win fome words from him. 

Lyfi. ?Tis well bethought , fhe queftionlefs with her 
{weet harmony,and other chofen attractions, would allure 
and make a battery through his defended parts,which now 
are mid way ftopt, {he is all happy, as the faireft of all, and 
her fellow maids , now upon the levie fhelter that abutts 
againft the Ifland fide, 

Hell. Sure all effectlefs, yet nothing wee’l omit that 
bears recoveries name. But fince your kindnefs we have 


| ftretcht thus far, let us befeech you, that for our gold we 
may 
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may have provifion, wherein we are not deftitute for want, , thee back : 


but weary for the ftalenefs. 

Lyf. O, Sir, a courtefie,which if we fhould deny,the moft 
juft God for every graff would fend a Caterpillar, and fo 
inflict our Province: yet once more let me entreat to Know 
at large the caufe of your Kings forrow. 

Hell. Sir, Sir, 1 will recount it toyou; but fee, lam 
prevented, 


Enter Marina.’ ’ 


Lyf. O here’s the Lady that I fentt for. 
VVelcom, fair one: Is’t not a goodly prefent ? 

Hell. She’s a gallant Lady. 

Lyf. She’s fuch'a‘one, that were I well affur’d, 
Came of a gentiekind and nobleftock, 

I'd with no better choice, and think me rarely wed, 
Fair and all goodnefs that confifts in beauty, 
Expect even here, where isa kingly patient, 

If that thy profperous and artificial fate 

Can draw him but to anfwer thee in ouglit, 

Thy facred Phyfick fhall receive fuch pay, 

As thy defires can with. 

Mar. Sir, 1 will ufe my uttermoft skill in his recovery, 
provided that none but I and my companion maid be fuf 
fered tocome near‘him. 

Lyf: Come, let ns leave her, and the gods make'her 
profperous. L The Song, 

Lyf; Markt he your Mufick : 

Mar. No, nor lookt on us. 

Lyf. See, fhe will {peak to him. 

Mar. Hail, Sir, my Lord, lend ear. 

Per. Hum, ha. 

ear. lama maid, my Lord, that nere before invited 
eyes, but have been gazed on like a Comet: fhe fpeaks, my 
Lord, that may be, hath endured a grief might equal yours, 
if both were juftly-weighed, though wayward fortune did 
maligne my ftate, my derivation-was from anceftors who 
ftood equivalent with mighty Kings, but time hath rooted 
out my parentage,and tothe world and aukward cafualties, 
bound mein fervitude, I will defift, but there is fome- 
thing glows upon my cheek ,and whifpers in mine ear, 
Go not till he Sheak. 

Per, My fortunes, parentage, good parentage to equal 
mine; was it not thus, what fay you ? 

Mar. { faid, my Lord, if you did know my parentage, 
you would not dome violence. 

Per. Idothink fo, pray youturn your Eyes upon me, 
yare like fome-thing that, what Countrey-women hear of 
thefe fhews ? 

Mar. No, nor of any fhews, yet Iwas mortally brought 
forth, andam no other than I appear. 

Per, 1 am great with woe, and fhall deliver. weeping : 
my deareft wife was like this maid , and fuch a one my 
Daughter might have been :' my Queens fquare brows,her 
ftature to an inch, as wand-like ftraight,as Silver voye’d, 
her Eyes as Jewel like, and caft as richly, in pace another 
Funo.. V Vho ftarves the ears fhe feeds , and makes them 
hungry, the more fhe gives them fpeech ,' where do you 
ive? 

Mar. VVhere1 am but a ftranger , from the deck you 
may difcern the place. 

Pers VVhere were you bred? 
you thefe endowments which you make more rich to 
owe ? ; 

Mar. \f | fhould tell my hiftory, it would feem like lies 
difdain’d in the reporting. 

Per. Prithee fpeak, falfenefs cannot come from thee, 
for thou lookeit modeft as Fuftice, and thou feem’{t a Pallas 
for the crowned truth to dwell in, I will believe thee, and 
make my fenfes credit thy relation, topoints that {eem 
impoffible, for thou look’it like one I loved indeed; what 


were thy Friends? Did’{t thou not ftay. when I did pulh | 


And how atchiev’d 
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: which was when I perceived thee that tiou 
cam’ft from good defcent: 


Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per, Report thy parentage, I think thou faid’t thou 
had’ft been toft from wrong to injury, and that thou 
thought’ thy griefs might equal mine, if Both were 
opened. 

eMar, Some fuch thing’ I faid; and faid no more; but 
what ty thoughts did warrant me was likely. 

Per, Tell thy’ ftory,. if thine confideréd prove the 
thoufand part of my endurance, thou arta man, and J 
have foffered like a girle; yet thou do’ff look like patience, 
gazing of Kings graves, and fmiling extremity out of 
att, what were thy Friends? how ‘loft ‘thou thy name, 
my moft: Kidd virgin ?recount 1 do befeech thee, Come 
fic by the. ra 

eMar, My name.is Marina. 

Per, Ohlaim mockt,and thou by forie incenfed god fent 
hither to makethe world tolaigh at me, 

~Mar. Patience, good'Sif, or here (le ceafe: 

Per: Nay i’le be patient} thou little know’ft how thoa 
doeft ftartle me to callthy felf eWarina: 

_ Mar, Thename was given me by one that had fome 
power, my Father and a King, 

Per, How, a Kings Daughter, and call’d A4arina ? 

Mar, You faid you would believe Mie’ bur not to be a 
trouble of your peace, I will end here: 

Per. But are you Flefh and Blood ? 

Have you a working puife, and are no Fairy ? 
Motion? well,fpeak on, where were you born ? 
And wherefore call?'d eAarina ? 

Mar. Call’d Marina, for I was born at Sea. 

Per, At Sea ?-'who was thy Mother ? 

Mar. My Motlier‘was the Daughter of a King ; who 
died the minute I was born, as my good Nurfe Lychorida 
hath oft delivered weeping. 

“Per Oftopthereatittie;this is the rareft Dream 
That ere dull fleep did mock fad Fools withal, 

This cannot be my Daughiter 5) buried! well, where were 
you bred? I’le hedr you more to the bottom of your ftory 
and never interrupt you, 

Mar, You {corn, believe me ’twere beft I did give ore. 

Per. I will believe you by the fyllable of what you fhall 
deliver, yet give me leave, how came you in thefe parts ? 
where were you bred 2°" 

Mar; The King my Father did in Tharfis leave me. 
Till cruel Cleon with his wicked Wife, 

Did feek to murther me: and having wooed a Villain 

To attempt it, who having drawn to do’t, 

Actew ofPyrats came and refcued me, 

Brought me to e Aetaline. 

But,good fir, whither will you have me ? why do you weep? 
It may be you think me an impoftor, no, good faith. I.am 
the daughter to King Pericles, if good King Pericles be. 

Per. Hoe, -Hellicanus ? 

Hell, Calls my Lord? 

Per. Thou arta grave and noble Counfellor, 

Moft wife in general) tell meif thoucan’{t , what this 
maid is, 
Or what is like to be, that thus hath made me weep ? 

Hell. | know not,but here’s the Regent, Sir,of Aderaline, 
fpeaks nobly of her: 

Lyf. She never would tell her parentage. 

Being demanded that, fhe would fit ftilland weep, 

Per; Oh Hellicanws, {trike me, honoured, Sir; giveme 
a gath, put me to prefent pain, left this great Sea of 
joyes rufhing upon me , ore-bear the fhores of my mor- 


tality, and drown me with their fweetnef§: Oh come | 


hither, 
Thou that beget’ ft him that did thee beget, 
Thou that waft born at Sea, buried at Tharfus, 
And fond at Sea again: .O: Hehicanus, 
Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods, as loud 
As Thunder threatens us; This is A4ariva. 
Sff 3 What 
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What was thy Mothers name? tell me but that, 
For truth can never be confirm’d enough, 


Though doubts did ever fleep. pig 
«Mar. Firk, Sir, 1 pray what is your Title ? 
Per. 1am Pericles of Tyre, but tell me now my 
Drown’d Queens name, as inthe reft you faid, 

Thou haft been god-like perfect, the Heir of Kingdoms, 
And another like to Pericles thy Father, 

Mar. Is it not more to be your Daughter, than to fay, 
my Mothers.name is Thaifa? Thaifa was my Mother, who 
did end the minute I began. ; 

«Per. Now biefling on thee, rife, thou art, my Child. 
Give. me frefh Garments, mine own, Hellicanm , fhe is 
not dead at Thaxfia, as fhe fhould have been by favage 
Cleon, {ae fhall tell. thee all, when thou fhalt kneel, and 
juftifie in knowledge, fhe is thy very Princefs ; who is 
this ? ; 

Hill, Sir, ?tis, the Governour of Metaline , who hear- 
ing of your melancholy, did come to fee you. 
Per, 1 embrace you give me my Robes; : 
Iam wild in my beholding. Oh Heaven blefs my Girl. 
But hark, what Muficks this, Hellicanus ? my Marina, 
Tell him ore point by point, for yet he feems to doat, 
How fure you are my Daughter ; but where’s this mulick ? 
Hell, My Lord, 1, hear none. say 
Per. None? the mufick of the {phears, lift, my Marana. 
Lyf. It is not good to crofs him, give him ways 
Per. Rareft founds, do ye not hear? 1. 
Lyf. Mulick, my Lord, { hear, 
Per. Moft Heavenly Mufick, 
It nips me unto liftning, and thick flamber 
Hangs upon mine Eyes, let me rolby ies 

Lyf. A Pillow for his Head, fo leave him all. 
Well my Companion Friends, if this but anfwer tomy 
jutt belief, Pil well remember you, = 


Aéfus Quintus. 
Diana. Darl 


Diana. Y Temple ftands in Ephefu, 
M Hie chee thither, anit upon mine Altar 

Sacrifice. There when my Maiden Priefts are met toge- 

ther, before all the people reveal how thou at Sea did’ft 

lofe thy Wife, to mourn thy Crofles with thy Daughters 

call, and give them repetition to the like: or perform my 

bidding, or thou liveftin woe: do’t, and happy by my 

Silver Bow ; awake and tell thy Dream. 

Per. Celeftial Dian, Goddefs Argentine, 

I will obey thee: Helicanns. 

Pers My purpofe was for Tharfys, there to {trike 
The inhofpitable Cleon, but | am for other fervice firft, 
Toward Ephefus turn our blown Sails, 

Eftfoons 1’ll tell why, fhall we refrefh us, Sir, upon your 
fhore, and give you gold for fuch provifion as our intents 
will need. 

Lyf. Sir, with all my heart, and when you come afhore, 
Ihave another fleight. 

Per, You fhall prevail, were it to woe my Daughter, 
for it feems you have been noble towards her. 

Lyf. Sir, lend me your Arm, . 2 

Per, Come, my Marina. LExeunt. 
Enter Gower, 


Now our fands are almoft run, 
More alittle, and then dun, 

This my last boon give me, 

For fuch kindnefs muft relieve me: 
That you aptly will fuppofes 

What pageantry, what feats, what flows. 
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What Minftrel{ie,. what pretty din, 
The Regent made in Metalin, 

To greet the King 3 fo be thrived, 
That be is promfed to be Wived 

To fair. Marina, but in no wife, 
Till he bad done his facrifice, 

e4s Dian. bad, whereto being bound, 
The interim pray, you all confound, 
In fether'd briefnefs fails are fill, 
And wifhes fall ont as their will’d. 
et Ephefus the Temple fee, 

Our King, and all bis Company. 
That he can hither come fo foor, 


Is by your fancies thankful doom. Exe . 


Enter Pericles, Lyfimachus, Hellicanus, 
Marina, and others. 


Per. Hail Dian, to perform thy juft command, 
[here confefs my felf the King of Tyre. 
Who frighted from my Country, did wed at Pentapolis, 
the fair Thaifz, at Sea in Childbed died fhe, but brought 
forth a Maid Child called Marina, who, O Goddeis ;, 
wears yet thy filver Livery, fhe at Tharfus. was nurft with 
Cleon, who at fourteen years he fought to murder, but 
her better ftars brought her to Méetalne, ’gainft whofe 
fhore riding, her fortunes brought the Maid aboard to us, 
where by her own moft clear remembrance, fhe made 
known her felf my Daughter. 

Tha. Voice and Favour, youare, you are, O Royal 
Pericles. 

Per, What means the Woman? fhe dies, help, Gen- 
tlemen, 

Cer. Sir, if you have told Diana’s Altar true, this is 
your Wife. 

Per. Reverend, appearér, no, 1 threw her over-board 


} with thefe very Arms, 


(er. Upon this Coaft, I warrant you. 
Per, Tis moft certain. 

Cer, Look to the Lady ; © fhe’s but overjoy’d. 
Early in bluft’ring morn, this Lady was thrown upon this 
fhore, 1 opened the Coffin, found thefe rich Jewels, re- 
covered her, and placed her here in Diana’s Temple. 

Per. May we fee them? 

Ger. Great Sir, they fhall be brought you to my Houfe, 
whither I invite you, look, Thaifa is recovered. - _ 

Tha. © letme look if he be none of mine, my fanctity 
will to my fence bend no licentious Ear, but curb it fpight 
of feeing: O my Lord, are you not Pericles ? like him 
you fpeak, like him you are: did you not name a Tem- 
peft, a Birth, and Death? ’ 

Per, The Voice of dead Thaifa. 

Tha. That Thaifaam 1, fuppofed dead and drown’d, 

Per. Immortal Dian ! ; 

Tha. Now | know you better, when we with tears 
gree Pentapolis, the King, my Father, gave you fucha 

ing. 
Per, This, this, no more, you gods, your prefent 
kindnefs makes my paft miferies fport, you fhall do 
well, that on the touching of her Lips | may melt, and 
no more be feen; Ocome, be buried a fecond time with- 
in thefe Arms. pats, f 

«Mar. My heart leaps to 


Bofome. ; 
Per. Look who kneels here, flefh of thy fieth, Thaifa, 


be gone into my Mothers 


thy burden at the Sea, and call’d Marina, for fhe was}: 


yielded there. f 
Tha. Bleft, and mine own. 


Hell. Hail, Madam, and my Queen, 


Tha. 1 know you not. 
Per, You have heard me fay when I did fly from Zyre, 


I left behind an ancient fubftitute , can, you remember 
what I call’d the man, 1 have nam’d him oft. 


Tha. ’Twas Hellicanus then. 
Per. 


for this great miracle ? ; 
Tha. Lord Cerimon, my Lord, this man through 


firft i laitwefolve youR © f Gf <€ 
@ Pea ReverendiSizyy the gods cal bake no mogtahOffi_ 
cer more likéa godthan you, will you deliver how this 
dead Queen teclives 2. 


to my Houfe, where fhall be fhewn you all was found with 
ful thing omitted. , 
Per, Pure Dian blefs thee for thy Vifion, I will 
‘J offer night’ oblations.te, thee; Thaifa, this,Prince, the 
fair betrothed of your Daughter, fhall marry at. Perry 
tapolis, and now this Ornament that makes me look 
difmal ,‘ will I clip to form, and what this fourteen 
Years no Razor toucht, to grace thy*matriage ‘day, I'l] 
beautify, = 6° Pongal 

Tha. Lotd:.Cersmou hath Letters of good. credit, Sir, 
my Father’s dead. Vist AOU2, 

Per, Heavens make a Star of him, yet here, my Queen, 
we'll celebrate their Nuptials, and our felves will in that 


Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


Per, Still confirmation, embrace him dear Thaifa, this Kingdom fpend our follow 
is he, now dol long to hear how you were found? how | ter fhall in Tyrus reign, 
poflibly preferved ? and whoto thank (befides the gods) } 


whom the gods Hpi hemp theis-power,-that can_from. 
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Cer. L will, my Lord, befeech yon firft go with me un- | 


her; how fhe came plac’d here in the Femple, wo need 4 


~ In Hellicanus may you well defcry, 
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sesienenaietiiiaasti oe 
ing dayes; our Son and Daneh- 


Lotd Cerimon, we do our longing ftay, 
To hear the reft untold, Sir, lead’s the way. 


LExeunt omnes, | 
Enter-Gowers 


In Antiochus and bis Daughter, you have heard 
Of monftrous luff, the due and jujt reward : 
In Pericles bis Queen.and Daughter feen, 
Although affail’d with Fortunes fierce and keen, 

_ Vertue preferred from fell deftructions blaff, 

» Bed omy Heaven, and crown’d with joy at laf. 


A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty : 

In reverend Cerimons there well appears, 

The worth chat learsiédoebarity aye wears; | 
For wicked Cleon aad his Wife, when Fame. 
Had. Pree. their, carfed.deed, and hanour’d name 

Of Pericles, to rage the City turn, 

That him and his, they ia his Palace burn: 

The:.goa? for murder Jeemed fo content, 

To punifh, although not done, but meant. 

Soon your patiencesever, more attending, 
Wew joy wait on you, bere our Play hath: ending. 
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The Scene London. 


, Nay by my Faith, I hold this rather a Vertue than a Vice. 
Enter old Flowerdale and his Brother. Well, I pray proceed, 


: Unc. He is a mighty Brawler, and comes commonly 
Fath, Rother, from Venice, being thus difguis’d, | by the wortt. 
iii come to. prove the.humours.of.my..Son : |. Fath. By-my Faith this is none-of the worft neither; for 
How hath he born himfelf fince my depar- | if he brawl and be beaten for it, it will in time make him 
ture, fhun it: For what brings a man or child, more to ver- } 
[leaving you his Patron and his Guide? tue than correction ? What reigns over him elfe ? 
Unc. l faith, Brother, fo, as you will grieve to hear,| ze. He is a great Drinker, and one that will forget 
And | almoft afham’d to report it. himfelf. 
Fath. Why how is’t, Brother? What doth he fpend | = Furh. O beft of all, Vice fhould be forgotten: let him 
Beyond the allowance I Ieft him ? drink on, fo he drink not Churches. Nay and this be the 


Unc. How! beyond that? and far more: why, your | worft, I hold it rather happinefs in him, than any ini- 
exhibition is nothing, he hath fpent that, and fince hath | quity. Hath he any more attendants? 
borrowed, mrotefted with Oaths, alledged Kindred to} nc. Brother, he isone that will borrow of any man. 
wring mofiey from me, bythe love I bore his Father, by Fath, Why you fee fo doth the Sea, it borrows of all | 
the Fortunes might fall upon himfelf, to furnifh his wants: | the fmall Currents in the World to encreafe himfelf. 
that doné;g? have had fince, his Bond, his Friend and| ne. 1, but the Sea pays it again, and fo will never 
Friends Bond, although I know that he {pends is yours ; | your Son. . 
yet it grieves me to fee the unbridled wildnefs that reigns | Fath. No more would the Sea neither, if it were as} 
over him. dry as my Son, ; 
Fath. Brother, what isthe manner of his life? how| wc. Then, Brother, I fee you rather like thefe Vices 
is the name of his offences ? if they do not rellifh altoge- | in yourSon, than any way condemn them. 
ther of damnation, his youth may priviledge his wan-| Fath, Nay miftake me not, Brother, for though I flur 
tonnefs: I my felfran an unbridled courfe till thirty, nay.| them over now, as things flight and nothing, his crimes 
almoft till forty well, you fee how lam: for Vice once | being in the Bud, it would gall my heart, they fhould 
looked into with the Eyes of difcretion, and well ballan- | ever reign in him. 
ced with the weights of reafon, the courfe paft, feemsfo| Flow. Ho? who’s within ho? 
abominable, that the Landlord of himfelf, which is the [Flowerdale kvocks within, 
heart of his Body, will rather intomb himfelf inthe| ~Gze. That’s your Son, he is come to borrow more 
Earth, or feek a new Tenant toremain in him, which | money. - a 
onte fetted>~how™ much betterare they that-in~ their |} Fath, For God’s fake give it out lam dead, 
Youth have known all thefe Vices, and left it, than thofe | See how he’ll take it. 
that knew little, and in their Age run into it? Believe | Say I have brought you news from his Father. 
me, Brother, they that die moft Vertuous, have in their | { have here drawna formal Will, as it were from my felf, 
youth lived moft Vicious; and none knows the danger | Which I'll deliver him. 
of the fire more than he that falls into it: But fay, how| zc, Goto, Brother, nomore: I will, 
is the courfe of his Life ? let’s hear his particulars. Flow. Uncle, where are you, Uncle? [within 
Une. Why Pi tell you, Brother, he is a continual | ze. Let my Coufin in there. 
Swearer, and a_ breaker of his Oaths, which is bad. Fath. 1am a Saylor come from Venice, and my name is 
| Fath. I grant indeed to {wear is bad, but not in keep- | Chriftopher. 
ing thofe Oaths is better : for who will fet by a bad thing? Enter 


Enter Flowerdale. 


Flow. By the Lord, in truth, Uncle. 
Une. In truth would a ferv’d, Coufin, without the 
Lord. 


truth, A couple of Rafcals at the Gate,-fec upon me 
for my Purfe. 

Une, You never come, but you bring a brawl in your 
mouth. 

Flow. By my truth, Uncle, you muft needs lend. me 
ten pound. 

Unc, Give my Conlin fome fmall Beer here. 

Flow. Nay look you, you turnitto a jeft now, by this 
light, I fhould ride to Croydon Fair, to meet Sir Lancelot 
Sparcock., | fhould bave his Daughter Luce, and for Scurvy 
ten pound, aman fhall lofe nine hundred threefcore and 
odd pounds , and a daily Friend befide, by this hand, 

‘| Uncle, tis true. 

Unc. Why, any thing is true for ought I know. 

Flow. To fee now: why you fhall have my Bond,Uncle, 
or Tom Whites, Fames Brocks: or Nick Halls, as good Ra- 
pier and Dagger men, as any bein England; let’s be 
damn’d if we do not pay you, the worft of us all will not 
damn our felves for ten pound. A Pox of ten pound. 

Unc, Coufin, this is not the firft time I have believ’d 

ou. 
, Flow. Why truft me now, you know not what may 
fall: If one thing were but true, | would not greatly care, 
I fhonld not need ten pound, but when a man cannot be 
believ’d, there’s it. 

Unc, Why what is it, Coufin ? 

Flow, Marry this, Uncle, can you tell me if the Katern 
Hue be come home or no? 

Unc. I marry is’t. 

Flow. By God I thank you for that news. 

What is’t in the Pool can you tell ? 

Unc. It is; what of that? 

Flow. What? why then I have fix pieces of Velvet 
fent me, I’ll give you apiece, Uncle: for thus faid the 
Letter , a piece of Afhecolour, a three-pil’d black, a 
colour’d, deroy, a Crimfon, a fad Green, and a Purple: 
yes Pfaith. 

Uae. From whom fhould you receive this ? 

Flow. From who? why from my Father? with com- 
mendations to you, Uncle, and thus he writes: I know, 
faith he, thou haft much troubled thy kind Uncle, whom 
God-willing at my return I will fee amply fatisfied ; Am- 
ply, remember wasthe very word; {o God help me. 

Unc. Have you the Letter here? 

Flow. Yes, 1 have the Letter here, here is the Letter : 
no, yes, no, let me fee, what Breeches wore I on Satur- 
day: let me fee, a Tuefday, my Calymanka, a Wednefday, 
my Peach.colour Sattin, a Thurfday my Vellure, a Friday 
my Calymanka again, a Saturday, let me fee, a Saturday, 
for in thofe Breeches I wore a Saturday is the Letter: O 
my riding Breeches, Uncle, thofe that you thought had 
been Velvet, in thofe very Breeches isthe Letter. 

Unc, When fhould it be dated? 

Flow, Marry Didiffimo terfios Septembris; nO, no, tridif- 

fimo tertios Odobris, 1 Oftobris, fo itis. 

Une. ‘Dicditimo terfios Octebris: and here receive I a 
Letter that your Father died in June: how fay you, 
Kefter ? 

4 Fath, Yestruly, Sir, your Father is dead, thefe hands 
of mine bolpto winde him. 

Flow, Dead? 

Fath. I, Sir, dead. 

Plow. ’Sbloud, how fhould my Father come dead ? 

Fath, V faith Sir, according to the old Proverb, 

The Child was born, and cryed, became man, 
After fell fick, and died. ; 
Une. Nay, Coufin, do not take it fo heavily. 
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Flow. By your leave, Uncle, the Lord is the Lord of 
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Flow. Nay | cannot weep you extempory, marry fome | 


‘Te aS pee . 2 | 
two or three days hence, { fhall weep without any ftint || 


ance. But I hope he died in good memory. 

Fath, Very well, Sir, and fet down every thing in| 
good order, and the Katherine and Hue you talkt of, || 
came-over in; and] fawall the Bills of Lading, and the | 
Velvet that you talke of, tlere is no fuch aboard. | 

Flow. By God I aflure you, then there is Knavery 
abroad, : 

Fath, Vl be fworn of that: there’s Knavery abroad, 
although there were never a piece of Velvet in Venice. 

Flow. | hope he died in good Eftate, 

Fath. To the report of the World he did, and made his 
Will, of which 1 am an unworthy bearer, 

Flow. His Will, have you his Will? 

Fath. Yes, Sir, and in the prefence of your Uncle, | 
was willed to deliver it, 

Une. 1 hope, Coufin, now God hath bleffed you with 
wealth, you will not be unmindful of me, 

_ Flow. Wil do reafon, Uncle; yet i’faith I take the de- 
nial of this ten pound very hardly. 

Unc, Nay, Ideny’d you not. 

Flow. By God you deny’d me direétly, 

Une, Vil be judg’d by this good-fellow. 

Fath. Not directly, Sir, 

Flow. Why he faid he would Iend me none, and that 
had wont to be a direct denial, if the old phrafe hold: 
Well, Uncle, come we'll fallto the Legacies, In the 
name of God, Amen. 

Item, 1 bequeath to my Brother Flowerdale, three hun- 
dred pounds, to pay fuch trivial Debts as I owe in 
London, 

Item, To my Son eat. Flowerdale, 1 bequeath two 
Bail of falfe Dice, Videlicet , high men and low men, 
fullomes, ftop cater traies, and other bones of function. 

Flow. *Sbloud what doth he mean by this ? 

Unc, Proceed, Coufin, 

Flow, Thefe Precepts I leave him, let him borrow of 
his Oath, for of his word no body willtruft him, Let 
him by no means marry an honeft Woman, for the other 
will keep her felf. Let him fteal as much as he can, that 
a guilty Confcience may bring him to his deftinate repen- 
tance, I think he meanshanging. And this were his laft 
Will and Teftament, the Devil ftood laughing at his beds 
feet while he made it. ’Sbloud, what doth he think to 
fop of his Pofterity with Paradoxes. 

Fath, This he made, Sir, with his own hands. 

Flow. 1, well, nay come, good Uncle, let me have this 
ten pound, imagine you have loft it, or reb’d of it, or 
mifreckon’d your felf fomuch: any way to make it come 
eafily off, good Uncle. 

Unc. Not a penny. 

Fath, Vfaith lend it bim, Sir, I my felf have an Eftate 
in the City worth twenty pound, all that I'll ingage for. 
him, he faith it concerns himin a Marriage. 

Flow. I marry doth it, this.is a Fellow of fome fenfe, 
this: come, good Uncle. 

Une. Will you give your word for it, Keffer ? 

Fath, will, Sir, willingly. 

Unc. Well, Coufin, come to me fome hour hence, you 
thall have it ready. 

Flow, Shall 1 not fail? 

Unc. You fhall not, come or fend. 

Flow, Nay Vil come my felf, : 

Fath. By my troth, would 1 were your worfhips man. 

Flow. What? would’{t thou ferve ? 

Fath, Very willingly, Sir. 

Flow. Why Vil tell thee what thou fhalt do, thou} 
faift thou haft twenty pound, go into Burchi Lane, | 
put thy felf into Cloaths, thou fhalt ride with me to,, 
(voyden Fair. 3 

Fath. 1 thank you, Sir, I will attend you. 

Flow. Well, Uncle, you will not fail me an hour hence. 

Une. E will not, Coufin. 

Flow: 


} 
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Flow, What’s thy name, Keffer ? 
Fath. I, Sir. 
Floy. Well, providethy felf: Uncle, farewel till anon. 
[Exit Flowerdale. 
Unc. Brother, how do you like your Son ? 
Fath. Vfaith Brother, like a mad unbridled Colt, 
Oras a Hawk, that never ft5op’d to lure : 
The one muft be tamed with an Iron bit, 
The other mutt be watch’d, or ftill fhe is wild, 
Such is my Son, a while let him be fo; 
For countel till is follies deadly Foe. 
ll ferve his youth, for youth muft have his courfe, 
For being reftrain’d, it makes him ten times worfe : 
His pride, his riot, all that may be nam’d, 
Time may recal, and all his madnefs tam’d. 


| The Lond 


Enter Sir Lancelot, Master Weathercock, Daffidill, 
Artichoak, Luce, and Frank. F 


Lane. Sitrah Artichoak., get you home before, 
Andas you proved your felf a Calf in buying, 
Drive home your fellow Calves that you have bought. 
c4rt. Yes forfooth, fhall not my Fellow Daffiaill go 
along with me. 
Lanc. No, Sir, no, I muft have one to wait on me. 
cArt. Daffdill, farewell, good fellow Daffidill, 
You may fee, Miftrefs, Iam fet up by the halves, 
inftead of waiting on you,! am fent to drive home Calves. 

Lanc. Vfaith Frank, | muft turn away this Daffidill, 
He’s growna very foolifh fawcy Fellow. 

Fran, Indced-law, Father, he was fo fince I had him : 
Before he was wife enough fora foolifh Serving-man. 

Wea. But what fay youtome, Sic Lancelot ? 

Lance. O, about my Daughters, well, I will go forward, 
Here’s two of them, God favethem: but the third, 

O fhe’s a ftranger in her courfe of life, 
She hath refufed you, Mafter Weathercock, : 

Wea. 1 by the Rood, Sir Lancelot, that fhe hath, but 
oe try’d me, fhe fhould have found a man of me in- 
deed, 

Lane. Nay be not angry, Sir, at her denial, fhe hath 


Keepers this day in Kent: Indeed fhe will not marry I 
fuppofe. 
Wea. The more Fool fhe. 
Lanc. What is it folly to love Charity ? 
Wea. No, miftake me not, Sit Lancelor, 
But ’tis an old Proverb, and you know it well, 
That Women dying Maids, lead Apes in Hell. 
1 Lane. That’s a foolifh Proverb and a falfe. 
Wea. By the Mafs, Ithink it be, and therefore let it go: 
But who fhall marry with Miftrefs Frances ? 
: amid By my troth they are talking of marrying me, 
ifter. < 
Luce, Peace, let'them talk : 
Fools may have leave to prattle.as they walk. 
Daff. Sentefles ftill, fweet Miftrefs, 
You bavea Wit, and it were your Alablafter, 

Luce. Vfaith and thy tongue trips trench-more. 
Lanc. No of. my Knighthood, nota futer yet : 
Alas Godtelp her, filly Girl, a Fool, avery Fool: 

But there’s the other black brows a fhrew’d Girl, 

She hath wit at will, and futerstwo or three : 
Sir Arthur Greenfheld one, a gallant Knight, 
A valiant Souldier, but his power but poor. 
Then there’s young Oliver, the Devonfhire Lad, 
A wary Fellow, marry full.of wit, 
And rich by the Rood, bat there’s a third allair, 
Lightas aFeather, changing as the wind : 
Young Flowerdale. 

Wea. O he, Sir, he’s a defperate Dick indeed. 
‘| Bar him your Houfe. 
Lane. Fie, not fo, he’s of good Parentage. 
Wea. By my fay and fo he is, and a proper man, 


_| a word with you ? 


refus’d feven of the worfhipfull’ft and worthieft Houfe- | 


on Prodigal. 


Lanc. | proper enough, had he good qualities. 
Wea. | marry, there’s the point, Sir Lancelot : 
For there’s an old faying, 
Be he rich, or be he poor, 
Be he high, or be he low : 
Be he born in Barn or Hall, 
Tis manners makes the man and all. 
Lanc. You are in the right, Mafter Weathercock. _ 


Enter’ Monfieur Civet. 


Civet. Soul, I think I am-fure croffed, or witcht with 
an Owl, I have haunted them, Inn after Inn, Booth after 
Booth, yet cannot findthem; ha, yonder they are, that’s 
fhe, I hope to God ’tis fhe, nay I know’tis the now, for 
fhé treads her Shoe alittle awry. 

Lanc. Where is this Inn? we are paft it, Daffidill. 

Daff. The good fign is here, Sir, but the black Gate is 
before. 

Cwet, Save you, Sir, I pray may I borrow a piece of 


Daff. No pieces, Sir. 

Civ, Why then the whole. 
I pray, Sir, what may yonder Gentlewomen be? 

Daff. They may be Ladies, Sir, if the deftinies and 
mortality work. 

Civ. What’s her name, Sir. 

Daff. Miftrefs Frances Spurcock, Sit Lancelot Spurcock’s 
Daughter, 

Civ. Is fhea Maid, Sir ? 

Daff. You may ask Pluto, and Dame Proferpine that : 
I would be loth to be rideld, Sir. 

Civ. Is fhe married I mean, Sir ? 

Deff. The Fates know not yet what Shoe-maker fhall 
make her Wedding Shoes. 

Civ. 1 pray where Inn you Sir? I would be very glad 
to beftow the Wine of that Gentlewoman. 

Daff. At the George, Sir, 

Civ. God fave you, Sir. 

Daff. | pray your Name, Sir ? 

Civ, My Name is Mafter Civer, Sir. 
Daff. A {weet Name; God be with you, good Mafter 
Civet. ‘Ve feast Civet. 

Lanc. A, have we f{pi’d you {tout St. George ? 
For all your Dragon, you had beft fell’s good Wine «. 
That needs no Ivy-buth: well, we’ll not fit by it, 
As you do on your Horfe, this room fhall ferve : 
Drawer, let me have Sack for us old men : 
For thefe Girls and Knaves {mall VVines are beft. 
A-Pint of Sack, no more. 

Draw. A Quart of Sack inthe three Tuns, 

Lanc. A Pint, draw but a Pint, Daffidill, 
Call for VVine to make your felves drink. 

Fran. And a Cup of fmall Beer, and a Cake, good 
Daffidill. 


Enter young Flowerdale. 


Flow. How now, fie, fitin the open Room, now good 
Sir Lancelot, and my kind Friend, worfhipful Matter 
Weathercock, VVhat at your Pint, a Quart for fhame. 

Lanc. Nay Royfter, by your leave we will away. 

Flow. Come, give’s fome Mofick, we'll go Dance, 

Be gone, Sir Lancelot, what, and fair day too? ; 
Lanc, ’Twere foully done, to dance within the Fair. — 
Flow, Nay if you fay {0, faireft of all Fairs, then 1 

not dance, a Pox upon my Taylor, he hath fpoil’d me a 

Peach-colour Sattin Sute, cut upon Cloth of Silver, but 

if ever the Rafcal ferve me fuch another trick, PIl give 

him‘leave, i’faith, to put me in the Calender of Fools, 
and you, and you, Sit Lancelot , and Matter Weathercock., 
my Goldfmith too on t’other fide, 1 befpokethee, Luce, 

a Carkenet of gold, and thought thou fhould’ft a had 

it for a Fairing, and the Rogue puts me in-rerages 

or 


for’ Orient Pearl: but thowfhale) have it by Sunday 
Night, VVench. [ 


Enter the Drawer: 


Draw, Sir, here is one that hath fent you a Pottle of 
Rheniih Wine, brewed with Rofe- Water. wo 

Flow. To me? 

Draw. No, Sir, ito the Knight 5%and defires his tore 
acquaintance. oH 
- Lanc, Tome ?' whats he: that proves fo kind ? | 

‘Daf. Lhave a trick to know hisiname, Sir, he hath 
a montis mind hereto Miftrefs Frances, his name. is Ma- 
fer ,Cwet. folietd | 

Lane. Call:him in, Daffidil, 

Flow, .O, 1 know him, Sir, he isa Fool, but reafonable 
rich, bis Father was .one of thefe Leafe-mongers , thefe 
Corn-mongers, thefe: Money-mongers, but he never had 
the wit tobe a Whore-monger.*: 


Enter eMafter Civet. 


Lanc. 1 promife you; Sir, you are at toomuch charge. 

Civ., The charge is fmall charge, Sir, I thank God my 
Father left me wherewithal, if it pleafe you, Sir, I have 
a great mind to this Gentlewoman here, in the way of 
marriage. 

Lani: thank you, Sir: pleafe you to come to Lew- 
fome, to my poor Houfe, you fhall-be kindly welcome: I 
knew your Father, he wasa wary Husband : to pay here, 
Drawer. 

Draw, Allis paid, Sie: this Gentleman hath paid all. 

Lane: ‘Vfaith you dous wrong, 

But we fhall live co make amends ere long : 
Matter.Fiowerdale; is that your Man ? 

Flow, Yés Faiths agood old Knave. 

Lane. Nay then | think you willturn’ wile, a 
Now you take fuch a Servant : 

Come, you'll ride with us to Lewfome, 
Tis {carce two hours to the end of day.” 


let’s away, 
LExcunt. 


Enter Sir Arthut Greenfhood, Oliver, Licu- 
tenant and Souldiets. 


Arth, Lieutenant, lead your Sduldiers to the Ships, 
There let thems have their Coats, at their arrival 
They fhall have pay :farewel, look to your charge. 
Soul. 1, we are now fent away, and cannot fo much as 
fpeak with our Friends. : 
Ql. No man what ere you ufed a zutch a fafhion, thick 
you cannot take your leave of your vreens. ; 
c4rth, Fellow, no more, Lientenant lead them off. 
Soul. Well, if I have not my pay and my Cloaths, 
ll -venture a running away, though Fhang for’t. 
Arth. Away firrah, charm your tongue. 
[Exevat Souldicrs. 
Oli. Bin youa prefler, Sir ? 
Arth. Lam a Gommander, Sir, under the King. 
Oli. Sfoot man, and you be nere xotch a Commander, 
| Ska a-fpoke with my vreens before £ chid a gone, fo 
fhud. 
| e4rth, Content your felf man, 
{tretch to. prefs fo good amanas you. 
Oli. Prefs me ? I devy, prefs Scoundrels , and thy 
Meffels : prefs me, chee fcorns thee i’faith: For felt thee, 
here’s a worhhipful Knight knows, cham not to be prefled 
by thee. 


my. Authority will 


Enter Sir Lancelot, Weathercock, young Elowerdale , old 
Flowerdale, Luce, Frank. 


Lane. Sit Arthur, welcome to Lewfome , welcome by 
my troth, What’s the matter man, why are you vext ? 


be badon Proll 


Ol, Why man he would prefs me, 
Lane. O fie, Sir Arthur, prefs him? 
He is a man of reckoning. 
Wea: \ that he is, Sit'e4rthur, he hath the nobles, | 
The golden ruddocks he. cae | 

Arth» The fitter for the Wars: 

And were he not in favour 
With your Worfhips, he fhould fee, 
That I have power to prefs fo good ashe. 

Oli, Chill ftand to the trial, fo'chill. 

Flow. 1 marry fhallhe, prefs Clothand Karfy, 
White-Pot and drowfen Broth : tut, tut, he cannot. 

Oli, Well; Sir, though you fee viouten Cloth and Karfy, 
chee azeen zutch a Karfy-Coat wear out the Town fick a 
zilken Jacket, as thiek a one you wear. - 

Flow. Well fed vlitan wlattan. : 

Oli, Aand well fed Cocknéell, and Boe-Bell too: what 
a think cham aveard of thy Zilken-Coat, nofer vere 
thee. 

Lane. Nay come no more, be all Lovers ‘and Friends. 

Wea? 17 tis beft fo, good Mafter Oliver. 

Flow. Is your namé Mafter Oliver, 1 pray you ? 

Ol, What tit and betit, ‘and grieve you.. 

Flow, No, but P’d gladly know if a man might not have 
a Foolifh Plot out of Mafter Oliver to work upon. 

Oli. Work thy Plots-upon me, ftanda tide, ‘work thy! 
Foolifh Plots upon mie, chill fo ufé thee, thou wert never 
fo ufed finééthy Dam bound thy Head, work upon me? 

Flow. Let him come, let him come. 

Oli) Zyrrha, Zyrcha, if it were not for fhame, chee 
would'a given thee ‘Ziiteh a whifter poop under the Ear, 
chee would fave tiadethee a vanged another at my feet: 
ftand a fide let me loofe,cham all of a viaming Fire-brand, 
ftand afide. 

Flow. Well I forbeat you for yout Friends fake. 

Oli. A-vig: forall my vreens, do’ft thou tell me of my 
vreens? « ~ : 

Lanc. NOmore, ood Matter Oliver, no inore, Sir Ar. 
thur, And Maiden, here in the fight of all your Suters, | 
every man of worth, Pll tell you whom f faineft would 
prefer to the hard bargain of your Marriage Bed : fhall 1 
be plain among you, ‘Gentlemen ? 

Arth, J, Sir, “tis deft. eRe Tt 

Lanc. Then, Sit, fitft to you, I do confefs you a moft 
gallant Knight, a worthy Souldier, and honeft man: 
but honéfty maintains a French-hood, goes very feldome 
in aChain of Gold, keéps'a {mall train of Servants : hath 
few Friends: and for this wild Oats here, young Flower~ 
dale, Ywill not judge, God can work Miracles, but he 
were better make a hundred new, than theea thrifty and 
an honeftone. | 

Wea. Believe mé he hath hit you there, he hath touched 
you to the quick, that he hath. 

Flow. Woodcock 4 my fide, why, Mafter Weathercock, 
you know I am honeft, howfoever trifles. 

Wea. Now by my troth, I know no otherwife, 

O, your old Mother was a Dame indeed : 

Heaven hath her Soul, and my VVivestoo, I truft: 
And your good Father, honeft Gentleman, 
He is gone a-Journey as L hear, far hence. 

Flow. 1 God be praifed he is far enough, 
He is gone a Pilgrimage to Paradife. 

And left me to cut a Caper againft care, 
Luce look on me that amas light air. 

Luce. Pfaith I like not fhadows, bubbles, 
[ hate alight a love, as I hate death. 

Lanc. Gitl, hold thee there: 

Look on this Devonfbire Lad : 
Fat, fair, and Jovely, bothin purfe and perfon, 

Oi, VVell, Sic, cham as the Lord hath made me, 
You know me well ivin, cha have three feore pack of 
Karfay, and Blackem Hall, and chief credit befide, and 
my Fortunes may be fo good as an others, Zo ttmay, 

Lance.’Tis you I love, whatfoever others fay. 


— 


broth, 


' 
! 
Arth.\ 


Sane 
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Arth, Thanks, faireft, a | Inthemean time, take‘beed of cutting Flowerdale,’ 
Flow. VVhat, wou!d’{t thou have.me quarrel with him ? | He isadefperate Dick, I warrant you. a 
Fath. Do but fay he fhall hear from you. Lance. Heis, heis: Fill, Daffidil, fill me fome wine 
Lan, Yet, Gentlemen, howfoever I prefer this Devon- | Ha, what wears he on hisatm? ~- . 

fhire Suitor, ll enforce no love, my Daughter fhall have | My Daughter Luces Bracelet, I, ’tis the fame : 

her liberty to choofe whom the likes beft: In your Love- | Hato you, Matter Weathercock, 


fuit proceed. Notall of you but only one muft fpeed. 
Wea. You have faid well: Indeed right well. 


Enter Artichoak. 


Arti, Miftrefs, -here’s one would fpeak with you, my 
fellow Daffidill hath him in che Cellar already he knows 
him, he met him at Croydon Fair. 

Lance, O I remember, a little Man. 

Arti. 1, avery little Man. , 

Lance. And yet-a proper Man. 

Arti, A very proper, very little Man. 

Lance. His name is Monfieur Giver. 

e-irti, The fame, Sir. 

Lance. Come, Gentlemen , if other Suitors come, 
My foolifh Daughter will be, fitted too: " 
But Delia my Saint, no Man dare move, c 

Léxeunt all but Young Flowerdale and Oliver, 
and Old Flowerdale. 
'. Flow. Hark you, Sir, a word, 

Oli, What ha an you fay tome now? 

Flow. Ye fhall hear from me, and that very.fhortly. 

Oli, Is that all, vare thee well, chee vere thee not a vig, 

[ Exit Oliver. 
Flow, What if he fhould come more ?J am fairly dreft. 
| Fath, 1do mot mean that you fhall meet with him, 
But prefently we'll go and draw.a Will: 
Where we’ll fet down Land, that we never faw, 
And we will have it of fo large aSum, 
Sit Lancelot (hall intreat you take his Daughter : 
This being formed, give it Maller Weathercock, 
And make Sir Lazcelor’s Daughter Heir of all: 
And make him fwear never.to fhew the Will 
Toany one, until that you be dead. 
This done, the foolith Changling Weathercock., 
Will ftraight difcourfe unto Sir Lancelor, 
The Form and Tenor of your Teftament, 
Nor ftand to paufe of it, be rul’d by me: 
What will enfue, that fhall you quickly fee. 

Flow. Come let’s aboutit; if that a Will, fweet Kit, 

Can get the Wench, | fhallrenownthy Wit.  [éxeunt. 


Enter Dafhidil. 


Daff- Miftrefs, {till froward ? . 

No kind looks unto your Daffidil, now by the gods. 
Luce. Away my foolifh Knave, let my hand go, 
Daff. There’s your hand, but this fhall go with me: 

My heart is thine, this ismy True Loves Fee. 


Luce. Vlhave your Coat ftript o’re your Ears for this, 
You fawcy Rafcal, 


Enter Lancelot and Weathercock. 


Lance. How now, Maid, whatisthe news with you ? 
Luce. Your Man is fomething fawcy. LExit Luce. 
Lance. Go to, Sirrah, I'll talk with you anon. 
Daf. Sir, 1 am a Man tobe talked withal, 
Iam no Horfe, | trow: 
Iknow my ftrength then no more than fo, 
Wea. A bythe matkins, good Sir Lancelot, 1faw him 
the other day hold up the Bucklers, like an Hercules, , 
I faith God-a-mercy, Lad, | like thee well. 
La. |, 1,like him well, go Sicrah, fetch me a cup of wine, 
That e’re I part with Malter Weathercock, 
We may drink down our farewel in French Wine. 
Weg, [thank you, Sir, I thank you, friendly Knight, 
| Pilcome and vific you, by the Monfe-foot I will: 


Enter 
3 . 4 


‘from my houfe, or I’ll whip you hence, 


| Yet, God knows, very feldome faw the War: 


-made touching my Daughters Joynture, that difpatched, 


_ Wea. \ thank you, Sir: Here, Dafidil an hén | x 
low anda tall thou art : Well: Pil ee my leave Saad 
night, and I hope to have you andall your Daughters at 
my poor houfe, in good footh I muft. Slits 


Lance. Thanks ,; Mafter Weathere I hall a 
to trouble you be fares s Nites all be bold 


Wea. And welcom, heartily farewel. 

Lance. Sittah, | faw my Daughters wrong , and ’with- 
al her Bracelet on your arm; off with it: and with itm 
Livery too: have care to fee my Daughter matched with 
men of worfhip, and are you grown fo bold ? Go, Sirrah, 


[Exit Weath, 


Daff. Pll not be whipt, Sir, there’s your Livery, . -. - 
This isa Serving mansreward, what care i tie 
I have means to truft to, I {corn fervice |. 
LExit Daffidil. 
Lance. Va lufty Knave, but I muft let him go, ; 
Our Servants muft be taught what they fhould know. 


Enter Sir Arthur and Luce, 


Luce. Sir, as 1 am a Maid , I doaffeét you above any 
Suitor that 1 have, ‘although that Souldiers {Carce know 
howto love. Bi 

Arth. lama Souldier, and a Gentleman 
Knows what belongsto V Var, whattoa Lady: 

What man offends me, that my Sword thall right: 
What woman loves me, I am her faithful Knight. 

Luce. 1 neither doubt your Valour nor your Love, but 
there be fome that beara Souldiers form » that {wear b 
him they neverthink upon , go fwaggering up and down 
from houfeto houfe, crying, God pays: And——~— 

Arth, U faith, Lady; I'l defery you fucha man, 

Of them there be many which you have {poke of, 
That bear the name and fhape of Souldiers, 


That haunt your Tavernsand your Ordinaries, 

Your Ale-houfes fometimes, for all a-like 

To uphold the bruitifh humour of their minds, 

Being marked down, for the bondmen of defpair = 

Their mirth begins in wine, but ends in bloud, 

Their drink is clear, but their conceits are mud. 
Luce. Yet thefe are great Gentlemen Souldiers, 
Arth. No they are wretched flaves, 

Whofe defperate lives doth bring them timelefs graves. 
Luce. Both for your felf, and for your form of life, 

If 1 may choofe, ll bea Souldiers Wife. 


Enter Sir Lancelot and Oliver: 


Ol And tut truft to it, fo then. 

Lance. Aflure your felf, 
You fhall be married with all fpeed we may : 
One day hall ferve for Frances and for Luce. 


Ol. Why che wood vain know the time, for providing |: 


VVedding Raiments, 
Lance. VVhy no more but this, firft get your affurance 


we will in two days make provifion. 
Ol.Why man, chil have the writings made by to morrow. 
Lance, To morrow be it then , ‘let’s meet at the King’s 
Head in Fihh ftreet. 
Oli. No, fic man, no, let’s meet at the Rofe at Temple. 
Bar, that will be nearer your Counfellor and mine. 
Lance. At the Rofe be it then, the hour nine, 
He that comes laft forfeits a Pint of wine 
O&. A Pint isno payment, 
Let it be a whole Quart, or nothing. 


e 


SIs iiss - 


Se er 


Enter Artichoak. 


efrti, Mafter, here isa man_ would fpeak with Mafter 
Oliver, he comes from young Malter Flowerdale. 
Ol. Why chil fpeak with him, chil fpeak with him, 
Lance. Nay, Son Oliver, Vle furely fee, 
What young Flowerdale hath fent to you. 
I pray God it be-no.quarrel, 
Oli, Why man, if he quarrel with me, chil give him his 
hands full, . 
Fath, God fave you, good Sir Lancelot. 
Lance. Welcom, honett friend, 


Enter old Flowerdale. J 
Fath. To you and yours my Mafter wifheth health, 
But unto you, Sir, this, and this he fends : 

There is the length, Sir, of his rapier, 

‘| And in that paper fhall you know his mind. 

0.4. Here, chil meet him my friend, chil meet him. 

Lance. Meet him, you fhall not meet the Rufha, fie. 

Ql. And i donot meet him, chil give yeu leave to call 
Me Cut, where is’t, firrha? whereis’t? where is’t ? 

Fath. The Letter fhows both time and place, 

And if you be a man, then keep your word. 

_ Laa. Sir, he thal) not keep his word, he fhall not meet. 
~ Fath. Why tet him choofe, he’ll be the better known 

For a bafe Rafcal, and reputed fo, 

Oli. Zirrah, ‘zirrah: and ’twere not anold fellow, and 
fent after an errant, chid give thee fomething, bat chud be 
no mony: But hold thee, for I fee thou art fomewhat 
teftorn, hold thee,there’s vorty fhillings,bring thy Mafter.a 
veeld, chil give che vorty more, look thon bring him, chil 
mall him tel! him ,chil mar his dancing treffels,cbil ufe him, 
he was nere fo ufed firice his dam bound his head,chil make 
him for capering any more chy vor thee, 

Fath. You feema man, ftout and refolute, 
And | will fo report, what ere befall. 

_ Lance, And fall out ill, aflure thy Mafter this, 
Ple make him fly the Land, or ufe him worfe, 

Fath. My Mafter, Sir, deferves not this of you, 
And that you'll fhortly find. 

Lan. Thy Matter is an uothrift, you a knave, 
And [le attach you firft, nextclaphimup: 
Or have him bound unto his good behaviour. 

Oliver. \ wood you were a {priteif you do him any harm 
for this: And you do, chil nete fee you,nor any of yours, 
while chil have Eyes open: what nf you think , chil be 
abaffelled up and down the town for a meflel, anda 
fcoundrel, no chy bor you: zirrha chil come, zay no more, 
chil come tell him. 

Fath. Well, Sir, my Malter deferves not this of you, 
And that you?il fhortly find. LExit. 
Oli, No matter, he’s an unthrift, I.defie him, . 

Lan. No, gentle Son, let me know the place, 

Ol, Now chye vor you. 

Lan. Let me feethe Note, . _ 

Oli. Nay, chil watch you for zutch atrick. 
Butifchee meet him, zo, ifnot,.zo : chil make him know 
me, or chil know why I fhall not, chil vare the worfe. 

Lan. What will you then negleét my Daughters love? 
Venture your ftate and hers, for a loofe brawl ? 3: 
Ol. Why man, chil not kill him, marry chil yeze him 
too, and again ;. and’zo God be with you vather. 

What, man, we fhall meet to morrow. Exit. 
‘Lan. Who would have thoughit h¢ had bin fo defperate, 
Come forth my honeft Servant Artichoak, 


Enter Artichoak, 


Arti, Now, what’s the matter? fome brawl toward, I 
warrant you. 
Lau. Go get me thy Sword bright fcowred, thy buckler 
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mended, O for that kaave,that villain Daffidih would have | 
done good .fervice.. But to thee. | 

Aris, \,this is the tricks ofall you Gentlemen, when you | 
ftand in need of a good fellow. O for that Daffidll, O| 
where is he? but if you'be angry, «and it be but for the 
wagging ofa {traw, thenout a doors with the knave, turn 
the coat over-his Ears. This isthe humour of you all, 

Lan. O for that knave, that lufty Daffidil. 

Arti, Why there ’tis now: our years wages and our 
vails will {carce pay for broken Swords and bucklers that 
weulein our quarrels, ‘But Vle not fight ifDaffidill be a 
tother fide, that’s flat. 

Laz, Tis no fuch matter, man, get weapons ready, and 
.be at London ere the break of day: watch near the lod 
Atag of the. Devon-fhire Youth, but be unfeen: and as he 
Bocs out, as he will go out, and that very early without 

oubt. 

4rti. What, would you have me draw-upon him, 

As ke goes in the ftreet ? 

Lance. Not fora world,man, into.the fields. For to the 
field he goes, there to meet the defperate Flowerdale : Take 
thou the pact of Oliver my Son, for he thallbe my Son, and } 
marry Luce: Do’ftunderitand me, knave? | 

Arti, 1,Sir,1 do underftand you, but my young Miltris 
might be better provided in matching with my «fellow 
Daffidll. 

Lan. No.more 5 Daffdillis a knave, 
That Daffdill is a moft notorious knave. 


[Exie. 
Enter Weathercock. 


Matter Weathercock , you come in happy time, The de- 
fperate Flowerdale hath writ a Challenge: And who} 
think you muft anfwer it, but the Devon fhire man, my 
Son Oliver. 

Wea. Marry Iam forry for it, good Sir Lancelot, 

But if you will be rul’d by me, we’ll ftay the fury. 

Lance. As how I pray? 

Wea. Marry |’le tell you, by promifing- young Flowerdale 
the red lipped. Luce. : 

Lan. Vlecather follow her unto her grave. 

Wea..1, Sir Lancelot, 1 would have thought fo too, but 
you and I have been deceived inhim, comeread this Will, 
or Deed, or what you call it, I know not: Come, come, 
your Spectacles 1 pray, 

Lan, Nay I thank God, I fee very well. 

Wea..Marry God blefs. your Eyes , minehave beendim 
almoft this thirty years. 

Lance. Ha, whatis this ? what is this ? 

Wea. Nay there is true Jove indeed, he gave it to me but 
this very morn, and bad me keep it unfeen from any,one, 
good youth, to fee how men may be deceived. 

Lan. Paflion of me, what a wretch am, 1. to hate. this 
loving youth, he hath made me, together with my Luce h 
loves fo dear, Executors of all his wealth. 

Wea. All, all, good man, he hath given you all. : 

Lan, Three {hips now. in the Straits, and home ward 

bound, 
Two Lordfhips of two hundred pound a year: 
The one in Wales, the other in Glofter-fhire : 
Debts and accounts are thirty thoufand pound, 
Plate, Money, Jewels, fixteen thoufand more, 
Two houfen furnifhed well. in Cole-man fireet; 
Befide whatfoever his Uncle leaves tohim, | ., 
Being of great demeans and wealth at Peckham... 

Wea. How like you this good Knight ?. How like you 

this ? 

Lan. Uhave done him wrong. 

Butnow!’le make amends, yoy 
The Devonfbire man fhall whiftle fora. wife, 
He marry Luce! Luce thall be Flowerdale’s. 

Wea. Why that is friendly faid, let’s ride to London and 
prevent their match, by promifing yout Daughter to that 
lovely: Lad. re 
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Lanc. We'll ride to London, or it fhall not need, 
We'll crofs to Dedford ftrand, and take a Boat : 
Where be thefe Knaves? what Artichoak,, what Fop ? 


| Fools fhall have wealth, though all the World fay Nay : 
Come, Brother, will youin, Dinner ftays for us. 
Cw. 1, good Sifter, with all my heart. 
Fran. \ by my troth, Tom, for I have a good ftomach, . 
Civ. And] the like, fweet Franck, no Sifter, 
Do not think I'll go beyond my bounds. 
Delia, God grant you may not. LExeunt, 


Enter Artichoak. 


Art. Here be the very Knaves, bet not the merry 
Knaves. 

Lane, Here take my Cloak, Pil have a’walk to 
Dedford. 
cart. Sir, we have been fcouring of our Swords and 
Bucklers for your defence. 

Lane. Defence meno defence , let your Swords rut, 
I’lk have no fighting: I, let blows alone, bid Deha fee 
all things be in readinefs againft the Wedding , we'll 
have twoat once, and that will fave charges, Mafter Wea- 
thercock, 

e4rt, Well we will do it, Sir. [Exeunt. 


. Enter young Flowerdale and his Father, with 
foils in their hands. 


Flow, Sirrah Kit, tarry thou there , I have fpied Sir 
Lancelot, and old Weathercock, coming this way, they are 
hard at hand, | will by no means be {poken withal. 

Fath, Vl warrant you, go get youin. 


Enter Lancelot and Weathertock. 


Lanc. Now, my honeft Friend, thou doft belong to } 
Matter Flowerdale ? 

Fath, Ido, Sir. 

Lane. 1s he within, my good Fellow ? 

Fath, No, Sir, he is not within. f 

Lanc, J prethee ifhe be within, let me fpeak with him. 

Fath, Sir, to tell you true, my Mafter is within, but 
indeed would not be fpoke withal: there be fome terms 
that ftands upon his reputation, therefore he will not ad- 
mit any conference till he hath fhook them off. 

Lanc. | prithee tell him his very good Friend Sir Lan-|. 
celot Spurcock_ intreats to fpeak with him, 

Fath. By my troth, Sir, if you come to take up the 
matter between my Mafter and the Devonfhire man, you. 
do but beguile your hopes, and lofe your labour. 

Lanc. Honeft Friend, I have not any fuch thing to him, 
I come to fpeak with him about other matters. 

Fath, For my Mafter, Sir, hath fet down his refolu- 
tion, either to redeem, his honour, or leave his life be- | 
hind him. ; 

Lanc. My Friend, 1 do not know any quarrel touching | 
thy Mafter or any other perfon, my bufinefs is of a diffe- | 
rent nature tohim, and I prithee fo tell him, 

Fath. For howfoever the Devonfhire manis, 

My Matters mind is bloudy: that’s around O, — 
And therefore, Sir, intreaties are but vain : 
Lanc. 1 have no fuch thing to him, Itell thee once 
again, eee 
erath, I will then fofignifietohim. | (Ex: Father. 
Lanc. A Sirrah, | fee this matter is hotly carried, 
But Pll labour to diflwade him from it. 


Enter Civet, Frank, and Delia. 


Giv. By my troth this is good luck, I thank God for 
this. In good footh | have even my hearts defire: Sifter 
Delia, now | may boldly call you fo, for your Father hath 
frank and freely given me his Daughter Franck, 

Fran. I by my troth, Tom, thou haft my good willtoo, 
for | thank God I longed for a Husband, and would I 
might never ftir, for one his name was Tom. 

Delia. Why, Sifter, now you have your with. 

Giv, You fay very true, Sifter Delia, and I prethee 
call me nothing but Tom: and Ill call thee {weet heart, 
and Frank: willit not do well, Sifter Delia? 

Delia. \t willdo very well with both of you. 

Fraa.But Tom,muft I go as 1do now when I am married? 

Gv. No Franck, I’llhave thee go like a Citizen ' 
Ina garded Gown, and a French-Hood. 

Fran. By my troth that will be excellent indeed. 

Delia, Brother, maintain your Wife to your Eftate, 
Apparel you your felf like to your Father; * 

And let her go like to your ancient Mother, 
He fparing got his wealth, left it to you, 
Brother take heed of Pride, feme bids thrift adieu. 

Civ, So as my Father and my Mother went, that’s a 
Jeft indeed, why fhe went ina fringed Gown, a fingle 
Ruff, and a white Cap. And my Father in a Mocado 
Coat, a pair of red Sattin Sleeves, and 4 Canvis back, 

Delia. And yet his wealth was all as much as yours. 

Civ, My Eftate, my Eftate , I thank God’;’ is forty 
pound a year in good Leafes and Tenements ; befides 
twenty mark @ year at Cuckolds-Haven, and that comes 
to us all by inhberitarice. 

Delia. That may indeed, ’tis very fitly plied, 

1 know not how it comes, but fo it falls out 
That thofe whofe Fathers have died wondrous rich, 
And took no pleafure but to gather wealth, 
Thinking of little that they leave behind: 

For them they hope, will be of their like mind. ° 

But falls out contrary, forty years {paring 

Is fcarce three feven years fpendifig, never caring 
What will enfue, whén all their Coin is gone, 

And all too late, then [hrift is thought upon : 

Oft have I heard, that Pride and Riot kift, 

And then repentance cries, for had | witt. 

Civ. You fay well, Sifter Dela, ‘you fay well: but] 
mean tolive within my bounds: for look you, I have fet 
down my reft thus fat, but to maintain my Wife in her 
French Hood, and her Coach, keep a couple of Geldings, 
and a brace of Gray-hounds, arid this isall Pl do. 

Delia. And you'll do this with forty pound a year ? 

Civ. I, and a better penny, Sifter. 

Fran. Sifter, you forget that at Cuckolds.Haven. 

Gv. By my troth well remembred, Franck, 

Pll give thee that to buy thee Pins, 
Delia. Keep you the reft for points, alas the day, 


Enter Flowerdale. . 


Good morrow Mafter Flowerdale. 
Flow. Good morrow, good Sir Lancelot, 
Good mortow, Mafter Weathercock; 
By my troth, Gentlemen, I have been reading over 
Nick Machiavel, | find him 
Good to be known, not to be followed : 
A peftilent humane Fellow, I have made 
Certain Annotations of him fuch as they be : 
And how is’t, Sir Lancelot? ha? how is’t ? 
A mad World, men cannot live quict in it. 

Lanc. Matter Flowerdale, 1do under ftand there is fome 
jar between the Devonfhire man and you. 

Fath. They, Sir? they are good Friends as can be, 

Flow. Who Malter Oliver and 1? as good Friends as 
can be. 

Lance. Itisa kind of fafety in you to deny it, anda ge. 
nerous filence, which too few are indued withal : But, Sir, 
fuch a thing I hear, and T could wihh it otherwife. 

Flow. No fuch thing, Sir Lancelat, a my reputation, as 
Tam an honef! man. 

Lanc. Now | do believe-you then, if you do 
Ingage your reputation there is none. 


Flow. 
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Flow. Nay I do not ingage my reputation there is not, 
You fhall not bind me toany condition of hardnefs : 
But if there be any thing between us, then there is, 
If there be not,then there is not :.be,or be not,all is one. 
Lance. 1 do perceive by this, that there is fomething be- 
tween you, andlam very forry for it. 
Flow. You may bedeceived, Sir Lancelot, the Italian 
Hath a pretty faying, Que/fo ? | have forgot it too, 
’Tis out of my head,. buc in my tranflation 
Ift hold thus, thou hafta friend,keep him;Ifa foe trip him. 
Lan. Come,| do fee by this there is fomewhat between 
And before God I could with it otherwife. (you, 
Flow. Well what is between us, can hardly be altered : 
Sit Lancelot, 1 am to ride forth to morrow, 
That way which I muftride, no man muft deny 
Me the Sun, I would not by any particular man, 
Be denied common and general paflage, If any one 
Saith, Flow:rdae, thou pafleft not this way : 
My anfwer is, | muft either onor return, 
But return is not my word, | muft on: 
If I cannot, then make my way, nature 
Hath done the laft for me, and there’s the fine. 
Lan, Mr. Flowerdale, every man hath one tongue, 
And two Ears, nature in her building, | 
Isa molt curious work-matfter. 
Flow. That isas much as to fay, a man fhould hear more 
Than he fhould fpeak. 
Lan, You fay true, and indeed I have heard more, 
Than at this time I will fpeak. 
Flow. You fay well, 
Lan, Slanders’ are more common then troths Mafter 
Flowerdale, but proof is the rule for both. 
Flow. You fay teue, what do you call him 
Hath it there in his third canton ? ; 
Lan,| have heard you have been wild : I have believ’d it, 
Flow. ’T was fit, ’twas neceflary. 
Lance, But 1 have feen fomewhat of late in you, 
That hath confirmed in me an opinion of 
Goodnefs toward you. 
Flow. \’Faith Sir, 1am fure I never did you harm : 
Some good | have'done, either to you or yours, 
Iam fure you know not, neither is it my will you fhould... 
Lance. 1, your Will, Sir. 
Flow. 1 my will, Sir: ’stoot do you know ought of my 
Begod and youdo, Sir, | amabufed. (Will, 
Lan. Go, Mr. Flowerdale, what 1 know, I know: 
And know you thus much out of my knowledge, 
That I truly love you. For my Daughter, 
She’s yours. And if you like a marriage better 


Fhan a brawl,all quirks of reputation fet afide, go with me 
prefently: And where you fhould fight a bloody battle, 


you fhall be married to a lovely Lady. 
Flow. Nay but, Sir Lancelot ? 


Lan. If you will not imbrace my offer, yet affure your 
felf thus much, I will have order to hinder your encounter. 


Flow. Nay but hear me, Sir Lancelot. 
Laxce. Nay ftand not youupon imputative honor, 
’Tis meerly unfound, unprofitable, and idle 


Inferences : your bulinefs is to wed my Daughter, there- 
fore give me your prefent word todoit, lle go and pro- 


vide the maid , therefore give me your prefent refolution, 
either now or never. : 

Flow. Will you fo put me fo it ? 

Luce. 1a fore God, either take me now, ortake me 


never. : 
Elfe what I thought fhould be our match, fhall be our part- 
So fare you well for ever. (ing, 


Flow. Stay: fallout, what may fall, my love 
Is above all: I will come. 
Lance. | expect you, and fo fare you well. 
A (Exit Sir Lancelot. 
Fath. Now, Sir, how thall we do for wedding apparel ? 
Flow, By the Mafs that’s true: now help Kir, 
The marriage ended, we'll make amends for all. 


Fath, Well, no more, prepare you for your Bride, 
We will not want for Cloaths, what fo ere betide. 
Flow. And thou fhalt fee,when once | have my Dower, 
[n mirth we’ll fpend, 
full many a merry hour : . 
As for this wench, I not regard a pin, 
itis her gold muft bring my pleatures in. 
Fath, Is’t poflible, he hath his fecond living, 
Forfaking God, himfelf to the Devil giving : 
But that | knew his Mother firm and chatt, 
My heart would fay, my head the had difgrac’t : 
Elfe would | fwear, he never was my Son, 
But her fair mind fo foul a deed did thun. 


Enter Uncle; 


Unc. How, now, Brother, how do you find your Son? 

Fath, O Brother, heedlefs as a libertine, 
Even grown a Matter in the School of Vice, 

One that dot nothing, but invent deceit : 

For a'i the day he humoursup and down, 

How he the next day might deceive his friend; 
He thinks of nothing but the prefent time: 

For one groat ready down, he'll pay a (hilling, 
But then the Jender mult needs ftay for it. 

When I was young, I had the fcope of youth, 
Both wild, and wanton, carelefs and defperate : 
But fuch mad ftrains, as he’s pofleft withal, 

[ thoughtit wonder for to'dream upon. 

Une. \told you fo, but you would not believe it. 

Fath, Well | have found it, but one thing comforts me ; 
Brother, to morrow he’s to be married 
To beauteous Luce, Sir Lancelot Spurcocks Daughter, 

Une. \s’t poflible ? 

Fath. ’Tis true, and thus I mean to curb him, 
This day, Brother, I will you fhall arreft him: 
ifany ching willtame him, it muft be that, . 

For he is rank in mifchief, chained to a life, 
That will increafe his fhame, and kill his wife. 

Unc. What arreft him on his wedding day ? 
That were unchriftian, and an unhumane part: 
How many couple even for that very day, 

Have purchalt teven years forrow afterward ? 
Forbear him then to day, doit to morrow, 
And this day mingle not his joy with forrow. 

Fath. Brother, I’le have it done this very day, 
And in the view of all, as he comes from Church: 
Do but obferve the courfe that he will take, 

Upon my life he will forfwear the debt : 
And for we’ll have the famm fhall not be flight, 
Say that he owes you near three thoufand pound : 
Good Brother, let it be done immediately, 

Unc. Well, feeing you will have it fo, 

Brother Pledo’t, and ftraight provide the Sheriff. 

Fath, So Brother, by this means fhall we perceive 
What Sit Lancelot in this pinch will do: 

And how his wife doth ftand affected to him, 

Her love will then be tried to the uttermoft : 

And all the reft of them. Brother, what I will do, 
Shall harm him much, and much avail him too. [Exit. 

Oli. Cham afhured thick be the place, that the fcoundrel 
Appointed to meet me, ifacome, zo: if a come not, zo. 
And che war avife, he would make a Coyftrel an us, 

Ched vefe him, and che vang him in hand, che would 
Hoyt him, and give it him too and again, zo chud : 
Who been a there, Sir e4rtbur, chil ftay afide. 

Ar, thavedog'd the Devon. fhire man into the field, 
For fear of any harm that fhould befal him: M4 
| had an inckling of that yefternighr, Sie 
That Flowerdale and he fhould meet this morning : 
Though of my Soul,O/iver fears him not, 

Yet for I'd fee fair play on either fide, 
Made me to come, to fee their valours tri’d. 
Good morrow to Mafter Oliver. 
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Lance Ha, hathbe-not fauch Lordfhips, 
Lands,-and Ships? 5.) | 
Unc. Not worth a Groat, not worth a Half-penny he. 
Lance. \ pray tell. ustrue, be plain, young Flowerdale. 
_ Flow, My Uncle here’s mad, ; 
And difpoted to do me wrong, , 
But here’s my man armhoneft Fellow 
By the Lord, andof good credit, ‘knows all is true, 
Arth, Noby my troth, I think you need it not, Fath. Not I, Sit, Lam.tooold to lic, I rather know 
For he you look for, I think means pot to come. & You forg’d a Will, where every line you writ, 
Oli. No, and che war ajhure of that, ched avefe him | You ftudied where to quote your Lands might lie. 
in another place. Wea. And I prithee where be thy honeft Friends? 
Fath, Maith nowhere, Sir, for he hath none aralk. 
Wea. Benedicity, we are o’re-reach’d, I believe; 
Lanc, Lam cozen’d,, and my hopefull’ft Child undone. | 
Flow. Youare not cozen’d, nor is fhe undone, 
They flander me, by this Light, they flander me : 
Look you, my Uncle here’san Ufurer, & would undo me, |: 
Bot I’ll ftand in Law, do you but bail me; you fhalldo ab 
more: 
You Brother Civet, and Mafter Weathercock,, dobut 
Bayl me, and.let me bave my marriage money 
Paid me, and we'll ride down, 
And there your own Eyes fhall fee , 
How my poor Tenants there will welcome me. 
You fhall but bayl me, you fhall do no more, 
And you, greedy Gnat, their bayl will ferve. 
Vac. }, Sit, Pikask no better bayl. 
Lan. No, Sit, you fhall not take my bayl, nor his, 
Nor my Son Civets, Vil not be cheated, J, 
Sheriff, take your prifoner, Vil not deal with him: 
Let’s Uncle make falfe Dice with his falfe bones, 
{ will not have todo with him: yr 
Mock’d, gull’d, and wrong’d. 


O&, God and good morrow. 
Arth. What, Mafter Oliver, are you angry ? 
Oli, What anit be, tytangrieven you ? 
Arth. Not meat all, Sir, but Limagine 
By your being here thus armed, : 
You ftay for fome that you fhould fight withal, 
Oli, Why and he do, che would not dezire you to take 


his part. 


Enter Daffidil. 


Daff. OQ, Sit eArthur, Matter Oliver, aye me, 
Your Love, and yours, and mine, fweet Miftrefs Luce 
This morning is married to young Flowerdale. 

‘Arth. Married to Flowerdale } tis impoflible. 

Oli. Married, man? che hope thou doft but jeft : 

To makeana volowten merriment of it. 

Daf. O’tis too true, here comes his Uncle. 


Enter Flowerdale, Sheriff, Officers. 


Unc. Good morrow, Sit Arthur, good morrow, Matter 
Oliver. £4 
Oli. God and good morn, Mc. Flowerdale, Ipray tellen 
us, is your Scoundrel Kinfman married ? : 

Ar. Mir. Oliver, call him what you will, but he is married 
To Sir Lazcelot’s Daughter here. 

Unc, Sir Arthur, unto her ? 

Oli, 1, ha the old vellow zerved me thickatrick? ; 
Why man, he wasa promife, chil chud ahad her, ., 


Is a zitch a. vox, chill look to his water che vor him,, Come, Girl, though it be late, it falls out well, 
Une, The mutick plays, they are coming from the } Thou fhalt not live with him in Beggars Hell. 
Church, Luc. Heis my Husband, and high Heaven doth know, 


With what unwillingnefs I went to Church, 
| But you enforced me, youcompelled meto it: phew 
The holy Ghurch-man pronounc’d thefe words but now, 
a I muft not leave my Husband in diftrefs.: 

Oli. God give you joy, as. the old zaid Proverb is, and | Now 1 mutt comfort him, not go with you. 
fome zorrow.among. You met us well, did you not? Lan. Comfort a Cozener ? On my curfe forfake him ? 

Lance. Nay, be not angry, Sir, the faultis in me, Lu.This day you caufed me on your curfe to take him: 
[have doneallthe wrong, kept himfrom coming tothe | Donof, I pray, my grieved Soul opprefs, 
field to you, as | might, Sir, for }am a Jultice, and {worn } God knows my heart. doth bleed at his diftrefs, 
to keep the peace, Lam O Mafter Weathercock, 1 muft confefs I forc’d her | 

Wea, Imarry ishe, Sir, avery Jultice, and fworn to | to this match.. Led with opinion his falfe Will was true. | 

Wea, Ah, he hath over-reached me too. ’ 

Lan. She might have liv’d like Delia, ina happy Vit- | 
gins ftate. . oh 

Delia. Father, be patient, forrow comes too late, 

Lance. And on her Knees fhe begg’d and did intreat, 
If fhe muft needs tafte a fad marriage life, 

She crav’d to be Sir Arthur Greenfhield’s Wife, |». 

Arth. You have done her and me the greater wrong. 

Lane, O take her yet. 

Arth, Not I. j tears § 

Lanc, Or, Mafter Obver, accept my Child, and half my 
4 wealth is yours. : 

Oli, No, Sir, chill break no Laws. 

Luce, Never fear, fhe will not trouble you. 

Delia. Yet, Sifter, in this paflion do not run headlong 
to confufion. You may affect him, though not follow } 
him. 

Frank. Do, Sifter, hang him, let him go. 

‘Wea. Do faith, Miftrefs Luce, leave him. 
- Luce. Youare three grofsfools, let me alone, . 
[fwear, Pillive with him inallmoan, 
Ol. But an he haye his legs at liberty, 
Cham aveard he will never live with you. 

Arth. T, but he is now in Huckfters handling for run- 
ing away. , 

Lanc. Hufwife, you hear how you and 1am wrong’d, 
And 


Sheriff, do your office; Fellows, ftand ftoutly to it, 


Enter ail to the Wedding. 


keep the peace, you mutt not difturb the Weddings. 
Lan. Nay, never frown nor ftorm, Sir, if you do, 
1711 have an order taken for you. 
Oli. Well, well, chill be quiet. 
Wea.Mr. Flowerdale, Sit Lancelot, look you, who hereis ? 
M. Flowerdale. 
Lance. M. Flowerdale, welcome with all my heart, 
Flow. Uncle, this is fhe i’faith ; Mafter Under-fheriff, 
Arreft me? At whofe fuit? Draw, Kz. 
Unc. At my Suit, Sur. ' 
Lan. Why, what’s the matter, Mr. Flowerdale ? 
i . Une. This is the matter, Sir, this unthrift here, 
Hath cozend you, and hath had of me, 
| In feveral Samms three thoufand pound, 
Flow. Why, Unele, Uncle. 
Une. Coufin, Coufin, youhave Uncled me, 
\ And if you be not ftaid, you'll prove 
A Cozener unto all that know you. 
| Lance. Why, Sir, fuppofe he be to you in debt 
Ten thoufand pound, his State to me appears, 
To be at leaft three thoufand by the year. 
Une.. O, Sir, {was too late informed of that plot, 
| How that he went about to cozen you: 
And form’d a Will, and fent it to your good 
| Friend there, Mafter Weathercock., in which was 
Nothing true, but brags and lies. 
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And if you will redrefs it yet you may: 
But if you ftand on terms to follow him, 
Never come near my fight, nor look on me, 
Call me not Father, look not for a Groat, 
For all the Portion I wiil this day give 
Unto thy Sifter Frances. 
Fran, How fay-you to that, Tom ? 
I fhall have a good deal, 
Befides I’ll bea good Wife, anda good Wife 
Is a good thing | can tell. 

(i. Peace, Franck, I would be forryto fee thy Sifter 
Cait away, as] ama Gentleman, 

Lanc. What, are you yet refolved ? 

Luce. Yes, 1 am refolved. 

Lanc. Come then away, or now, or never come. 

Luce. This way Iturn, go you unto your Featt, 
And Ito weep, that am with grief oppreft. 

Lanc. For ever fly my fight: come, Gentlemen, 
Let’sin, Pll help you to far better Wives than her. 
Delia, upon my bleffing talk not to her, 

Bafe Baggage, in fuch hafte to Beggery ? 

Une. Sheriff, take your Prifoner to your charge. 

Flow. Uncle, Be-gad you have us’d me very hardly, 
By my troth, upon my Wedding. Day. 


Exeunt all; Young Flowerdale, his Father, Uncle, 
Sheriff, and Officers. 


Luce. O, Matter Flowerdale, but hear me fpeak, 

Stay buta little while, good Mafter Sheriff, 

If not for him, for my fake pitty him: 

Good Sir, ftop not your Earsat my complaint, 

My Voice grows weak, for Womens words are faint. 
Flow. Look you, fhe kneels to you. 

Une, Fair Maid, for you, I love you with my heart, 

And grieve, {weet Soul, thy Fortune is fo bad, 

That thou fhould’ft match with fuch a gracelefs Youth, 

Go to thy Father, think not upon him, 

Whom Hell hath mark’d to be the Son of fhame. 

Luce. Impute his wildnefs, Sir, unto his youth, 

And think that now is the time he doth repent: 

Alas, what good or gain can you receive, 

To imprifon him that nothing hath to pay ? 

And where nought is, the King doth lofe his due, 

O pitty him as God fhall pitty you, 

Une, Lady,- | know his humours all too well, 

And nothing inthe World can do him good, 

But mifery it felf to chain him with. 
Luce. Say that your Debts were paid, then is he free ? 
Une. 1, Virgin, that being anfwered, I have done. 

But to him that is all as impoflible, 

As!I to fcale the high Piramidies. 

Sheriff, take your Prifoner, Maiden, fare thee well. 

Luce. O gonot yet, good Matter Flowerdale : 

Take my word forthe Debt, my word, my Bond. 
Flow. 1, by God, Uncle, and my Bond too. 

Luce. Alas, I ne’re ought nothing but I paid it ; 

And I can work, alas, he can do nothing : 

| have fome Friends perhaps will pitty me, 

His chiefeft Friends do feek his mifery. 

All that I can,.or beg, get, or receive, 

Shall be for you: O do not turn away: 

Me thinks within a Face fo reverent, 

So well experiénéedin this tottering World, 

Should have fome feeling of a Maidens grief: 

For my fake, his Fathers and your Brothers fake, 

I, for your Souls fake that doth hope for joy, 

Pitty my ftate, do not two Souls-deftroy. 

Unc. Fair Maid, ftand up, not in regard of him, 

But in pitty of chy haplefs choice, 

I.do releafe him :. Mafter Sheriff; Ithank you: 

And Officers, there is for you to drink. 

Here, Maid, take this money, there is a hundred Angels ; 

And for I will be fare he fhall not have it, 


Here, Kefter, take it you, and ufe it fparingly 

But let not her have any want at all, < 

Dry your Eyes, Niece, do not too much lament 

For him, whofe Life hath been in riot fpent : 

If well he ufeth thee, he gets him Friends, 

If ill, a fhameful end on him depends. [Exie Uncle, 

Flow.. A Plague go with you for an old Fornicator : 
Come, Kit, the money, come, honeft-Kit. 

Fath, Nay by my Faith, Sir, you hall pardon me. 

Flow. And why, Sir, pardon you? give me the money, 
you old Rafcal, or I fhall make you. 

Luce, Pray hold your hands, give it him honeft Friend. 

Fath. If you be fo content, withal my heart. 

Flow, Content, Sir, ’sblood fhe fhall-be content 
Whether the will or no. A rattle-baby come to follow me? 
Go, get-you gone to the greafy chuff your Father, 

Bring me your Dowry, or never look on me. 

Fath. Sit, the hath forfook her Father, and all her 
Friends for you. 

Flw. Hang thee, her Friends and Father altogether. 

Fath, Yet part with fomethinggo provide herLodging. 

Flow, Yes, | mean to part'with her and you, but if: I 
part with one Angel, hang me at aPoft. Ill rather 
throw them at a caft of Dice, as |have done athoufand 
of their fellows. : 

Fath. Nay then I will be plain, degenerate Boy, 

Thou hadft a Father would have been afhamed. 
Flow. My Father was an Afs, an old Afs, 
Fath, Thy Father ? proud licentious Villain : 
What are you at your foils? [ll foil with you. 
Luce. Good Sir, forbear him. 
Fath. Did not this whining Woman hang on me, 
I’d teach thee what it was to abufe thy Father : 
Go hang, beg, flarve, Dice, Game, that when all is gone, 
Thou may’ft after defpair and hang thy felf. 

Luce: O.do not Curfe him. 

Fath, 1do notCurfe him,and to pray for him were vain, 
It grieves me that he bears his Fathers name. 

Flow, Well, you old: Rafcal, I fhall meet with you: 
Sirrab, get you gone, | will not ftrip the Livery 
Over your Ears, becaufe you paid for it: 

But do not ufe my name, Sirrah, 
Do you hear? Look you do not 
Ufe my name, you were beft. 

Fath. Pay methe twenty pound then that I lent you, 
Or give me-fecurity when { may have it. 

Flow. Vl pay thee not a penny, 

And for fecurity, Pll give thee none. 
Minckins, look you do not follow me, look you donot : 
If you do, Beggar, I fhall flit your nofe. 
Luce. Alas, what fhall I do ? 
Flow. Why turn Whore, that’s a good trade, 
And fo perhaps 1’]l fee thee now and then. 
Céait Flowerdale. 

Luce. Alas-the-day that ever I was born. 

Fath, Sweet Miftrefs, do not weep, Til ftick to you. 

Luce. Alas, my Friend, } know not what to do, 

My Father and my Friends, they have defpifed me ; 
And I a wretched Maid, thus caft away, 
Knows neither where togo, nor what to fay. 

Fath. It grieves meat the Soul, to fee her tears 
Thus ftain the Crimfon Rofes of her Cheeks : 
Lady, take comfort, do not mourn in vain, 

I have a little living in this Town, 

The which [ think cames to a hundred pound, 

Allthat and more fhall be at your difpofe ; 

’ll {trait go help you to fome ftrange difguile, 

And place you ina fervice in this Town : 

Where you fhall know all, ‘yet your felf unknown ; 

Come grieve no more, : where no help can be had, 

Weep not for him, that is more worfe than bad, 
Luce: {thank you, Sir, 


\ 
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Enter Sir Lancelot, Mafter Weathercock and them. 


Oli, Well, cha a bin zerved many a flattith trick, 

But fuch a lerripoop as thick ych was ne’re a farved. 
"Lance, Son Civ-t Daughter Frances, bear with me, 

You fee how I am prefled down with inward grief, 
About that luckle{s Girl, your Sifter Luce, 

But ’tis faln out with me, as with many families befide, 

They are moft unhappy, that are moft beloved. 

Civ. Father, ’tis fo, ’tiseven faln out fo, 

But what remedy ? fet hand to your heart,and let it pafs, 
Here is your Daughter Frances and I, and we’ll not fay, 
We'll bring forth as witty Children, but as pretty 

| Children as ever fhe was: thoshe had the prick _ 

And praife for a pretty wench: But Father, done is 
The moufe, you’ll come ¢ 

Lance. 1, Son Civet, l’le come. 

(iv. And you, Matter Oliver ? ie 

Oli. I, for che a vext out this veaft, chil fee if a gan 
Make a better veait then@ 

Gv. And you, Sic Arthur ? 

Ar, I, Sir, although my heart be full, 
le be a partner at your wedding feaft. 

Gv. And welcom all indeed,and welcom,come, Franck, 
are you ready ? 

Fran. \cfhue, how hafty thefe 
Father, pray to God to blefs me. 

Lance. God blefs thee, and 1 do: Godmake thee wife, 
“| fend you both joy, 1 with ic with wet Eyes. 

Fran. But, Father, fhall not my Sifter Dela go along 
with us 2 She is excellent good at Cookery, and fuch 
things. 

Lance. Yesmarry fhall fhe : Delia, make you ready. 

Deli. Lam ready, Sir, I will firft goto Greenwich, 

From thence to my Coufin Chefferfield, and fo to Lon- 
don. 

~ Gv. It hhall faffice, good Sifter Delia, it fhall fuffice, 
but fail us not, good Sifter, give order to Cooks, and o- 
{thers, for I wouldnot have my fweet Frazkto foil her 
fingers. 

Fran. No by my troth notI, aGentlewoman, and a 
married Gentlewoman too, to be companion to Cooks, 
And Kitchin-boys, not I, i’Faith, 1 fcorn that. 

Civ, Why, 1 donot mean thou fhalt, {weet heart, thou 
feeft I donot go aboutit: well, fareweltoo: You Gods 
pitty Mr. Weathercock,, we fhall have your company too? 

Wea. Withal my heart, for | love good cheer. 

Giv. Well, God be with you all, come, Frank, 

Fra. God be with you, Father, God be with you, Sir 
Arthur, Matter Olver, and Mafter Weathercock, Sifter, 
God be with you all: God be with you, Father, God be 
with you every one. 

Wea. Why, how now, Sir e4rthur, alla mort, Mafter 
Oliver, how now,man ? 

Cheerly, Sir Lavcelot, and merrily fay, 
Who can hold that will away. 

Lance. 1, fhe is gone indeed, poor Girl, undone, 
But when thefe be felf-willed, Children muft fmart. 

Ar, But, Sir, that fhe is wronged, you arethe chiefeft 
caufe, therefore ’tis reafon you redrefs her wrong. 

Wea. Indeed you muft, Sir Lancelot, you mutt, 

Lance. Mult? who can compel me, Mr. Weathercock ? 
I hope I may do what I lift, 

Wea, | grant you may, you may do what you lift. 

Oli, Nay, but and you be well evifen, it were not good, 
By this vrampolnefs, and vrowardnefs, to caft away 
As prety a dowflabel, as am chould Chance to fee 
In a furmmers day: chil tell you what chall do, 

Chil go {py up and down the Town, and fee if I 

Can hear any tale or tidings of her, 

And take her away from thick a meffel, vor cham 
Afhured, heel but bring her tothe fpoil, 

And fo var you well, we fhall meet at your Son Civets. 
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Lance. \ thai:k you, Sir, 1 take it very kindly. 
Arti. To find her out, Vle fpend my deareft blood. 
LExeunt both. 


| So well I loved her, to affect her good. 


Lance. O Mafter Weathercock, 
What hap had I, to force my Daughter. 
From Matter Oliver, and this good Knight , 
To one that hath no goodnefs in his thought? 
Wea. Ill luck, but what remedy ? 
Lance. Yes, 1 have almoft cevifed a remedy,, 
Young Flowerdale is fhure a Prifoner. 
Wea. Shure, nothing more fhure, ® 
Lance. And yet perhaps his Unkie hath releafed him. 
Wea. It may be very like, no doubt he hath. 
Lance. Well if be be in Prifon, Vle have warrants 
To tache my Daughter till the law be tried, 
For I will fhue him upon cozenage. 
Wea, Marry may you, and overthrow him too, 
Lance. Nay that’s not fo; I may chance be fcoft, 
And fentence paft with him. 
Wea. Believe me, fo he may, therefore take heed, 
Lance, Well howfoever, yet I will have warrants, 
In Prifon, or at Liberty, all’s one : 
You will help to ferve them, Matter Weathercock ? 
LExeunt omnes. | 


Enter Flowerdale. 


Flo. A plague of the Devil, the Devil take the dice. 
The dice, and the Devil, and his dam go together ; 
Of all my hundred golden angels, 

I have not left me one denier ; « 

A pox of comea five, what fhall Ido? 

I can borrow no more of my credit : 

There’s not any of my acquaintance, man, nor boy, 
But I have borrowed more or lefs of : 
I would I knew where to take a good purfe, 

And goclear away, by this light I’le venture for it, 
Gods lid my Sifter Deka, 

Ple rob her, by this hand. 


Enter Delia and Artichoake 


Delia. Uprethee, Artichoak, go not fo fait, 
The weather is hot, and I am fomething weary. 
Art, Nay I warrant you,miftrefs Dekia,Vie not tire you 
With leading, we'll go an extream moderate pace. 
Flow. Stand, deliver your purfe. Seay 
Art, OLord, thieves, thieves. LExit Artichoak. 
Flow. Come, come, your purfe, Lady, your purfe. 
Delia. That voice I have heard often before this time, 
What, Brother Flowerdale become a thief ? 
Flow, 1, a plague on’t, I thank your Father 5 
But Sifter, come, your money, come : 
What the world muft find me, 1am born to live, 
Tis not afin to fteal, when none will give. 
Delia, O God, isall grace banifht from thy heart, 
Think of the fhame that doth attend this fact. 
Flow. Shame me no fhames, come give me your purfe, 
V'le bind you, Sifter, left I fare the worfe. 
Delia. No, bind me not, hold, there is all I have, 
And would that money would redeem thy fhame. 


Enter Oliver, Sir Arthur, and Artichoak. 


Arti. Thieves, thieves, thieves. 

Olj, Thieves,where man ? why how now, miftrefs Dela, 
Ha youa liked to been a robbed ? 

Delia, No, Master Oliver, tis Mafter Flowerdale, he did 
but jeft with me. 

Oliv. How, Flowerdale, that {coundrel? firrah , you 
meten us well, vang the that. 

Flow. Well, Sir, ’le not meddle with you, 
have a charge. , 


becaufe | 


Delia. 
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Delia Here Brother Flowerdale, Vie lend you this fame | was my mafter, a robbed you, I prethee tell me true ? i 
money. Arti, Yes i Faith, even that Flowerdale, that was thy 

Flow. Ithank you, Sifter. mafter. 

Oliv, 1 wad you were yfplit, and you let the mezel have | Fath. Hold thee, there is a French Crown, and fpeak 
apenny ; but fince you cannot keep it,chil keep it my felf. | no more of this. 

Art, ’Tis pity to relieve him in this fort, Arti, Not Ijnot a word, now do! fmell knavery : 

Who makes a triumphant life his daily fport. Inevery purfe Flowerdale takes, he is half: 

Delia. Brother, you fee how all men cenfure you, And gives me this to keep countel, not a word I. 
Farewel, and | pray God amend your life, Fath, Why God a Mercy. 

Oliv. Come,chil bring you along, and you fafe enough Fran, Sifter, look here, | have anew Dutch maid, 
From twenty fuch fcoundrells as thick an one is, And fhe fpeaks fo fine, it would do your heart good. 
Farewel and be hanged, zyrrah, as I think fo thou Civ. How do youlike her, Sifter ? 

Wilt be fhortly, come, Sir Arthur. Del. { like your maid well. 
[Exeunt all but Flowerdale.| Gv. Well, dear Sifter, will you draw near, and give 

Flow. A plague go with you for a karfie rafcal : directions for fupper,guefts will be here prefently. 

This Devonfhire man i think is made all of Pork, Del. Yes, Brotaer, lead the way, Ple follow you. 

His hands made only for to heave up packs: [ Exeunt all but Delia and Luce. 

His heart as fat and big as his face, Hark you,Dutch Frow,a word. 

As differing far from all brave gallant minds, Luce. Vatis your vill wit me? : 

As I to ferve the Hoggs, and drink with Hinds, Del. Sifter Luce, tis not your broken language, 

As | am very near now : well what remedy, Nor this fame habit, can difguife your face 

When money, means, and friends, do grow fo finall, From I that know you, pray tell me, what means this ? 

Then farewel life, and there’s an end of all. Luce. Sifter, | fee you know me, yet be feeret : 
[Exeunt omnes, | This borrowed fhape that I have tane upon me, 

Is but to keep my felf a fpace unknown, 

Both from my Father, and my neareft friends : 

Until I fee how time will bring to pafs, 

The defperate courfe of Mafter Flowerdale. 

Del. Ohe is worfe than bad, I prithee leave him, 
And let not once thy heart to think on him. 

Luce. Do not perf{wade me once to fuch a thought, 
Imagine yet, that he is worfe than nought : 

Yet one lovers time may all that ill undo, 

That all his former life did run into. 

Therefore, kind Sifter, do not difclofe my eftate, 
Ife’re his heart doth turn, ’tis ne’re too late. 

Del, Well, feeing no counfel can remove your mind, 
lle not difclofe you, that art wilful blind. 

Luce. Delia. | thank you, { now muft pleafe her Eyes, 

My Sifter Frances, neither fair nor wife. [Exeunt. 


Enter Father, Luce Like a Dutch Frow, Civet, 
and his wife Miftrefs Frances. 


Civ, By my troth Goda mercy for this, good Chrijtopher, 
I thank thee for my maid, like her very well,how doft thou 
like her, Frances ? 

Fran. In good fadnefs, Fom, very well, excellent well, 
She fpeaks fo prettily, | pray what’s your name? 

Luce. My name, forfooth, be called Tamikin, 

Fran. By my troth a fine name: O Tanikin, you are ex- 
cellent for drefling ones head a new fafhion. 

Lace. Me fall do every ting about da head. 

Civ. What Country woman is fhe, Keffer ? 

Fath. A Dutch woman, Sir. 

Gv. Why then fhe is outlandifh, is fhe not? 

Fath. 1, Sit, the is. 

Fran. O then thou canft tell how to help me to checks 
and Ears? 

Luce. Yes, miftrefs, very vell. 

Fath. Cheeks and ears, why, miftrefs Frances, want you 
cheeks and ears? methinks you have very fair ones. 

Fran. Thou art a Fool inded, Tom, thou knoweft what 
I mean. 

oGv. I, 1, Keffer, ’tis fach as they wear a their heads, 1 

prethee, Kit, have her in, and fhew her my houfe, 

Fath. 1 will, Sir, come Tanikin. 

Fran. O Tom, yowhaye not bufled me to day, Tom. 

Civ. NoFrances, we muft not kifs afore folks, 
God fave my Franck, 


- Enter Flowerdale Solus. 


Flow, On goes hethat knows noend of his journey, 
I have pafled the very utmoft bounds of fhifting, 
[ have no courfe now but to hang my felf: 
[ have lived fince yefterday two clock, of a 
Spice-cake I had at a burial: and for drink, 
I got it at an Ale-houfe among Porters, fuch as 
Will bear outa man, if he have no mony indeed, 
I mean out of their companies, for they are men 
Of good carriage. Who comes here ? 
The two Cony-catchers, that won all my mony of me. 
V’le try if they'll lend me any. 
Enter Delia, and Artichoak. Enter Dick and Rafe. 
What Mr. Richard, how do you? iat 
How doft thou, Rafe? By God, gentlemen, the world 
Grows bare with me, will you do as much as lend 
Me an Angel between you both, you know you 
Won a hundred of me the other day. 

_ Rafe. How, an Angel ? God damn us if we loft not every | 

Penny within an hour after thou wert gone. 

Flo. | ptithee lend me fo much as will pay for my fupper; 
Vle pay you again, as] am a Gentleman. : 

Rafe. VFaith, we have nota farthing, nota mute: 
[ wonder at it, Mr. Flower dale, 
You will fo carelefly undo your felf: 
Why you will lofe more money inan hour, 
Than any honeft man fpendsina years 
For fhame betake you to fome honeft Trade, 
And live notthusfolikea Vagabond.  —- CExeunt both. 

Flow. A Vagabond indeed, more villains you : 


See yonder, my Sifter Dela iscome, welcome, good Sifter. 

Fran. Welcome, good Sifter, how do you like the tire 
of my head? 

Delia, Very well, Sifter’ : 

Cw. lam glad you’re come, Sifter Deka, to give order 
for Supper, they will be here foon. 

Arti, 1, but if good luck had not ferved, fhe had 
Not been here now, filching Flowerdale had like 
To pepper’d us, but for mafter Olver, we had been 

robbed, 

Delia Peace, firrah, no more. 

Fath. Robbed! by whom ? ’ 

Arti. Marty by none but by Flowerdale, he is turned 
thief. 

Giv. By my faith,but that isnot well,but God be praifed 
For your efcape, will you draw near, Sifter ? 

Fath. Sircah, come hither, would Flowerdale, he that 
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They gave me counfel that firft cozen’d me: 
rhofe Devils firft brought me to this lam, 
And being thus, the firft that do me wrong. 
Well, yet 1 have one Friend left in {tore. 

Not far from hence there dwells a Cokatrice, 
One that | fieft put in a Sattin gown, 

And not a tooththat dwells within her head, 
But {ftands me at the leaft in twenty pound : 
Her will | vifit now my Coyn is gone, 

And as I take it bere dwells the Gentlewoman. 
What ho, is Miltris Apricock within ? 


Enter Ruffin. 


Ruff. What fawcy Rafcal is that which knocks fo bold, 
O, is.it you, old foend.thrift ? are you here? 
One that is turned Cozener about the town : 
My Miftris faw you, and fends this word by me, 
Either be packing quickly fromthe door, 
Or you fhall have fuch a greeting fent you ftraight, 
As you will little like on, you had beft be gone, 
Flow. Why fo, thjsis as it fhould be, being poor, 
Thus art thou ferved by a vile painted whore. 
Well, fince thy damned crew do fo abufe thee, 
le try of honeft men, how they will ufe me. 


Enter an ancient Citizen. 


Sir, I befeech you to take compaffion of a man; 
One whofe Fortunes have been better than at this inftant 
they feem to be : but if might crave of you fo much little 
portion, as would bring me to my friends, 1 would reft 
thankful, until I had requited fo great a curtefie. 
Citiz. Fic, fie, young man, this courfe is very bad, 
Too many fuch have we about this City ; 
Yet for I haye not feen you in this fort, 
Nor noted you to be acommon beggar, 
Hold, there’s an Angel to bear your charges 
Down, go to your friends, do not on this depend, 
Such bad beginnings oft have worfer ends. LExit Cit. 
Flow. Worfer ends: nay, if it fall out 
No worfe than in old Angels I care not, 
Nay, now I have had fuch a fortunate beginning, 
I’le not let a fix-penny purfe efcape me : 
By the Mafs, here comes another, 


Enter a Citizens wife with a Torch before ber. 


God blefs you, fair Miftris. 

Now would it pleafe you, Gentlewoman, tolook into the 
wants of a poor Gentleman, a younger Brother, I doubt 
not but God will treble reftore it back again, one that 
never before. this.time demanded penny, half-penny, nor 
farthing. ~ : 

Cits. Wife. Stay, Alexander, now by my trotha very pro- 
perman, and’tis great pity: hold, my friend, there’s all 
the money I have about me, a couplea fhillings, and God 
blefs thee. 

_ | Flow. Now God thank you, fweet Lady: if you have 
any Friend , or Garden-houfe, where you may imploy a 
poor Gentleman as your friend, I am yours to command in 
j all fecret fervice. 

Cui. Wife. \thank you, good friend, I prithee let me fee 
that again I gave thee, there is one of them a btafs fhilling, 
give me them, and here is half a Crown in gold. 

LHe gives it her. 

Now out upon thee, Rafcal, fecret fervice : what doftthou 
make of me? it were a good deed to have thee whipt : 
now I have my money again, I’le fee thee hanged before I 
give thee a penny: fecret fervice: on,good Alexander, 
ig [Exeunt both, 

Flow. This.is villainous luck, I perceive difhonefty 
Will not thrive: here comes more, God forgive me, 
Sir Arthur, and:Mr. Oliver, aforegod, I’le fpeak to them, 


a ie 


God fave you, Sir Arthur : God fave you, Mr. Oliver. 
Ok, Been you there, zirrah, come will you taken your 
felf to your tools, Coyftrel ? 
Flow. Nay, Mr. Oliver, Vle not fight with you, 
Alas, Sir, you know it was not my doings, 
It was only a Plot to get Sir Lancelot’s Daughter : 
By God I néver meant you harm, 
Oli. And whore is the Gentlewoman thy wife, Mezel? 
Whore is fhe, Zirrah, ha? 
Flow. By my troth, Mr. Oliver, fick, very fick ;" 


And God is my Judge, I know not what means to make 
forher, good Gentlewoman. 


Ol, Tell me true, is fhe fick ? tell me true itch ’vifethee, 
Flow, Yes Faith, | tell you true : Mr. Oliver,if you would 
do me the fmall kindnefs,but to lend me fortyfhillings : So 
God help me,I will pay you fo foon as my ability fhall make 
me able, as I am a Gentleman. 
Oli, Well thou zaift thy wife is zick: hold, there’s vor- 
ty fillings, give it to thy wife, look thou give it her, or I 
thall zo veze thee,thou wert not zo vezed this zeven year, 
look to it. 
C4rth. Pfaith, Mr. Okiver, it is in vain 
To give to him that never thinks of her. 
Oli, Well, would che could yvind it. 
Flow. I tell you true, Sic Arthur, as 1 ama gentleman. 
Oli, Well, farewel zirrah: come, Sir e4rthur, - 
LExeunt both, 
Flow. By the Lord, this is excellent, 
Five golden Angels compaft in an hour, 
If this trade hold, Plenever feek a new. 
Welcom, {weet gold, and beggery adieu. 


Enter Uncle and Father. 


Unc. See, Kefter, if youcan find the Houfe. 

Flow. Who’s here, my Uncle, and my man Keffer ? 
By the Mafs.’tis they. 

How do you, Uncle, how do’ft thou, Keffer ? 
By my troth, Uncle, you muft needs lend 

Me fome money, the poor Gentlewoman 
My wife, fo God help me, is very fick, 

I was rob’d of the hundred Angels 

You gave me, they are gone, 

Une. .1,they are gone.indeed, come, Keffer, away. 

Flow. Nay, Uncle, do you hear? good Uncle. 

Une. Out Hypocrite, 1 will not hear thee fpeak, 
Come, leave him, Keffer. 

Flow. Keffer, honeft Keffer. 

Fath, Sir, 1 have nought to fay to you, - 
Open the door to my kin, thou had’ft beft 
Lockt faft, for there’s a falfe knave without. 

Flow. Youate an old lying Rafcal, 4 
So you are, LExenst both, 


Enter Luce. 


Luce. Vat is de matter, Vat be you, yonker ? 

Flow. By this light a Dutch Frow, they fay they are 
call’d kind,by this light I’le try her. . . 

Luce. Vat be you, yonker, why do you not fpeak ? 

Flow. By my troth, {weet heart, a poor Gentleman that 
would defire of you, if it ftand with your liking, the bounty 
of your purfe, pied 


~~ Enter Father. 
Luce. Ohere God, fo young an Armine. 
Flow. Armine, fweet-heart, | know not what you mean 
by that, but Iam almoft a beggar. . ; 
Luce. Are you not a married man,vere been your Vife ? 
Here is all I have, take dis. 
Flow. What gold, young Frow ? this is brave. 
Fath, If he have any grace, hell now repent. 
Luce. Why fpeak you not, ‘vere be your vife ? ; 
: Flow. 


| Poyfoned, I,warrant you, or knocked a the Head: 
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Flow. Dead, dead, fhe’sdead, ’tis fhe hath undone.me ? |. 
Spent meall had, andokept Rafcals under my Nofe to 
brave me. aq b 

Luce. Did you ufe her vell ? 

Flow, Ufe her, there’s never a Gentlewoman in Exg- Lance. O here’s his Uncle; 
land could be better ufed than Ldid her; I cowld but | Welcome, Gentlemen, welcome-all: 

Coachher; her Diet ftood me in forty pound a month, | Such aCozener, Gentlemen, a Murderer too 
but fhe isdead and in her Grave, my cares are buried. For any thing know, my: Daughter is‘mifling, 
Luge. Indeed dat vas, not {cone, Hath beenlooked:for, cannot be found, avild upon thee, 


Enter eMafker Civet, bis Wife, Oliver, ‘Sir Arthur, 
Father, Uncle; and Delia. 


Fath. He is,turned more Devil than be was. before. Unc. He is my Kinfman, althougl his lifebe vile, 

Flow. Thou do’ft belong to Mafter Giver here, doft | Therefore, in Gods name,.do with him what’ you will. 
thou not ? Lane. Marry to.Prifon: 

Luce. Yes, me do. Flow. Wherefore to Prifon, fnick-up-? Loweyou no- 

Flow. Why there’sit, there’s not a: handfulof Plate. | thihge iM | guasio ator poole W > 
But belongs tome, God’s my Judge: Lane. Bring forth my Daughter then, away with him. } 
If I had fach a Wenchas thou art, Flow. Ga feek your Daughter; whatdo youlay to my 
There’s never a man in England would.make more: « charge? = ; ci 
Of her, than § would do, fo fite had any ftock. 

[They call-within, 


Lanc, Sufpition of murder; go; iaway: with him: 
Flow. Mucder your Dogs, b murder yoor Daughter? 
Come, Uncle, | know you'll Bailme, fit 
Unc, Not I, were there ho more, 
Than I the Jaylor, thowthe Prifoner, 


Lanc, Go, away with him. 


O why Tanikin. 

Luce, Stay, one doth call, ¥ fhall come by and by 

again. 
Orlow: By this hand,this Dutch wench isin love with me, 

Were it not admiral to make her fteal 

All Civet’s Plate, and run away. 
Fath. Twere beaftly. O Mafter Flowerdale, 

Have you no fear of God, nor Confcience: 

What do you mean, by this vile courfe youtake? 
Flow, Whatdo | mean?) why, to live, that I mean. 
Fath. To live in this fort, fie upon the courfe, 

Your Life doth thow, you are a very Coward. 

Flow. A Coward, | pray in what? 

Fath, Why you will borrow fix-pence ofa Bay. 

Flow. ’S nails, is there fuch a Cowardice in that?) 1 
dare borrow it of a Man, I, and of the -talleft Man in 
England, if he will lend it me: Let me borrow it how I 
can, and let them come by it how they dare. And it is 
well known, [might ride outa hundred times if 1 would, 
fo I might. 

Fath. \t was not want of will, but Cowardice, 

There is none that lends to you, but know they gain: .\ 
And what is that but only ftealth in you? =) 
Delia might hang you now, did not ber heart 

Take pitty of you for her Sifters fake. +. 

Go get you hence, left lingering here you flay, 

You fall into their hands you look not for, 

Flow. Vl tarry here, tillthe Dutch Frow I 
Comes, ifall the Devils in Hell were here. [Exit Father. 


Enter Luce like a Frow. 


Luce. O my Life, where will you ha de’ Man ? 
Vat ha de yonker done ? 

Wea. Woman, he hath kill’d his Wife. 

Luce. His Wife, dat isnot good, dat is not feen, 

Lawc.. Hang not upon him, Hufwife, if you do Pll lay 
you by him. 

Luce. Have meno, atid or way do you have him; 

He tell me dat he love metheartily. 

Fran. Lead away my Maidto Prifon, why; :Ton, will 
you fuffer that ? 

Civ. No,sby your leave, Father, fhe is no Vagrant : 
She is my Wives:Chamber-maid, and as true as the 
Skin between any mans Brows here. 

Lanc. Goto, you'r both Fools: — 

Son Civet,. of my Life this is a Plot, 
| Some ftragling counterfeit profer’d to-yous 
No. doubt ta: rob you of your Plate and Jewels =: 
| i'll have you led away to Prifon, ' Trull. 

Luce, 1 am no Trull, neither Outlandifh Frow; 
Nor he, nor I fhalkto the Prifon go : 

Know yaume now ? may never ftand amazed. 
Father, I knowI have offended you, 
And though that dutywills'me bend my Knees 
To you in duty-and obedience ; 

Yet this wayesdo I curn, and to hinvyield 

My love, my duty,.aad my humblenefs.’ 

Lanc. Baftard immature, kneel to fuch a Slave? 
| Luce. O Matter Flowerdale, if too much grief 
| Have not: ftopt up the Organs of your Voice, 

Then fpeak to her that is thy faithful Wife, 
Or doth contempt of me thus tie thy tongue: 
Turn notaway, [am no Athiop, 


} 
i 
| 


Enter Sir Lancelot, Adafter Weathercock, 
and Artichoak. 


Lanc. Where is the Door? are we not paft it, Arti- 
choak ? 
c47rt; By th’ Mafs here’s one, 
Vil ask bim, do you hear, Sir? ‘ 
What, are you fo proud ? do you hear, which is the way, 
To Matter Civet’s Houfe? what, will you not fpeak? 
O me, this is filching Flowerdale, No’ wafitan'Creffed, nor a changing Hellen : 
| Lane. O wonderful, is this lewd Villain here ? | But rather one made wretched by thy lofs. 
|O youcheating Rogue, you Cut-Purfe, Cony-Catcher, | What turn’ft thou ftill fromme? O then 
| What Ditch, you Villain, is my DaughtersGrave ? Isguefs the wofull’fh among haplefs men. 
| A cozening Rafcal, that muft makea, Will, Flow. Lam indeed, Wife, wonder among Wives! 
Take on him that ftrigt habit, very that : | Fay Chaftity and Vertue hathinfufed 
When he fhould turn to Angel, a dying grace, | Another Soul in me, red with defame, 
_ || Bor in my blufhing Cheeks is feen my fhame. 


I?ll Father-in Law you, Sir, Vil make a Will: \ 
Speak, Villain, where’s my Daughter ? Lanc. Out Hypocrite, 1 charge thee troft him not. 
Luce, Not truft him, by the hopes after blifs, 
[ know no forrow can be compar’d to his. 
Lanc. Well, fince thou wert ordain’d to Beggery, 
Follow thy Fortune, I defy thee. = 
Ol. Ywood che were fo well ydoufled as was ever white 
Cloth in tocking mill, an che ha not made me weep. 
Fath, lf he hath any grace he’ll now repent. ae 
rth. 


And to abufe good Matter Weathercock, with 
His forged Will, and Mafter Weathercock , 
| To make my grounded refolution, 
| Then to abufe the Devonfhire Gentleman: 
Go, away with him to Prifon. 
Flow. Wherefore to Prifon? Sir, I will not go. 


| 
i 
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Arth. It moves my heart. 

Wea. By my trotht mutt weep, I cannot choofe. 

Unc. None but a beaft would tuch a maid mifufe. 

Flow. Content thy felf, | hope to win his faveur, 

And to redeem m7 reputation loft : 

And, Gentlemen, believe me, | befeech you, 
I hope your Eyes fhall behold fuch change, 
As fhall deceive your expectation, 

Ol. 1 would che were {plit now, but che believe him. 

Lanc. How, believe him. 

Wea, By the Matkins, I do. 

Lan, What do you think thate’re he will have grace ? 

Wea. By my Faith it will go hard. 

Oli. Well,che vor ye he is changed : and, Mr.Flowerdale, 
in hope you been fo, hold there’s vorty pound toward your 
zetting up: what be not afhamed,vang it man, vang it,be 

“a good Husband, lovento your Wife: and you fhall not 
want for vorty more, | che vor thee. 

rth. My means are little, but if you’ll follow me, 

[ willinftruct you in my ableft power : 
But to your Wife I give this Diamond, 
And prove true Diamond fair in all your life. 
Flow. Thanks, good Sir Arthar : Mc. Oliver, 
You being my Enemy, and grown fo kind, 
Binds me in all endeavour to reftore. 
Ol, What, reftore me no reftorings, man, 
[ have vorty pound more here, vang it : 
Zouth chil devie London elfe: what, donot think me 
A Mezel or a Scoundrel, to throw away my Money ? 
che have an hundred pound more to pace of any good 
fpotation: E hope your under and your Uncle will vollow 
my zamples. 


Une. You have gueft right of me, if he leave off this | 


\courfe of life, he fhall be mine Heir. 
Lan, But he fhall never get a groat of me ; 
A Cozener, a Deceiver, one that kill’d his painful 
Father, honeft Gentleman, that pafled the fearful 
Danger of the Seas to get him living and maintain him 
brave. 
Wea. What hath he kill’d his Father ? 
Lance, 1, Sir, with conceit of his vile courfes. 
Fath. Sir, youare mifinformed. 
Lan, Why, thou old knave, thou told’{t me fothy felf. 
Fath, | wrong’d him then: 
And toward my Mafter’s Stock, 
There’s twenty Nobles for to make amends. 
Flow. No. Keffer, I have troubled thee, and wrong’d 
thee more, 
What thoy in love gives, I in love reftore. 
Fran. Ha, ha, Sifter, there you plaid bo-fezp with 
Tom, what fhall | give her toward houthold ? 
Sifter Delia, fhall 1 give her my Fan ? 
Del. You were beft ask your Husband. 
Fra. Shall 1, Tom ? 


Cv. 1, do, Frank, Vle buy thee anew one, witha longer 
handle, 


Fran. A ruflet one, Tom. 

Civ, 1 with ruffet Feathers. 

Fran. Here, Sifter, there’s my Fan toward houhhold, to 
keep you warm, 

Luce. 1 thank you, Sifter. 


Weath. Why thisis well, and toward fair Luces Stock, 


here’s forty fhillings: and forty good fhillings more , 


le give her, marry. Come Sir Lancelot » | muft have 
you Friends. 


Lance, Not J, all thisis counterfeit, 
He will confume it, were it a Million. 
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Fath, Sir, what is your.Daughters dower worth? 
‘Lance. Had fhe been married toatrhoneft man, 
Ithad been better than a thoufand pound. 
Fath. Pay it him, and ’le give you my bond, 
To make her joynture better worth than three, 

Lane. Your bond, Sir ! why what are you ? 

Fath, One whofe word in London though I fay ir, 
Will pafs there for as much as yours, 

Lan, Wert not thou late that unchrifts ferving-man ? 

Fath. Look on me better, now my {car is off; 

Nere mufe man at this metamorpaofie. 

Lance. Matter Fiowerdale. 

Flow, My Father, O| fhame to look on him, 
Pardon, dear Father, the follies that are paft, 

Fath, Son, Son, | do, and joy at this thy change, 

And applaud thy Fortune in this vertuous Maid, 
Whom Heaven hath fent to thee to fave thy Soul. 
Luce. This addeth joy to joy, high Heaven be prais’d. 
Weat. Mc. Flowerdale, weicom from Death, good Mr. 
Flowerdale. 
"Twas faid fo here, ’twas faid fo here good Faith. 

Fath, | caus’d that rumour to be f{pread my felf, 
Becaufe I’d fee the humours of my Son, 

Which to relate the circumftance is needlefs : 

And Sirrah, fee you run no more in to that fame diftafe: 
For he that’s once cured of that maladie, 

Of Riot, Swearing, Drunkennefs, and Pride, 

And falls again into the hike diftrefs, 

That fever isdeadly, doth till Death endure: 

Such men die mad as ofa calenture, 

Flow. Heaven helping me, I’le hate the courfe as Hell. 

Une. Say it, and do it Coufin, all is well. 

Lan, Well, being in hope you'll prove an honeft man, 
I take youto my favour. Brother Flowerdale, 
Welcom with all my heart: I fee your care 
Hath brought thefe acts to this conclufion, 

And Iam gladof it, come let’s in and feaft. 

Oli. Nay zoft you a while, you promifed to make 
Sir e-4rthur and me amends, here is your wifeft 
Daughter, fee which an’s fhe’ll have. 

Lan, A Gods name, you have my good will, get hers. 

Oli, How fay you then Damfel, tyters hate? 

Deli, 1, Sir, am yours. ; 

Ol, Why, then fend for a Vicar, and chil have it 
Difpatched in a trice, fo chil. 

Del, Pardon me, Sir, I mean I am yours, 

InLove, in Duty, and affection. 
But not to love as Wife, fhall nere be faid, 
Delia was buried, married, but a Maid. 

4rth, Do not condemn your felf for ever, 
Vertuous fair, you were born to love. 

Oliver. Why you fay true, Sir Arthur, the was ybore 

to it, 

So well as her Mother : but I pray you fhew us 
Some zamples or reafons why yon will not marry ? 

Del. Nothat! do condemn a married life, 
For ’tis no doubt a fanctimonious thing: 
But for the careand croflesof a Wife, 
The trouble in this World that Children bring, 
My vow is in Heaven in Earth to live alone, 
Husbands howfoever good, I will have none. 

Ok, Why then, chil live a Batchelor too, 3 
Che zet not a.vig bya Wife, ifa Wife zet not a vig : 
Byme: Come, fhall’sgotodinner? = 

Fath. Tomorrow I crave your companies in Mark-lane : 

To night we7ll frolick in Mr.Gver’s Houfe, 
And to each health drink down a full Carovfe 
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THOMAS Lord CROMWELL: 


The Adors Names, 


L D Cromwell; 4 Black{mith of Putney. |Bagot, a cruel covetous Broker, 


Ss ey —_— Yo. his ne Posie 4 Florentine Merchant. 

odge, Will azd Tom, o/d Cromwell's Servants. e Governours of the Englifh Houfe at Antwerp. } 
Earl of Bedford and his Hoft. States and pete 0 Ps, i fs : 
Dukes of Norfolk avd Suffolk. Goodman Seely aud his Wife Joan. 

Sir Chriftopher Hales. Chorus. 

Cardinal Wolfey. | A Poft. 

Sir Thomas Moor. ~ Meffengers. 

Gardiner Bifbop of Winchefter. Ufbers and Servants. 

Sir Ralph Sadler, Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Mafter Boufer 4 Merchaut. Two Citizens. : 

Banifter, a broken Merchant and his Wife. _ . | Two Merchants. 


Hodge. 1, content, firft let’s take our Mornings 


Enter three Smiths, Hodge, and two other, Draught, and then to work roundly. 
«old Cromwell's mer. 2. I, agreed, goin, Hodge. _ [Exeunt omnes. 
Hodge. ™y Ome, Matters, I think it be paft five a Enter young Cromwell. 
Clock, Is it not time we were at work ? 
My old Mafter he'll be ftirring anon. Crom. Good Morrow, Morn, I do falute thy brightnefs, 


= :. Lcannot tell whether my old Mafter | The night feemstedious to my troubled Soul: 
will be ftirring or no: but I am fure I can hardly take my Whofe black obfcurity binds inmy mind 
Afternoons nap, for my young Mafter Thomas, he keeps A thoufand fundry cogitations : 

fucha quile in his ftudy, with the Sun, and the Moon, | And now e4urora with a lively die, 

and the feven Stars, that | do verily think he'll read out Adds comfort to my fpirit that mounts on high. 
his Wits. Too high indeed, my ftate being fo mean : 


L Hodge. He skill of the Stars ? My ftudy like a mineral of Gold, 

There’s Goodman Car of Fulham Makes my heart proud, wherein my hope’s intoll’ds 

; He that carried us to the ftrong Ale,where Goody Trundel | My Books are all the wealth I do pofle fs, 
F Had her. Maid got with Child : O, he knows the Stars, | And unto them I have ingag’d my hearts : 
He’ il tickle you Charles's Wain in nine degrees : O, Learning, how divine thou feenr’it to me : | 
That fame man will tell Goody Trundel Within whole Arms is all felicity. ee 
t When her Ale fhall miftarry, only by the Stars. Peace with your Hammers, leave your knocking rnere, 

f 2, 1, that’s a great Virtue indeed, I think Thoms (dere within they must beat with their Flamniers. } 
h Be no Body in comparifon to him. Youdo difturb my fudy and myrelty 

f 1. Well, Mafters, come, fhall we to our Hammers? | Leave off, I fay, you mad me with the noife. : 
+ Sater | 


Enter Hodge, and the two Men. 


Hodve. Why, how now, Matter Thomas, how now ; 
Will you not let us work for you ? 

Grom. You fret my heart, with making of this noife. 

Hoice, How, fret your heart? I but, Ti homas, you'll 
Fret your Fathers Purfe if you lett us from working.’ 

2. fy this’tis for him to make hima Gentleman: 
Shall we leave work for your mufing? that’s well faith ; 
But here comes my old Mafter now. 


Enter old Cromwell, 


Old Crom. Youidle Knaves, 

What are you-loytring now? 

No Haramers walking, and my work todo?” 

What, not a heat among your work to day ? 

Hodge. Matty, Sir, your Son Thomas will not let us 
work at all. 
Old Crom, Why Knave I fay, 

Have I thus cark’d and car’d, 

And allto keep thee like a Gentleman, 

And doft thou lett my Servants at their work ; 

That fweat for thee, Knave ? Jabour'thus for thee ? 
Crom,-Father, their Hammers do offend my.Study: 
Old Crom. Out of myDoors, Knave, if thou lik’ft it not: 

[cry you mercy, are-your Ears fo fine ? 

tel thee; Knrave; there ger when T do fleep’5 

I will not have my Anvil ftand for thee. 

Crom, There’s money, Father, I will pay your men. _ 
[He throws: Money among them. 
Old Crom, Have I thus brought thee up unto my coft, 

In hope that one day thou would’ft relieve my Age, 

And art thou now fo lavith of thy Coin, 

To {catter it among thefe.idle Knaves? ales 
Crem, Father, be patient, and content your felf, 

The time will come] fhall hold gold as trath : : 

And here I {peak with a’prefaging Soul, ~ ” 

To build a Palace where now this Cottage ftands, 

As fine as is King Henry’s Houfe at Sheen. 

“Old Crom, ¥ou build a Houfe ? 

YouKnave, you'll be a Beggar ; 

Now afore God all is but caft away 

That is beftowed upon this thriftlefs Lad, 

Well, had } bound him to fome honeft Trade, 

This had not been; but it was his Mother?s doing, 

To fend him to the Univerfity : = 

How? build a Houfe where now this Cottage ftands, 

As fair as that at Sheen? he fhattnor hear me, - 

A good Boy Tom, I con thee thank,7om, 

Well faid Tom, Grammarcies Tom : 

In to your work, Knaves; hence faucy Boy. 

isueat é CExeunt all but young Cromwell. 
Crom, Why fhould my Birth 

Keep down my mounting fpirit ? 

Are notall Creatures fubjeét unto time ? 

To time, whordoth abufe the World, 

And fills it full.of hedge: podge Baftardy ; 

There’s Legions now of Beggars on the Earth, 

That their original did fpring from Kings, 

And many Monarchs now, whofe Fathers were 

The rifl-raff of their Age; for time and fortune 

Wears out a noble train to Beggery ; 

And from the Dunghill minions do advance 

To ftate: and mark, in this admiring World 

This is but courfe, which inthe name of Fate 

Is feen as often as it whirls about : 

The River Thames that by our Door doth pafs, 

His firft beginning is but fmall and fhallow, 

Yet keeping on his courfe grows-to a Sea. 

And likewife Wolfey, the wonder of our Age, 

His Birth as mean as mine, a Butchers Son ; 
;Now who within this Land a greater man ? 
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| As he’s not able for to pay the Debt, 


Then, Cromwell, cheer thee up, and tell thy Soul, 
That thou may’ft live to flourifh and controul, 


Enter old Cromwell, 


Old Crom. Tom Cromwell, whateTom faye 

- Do you call, Sir? oT ; 

Old Crom. Here is Mafter Bowfer ‘come to know-if-you |. 
have difpatch’d his Petition for the Lords of the Coun, 
or no. 2 , a et 

(vom, Father, I have, pleafe you to call him in, 

Old Crom. That’s well faid, Tom, a good Lad, Tom, 


Enter Mafter Bowfer. 


Bow. Now, Matter Cromwell, have you difpatch’d this | 
Petition ? ‘ es ¢ . 

Crom. Ihave, Sir, ‘here it-is, pleafe you perufe ir, 

Bow. It fhall not need, we’llread it as we Bo by Water. 
And, Malter Cromwell, 1 have made a motion 
May do you good, and if you like of it. 

Our Secretary at Antwerp, Sir, is dead, 

And the Merchants there have fent to me, 

For to provide a man fit for the place: 
Now I do know none fitter than yourfelf; ¥ y fry» 
If with yourJiking it ftand, Mafter Cromwell.) / 


(vom, With all my heart, Sir, and I] much am bound, 
In love and duty for your kindnefs fhown. tf 


Old Crom, Body of me, Tom, ee F 
Make hafte, left fome Body 
Get between thee and home, Tom. 

Ithank you, good Matter Bowfer, 
I thank you for my Boy, 
Ithank you always, I thank you moft heartily, Sir: 


‘Ho, -a Cup of Beér here for Mafter Bowfers) “\ oF 


Bow. It fhall, not meed, Sits) J 
yougo? « *, te 
Crom: Twill attend you, Sit. 8. ee ae 
Old Crom, Farewel, Tom, God blefs thee, Tom, © | 
God {peed thee, good Tom. LE xennt omnes. + 
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Matter: Cromwell , “will 


Enter Bagot 4 Broker Solus. ic. tes 


Bag. U hope this day is fatalunto fome, © .. 
And by their lofs muft Bagot feek to gain. , - 
This is the Lodging of Mafter Friskibal, 

A liberal Merchant, and a Florentine, = 

To whom Baniffer owes athoufand pound,» .\- 

A Merchant-Bankrupt, whofe Father was my Matter. 

What do I earefor pity or regard, — 

He once was wealthy, but he now is faln, 

And this morning have I got him arrefted 

At the fuitof Mafter Friskibal, 

And by this means fhall I be fure of Coin, - 

For doing this fame good to him unknown: 

And in good time, fee where the Merchant. comes. 
Enter Friskiball. _ 4 

Minne 

Good Morrow to kind Mafter Friskiball. 

Frif, Good Morrow to your felf, good Mafter Bagot, 
And whats the news your are fo early firing? 

It is for gain, I make no doubt of that. 

Bag. \tis for the love, Sir, that I bear to you. 
When did you fee your Debtor Banifter ? 

Frif, | promife you, 1 have not feen the man 
This two months day, his poverty is fuch, 

As I do think he fhames to fee his Friends. 

Bag. Why then aflure your felf to fee him ftraight, 
For at your Suit I have arrefted him, 

And here they- will be with him prefently. 

Frif. Arreft him at my Suit ?. you were to blame, 

I know the mans misfortunes to be fuch, 


Rn a enn — 


|And were it known to fome, he were undone. 

Bag. This is your pitiful heart to think it fo, 
But you are much deceiv’d in Banifter : 

Why, fuch as he will break for fathion fake, 
And usito thofe they owe a thoufand pound, 
Pay fcarce a hundred : O, Sir, beware of him, 
The man is lewdly. given to Dice and Drabs, 
Spends all he hath in Harlots companies, 

Itis no mercy for to pity him: 

I {peak the truth of him, for nothing elfe, 

But for the kindnefs that I bear to you. 

Frif. If it be fo, he hath deceiv’d me much, 
And to deal ftrictly with fuch a one as he, 
Better fevere than too much lenity ; 

But here is Mafter Banister himfelf, 
And with him, as I take’t, the Officers. 


SS Se ee 


Enter Banilter, his Wife, and two Officers. 


Ban, O Matter Friskibal, you have undone me: 
My {tate was well nigh overthrown before, 
Now alcogether down-caft by your means. 
Mrs, Ban. Q, Mr, Friskibal 
| Pity my Husband's cafe, 
| He is a man hath liv’d as wellasany, 
Till envious Fortune, and the ravenous Sea 
Did rob, difrobe, and fpoil us of our own. 
Frif, Miftrefs Banifter, | envy not your Husband, 
Nor willingly would I have us’d him thus : 
But that I hear he is fo lewdly given, 
Haunts wicked Company, and hath enough 
To pay his.debts, yet will not be known thereof. 


Whom I have often from my Trencher fed : 
Ingrateful villain for to ufe me thus. 
Bag. What I have faid to him is nought but truth, 
Mrs, Ban. What thou halt faid 
Springs from an envious heart. 
A Cannibal that doth eat menalive: 
But here upon my knee believe me, Sir, 
And what | {peak, fo help me God, is true, 
We fcarce have meat to feed our little Babes : 
Moft of our Plate is'in that Broker’s hand, 
Which had we money to deftay our debts, ° 
O think; we would not bide that penury - 
Be merciful, kind Master Friskibal, 
My Husband, Children, and my felf will eat 
But one meal a day,the other will we keep and fell, 
Frif, Goto, L fee thou art an envious man : 
Good Miftcis Banifter, kneel not to me, 
‘| pray rife up, you fhall have your defire. 
Hold officers; be gone, there’s for your pains, 
You know you owe to me a thoufand pound, 
Here take my hand, if e’re God make you able, 
And place you in your former ftate again, 
Pay.me: but if ftill your Fortune frown, 
Upon my Faith I’le never ask you.Crown: 
I never yet cid wrong to men in thrall, 
For God doth know what to my felf may fall. 
__ Ban. This unexpected favourundeferv’d, 
Doth make my heart bleed inwardly with joy : 
Nere. may ought profper with me is my own, 
If 1 forget this kindnefs you have fhown. 


For your good Fortune and fuccefs fhall pray. 
Fri. 1 thank you both, I pray go dine with me, 

Within thefe three dayes, if God give me leave, 

[ will to Florence to my native home. 

Bagot, hold, there’s a Portage to drink, 

Although you ill deferved it by your merit 5 

Give not fuch cruel {Cope unto your heart ; 

Be fure the ill you dowill be requited : 

Remember what | fay, Bagot, farewel. 

Come, Matter Bavi/ter, you fhall with me, 


Ban. Thisisthat damned Broker, that fame Bagor, 


M4rs. Ban. My Children in their Prayers both on 
~ Qday, 


a ee 
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My fare’s but fimple, but welcome heattily. 
Léxeunt all but Bagot. 
Bag. A plague go with you, 
Would you had eat your lat, 
Is this the thanks I have for all my pains ? 
Confufion light upon youall for me : 
Where he had wont to give a {core of Crowns, 
Doth he now foift me witha Portague: 
Well, ‘| will be revenged upon this Banifter. 
V'le to his Creditors, buy all the debts he owes, 
As feeming that I doit for good will, 
[ am fure to have themat an eafie rate rie 
And when ’tis done, in Chriftendom he ftays not, 
But l’le make his heart t’ake with forrow, 
And if that Baniffer become my debter, 
By Heaven and Earth I’le make his plague the greater. 
| Ex Bagot. 


Enter Chorus. 


Cho. Now Gentlemen imagine — 
That young Cromwell isin e4ntwerp, 
Ledger for the Englifh Merchants :, 
And Banifter to fhun this Bagots hate, .. 
Hearing that he hath got fome of his debts, 
Is fled to Antwerp, with his Wife and Children; 
Which Bagot hearing,is gone after them : 
And thither fends his bills of debt before, 
To be revenged on wretched Bamifter, 
What doth fall out, with patience fit and fee, 
A juft requital of falfe treacherie, EExit. 
Enter Cromwell in his findy, with bags of money 
before him, cafting of account, 


Crom. Thus far my reckoning doth go ftraight and even, 
But,Cromwell, this fame plodding fits not thee ; 
Thy mind is altogether fet'on travel, 

And not to live thus cloyftered,like a Nun ; 
It is not this fame trafh, that I regard, 
Experience is the Jewel of my heart. 


Enter: a Poft. 


Post. I pray, Sir, are you ready to difpatch me ? 
Crom. Yes,here’s thofe fumms of money you mult carry. 
You go fo far as Frankford, do you not? 
Post. 1 do, Sir, 
Crom, Well, prithee make all the haft thou can’ft, 
For there be certain Englifh Gentlemen 
Are bound for Venice, and may happily want, 
And if that you fhould linger by the way : 
But in hope that you will make good fpeed, 
There’s two Angels tobuy you fpurs and wands, 
Post. 1 thank you, Sir, this will add wings indeed, 
Crom. Gold is of power to make an Eagles {peed, 


Enter eMiftris Banifter. 


What Gentlewoman is this, that grieves fo much ? 
It feems fhe doth addrefs her felf to me. 
Mrs. Ban. God fave you, Sir, pray is your name Mafter 
Cromwell ?..: ° 
Crom, My name is Thomas Cromwell, Gentlewoman. 
Mrs. Ban. Know you not one Bagot, Sir, that’s come to 
, Antwerp? its 
Crom. No, truft me, Inever fawtheman, 
But here are bills of debt I have received 
Againft one Baniffer a Merchant fallen into decay. 
Mrs. Ban. \nto decay indeed, Jong of that wretch: 
{am the Wife to wofull Bawijter, 
And by that bloody villainam purfi’d, 
From London, here to.e<ntwerp: 
My Husband he is inthe rey hands, 
V vv. 
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Now, Sir, your heart is framed of milder temper, 

Be merciful toa diftrefled Soul, 

And God no doubt will treble blefs your gain. 
Crom, Good Miftris Banifter, whatl can, I will, 

In any ching that lies within my power. 
Mrs.Ban, © fpeak to Bagot ,that fame wicked wretch, 

An Angels voice may move a damned Devil. 
Crom. Why is he come to Antwerp, as you hear? 
Mrs.Ban. (heard he landed fome two hours fince, 
Crom, Well, Mittris Banifter, affure your felf, 

’le fpeak to Bagot inyour own behalf, 

And win him c’all the pitty that I can: 

Mean time, to comfort you, in your diftrefs, 

Receive thefe Angels to relieve your need, 

And be affured, that what I can effec, 

To do you good, no way I will neglect. 


Keep you from trouble, forrow, grief and fmart, 


Crom, Thanks, courteous Woman, 
For thy hearty Prayer ; 
it grieves my Soul to fee her mifery, 
But we.that live under the work of fate, 
May bope the beft, yet know not to.what ftate 
Our ftars and deftinies have us aflign’d, 
Fickle is Fortune, and her face:is blind. 


Enter Bagot Sols, 


Bag, So all goes well, it is as.F would have it, 

' Banifter, he is with the Governor : 

And fhortly fhall.hawe-gives upon his heels. 

\[c glads my heart tothink upon theflaves, 

I hope to have his aoe" rot in Prifon, 

And after here, his Wife to hang her felf, 

And all his Children die for want of ‘food. 

The Jewels I have brought to: Aatwerp, 

Are reckon’d to;be. worth five thoufand pound, 

Which fcarcely ftood'me inthree hundred pound ; 

i bought them at an eafie kindof rate, 

{ care not which way they came by them 

That fold them me, it comes not near my heart ; 

And left they fhould be ftoln, as fure they are, 

| thought: it: meet coifell chem here in Antwerp, 

And fo haveileft chem in.the Governour’s hand, 

| Who offers me within two hundred pound 

Of all my price: but now no more of that, 

I mutt go feeand if my Bills be fafe, 

The which fent to. Mafter Cromwell, 

That if the wind fhould keep me on the Sea, 

He might arreft him here before § came : 

And in good times, fee where ‘he is > God fave you, Sir. 
Crom, And you, pray,pardonme, I know you not. 
Bag. Wtmay be fo, Sir, but my. name is Bager, - 

The man that fent.to.:you the Bills of debt. 

Crom. O, the man that purfues Banifter, 

Here are the Bills ofidebt you fent to me.: 

As forthe man, you know beft where he is ; 

It is reported y’avea flintic heart,’ r 

A mind that will notftoopro any pitty 5 | 

An Eye that: knowsinot how to: fheda tear, 

A hand that’s always open for reward 

But, Matter Bagot, would youberuled by me,’ 

You fhouldturo allthefe tothe contrary ; A 

Your heart fhould ftill have feeling,of remorfe, 

Your mind, according to your ftate, be liberal 

To thofe that ftand in need, and indiftrefs ; roth 3 

Your handto help them that'do ftandin want,:0 

Rather than: with your poife to hold them down,: ° 

For every ill turn fhow your felf more kind, te 

Thus fhould I do, pardon, | fpeak my mind. 
Bag. 1,Sir, you {peak to hear what I would fay, 

But you mutt live fknow, aswell-asf: det 


iff 


(heart, 
©Urs. Ban. That mighty God that knows each mortals 


(Exit Miftris Banifter. 
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denial terrane 
And God of Heaven knows how he’ll deal with him, 


I know this place tobe Extortion, — 
And’tis not for a man to keep fafe here, 

But he muft lye, cog, with his deareft Friend ; 
And as for pitty, fcorn it, hate all Confcience : 
But yet ldo commend your wit in this, 

To make a fhow, of what I hope you are not, 
But 1 commend you, and ’tis well done : 

This is the only way to bring your gain. 

Crom, My gain? I had rather chain me to an Oar, 
And likea flave there toil out all my life, 
Before I’de live fo bafe a flave as thou, 

I, like an Hypocrite, to make a fhow 

Of feeming virtue, and a Devil within ? 
No Bagot, if thy Confcience were as clear, 
Poor Banifter ne’re had been troubled here. 


I know full well that you are no fuch man, 
But if your Confcience were as white.as Snow, 
It will be thought that you are otherwife. 

Crom. ‘Will it be thought I am orherwife? 
Let them that think fo, know theyare deceiv’d ; 
Shall (vomwell live to have his Faith mifconfter’d? 
Antwerp, for all the wealth withinthy Town, 

I will not ftay here full two hours longer : 

-As good luck ferves, my accounts are all made even, 
Therefore I’le ftraight unto the Treafurer : 

Bagot, | know you"llto the Governour, 

Commend me to him, fay I am bound to travel, 
To fee the fruitful parts of Jtaly ; 

And as you ever bore aChriftian mind, 

Let Banifter fome favour of you find. 

Bag. For your fake, Sir, P’le help him all I can, 
To ftarvehis heart out c’rehe gets a groat ; 
So,Malter Cromwell, do} take my leave, 
For I muft ftraight untothe Governour. 


No, Cromwell, no, thy heart was ne’re fobafe, 
Tolive by falfhood, or-by brokery; 

But ’t falls out well, F little it repent, 
Hereafter, time in travel fhall be fpent. 


Enter Hodge, bis Fathet’s man. 


a the Sailers fpying of me, 
down thy victuals, and‘up with it, 
an Eel in thy belly s* Well, to’%'went I, to my 
went the Sailers, and thinking 
perience than any in the fhi 
fhip was made of; they all 


at lait we grew near Land, and grew 


was made of, andthey in 
indeed one 


put fome Englifh Beer into my belly: 
Grom. What, Hodge, my Father’s man, by my hand 

How doth my Father ? what’s the news at home ? 

Hodge. Mafter' Thomas, O God, Mafter Thomas, 


that your Father is in health, and» Alice Downing 


Bag. Nay, good-Matter Cromwel, be not angry, Sir, 


| [éxie Bagot. 
Crom, Farewel, Sir, pray you remember what Lfaid: 


Hodge. Your Son Thomas,quoth you, have been Thomaf? ; 
I had thought it had been-no: faeh-matter' to a gone by 
ter; for at Putney Vle go you'to'Parifh-Garden for two 
pence, fit as ftillas may be, without any wagging or joulting, 
in my gutts, in a little Boat too: here we were {earce 
fome four mile in the'great green Water , but I thinking 
to go to my afternoons wnchines , as’twas my manner at 
home, but Ffelta kind of rifing in my gutts: at laft one 
be a good cheer fayes he, fet 
thou Haft nothing but 


me'to be a marof better ex- 
, asked! me what Wood the 
wore l told them as right as 
if] had been acquainted with the Carpenter that made it ; 
‘villanous hungry, 
went to my hagg, theDevil a bit there was, the Sailers had 
tickled me ; yet 1 cannot'blamie'them, it was a part of 
kindnefs, for | in kindnefetold them what Wood the fhip 
kindnefseat up my victuals, as 
good turmasketh another : well,would}, could 
I, find my Mafter Thomas in this Durch Town, ‘hemight 

; “(come : 


| band, glove and all, this is to-give you to underftanding 


hath fent you a Nutmeg, and Befs sake water a race of 
Ginger , my fellow Will and Tom hath between them fent 


wa- 


Is: 


wel- 
your 


here 


you 


ae ee 
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you a dozen of Poings, and goodman 7 oll, of the Goat, a 
pair of Mittons, my-Self came in Rerfon, and this is, all 
the news. é 

Crom.Gramarcy,g0od Aodge,and thou art welcom to me, 
But in as ill a time thou comeft asmay.be; en vi 
For I am travelling into /ealy, Inst 
What fay’{t thou, Hodge, wilt thou, bear me company ?, 

Hodge. Will bear thee company, Tom 2 what tell’iLme 
of Italy ?' were ittothe fartheft part of Flanders, 1, would 
go with thee, Jom, Iam thine in all weal and woe, thy 
own tocommand ; what, Tom, I have pafled the rigorous | 
waves of Neptune’s biatts, 1 tell you, Thomas, | have been 
in danger of the Flouds, and when k have feen Boreas begin 
to p/ay the Ruffin withus, then would. downa my knees, 
and call upon Vulcan. 

(rom. And why upon him ? 

Hodge. Becaufe,:as\this fame fellow. Neptune is God of 
the Seas, fo Vuleanis Lord over, the Smiths, and.there- 
fore I being a Smith, thought his Godhead would; have 
fome care yet of me. af 

Crom. A good conceit : but tell me,haft thou din’d yet ? 

Hodge. Thomas, to {peak the truth, cota bit yet, I. 

Crom.Come,go with me,thou fhalt have cheer good ftore: 
And farewel, edutwerp, if 1come no more, 

Hodge, | follow thee,fweet Tom, I follow thee. 

[Exeuntambo. 


Enter the Govetnout, of the Englifh Houfe, Bagot, 
Banifter, kis Wife, and two Officers. ; 


Gover, 1s Cromwell gone then ? fay you, Mr, Bagot, 
What diflike, 1 pray? what was the caufe ? 

Bag. To tell you true, a wild brain of hisown, 
Such youth as they cannot fee. when they are well: 
He is all bent to travel, that’s his reafon, 
And doth not love to eat his Bread at home. 

Gov. Well, good Fortune with him, if the man be gone. 
We hardly fhall find fuch a manas he, 
To fit our turns, his dealings were fo honeft. 
But now, Sir, for your Jewels that have, 
What do you fay ?. what, : will youtake my price ? 

Bag. O, Sir, you offer too much under foot. 

Gov. ’Tis but two hundred pound between us, man, . 
What’s that in payment of five thoufand pound ? 

Bag. Two hundred pound, birlady, Sir, ’tis great, 
Before I got fo much it made we {weat. 

Gov. Well, Mafter Bagot, I’le proffer you fairly, 
You fee this Merchant, Malter Baniffer, 
is going now to Prifon at your fute 
His fubftance all is gone,, what would you have ? 


| Yet in regard I knew the man of wealth, 
4 Never difhoneft dealing, but fuch mithaps 
| Hath faln.on him, may light on me or you : 


There is two hundred.pound between us, 


| We will divide the fame, P’le give you one, 


On that condition you will fet him free: 
His ftate is nothing, that you fee your felf, 
And where nought isjthe King mutt lofe his right. 
Bag. Sir, Sir, you {peak out of your love, 

*Tis foolith love, Sir, fure to pitty him; 
Therefore content your felf, this ismy mind, 
To do him good I will not bait a penny, 

Ban, Thisis my comfort, though thou.do’ft no good, 
A mighty ebbe follows a mighty flood. 

Mrs. Ban, O thou bafe wretch,whom we have foftered, 
Even as a Serpent for to poyfon us, 
If God did ever right a Womans wrong, 
Tothat fame God lL bend and bow my.heart, 
To let his heavy wrath fall on thy head, 
By whom my hopes and joyes are. butchered. 

Bag. Alas, fond woman, | prethee pray thy worft. 


| The Fox fares better ftill when he is curft, 


| What’s the beft news? how doall our Friend3? 


Sa 


Enter Mafter: Bowler a Merchant: 
Gov. Matter Bowfer ! you're welcom, Sir, from England, 


Bow. They are all well, and docommend them to you : 
There’s Letters from your Brother and your Son : 

So, fare you well, Sir, | muft take my leave, 

My hafte and butinefs doth require fo, | «. 
Gov. Before youdine, Sir? what,go you-out of town ? 
Bow. Vfaith uolefs.Ihear fome news in‘ Town, 

[mug aways there.ismo.remedys Oe sch 
Gov. Mages Bowfer, what is your bufinefs,. may I know 
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Bow. You-may, Sir;and fo fhall all the City. 

The King of late hath had his treafury robb’ds 

And of the choiceft Jewels that he had : 

The value of them was feyen thoufand-pounds, 

The fellow that did fteal thefe Jewelsis hanged, 

And did confefs that for three|hundred: pound, 

He foldthem toone Bagor dwelling in Londom: 

Now Bagot’s fled, and.as we hear, to .emwerp, 

And hither am I come to feek himout,: se ! 

And they that firft cantell.me of his news; 

Shall have a hundred pound for their reward. 

Ban. How juft is God to right the innocent ? 

Gov. Malter Bowfer, you come in happy time; 

Here is the villain Bagor that you feek, 

And all thofe Jewels have Lin my hands:: 

Officers, look.to him, hold him faft. ' 
Bagot. The Devil ought mea fhame,-and now he hatti 

paid it. 

Bow. Is this that Bagot ?. fellows, bear him hence, 

We will not now ftand for his reply ; 

Lade him with Irons, we will have him tri’d 

In England where his villanies are known. 

Bag.. Mifchief, confufion, light upon youall, 

O hang me, drown me, let me kill my-felf, 

Let go my armes, let merun quick to Hell. 

Bow, Away, bear him away, ftop the flaves mouth. 

[They carry him away. 
eMrs. Ban. Thy works»ate infinite, great God. of 
Heaven. . 

Gov. 1 heard this Bagot was a wealthy fellow. 

Bow. He was indeed, for when his goods were feized, 
Of Jewels, Coyn, and Plate within his Houfe, 
Was found the value of five thoufand:pound, 

His furniture fully worth half fo much, 

Which being all {train’d for the King, 

He Frankly gave it to.the Antwerp Merchants, 

And they again, out of their bounteous mind, 

Have to a Brother of their. Company, 

A man decay’d by Fortune of the Seas, 

Given Bagot’s wealth, to fet him up again, 

And keep it for him, his name is Bamfter. 

Gov. Matter Bowfer, with this happy news, 

You have revived two fromthe gates of Death, 

This is that Banifter, and this his Wife. 

Bow. Sir, 1am glad my Fortune is fo good, 

To bring fuch tidings as may comfort you, 

Ban, You have given life unto a man deem’d dead, 

For by thefe news my life is newly bred. 5 
Mrs. Ban, Thanks tomy God,next to my Soveraign 
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And laft toyou that thefe goad news-do bring. « 

Gov. The hundred pound I mutt receive, as'due. 
For finding Bagor, | freely give to you. 

Bow. And, Mafter Banifter, if fo you pleale, 
le bear you Company, when you crofs the Seas. 

Ban. If it pleate you, Sir, my Company is but mean, «: 
Stands with your liking, I'le wait onyous 

Gov. Lam glad that all thingsdo accord fo well : 
Come, Matter BowJer, let usto dinner : 


And, Miltrefs Bam/ter, be merry, Woman, . 
Vvv 2 Comes) 


SS Sa a eer non ar-aneeaeeeee 5 —— 


ine einer enieamantciniinceeiania sea tN ie 


Come, after forrow now let?s cheer your Spirit, 
Knaves have their de, and: you bat what you merit. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 


Exter Cromwell and Hodge in their Shirts, and 
without Hats. 


Hodge. Call ye this feeing of fathions? 
Marry would | had ftaid at Pueney ttill, 

O, Mafter Thomas, we are fpoiled, we are gone. 

Crom. Content thee, man, this is but Fortune. 

Hodge. Fortune,a plague of this Fortune, it makes me go 
wet-fhod, the, Rogues would not leave me a fhoobe tomy 
feet: for my Hofe, they fcorned them with their heels: 
but for my Doublet and Hat, O Lord, they enrbraced me, 
and unlaced mte;and took away my cloaths, and fo dil- 
graced me. % 

‘Crom, Well; Hodge, what-remedy? - 
What fhifc.fnall: we make now? - 

Hodge. Nay Pkaow not, for begging Fam naught, for 
ftealing worfe:: by mytroth | muiteven fall to my old 
trade, to the Hammer and the Horfe-heels again: but now 
the worft is, I am notacquainted with the humour of the 
Horfes in this country , whether they are-not coltifh,given 
much to kicking, “or no, for when I have one Leg in my 
hand, if he fhould'up and lay tother on mechops, I were 
gone, there lay I, there lay Hodge, 

Crom. Hodze, \ believe thou muft work for us both. 

Hod. O, Matter’ Thomas, have not I told you of this? 
have not | many a time and often faid, Tom, or Mafter 
Thomas, learn to make a Horfe-fhooe, it will be your own 
another day: this wasnot regarded. Hark you, Thomas, 
what doyou call the fellows that rob’d us? 

(vom, The Bandetti. 

Hod. The Bandétti, do you call then ? I know not what 
they are called here, but | am fure we call them plain 
Thieves in England: O; Tom, ‘that we were now at Pur- 
ney, at the Ale there, 

Crom. Content thee, man, here fet up thefé two Bills, 
And let us keep our ftanding on the Bridge; 
Thefafhionof this Country isfuch, 

[fany ftranger be opprefled with want, 
To write the manner of his mifery, 
And fuch as are difpos’d to fuccour him, 
Wildo it, what, haft thoufet them up? 
Hed. | they’reup, God fend fome to read them, 
And not only toread them, butalfoto look onus: 
And not altogether Jook on us, 
But torelieve us, O cold, cold, cold. 
[One ftands at one end, and one at totber. 


Enter Friskiball the Merchant, and 
reads the Bills, 


Frif, What’s -héere?. two Englifhmen rob’d by the 
Bandetti, 

One of them feems to be a Gentleman : 
Tis pitty that his Fortune was fo hard, 
To fall into the defperate hands of thieves. 
le queftion him, of what eftare heis ; 
God fave you, Sir, are you an Englifhman ? 

(vom. Yam, Sir, a diftrefled Englifhman. 
Frif. And what are you, my Friend. 
Hodge. Who I, Sir, by my troth{ do not know my felf, 
what | am now, but, Sir, | was a Smith, Sir, a poor 
Farrier of Putney, that’s my Matter, Sir, yonder, 1 was 
robbed for his fake, Sir, 

Frif. | fee you have been met by the Bandetti, 
And therefore need not ask how you came thus : 
But Friskiball, why do’ft thou queftion them 
Of their cftate, and not relieve their need ? 
Sir, the coyn [have about me is not much : 
There’s fixteen Duckets for tocloath your felves, 
There’s {ixteen. more to buy yourdiet with, 
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And there’s fixteen to pay for your Horfe-hire : 
Fis-all the wealti,you-fee,my purfe poflefles ; 
But if you pleafe for to enquire me out, 

You fhall not want for ought that I can do, 

My nameis Friskiball, a Florence Merchant : 

A man that always loved-your Nation. 

Crom. This unexpected favour at your hands, 
WhichGod dotlt know, ‘if ever I-fhalt requite it, 
Neceflity makes me to take your bounty, 

And for your gold caryield you nought but thanks, 
Your Charity hath help’d me from defpair ; 
Your name thal! fttll be in my hearty Prayer. 

Frif. It is not worth fuch thanks, come to my houfe, 
Your want fhall better be reliev’d than thus. : 

Crom, I pray excufe me, this fhall welt fuffice, 

To bear my charges to Bononia, © 
Whereas a noble Earl is much diftreffed 
An Englifhman, Ruffel the Earl of Bedford 
Is by the French King fold unto his Death, 
It may fall out, that | may do him good: 
To fave his life, Pie hazard my heart Blood: 
Therefore, kind Sir, thanks for your liberal gift, 
I muft be gone to aid him, there’s no fhift. 
Frif. Vle be no hinderer to fo good'anad@, 
Heaven profper you, in that you go about: -- - 
If Fortune bring you this way back again, 
Pray let me fee you: fo I take my leave, 
All good a mancan wifh, }dobequeath. [Exit Frifkib, 

Crom. All good that God-doth fend, light on your head, 
There’s few fuch men within our Climate bred. 

How fay you now, Hodge, is not this good Fortune? ~ 

Hodg. How fay you, Pil tell you what,Mafter Thomas, ° 


-If all men be of this ‘Gentlemans mind, 


Let’s keep our {landings upon this Bridge, 

We fhall get more here; with begging in one day, 
Than I fhall with making Horfefhooes in‘a whole year. 
Crom. No, Hodge, we muft be gone unto Banona, 

There to relieve the noble Earl of Bedford : 
Where if I fall not in my policy, 
I fhall deceive their fubtle treachery. ope 
Hodge. Nay,V le follow you,God blefs us from the thieving 
Bandetti again. LExennt. 


Enter Bedford and his Hoft. 


Bed. Am I betray’d, was Bedford born to die, 

By fuch bafe flaves, in fach a place as this ? 

Have I efcap’d fo many times in France, 

So many Battels have'l over-pafled, 

And made the French ftir, when they heard my name : 

And am I now betraid unto my Death? 

Some of their hearts blood firft fall pay for it. 
Hoft, They do defire, my Lord, to fpeak with you. 
Bed. The traitors do defire to have my blood, 

But by my Birth, my Honour, and my Name ; 

By all my hopes, my Life fhall coft them dear. 

Open the door, I’le venture out upon them, 

And if Imuft die, then Ple die with Honour. 

Hoff. Alas, my Lord, that is a defperate courfe, 

They have begirt you, round about the Houfe : 

Their meaning is to take you Prifoner, 

And fo to fend your body unto France. 

Bed. Firlt fhall the Ocean be asdry as fand, 

Refore alive they fend me unto France : 

I’le have my body firft bared like a Sieve, 

And die as Heétor, ’gainft the e Afermydons, 

E’re France fhall boalt, Bedford’s their Prifoner, 

Treacherous France, that’gainft the Law of Arms, 

Hath here betraid thy Enemy to Death : 

But be aflured, my blood fhall be revenged 

Upon the beft lives that remain in France : 

Stand back, or elfe thou run’ft upon thy Death. 


Enter 


Enter Servant. 


Mef. Pardon, my Lord, I come to tell your honour, 

That they have hired a Neapolitan, 

Who by his Oratory, hath promifed them 

Without the fhedding of one drop of Blood, 

Into their hands, fafe to deliver you, 

And therefore cravesy none but himfelf may enter, 

And a poor fwain thatattendson him, = [Exit Servant. 
Bed. A Neopolitan? bid himcomein, — 

Were he as cunning in his Eloquence, 

As Cicero the famous man of Rome, 

His words would be as chaff againft the wind. 

Sweet tongu’d Ubjes, that made Ajax mad, 

Were he and his tongue in this fpeaker’s head, 

Alive he wins menot, then’tis no conquelt. 


Enter Cromwell hike a Neapolitan, and Hodge with him. 


Crom, Sit,are you the Mafter of the Houfe ? 
Aost. | am, Sir. 
Crom. By thisfame token you muft leave this place, 

And leave none but the Earl and I together, 

And this my Peafant here to tend onus. 

Hof. Seas all my heart, God grant you do fome 
good. ' 
[Exit Hoft. Cromwell (huts the door. 
Bed, Now, Sir, what’s your will with me ? 
Crom. Intends your Honour not to yield your felf? 
Bed. Ho good man goofe, not while my fword doth 
all ; 
Is this your eloquence for to perfwade me? 
Cram. My Lord, my eloquence is for to fave you ; 
I am not, as you judge, a Neopoltan, 
But Cromwell your fervant, and an Englifhman. 
Bed. How? Cromwell? not my Farrier’s Son? 
Crom. The fame, Sir, andam come to fuccour you. 
Hodge. Yes faith, fir, and I am Hodge, your. poor Smith; 

Many a time and oft have I fhooed your Dapper Gray. 
Bed. And what avails it me, that thou art here? 

Crom. \t may avail, if you'll berul’d by me ; 

My Lord, you know the men of eAantua, 

And thefe Bononians are at deadly ftrife, 

And they, my Lord, both love and honour you s 

Could you but get out of the «Mantua port, 

Then were you fafe, defpight of all their force. 

Bed. Tut, man,thou talk’ ft of things impoflible 5 

Do’ft thou not fee, that we are round befer, 

How then is’t poflible we fhould efcape ? 

Crom. By force we cannot, but by policie: 

Put on the apparel here that Hodge doth wear, 

And give him yours: the States they know you not, 

For as I think, they never faw your face, 

And ata watch-word muft I call them in, 

And will defire, that we two fafe may pais 

To «Vantua, where Ile fay my bufinefs lies 5 

How doth your honour like of this advice ? 

Bed. O,wondrous good : But wilt thou venture, Hodge. 
Hed, Will 1? OnobleLord, I doaccord, in any thing 
I can 5 ; 

And do agree, to fet thee free, do Fortune what fhe can, 
Bed. Come then, let’s change our apparel flraight, 
(vom. Go, Hodge, make hafte, left they chance to 

call 


Hod, I watrant you [le fit him witha Sute. 


LExeunt Earl and Hodge. | - 


Crom. Heavens grant this policy doth take fuccefs, 
And that the Earl may fafely fcape away. > 
And yet it grieves me for this fimple wretch, 
| For fear they fhould offer him violence , 
| But of two Evils ’tis beft to fhun the greateft, 
And better is it that he live in thrall, 
Than fuch a noble Earl as he fhould fall. 


= Se 


of the Lord Cromwell. 


bite about you? 


{trange thing of this vermin, they dare not meddle with 
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Their ftubborn hearts} it may be will relent ; ao 
Since he is gone, to whom their hate is bent. 
My Lord, have you difpatched ? 


Enter Bedford lke the Clown, aud Hodge sn his 
Cloak and his Hat. 


Bed. How doft thou likeus, Cromwell, is it well? 
Crow. O, my good Lord, excellent: Hodge, how do’ft 
feel thy felf ? 
Hodge. How do | feel my felf? why, asa Noble man 
fhould do, 
O how I feel Honour come creeping on, 
My. Nobility is wonderful melancholy : 
Is it not moft Gentleman like to be melancholy ? 
Crom, Yes, Hodge ; now go fit down in thy ftudy, 
And take ftate upon thee. 
Hodge. | warrant you, my Lord, let me alone to take 
fate upon me: but hark, my Lord, do you feel nothing 


Bed. No, truft me, Hodge. : 
Hod. 1, they know they want their old pafture; ’tis a 


Nobility. 
Crom, Go take thy place, Hodge, I will call them in, 


Hodge fits in the ftudy, and Cromwell calls in the States. 
All is done, enter and if you pleafe. 
Enter the States, and Officers with Halberts. 


Gov. What, have you won him ? will he yield himfelf? 

Crom. Ihave, an’t pleafe you, and the quiet Earl 
Doth yield himfelf to be difpofed by you. 

Gov. Give him the money that we promis’d him ; 
So let him go, whither he pleafe himfelf. 

Crom, My bufinefs, Sir, lies unto eMantua ; 

Pleafe you to give me fafe conduct thither. 

Gov. Go, and conduét him to the Mantua Port, 
And fee him fafe delivered prefently. 

[Exeunt Cromwell, and Bedford. 
Go draw the curtains, let us fee the Earl : 
O, he is writing, ftand apart a while. 

Hod. Fellow William, 1am not asI have been, I went 
from you a Smith, I write to youas aLord: lamat this 
prefent writing,among the PolonianCafiges. Ido commend 
my Lordfhip to Raphe and to Roger,toBridget and to Dority, 
and foto all the youth of Putney, 

Gov. Suréthefe are the names of Engh{h Noblemen, 
Some of his fpecial Friends, to whom he writes : 

But ftay, he doth addrefs himfelf to fing. 

{ Here he fings a Song. 
My Lord, Iam glad youare fo Frolick and fo blithe; 
Believe me, Noble Lord, if you knew all, 
You'd change your merry vein to fudden forrow, — 

Hodge. 1 change my merry vein? no,thou Bonoman, nox 
fama Lord, and therefore let me go5 
And do defie thee and thy Cafiges : 

Therefore ftand off, and come not near my Honour. 
Gov. My Lord, this jefting cannot ferve your turn. 
Hodge. Do’ ft think,thou black Bononian beat, 
That Ido flout, dogibe, or jeft: 
No, 00, thou Bear-pot, know that I, 
A Noble Earl, a Lord par-dy. 
Gov. What means this Trompet’sfound? 
LA Trumpet founds. Enter a Meflenger. 
Cit. One come from the States of eAantua, 
Gov. What, would you with us, fpeak, thou man of 
eMantua ? 
Meff. Menof Boxonia, this my meflage is, 
To let you know the Noble Earl of Bedford 
Is fafe within the Town of —AZantua, 
And wills you fend the peafant that you have, 
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Who hath deceived your expectation ; 
Or elfe the States.of Afantua have vowed, 
They will recal the truce thatthey haye made, 
And not a man fhall ftir from forth your Town, 
That fhall return uolefs you fend him back. 
Gov. Othis misfortune, how it mads my heart ? 
The Necpolttan hath beguiled us all, 
Hence with this Fool, what thall wedo with him, 
The Earl beg gone? a plague upon itall. linia: 
Hod. No V’le affure you, Iam no Eanl, but a Smith, Sir, 
One Abdge,aSmith at Putney, Sir 
One that hath gulled you, that hath bored you, Sir. 
Gov, Away with him,take hence the Fool you came for. 
Hed. 1, Sit, and Vle leave the greater Fool with you. 
cMef. Farewel, Bonouians. Come, Friend, along 
with me. 
Hod. My Friend, afore, my Lordfhip will follow a 
xit. 
Gov. Well, Aantua, fince by thee the Earl is loft, 
‘Within few dayes I hope to fee thee croft. [Ex. om, 


Enter Chorus. 


Cho. Thus far you fee how Cromwell’s fortune pafled. 
The Earl of Bedford being fafe in eMantua, 
Defires Cromwell’s company into France, 
To make requital for his courtefie : 
But Cromwell doth deny the Earl his fuit, 
And tells him that thofe parts he meant to fee, 
He had not yet fet footing on the Land, 
And fo dire@ly takes his way £0 Spain: 
The Earl to France. and fo they both do part. 
Now let your thoughts as fwift as is the wind, 
Skip fome few years,that Cromel fpent in travel: 
And now imagine bim tobe in England, 
Servant unto the Matter of the Rolls: 
Where in fhort time he there began to flourith, 
An hour fhail fhow you what few years did cherith: 
Léxit. 


The Mufick plays, they bring out the banquet. Enter Sir 
Chriftopher Hales, Gromwell, and two Servants, 


Hales, Come, Sirs, be careful of your Matters credit 5 
And as our bounty now exceeds the figure 
Of common entertainment,fodo you 
With looks as free as is your Matters Soul, 
Give formal welcom to the thronged tables, 
That fhall receive the Cardinals followers, 
And the attendants of the great Lord Chancellor: 
But all my care, C-omwell, depends on thee : 
Thou art a man differing from vulgar form, 
And by how much thy Spirit is vant *bove thefe, 
In rulesof Art, by fo much it fhines brighter bytravel, 
Whofe obfervance pleads his merit, 
Ina moft learned, yet unaffecting Spirit. 
Good Cromwell, caft an Eye of fair regard 
Bout all my Houfe, and what thisruder flefh, 
Through ignorance, or wine, do mifcreate, 
Salve thou with courtefie; if welcom want, 
Full bowles, and ample banquets will feem {cant. 
Crom. Sir, whatfoever lies in me. ; 
Affure you I will fhew my utmoft duty. (Exit Crom. 
Hales. About it then, the Lords will {traight be here : 
Cromwell, thou haft thofe parts would rather fute 
The fervice of the {tate than of my Houfe: . 
[look upon thee witha loving Eye, 
That one day will prefer thy deftiny. 


Enter Meffenger. 


Me. Sir, the Lords be at hand. 
Hales. They are welcom, bid 
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-| This I gather, that by their {paring Meat, 


And look you all thing be in perfect readinefs, 


The —Mufick playes. Enter Cardinal Wolfey, Sir 
Thomas Moore and Gardiner, 


Wol. O, Sir Chriftopher, you are too liberal : what, a 

banquet too? 

Hales. My Lords, if words could fhow the ample ‘wel- 
come, that my free heart affords_you, I could then become 
aprater: but I now mutt deal like a feaft Politician with 
your Lordfhips,defer your welcom till thebanquet end sthat | 
it may then falve our defeét of fare : 

Yet welcom now, and all that tend omyou. 

Wol. Thanks tothe kind Matter of the Rolls. 
Come and fit down, fit down, Sir Thomas « Fdvore = 
"Tis ftrange, how that weand the Spamard differ, 
Their dinner is our banquet, after ainner, 

And they are men of active difpofition ; 


Their bodies are more fitter for the Wars: 

And if that famine chance to pinch their maws, 

Being us’d to faft, it breeds lefs pain. 

HalFillmefome wine: Vile anfwer Cardinal Wolfey: ° 

My Lord, we Englifh-men are of more freer Souls, 

Than hunger-ftarv’d, and ill-complexion’d "Spaniards 5 

They that arerich in Spain, fpare belly food, 

To deck their. backs with dn /talian hood, 

And Silks of Civil: and the pooreft Snake, 

That feeds on Lemmons, Pilchers, and ne’re heated 

His pallet with fweet Fleth, will bear acafe 

More fat and gallant than his ftarved face : 

Pride, the Inquifition, and this belly-evil, ; 

Are in my judgement Spains three-headed Devil. 

Mo, Indeed it isa plague unto their Nation, 

Who ftagger after in blind imitation, 

Hal. My Lords, with welcom, I prefent your Lord- 
fhips a folemn health. es 
Mo. love health well,but when as healths do bring 

Pain to cee se and bodies oe : ; 

Then ceafe [ healths: nay not, Friend, 

For though the drops be fmall, 

Yet have they force, to force mento the wall. 
Wol. Sit Chriftopher, is that your man? ( guift ; 
Hal And like your Grace, he isa Scholar, and a Lin- 

One that hath travelled many parts of Chriftendom, my 

Lord. 

Wol. My Friend, come nearer, ‘have you beena travel- 
ler? 

Crom, My Lord, I have addedto my knowledge, the 
Low Countryes, 

France, Spain, Germany, and Italy : 

And though {mall gain of profit I did find, 

Yet did it pleafe my Eye, content my mind. 

Wol. What do you think of the feveral States ; 

And Princes Courtsas you have travelled ? 
Crom, My Lord, no Court with Exgland may compare, 

Neither for State, nor civil Government: 

Luft dwellsin France, in Italy, and Spain, _ 

From the poor peafant, to the Princes trai, 

In Germany, and Holland, Riot ferves, 

And he that moft can drink, moft he deferves : 

England | praife not : for lhere was born, 

But that fhe lawgheth the others unto fcorn. 

Wol. My Lord, there dwells within that Spirit, 

More than can be difcern’d by iets EyS 

Sit Chriftopber, will you part with your man ? : 

Hal. thaws fought fo proffer him to your Lordfhip, 

And now [fee he hath preferr’d himfelf ? 

Wel. What isthy name? ~ 
Crom. Cromwell, my Lord. oe 
Wol. Then, Cromwell, here we make thee Sollicitor fy) 
our caufes, and neareft next our felf: Gardiner, give 
you kind welcome to the man. A ; 
EGardiner embraces him. 
eMVooer. 


Moor, My Lord, you are a royal Winner, 

Hath got a man, befides your’bounteous Dinner, 
Well, Knight, pray we comeno more : 
If we come often, ‘thou maift that thy Door, 

Wal. ‘Sic Ghriftopher, had’it thou given meg 
Half thy Lands, thou couldeft not have pleat me 
So much as with \this man of thine, 

My infant thoughts-do fpell : 

Shortly his#ortune fhall be lifted higher, 
True induftry doth kindle Houours fire, 
And fo, kind Mafter of ‘the’Rolls, farewel. 

Hal. Cromwell, farewell. 

Crom, Cromwell takes his leave of you - 

That ne’re will leave to love, and honour you. [Exeune. 


€nter Chorus. 


[The Mafick, playes as they go out. 
Cho, Now Cromwells higheft eee do Sept” 
Wolfey that lov’d him, as he did his life: 
Committed all his treafare to his hands, 
Wolfey is dead, and Gardiner his man 
| Is now Created Bihop of Winchefter : 
| Pardon if we omit all Woifey’s Life, 
| Becaufe our Play depends on Cromwells Death, 
Now fit and fee his higheft ftate of all; 
| His height of rifing and his fudden fall: 
| Pardon the errors are already paft , 
j And live in hope the beft doth come at laft : 
My hope upon your favour doth depend, 
| And look te have your liking ere the end. CExit. 
Enter Gardiner Bifbop of Winchefter, the Dukes of Nor- 
folk, and of Suffolk, Sir Thomas Moor, Sir Chri- 
ftopher Hales, and Cromwell. 


Nor. Matter Gromwell, fince Cardinal Wolfey’s Death, 
His Majefty is given to underftand; 

There’s certain Bills and Writings in your hand, 
That much concern the ftate of England: 
My Lord of Winchefter, is it not fo ? 

Gar. MyLord of Norfotk,we two were whilome Fellows, 
And Matter (romwell, though our Mafters love , 
Did bind us, while his love was to the King, 

It is go boot now to deny thofe things, 

Which may be prejudicial to the State: 

And though that hath rais’d my fortune higher, 
Than any way I looked for, or deferv’d, 

Yet my life, no longer with me dwell, 

Than I prove true unto my Sovereign. 

Suff. What fay you, Matter Cromwell ? have you thofe 
Writings, 1, or no ? 

Crom. Here are the Writings, and ipon my Knees, 

I give them up unto the worthy Dukes, 

Ot Suffolk, and of Norfolk: he was my Mafter, 
And each vertuous part 

That lived in him, [tender’d with my heart, 
But what his head complotted ’gainft the State, 
My Countries love, commands me that to hate, 
His fudden Death, I grieve for, not his fall, 
Becaufe he fought to work my Countries thrall. 

Suff. Cromwell, the King fhall hear of this thy duty ; 

Whom | affure my felf, will well reward thee: 
My Lord, let’s go unto his Majefty, 
And fhow thofe Writings which he longs to fee. 
[Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 


Enter Bedford haftily. 


Bed. How now, whofe this, Cromwell ? 
By my Soul, welcome to England: 
Thou once did’ft fave my life, did’ft thou not, Cromwell ? 
Crom. If { did fo, ’tis greater glory 
For me that you remember it, 
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Than for my felf vainly to report it. 
Bed. Well, Cromwell, now is the time, 

I thall commend thee to my Sovereign : 

Cheer upthy felf, for I will raife thy State, 

A Ruffel yet was never found ingrate. CExir, 


Hal. O how uncertain is the wheel of State, 
Who lately greater than the Cardinal, 
For fear, and love: and now who lower lies? 
Gay honours are but Fortunes flatteries, 
And whom thisday, Pride and Promotion fwells, 
To Morrow Envy and Ambition quells, 
Moor, Who fees the Cob-web intangle the poor Fly, 
May boldly fay the wretche’s Death is nigh. 
Gar. 1 know his {tate, and proud arabition, 
Were too too violent to laft over-long, 
Hal, Who foars too near the Sun,with golden VVings, 
Melts them, to ruine his own fortune brings. 


Enter the Dake of Suffolk. 


Sf. Cromwell, kneel down in King Henry’s name, 
Arife,Sir Thomas Gronmwell, thus begins thy fame. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk. 


Norf. Cromwel!, The Majefty of England, 
For the good liking, he conceives of thee, 
Makes thee Mafter of the Jewel Houfe, ~ 
Chief Secretary to himfelf, and withal, 
Creates thee one of his Highnefs’s Privy Council. 


Enter the Earl of Bedford. 


Bed. VVhere is Sir Thomas (romwell? is he Knighted ? 
Suff. He is, my Lord. 
Bed. Then, to add Honour to his Name, 
The King creates him Lord Keeper of his Privy Seal, 
And Matter of the Rolls; 


| VVhich you, Sir Chriffopber, do now enjoy ; 


The King determines higher place for you. 

Crom, My Lords, thefe honours are too high for my 
defert. 

Moor. O content thee, man, who would not chufe it ? 


Yet thou art wife, in feeming to refufe it. 


Gard. Here’s Honours, Titlesand Promotions ; 
[ fear this climbing, will havea fudden fall, 
(orf. Then come, my Lords, let’s altogether bring 
This new-made Counfellor to Eng/and’s King. 
[Exeunt all but Gardiner. 
Gard. But Gardiner means his glory fhall be dim’d : 
Shall Cromwell live a greater man than I ? 
My Envy with his Honour now is bred, 
I hope to fhorten Cromwell by the Head. CExit, 
Enter Friskiball very pipr. 
® 


Frif. O Friskiball, what fhall become of thee ? 
VVhere fhalt thou go, or which way thalt thou turn ? 
Fortune that turns her too unconftant VVheel, 

Hath turn’d thy wealth and riches in the Sea, 
All parts abroad where-ever I have been, 
Grows weary of me, and denies me fuccour ; 
My Debtors they, that fhould relieve my want, 
Forfwear my money, fay they owe me none: 
They know my ftate too mean, to bear out Law; 
And here in London, where I oft have been, 
And have done good to many a wretched man, 
And now moft wretched here, defpis’d my felf; 
In vain it is more of their hearts to try; : 
Be patient therefore, lay thee down and die. 
[He lies down. 
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Look what was theirs, is in King Henry’s hands, 
His ee before Jay in the Abbey Lands, 
Gard. Indeed thefe things you have alledg’d, my L 
When, God doth know, the sa yet ahbsen, wri 
Will Curféthe time, the Abbies were pull’d dowa: 
I pray now where is Hofpitality ? 
Where now may poor diftrefled people go, 
For to relieve their need, or reft their bones, 
When weary travel doth opprefs their limbs ? 
And where religious men fhould take them in 
Shall now be kept back by a Maftive Dog: ; 
And thoufand thoufand—— _ 
Nor. O my Lord, no more: things paft red 
’Tis bootlefs to complain. : ' . pa 
Crom, What hall we to the Convocation-Houfe ? 
Nor. We'll follow you, my Lord, pray lead the way. 


Enter Goodman Secly, and bis Wife Joan. 


Seely. Come Joan, come, let’s fee what he’ll do for us 
now? J wis we have done for him, when many a time 
and often he might have gone a hungry to Bed. 

Wife. Alas man, now he is made aLord, he'll never 
look upon us 5 he’ lI fulfill the old Proverb, Set Beggars 4 
Horfe-back, and they'll rides a, well a day for my Cow; 
fach as he hath made us come behind-hand, we had never 

awn’d our Cow elfe to pay our Rent. : 

Seely. Well Foan, he’ll come this way: and by God’s 
Dickers ’ll tell him roundly of it, and if he were ten 
Lords: a fhall know that I had not my Cheefe and my 
Bacon for nothing. 

Wife, Do you remember Husband , how he would 
mouch upon my Cheefe-Cakes, he hath forgot this now, 
but now we’llremember him. 

Seely, I, we fhall have now three flaps with a Fox 
Tail: but Pfaith PH gibber a joint, but Pll tell him his 
own: {tay , who comes here? O, ftand up, here he 
comes, ftand up. . 


Enter Hodge very five, with a Tip-Faff , Cromwell, rhe 
Mace carried before him; Norfolk, and 
Suffolk, and Attendants. 


Enter old Cromwell, like a Farmer. 


Old Crom. How? one Cromwell 
Made Lord Keeper fince I left Putney, 
And dwelt in York{hire? Imever heard better news: 
PI fee that Cromwell, or it fhall go hard. 

(vom. My aged Father! ftate fet afide : 

Father, on my Knee I crave your blefling: 
One of my Servants go and have him in, 
At better leifure will we talk with him. 
Old Crom: Now if die, how happy were the day, 
To fee this comfort rains forth fhowers of joy. 
(Exit old Cromwell. 
Nor. This duty in him fhows a kind of grace. 
Crom. Go on before, for time draws on apace. 
LExeunt all but Friskiball. 

Frif, | wonder-what this Lord would have with me, 
His man fo ftrictly gave me charge to ftay : 

[never did offend him to my knowledge : 
Well, good or bad, 1 mean to bide it all, 
Worfe than] am, now never can befal, 


Hodge. Come, away with thefe Beggars here, 
Rife up, Sirrah , Come out, good people 5 
Run before there ho. 
[Friskiball rifeth, and ftands a far-off. 

Seely. 1, we are kicked away now, we come for our 
own; the time hath been, he would a looked more 
Friendly upon us: And you, Hodge, we know you well 
enough, though you are fo fine. 

Crom. Come hither, Sirrah : ftay, what men are thefe ? 
My honeft Hoft of Hownflow, and his Wifes 
I owe theé money, Father, dolnot? 

Seely. 1, by the body of me, doft thou; would thou 
wouldeft pay me, good four pound itis, I havea the Poft 
at home. 
~ Grom. Lknow tis true; Sirrah, give him ten Angels, 
And look your Wife and you do flay to Dinner : 

And while you live, I freely give to you, 
Four pound a Year, for the four pound I ought,you. 

Seely, Art not changed, art old Tom ftill ? 

Now God blefs thee, good Lord Tom : 
Home Youn, home; Vil dine with my Lord Tomto day, 
And thou fhalt come next Week. 
Fetch my Cow; home foaz, home. 
Wife. Now God blefs thee, my good Lord Tom; 
V’ll fetch my Cow prefently. 


Biter Banifter and his Wife. 


Bas, Come, Wife, I take it be almoft Dinner time, 
For Mr. Newton, and Mr. Crosby fent to me 
Laft Night, they would come Dine with me, : 
And take their Bond in: I pray thee hic thee home, 
And fee that all things be in readinefs. 
Mrs. Ban.They hall be welcom,Husband ll go before, 
But is not that man Mafter Frisksball ? 
[She runs and embraces him, 
Ban. O Heavens ! it is kind Mafter Friskiball : 
Say, Sir, what hap hath brought you to this pafs ? 
Frif. The fame that brought you to your mifery. 
Ban. Why would you not acquaint me with your ftate ? 
Is Banifter your poor Friend forgot ? : 
Whofe goods, whofe love, whofe life and all is yours. 
Frif. | thought your ufage would be as the reft, 
That had more kindnefs at my hands than you, 
Yet look’d afcance when as they faw me. poor. 
Mrs. Ban. \f Banifter would bear fo bafea heart, 
I never would look my Husband in the Face, 
But hate him as I would a Cockatrice. 
Ban. And well thou mighteft, fhould Banifter deal fo, 
Since that I faw you, Sir, my ftate ismended : 
And for the thoufand pound I owe to you, 
I have it ready for you, Sir, at home : 
And though I grieve your fortune Is fo bad : 
Yet that my hap’s to help you makes me glad : 
And now, Sir, will it pleafe you walk with me. 
Frif, Not yet Icannot, for the Lord Chancellor, 
Hath here commanded me to wait on him, 


"Enter Gardiner. 


Crom, Sirah, Be to yon ftranger, tell him I defire him 
ftay to Dinner: | muft fpeak with him, 

Gard. My Lord of Norfolk, fee you this fame Bubble ? 
es fame puff; but mark the end, my Lord, mark the 
end. 

N orf. 1 promife you,| like not fomething he hath done; 
But let that-pafs: the King doth love him well. 

Crom. Good Morrow to my Lord of Winchefter : 

I know you bear me hard, about the Abbey Lands. 

Gard. Have I not reafon, when Religion is wronged ? 

| You had ‘no colour for what you have done. 

(rom. Yes, the abolifhing of Antichrift, 

And of his Popifh order for our Realm : 
Iam no Enemy to Religion, 
But what is done, it is for England’s good : 


What did they ferve for, but to feed a fort | For what I know not, pray God it be for good. 
| Of lazy Abbots, and of full-fed Fryers ? Ban. Never make doubt of that, I'll warrant you, 
They neither plow, nor fow, and yet they reap He is as kind a noble Gentleman, 
The fat of all the Land, and fuck the poor : As ever did poflefs the place he hath. ‘ge 
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We'll go along and bear you Company : 

I know we fhall not want for welcome there ? 
Frif. Withal my heart: but what’s become of Bagot ? 
Ban, He is hanged for buying Jewels of the Kings. 
Frif. A juft reward for one fo impious, 

The time draws on, Sir, will you go along. 
Ban. Vil follow you, kind Matter Friskiball. 

[Exeunt omnes, 


Exter two Merchants. 


1. Now, Matter Crosby, I fee you have a care 
To keep your word, in payment of your money. 

2. By my Faith! have reafon upon a Bond, 
Three thoufand pounds istoo much to forfeit, 

Yet I doubt not, Matter Banifer. 

1, By my Faith your fumm is more than mine, 
And yet I am not much behind you too, 
Confidering that to day I paid at Court. 

2. Maile,. and well remembred : 

What’s the reafon the Lord Cromwell’s men 
Wear fuch long Skirts upon their Coats ? 
They reach down to their very Hams, 

1. I will refolve you, Sir, and thus it is 5 
The Bifhop of Winchefer, that loves not Cromwell, 
As great men are envied as well as lefs, 

A while a go there was a jar between them, 

And it was brought to. my Lord Cromwell’s Ear, 

That Bifhop Gardiner would fit on his Skirts, 

Upon which word he made his men long biue Coats, 
And in the Court wore one of them himfelf: 

And meeting with the Bifhop, quoth he, my Lord, 
Here’s Skirts enough now for your Grace to: fit on : 
Which vexed the Bifhop to the very heart ; 

This is the reafon why they wear long Coats. 

2. ’Tis always feen, and mark it for a rule, 

That one great man will envy ftill another : 
But ’tis a thing that nothing concerns me : 
What, fhall we now to Mafter Bami/ter’s ? 
1. I, come, we'll pay him royally for our Dinner, (Ex. 


Enter the Uther and the Shewer, the meat goes 
over the Stage. 


Ufber. Uncover there, Gentlemen. 


‘Enter Cromwell, Bedford, Suffolk, Old Cromwell, 
Friskiball, Goodman Seely, and Attendants, 


Crom, My noble Lords of Safotk, and Bedford, 
Your Honours welcome to poor Crormwell’s Houfe : 
Where is my Father ? nay, be covered,Father, 
Although that-duty to thefe noble mea doth challenge it, 
Yet I'll make bold with them. 
Your Head doth bear the Calender of care : 
What? Cromwell covered, and his Father bare? 
It mut not be. Now, Sir, ta you; 
Is not your name Friskiball # and a Florentine, 
Frif. My name was Friskibail, tilt cruel fate, 
Did rob me of my name, and of my ftate. — 
Crom, What Fortune brought you to this Countrey 
now ? 
Frif. All other parts hath left me fuccourlefs, 
Save only this, becaufe of Debts | have 
I hope to gain, for to relieve my want. ; 
Crom, Did you not once upon your Florence Bridge, 
Help a diftrefled man, robb’d by the Bauderti, 
His name was Cromwell ? 
Frif. | never made my brain 
A Calender of any good I did, 
| always lov’d this Nation with my heart. 
rom. 1 am that Cromwell that you there reliew’d, 
Sixteen Dickets you gave me for to cloath me, 
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| Mrs. Ban. Sit, my Brother is his Steward, if you pleafe, | Sixteen to bear my charges by the way, 


And fixteen more I had for my Horfe hire, 

There be thofe feveral fums juftly return’d : 

Yet it injuftice were, thatferving at my need; 
For torepay them without interett : ; 
Therefore receive of me thefe four feveral Bags; 
In cach of them there is four hundred Mark, 
And bring‘to me the names of all your Debtors, 
And if they will not fee you paid, I will. 

O God forbid, that I thould fee hint fall, 

That helpt.me in my greateft need of all, 

Here ftands my Father chat firft gave me life, 
Alas, what duty is'too much for him ? 

This man in time of need did fave my Life, 

And therefore cannot do too much for him: 

By this old man I oftentimes was fed, 

Elfe might I have gone fupperlefs to Bed. 


Such kindnefs have I had of thefe three men, 


That Cromwell no way can repay agen, 
Now in to Dinner, for we ftay too long, 
And to good ftomachs is no greater wrong. 


[Exeunt omnes, 
Enter Gardiner in his S tudy, and his mam 


Gard. Sitrah, where be thofe men! caus’d to {tay ? 
Ser. They do attend your pleafure, Sir, within, 
Gard, Bid them come hither, and {tay you without, 

For by thofe men the Fox of this fame Land, 

That makesa Goofe of better than himflf, 

Muft worried be unto his lateft home, 

Or Gardiner will failin his intent, 

As for the Dukes of Suffolk and of Norfolk, 

Whom I have fent for to:;come fpeak with me; 

Howfoever outwardly they fhadow it, 

Yet in their hearts I know they love him not; 

As for the Earl of Bedford, he is but one, 

And dares not gain-fay what we do fet down: 


Enter the two Witnefles? 


Now, my Friends, you know I fav’d your lives, “ 
When by the Law you had deferved Death ; 
And then you promifed me upon your Oaths, 
To venture both your lives to do me good. 
: Both Wit. We {wore no more than that we will per- 
orm. 

Gard. | take your words, and that which you mutt do, 
Is fervice for your God, and for your King ; 
To root a Rebel from this flourifhing Land, 
One that’s an Enemy-unto the Church: 
And therefore muft you take your folemn Oaths, 
That you heard Cromweil, the Lord Chancellor, 
Did wih a Dagger at King Heary’s Heart : 
Fear not to {wear it, for heard him fpeak it; 
Therefore we'll thield you from enfuing harms, 

2. We. If you will warrant us the deed is good, 
We’il undertake it. 

Gard. Kneel down, and I will here abfolve you both ; 
This Crucifix I lay upon your Heads, 
And {prinkle Holy-water on your brows : 
The deed is meritorious that you do, 
And by it fhall you purchafe Grace from Heaven. 

1, Now Sit we’ll undertake it, by our Souls. 

2. For Cromwell never loved none of our fort. 

Gard. 1 know he doth not, and for both of you, 
I will prefer you to fome place of worth ; ; 
Now get youin, untill call for you, * 
For prefently the Dukes mean to be here» Léxenat Wit. 
Cromwell, fit faft, thy time’s not long tercign 5 
The Abbies that were pall’d down by thy means, 
Is now a mean for me to pull thee down: 


| Thy pride alfo thy own head lights upon, 
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For thou art he hath chang’d Religion : 
But now no more, for here the Dukes are come. 


Enter Suffolk, Norfolk, ana the Earl of Bedford. 


Suff. Goodeven to my Lord Bifhop. 

‘Norf, How fares my Lord ? what, are you all alone ? 
Gard. No, not alone, my Lords, my mind is troubled : 

I know your honours mufe wherefore Ifent, 

And in fach hafte:. What came:you from the King? 
Norf. We did, and left none but Lord Cromwell with 

him. 

Gard, O what a dangerous time is this we live in? 

There’s Thomas Wolfey, he’s already gone, 

And Thomas Moor, he followed after him: 

Another Thomas yet there doth remain, 

That is far worfe than either of thofe twain; 

And if with fpeed, my Lords, we not purfue it, 

I fear the King and all the Land will rue it. 
Bed, Another Thomas? pray God it be not Cromwell. 
Gard. My Lord of Bedford, it is that Traytor Crom- 

well. 

Bed. Is Cromwell falfe? my heart will never think it. 
Suff. My -Lord.of Winchefter, what likelihood, 

Or proof have you of this his treachery. SF; 
Gard. My Lord, too much, callin the men within. 


Enter the Witnelles. 


Thefe men, my Lord, upon their Oaths affirm, 
That they did hear Lord Cromwell in his Garden, 
Withed a Dagger fticking at the Heart 
Of our King Hénry, what isthis but T reafon ? 
Bed. If it be fo,.my heart doth bleed with forrow. . 
Suff. How fay you, Friends ; what, did you hear thefe 
words? 
1. Wit. We did, an’t like your grace. 
Sah In what place was Lord Cromwell when he fpake 
them? 
2, Wit. In his Garden ; where we did attend a Suit, 
Which we had waited for two years and more. 
Suff. How long is’t fince you heard him fpeak thefe 
words ? 
2. Wit. Some half_a year fince. t3 
Bed. How chance that you conceal'd it all this time ? 
1. Wit. His Greatnefs made us fear, that was she 
caufe. 
Gard. 1,1, his Greatnefs, that’s the caufe indeed 5 
And tomake his Treafon here more manifeft, 
He calls his Servants to him round about, 
Tells them of Wolfey’s Life, and of his fall, 
Sayes that himfelf hath many Enemies, 
And gives to fome of them a Park, or Mannor, 
To others Leafes, Lands to other fome : 
What need he do this in his prime of life, 
Anif he were not fearful of his death ? 
Suff. My Lord, thefe likelihoods are very great. 
Bed, Pardon me, Lords, for I muft needs depart ; 
Their proofs are great, but greater is my heart. 


: LExit Bedford. 
Norf. My Friends, take heed 
Of that which you have faid ; 
Your Souls muft anfwer what your tongues report ; 
Therefore take teed, be wary what you do, 
2. Wit.. My Lord, we fpeak no more but truth. 
Norf. Letthem depart, my Lord of Winchester 5 
Let thefe men be clofe kept 
Until the day of tryal. 


[Exennt Witnefles. 
My Lords, if Cromwell have a publick Tryal, 
That which we do, is void, by his denial , 
You know the King will credit none but him. 
Norf. ’Tis true, he rules the King even as he pleafes. 
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Gard. They fhall, my Lord ; ho, take in thefe two men. | To Lambeth dol go, a woful man, 


_ Sufi ‘How fhall we do for to attach him then? 
Gard. Marry, my Lords, thus; 

By an Act he made himfelf, 

With an intent to intrapfome of our lives, 

And thisitis: If any Counfellor 

Be convicted of High Treafon, 

He fhall be executed without a publick Tryal. 

This Act, my Lords, he caus’d the King to make. 
Suff.. Adid indeed, and I remember it, 

And now itis like to fall upon himfelf. 
Norf. Let us not flack it, ’tis for Exglands good, 

We mutt be wary, elfe he'll go beyond us. 
Gar. Well bath your Grace faid, my Lord of Norfolk, 

Therefore, let us prefently to Lambeth, * r 

Thither comes Cromwell,; from the Court te night,') < 

Let usarreft him, fend him to the Tower, 35 

And in the Morning, cut off the TraytorsHead.... i 
Norf, Come then about it, Jet us guard the Town, 

This is the day that Cromwell mult go.down. 
Gar. Along my Lords, well, Cromwell is half dead, - 

He fhak’d my heart, but I will thave his Head. [Exeunt, | 


Enter Bedford fols. 


Bed. My Sovlis likea Water troubled, 
And Gardiner is the man that makes it fo 5 
O (romwell, 1 do fear thy end is near : 
Yet I'll prevent their malice if I can, 
And in good time, fee where the man doth come, 
Who little knows how near’s his day of doom. 


Enter Cromwell with his Trasn, Bedford makes as though he ! 
would fpeak to him : he goes on. . 


Crom. You’r well encountred, my good Lord of Bedford, 
Pray Pardon me, I am fent for to th’ King, 
And do not know the bufinefsyet my felf, 
So fare you well, for I muft needs be gone. | 

[Exit all the Train. 

Bed. You mult, well, what remedy ? 

I fear too foon you muft be gone indeed, 
The King hath bufinefs, but little do’ft thou know, 
Whofe bufie for thy life: thou think’ft not fo. 


Enter Cromwell and the Train again. . 


Crom. The fecond time well met my Lord of Bedford « 

Iam very forry that my hafte is fuch, 

Lord Marquefs ‘Dorfer being fick to Death, 

| muft receive of him the Privy. Seal 

At Lambeth, foon, my Lord, we'll talk our fill. 
[Exit the Train. 


Bed. How fmooth and eafie is the way to Death. 
Enter a Meflenger. 


Mef, My Lord, the Dukes of Norfolk and of Suffalk.s 
Accompanied with the Bifhop of Winchefrers 
Intreats you to come prefently to Lambeth, 
On earneft matters that concerns the State. 

Bed, To Lambeth, fo: go fetch me Pen and Ink, 
Land Lord (romwell there fhall talk enough : 
I, and our laft, I fear, and if he come. 

[He writes a Letter. 

Here, take this Letter, and bear it to Lord Cromwell, 
Bid him read it, fay it concerns him near, 


Away, be gone, make all the hafte you can, fees. 
Exit. 


Enter Cromwell and his Train. 


Crom. Isthe Barge ready? I will ftraight to Lambeth, 
And if this one dayes bufinefs, once were pat, iy 
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of the Lord Cromwell. 
I'd take my eafe to morrow after trouble, 
How now my Friend, would’ft thou {peak with me ? 
(The Meflenger brings the Letter, 
he puts it in bis pocket. 
Me. Sir, here?s a Letter from my Lord of Bedford, 
Crom. O good my Friend, commend me to thy Lord, 
Hold, take thofe Angels, drink them for thy pains. 
Mef. He doth defire your Grace to read it, 
Becaufe he fayes it doth concern you near. 
Crom, Bid him aflure bimfelf of that, farewel, 
To morrow, tell him, he ihall hear from me, 
Set on before there, and away to Lambeth, 
[Exeunt omnes. 
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Let me confer a little withymy men. | 
Gar. As you go by Water fo you fhall. 
Crom, | have fome bufinefs prefent to impart. 

Nor. Youmay not ftay,Lieutenant,take your charge. 
Crom, Well, well, my Lord, you fecond G ardiners text, 

Norfolk, farewel, thy turn will be the next, 

[Exit Cromwell andthe Lieutenant. 
Gar. His guilty confcience makes him rave, my Lord. 
Nor. 1, let him talk, his time is fhort enough. 
Gar. My Lord of Bedford, come, you weep for him, 

That would not fhed a tear for you. 

Bed. \t grieves me for to fec his fudden fall. 
Gar. Suchfuccefs with I unto Traitorsall, © [Exeunt. 


Enter Winchelter, Suffolk, Norfolk, Bedford, Serjeant Enter two Citizens. 
at Arms, the Herald, and Halberts. rst 
1. Why ? can this news be true? is’t poflible ? 
The great Lord Cromwellarvefted upon high Treafon, 
| hardly will believe it can be to, 
2. Itis too true, Sir, would it were otherwife, 
Condition | fpent half the wealth I have; 
I was at Lambeth, faw him there arreited, 
And afterward committed tothe Towers 
1, What was’t for Treafon that he was committed’? 
2. Kind Noble Gentleman: I mayruethetime; ~~ 
All that I have, I didenjoy by him, 
And if he die, then all my ftate is gone, 
1. It may be hoped that he fhall not die, 
Becaufe the King did favour him fo much. 
2. O Sir, you are deceived in thinking fo: 
The grace‘and: favour he had with the King, 
Hath caus’d him have fo many Enemies : 
He that in Court fecure will keep himfelf, 
Mutt not be gteat, for then he is envied at, 
The Shrub is fafe, when as the Cedar fhakes, 
For where the King doth love above compare, 
Of others they as much more envied are. 
1..’Tis pity that this noble man fhould fall, 
He did fo many charitable deeds. 
2. ’Tistrue, and yet you fee in each eftate, 
There’s none fo good, but fome one doth him hate, 
And they before would fmile him in the face, 
Will be the formoft to do him difgrace : 
What, will you go along unto the Court ? 
1, Icarenot if I do, and hearthe news, 
How men will judge what fhall become of him. 
2. Some men will {peak hardly, fome will {peak in pity, 
Go you to the Court. Ile go into the City, 
There | am fure to hear more news than you. 
1, Why then foon will we meet again, ' LExenme. 


Gar, Halberts ftand clofe unto the Water fide, 
Serjeant at Arms, be bold in your Office, 

Herald, deliver your Proclamation, 

Her. This is to give notice to all the Kings Subjects, 
The late Lord Gromwed, Lord Chancellor of England, 
Vicar general over the Realm, 

Him to hold and efteem as a Traitor, 
Againit the Crown and dignity of England. 
So God fave the King. 

Gar, Amen. 

Bed. Amen, and root thee from the Land, 
For whil’it chou liveft, truth cannot ftand. 

Nor. Make a lane there, the Traitor is at hand, 
Keep back Cromwell's men; 

Drown them if they come on. Serjeant, your Office ? 


Enter Cromwell, they make a lane with their 
Halberts. 


Crom, What means my Lord of Norfolk by thefe words? 
Sirs, come along. 
Gar. Kill them, if they come on. 
Ser. Lord Cromwell, in King Henries name, 
Ido arreft your honour of high Freafon. 
Crom. Serjeant, me of Treafon? 
ove. [Cromwell's men offer to draw. 
Suff. Kill them, iftheydrawaSword,). 
Crom, Hold, ¥ charge you, as you love me, draw not 
a Sword, 2 99% 
Who dares accufé Cromwell of Treafon now? 
-Gav. Thisis no place toreckon up your crime, 
Your Dove-like looks were view’d with Serpents Eyes. 
Crom, With ferpents Byes indeed, by thine they were, 
But, Gardiner, do thy worft, | fear thee not, 
My Faith compar’d with'thine, as-much fhall pafs, 
As doth the Diamond‘exéelFthe glals: 
Attach’d of Treafon,:noaccufers by; 
Indeed what tonigtie'dates fpeak fo'foul’a lie ? 
Nor. My Lord, my Lord, matters are too well known, 
And is it time the King had note thereof. 
Crom. The King; letme go to hita face to face, 
No better Trial I defirethan that, |‘ pe bah at 
Let him but fay, that Gromwell’s Faith was feign’d, in 
Then let my Honour, and my Name be ftain’d, 
If ever my heart againft the King wasfet; 
O let my Soul in judgement anfwer it: 
Then if my Faith’s confirmed with his reafon, o 
*Gaintt whom hath’ Cromwell then committed treafon? 
Suf. My Lord, yourmatter fhall‘be' tried, 
Mean time with patience content your felf. 
Crom. Perforce I awit with patience be content : 
O dear Friend Bedford; doft ttiow ftand fo near ? 
Cromwell rejoyceth, one Friend fheds a'tear : 
And whither is't? which way muft Cromwell now ? 
Gar: My Lord, you muft uncothe Tower : 
Lieutenant, take him to your charge. 
Cam. Well, where you pleafe, yet before I part, 


Enter Cromwell iz the Tower. 


(rom. Now, Cromwell, haft thou time to meditate, 
And thitk upon thy ftate; and of the time : 
Thy honours came unfought, I, and unlook’d'for, 
They fall as fudden, and unlook’d for too: 
What glory was in. England that! had not? 
Who in this Land commanded more than Cromwell ? 
Except the King, whogteater thanmy felf ? 
But now I fee what after ages fhall, 
The greatet men, more fudden is their fall, 
And nowI do remember, the Earl of Bedford 
Was very'defirous for to {peak tome: 
And afterward fent unto-me a Letter, 
The which 1 think I have ftill in my Pocket, 
Now may I read it, for I now have leifure, 
And this I take itis, [ Hevedds the Letter.) 


ey Lord, come not this night to Lambeth, 
For of you do, your [tate i overthrown. 

And much I doubt your lifes and if you cote : 
Then if youlove your felf, fray where you are. 


O God, 
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O God, had I but read this Letter, 

Then had | been free from the Lions Paw: 
Deferring this to read until to Morrow, 

| fpurn’d at joy, and did embrace my forrow. 


Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower and Officers. 


Now, Malter Lieutenant, when’s this day of Death ? 
Liew. Alas, my Lord, would! might never fee it : 
Here are the Dukes of Suffolkand of Norfolk,, 
Winchefter, Bedford, and Sit Richard Ratcliff, 
With others, but why they come I know not. 
Crem. No matter wherefore, Cromwell is prepar’d, 
For Gardiner has my life and ftate infnar’d : 
Bid them come in, or you fhall do them wrong, 
For here ftands he, whom fome think lives too long, 
Learning kills Learning, and, inftead of Ink _ 
To dip his Pen, Cromwel!’s heart blood doth drink. 


Enter all the Nobles. 


Norf. Good morrow, Cromwell, what, alone fo fad ? 
Crom. One good among you, none of you arebad : 

For my part, it belt fics me be alone, 

Sadnefs with me, not I with any one. 

What, is the King acquainted with my caufe ? 

Norf. We have, and he hath anfwered us, my Lord. 
Crom. How fhall I come to fpeak with him my felf. 
Gard, The King is fo advertifed of your guilt, 

He will by no means admit youto his prefence, 

Crom. No way admit me, am I fo foon forgot ? 

Did he but yefterday embrace my neck, 

And faid that Cromwell was even half himfelf, 

And are his Princely ears fomuch bewitched 

With fcandalous ignominy, and flanderous fpeeches, 

That now hedothdeny to look on me ? 

Well, my Lord of Winchefter,, no doubt but you 

Are much in favour with his Majefty, 

Will you bear a Letter from me to his Grace ? 

Gar, Pardon me, I’le bear no Traitors Letters. 
Crom. Ha, will you do this kindnefs then? 

Tell him by word of mouth what | fhall fay to you. 
Gard. That will L. 

(rom, But on your honour will you? 
Gard. 1, on my honour. 
Crom. Bear witnefs, Lords. 

Tell him, when he hath known you, 

And try’d your Faith but half fo much as mine, 

He’ll find you to be the falfefthearted man 

In England : Pray tell him this. 

Bed. Be patient, good my Lord, in thefe extremities. 
Crom. My kind and honoutable Lord of Bedford, 

I know your honour always lov’d me well, 

But, pardon me, this ftill fhall be my theam, 

Gardiner is the caufe makes (romwell fo extream : 

Sir Ralph Sadler, pray a word with you 5 

You were my man, and all chat you poflefs 

Came by my means, to requite all. this, 

Will you take this Letter here of me, 

And give it with your own hands te the King. 

Sad, \kifs your hand, and never will I reit, 

E’re to the King this be delivered. 
Crom, Why yet Cromwell hath one Friend in ftore. 
Gard. But all the hafte he makes fhall be but vain; 

Here’sa difcharge for your Prifoner, 

To fee him executed prefently : 

My Lord, you hear the tenor of yout life. 

Crom, { doembrace it, welcome my laft {date, 

And of this gliftering world I take laf leave ; 

And, Noble Lords, I take my leave of you: 

As willingly { go to meet with Death, 

As Gardiner did pronounce it with his breath ; 

From Treafon-is my heart as white as Snow, 

My Death only procured by my Fee : 


The Life and Death 


[Exit Sadler. 


| I pray commend me to my Soveraign King, 
And tell him in what fort his Cromwell dy’d, 
To lofe his Head before his caufe was try’d : 
But let his Grace, when he fhall hear my name, 
Say only this, Gardiner procur’d the fame. 


Enter young Cromwell. 


Lien. Here is your Son come to take his leave. 
Crom. Totake his leave ? 
Come hither, Harry-Cromwell ; 
Mark, Boy, the laft wordsthat I {peak to thee ; 
Flatter not Fortune, neither fawn upon her ; 
Gape not for ftate, yet lofe no fpark of honour ; 
Ambition, like the plague fee thou efchew it ; 
I die for Treafon, Boy, and never knew it ; 
Yet let thy Faith as {potlefs be as mine, 
And Cromwell’s virtues in thy face fhall fhine : 
Come, go along and fee me leave my breath, 
And I’le leave thee upon the floor of Death, 
Son. O Father, I fhall die to fee that weund, 
Your blood being fpilt. will make my heart to found, 
Crom, How, Boy, not look upon the Axe ? 
How fhall I do then to have my head ftrook off ? 
Come on, my Child, and fee the end of all, 
And after fay that Gardiner was my fall. 
Gard. My Lord, you {peak it of an envious heart, 
I have doneno more than Lawand Equity. . 
Bed. O, my good Lord of Winchefter, forbear 
It would better feemed you to been abient, 
Than with your words difturb a dying man. 
Crom, Whome, my Lord? no: he difturbs not me, 
My mind he ftirrs not, though his mighty fhock 
Hath brought moe Peers heads down to the block. 
Farewel, my Boy,all Cromwell can bequeath, 
My hearty blefling, fol take my leave. 
Hang. | am your death’s man,pray my Lord, forgive me. 
Crom. Even with my Soul,why man thou art my Dottor, 
And bring’ft me precious Phyfick for my Soul ; 
My Lord of Bedford, 1. defire of you, ' 
Before my Death a corporalembrace. 
[Bedford comes to bim, Cromwell embraces him. 
Farewel, great Lord, my love 1 do commend: 
My heart,to you, my Soul to Heaven I fend 5 
This is my joy, that e’re my body fleet, 
Your honour’d arms is my true winding. fheet 5 
Farewel, dear Bedford, my peace is made in Heaven ; 
Thus falls great Cromwell a poor ellin length, 
To rife tounmeafur’d height, wing’d with new ftrength. 
The lands of Worms, which dying men difcover. 
My Soul is fhrin’d with heaven’s celeftial cover. 
[éxenne Cromwell and the Officers, and others. 
Bed. Well, Farewel Cromwell, the trueft Friend 
That ever Bedford fhall poffefs again, 
Well, Lords, I fear when this manis Dead, 
You'll with in vain that Cromwell had a head. 


Enter one with Cromvwell’s Head. 


Off. Hereis the Head of the deceafed Cromwell. 
Bed. Pray thee go hence, and bear his head away, 


Unto his Body, inter them both in Clay. 


Enter Sir Ralph Sadler. 


Sad. How now my Lords, what is Lord Cromwell dead? 
Bed. Lord Gromwell’s body now doth want a head. 
Sad, O God, alittle fpeed had fav'd his life, 
Here is a kind Reprieve come from the King, 
To bring him ftraightunto his Majefty. 
Suff. 1,1, Sir Ralph, Reprieves come now too late. 
Gar. My confcience now tells me this deed was ill, 
Would Chrift that Cromwell were alive again. 
Nor. Come let usto the King, whom well I know, 


‘ll oxi his Death was fo. 
Will grieve for Cromwell, that ip Ds Sma anti 
hs E 
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Sir John Oldcattle, 


LHE GOOD 


LORD COBHAM. 


‘The AGors Names. 


Ing Henry the Fifth. 
Sir John Oldcaftle, Lord Cobham, 
Harpool Servant to the Lord Cobham. 
Lord Herbert, with Gough his man. 
Lord Powis, with Owen and Davy his men. 
The Mayor of Hereford , and Sheriff of Hereford- 
fhire, with Bayliffs and Servants. 
Two Fudges of Affize. 
The Bifbop of Rochefter, and Clun his Sumner. 
Sir John the Parfon of Wrotham, and Doll hisCon- 
The Duke of Suffolk. (cubine: 
The Earl of Huntington. 
The Earl of Cambridge. 
Lord Scroop, azd Lord Grey: 
Chartres the French Agent. 


fae = co 


PROLOGUE. 


HE doubtful Title (Gentlemen) prefixt 
Upon the Argument we have in hand, 

May breed [ufpence, and wrongfully difturb 
The peaceful quiet of your fetled thoughts : 
To ftop which feruple, let this brief fuffice ; 
It is 20 pamper’d Glutton we prefent, 
Nor aged Counfellor to youthful fin ; 
But one, whofe vertue {bone above the reff, 
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Sir Roger A€ton. 

Sir Richard Lee. 

Mafter Bourn , Mafter Beverley , and Murley the 
Brewer of Dunftable, Rebels. 

Mafter Butler Gentleman of the Privy Chamber. 

Lady Cobham and Lady Powis. 

Cromer Sheriff of Kent: 

Lord Warden of the Cinque Ports, 

Lieutenant of the Tower. 

The Mayor, Conftable, and Gaoler of S: Albans. 

A Kentifh Conftable and an Ale-man. 

Souldiers and old men begging. 

Dick and Tom, Servants to Murley. 

Ap Trifhman. 

An Hoft, Hoftler, a Carrier and Kate. 


oF 


A valiant) 


Be ce ar 


Your favours merit : Let fair truth be gracd, 
Since forg’d invention former time defacd. 


| - heriff. r Y Lords I charge yein his Highnefs name, 
to keep the Peace, you and your fol- 


lowers. 
Hier. Good Matter Sheriff, look unto your felf. 
Pow. Do fo, for we have other bufinefs. 
[Proffer to fight again. 

Sher. Will ye difturb the Judges, and the Alize ? 
Hear the King’s Proclamation, ye were belt. 

Pow, Hold then, let’s hear it. 

Her. But be brief, ye were beft. 

Bal. Oyes. 


Davy. Coffone,make fhorter O, or fhall mar your Yes. 


Bail, O yes. 
Owen. What, has her nothing to fay, but O yes? 
Bail, O yes. 
Davy. O nay, py cofs plut, down with her, down 
with her, A Powss, a Powss. 
Gough. A Herbert, a-Herbert, and down with Powis. 
[ Helter skelter again. 

Sher. Hold in the King’s name, hold. 
Owen. Down with a Kanaves name, down. 

[Jn this fight the Bailiff is knock?d down, and the 

: Sheriff and the other run away. 

Her. Powis, think thy welfh and thou do fmart. 
Pow. Herbert, \thihk my Sword came near thy heart. 
Her. Thy hearts beft bloud fhall pay the lofs of mine. 
Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert, 
Davy. A Powis, a Powu. 


es they are fighting, Enter the Mayor of Hereford, bis 
Officers and Townfmen with Clubs. 


May. My Lords, as you are Liegemen to the Crown, 

True Noblemen, and Subjects to the King, 
Attend his Highnefs Proclamation, 
Commanded by the Judges of Aflize, 

For keeping Peace at this Affembly. 

Her. Good Mater Mayor of Hereford, be brief. 

May, Serjeant, without the Ceremonies of O yes, 
Pronounce aloud the Proclamation. 

Ser. The Kings Juftices, perceiving what publick mif- 
chief may enfue this private quarrel: in his Majelties 
name, do ftraightly charge and command all perfons, of 
what degree foever, to depart this City of Hereford, ex- 
cept fuch as are bound to give attendance at this Affize, 
and that no man prefume to wear any Weapon, efpecially 
Welfh-Hooks, Forreft Bills. 

Owen, Haw? No pil! nor Wells hoog? ha? 

May. Peace, and hear the Proclamation. 

Ser, And that the Lord Powis d@*prefently difperfe 
and difcharge hisRetinne,and depart the City in theKings 
Peace, he and his Followers, on pain of Imprifonment. 

Davy. Haw? pud her Lord Powis in PPifon? A Powis 
3 a Coffoon, her will live and tye with her 

ord. 

Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert. 


In this fight the Lord Herbert is wounded, and falls tothe 
ground, the Mayor and his Company cry for Clubs : Powis 
runs away, Gough and Herberts Fattion are bufy about 
him. Enter the two Fudges, the Sheriff, and his Bashffs 
afore them, &c. 


1. Jud. Where’s the Lord Herbert ? Is he hurt or flain? 
Sher. He’s here, my Lord. 
2. Jud. How fares his Lordfhip, Friends ? 


Te Hiftory of Sir John Oldcaftle, 


A valiant Martyr, and a vertuous Peer, 
| In whofe true Faith and Loyalty expreft 

| Unto his Sovereign, and his Countries weal: 
| We ftrive to pay that tribute of our love 
{ 

} 

' 
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Gough. Mortally wounded, fpeechlefs, he cannot live. 
1, Jud, Convey him hence, let not his wounds take air 
And get him drefé with expedition. : 
CExit L, Herbert an 
Mafter Mayor of Hereford, Matter Sheriffo’ th’ tig 
Commit Lord Powis to fafe Cuftody, : 
To anfwer the difturbance of the Peace, 
Lord Herberts peril, and his high contempt 


| Of us, and you the Kings Commiflioners, 


See it be done with care and diligence. 

Sher. Pleafe it your Lordfhip, my Lord Powis is gone 
paft all recovery. 

2. ¥ud. Yet let fearch be made, 

To apprehend his Followers that are lefe. 

Sher. There are fome of them: Sirs, lay hold of | 
them. aces 

Owen, Of us? and why? what has her done | pray 
you? 

Sher. Difarm them, Bailiffs. 

May. Officers aflitt. 

gee Hear you, Lord Shudge, what reflon for 
this ? 

Owen. Coffoon, pe pufe for fighting for our Lord? 

1. Jud. Away with them. 

Davy. Harg you,my Lord. 

Owen. Gongh my Lord Herberts man’s a fhitten 
Kanave. 

Davy. Ice live and tye in good quarrel. 

Owen, Pray you do fhuttice, let awl be Prifon. 

Davy. Prifon, no, 

Lord Shudge, I wool give you Pale, good Surety. 

2. Fud. What Bail? what Sureties? 

Davy. Her Cozen ap Rice , ap Evan, ap Morice, ap 
eMorgan, ap Llnellyn, ap Madoc, ap Meredith, ap Griffin, 
ap Davy, ap Owen, ap Shiaken Shones. 

2. Fud. Two of the moft fufficientare enow. ~ 

Shere And’t pleafe your Lordfhip thefe are all but 
one. 
1. Fud. To Jayl with them, and the Lord Herberts men, 
We’ll talk with them, when the Affize isdone. [Exeuat. 
Riotous, audacious, and unruly Grooms, 

Mutt we be forced to come from the Bench, 
To quiet Brawls, which every Conftable 
In other civil places can fupprefs ? ‘ 

2. Fud. What was the quarrel that caus’d all this 
ftir ? 

Sher. About Religion as I heard, my Lord, 

Lord Powss’s detrated from the power of Rome, 
Affirming Wickliff’s Doéirine to be true, 

And Romes erroneous: hot reply was made 

By the Lord Herbert, they were Traytors all 
That would maintain it. Powis anfwered, 
They were astrue, as noble, and as wife 
Ashe, that would defend it with their lives, 
He nam’d for itiftance Sir Fobn Oldcaftle 

The Lord Cobham : Hlerbert replied again, 

He, thon, and all are Traytors that fo hold. 
The lye was given, the feveral Factions drawn, 
And fo enrag’d, that we could not appeafe it. 

1. 7ud, This cafe concerns the Kings Prerogative, 
And ’tis dangerous to the State and Common-wealth. 
Gentlemen, Juftices, Mafter Mayor, and Matter Sheriff, 
It doth behove us all, and each of us 
In general and particular, to have care 
For the fupprefling of all mutinies, 

And all Affemblies, except Souldiers mutters, 
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the good Lord Cobham. | 


For the Kings preparation into France, 

We hear of fecret Conventicles made, 

And there is doubt of fome Confpiracies, 

Which may break out into rebellious arms 

When the King’s gone, perchance before he go: 
Note as an inftance, this one perillous fray; 
What Factions might have grown on either part, 
To the deftruction of the King and Realm: 

Yet, in my Confcience, Sir fohn Oldcaftle’s 
Innocent of it, only his name was us’d. 

We therefore from his Highnefs give this charge : 
You Mafter Mayor, look to your Citizens, 

You Matter Sheriff, unto your Shire, and you 

As Juftices in every ones precinct 

There be no meetings. When the vulgar fort 
Sit on their Ale-Bench, with their Cups and Cans, 


.Matters of State be not their common talk, 


Nor pure Religion by their Lips prophan’d. 
Let us return unto the Bench again, 
And there examine further of this fray. 


Enter a Bailiff and 4 Serjeant. 


Sher, Sirs, have ye taken the Lord Powis yet ? 

Bail. No, nor heard of him. 

Ser. No, he’s gone far enough. 

2. Fudz. They that are lefe behind, fhall anfwer all. 
LExecunt, 


Enter Suffolk, Bifhop of Rochefter, A4affer Butler, 
Sir John the Parfon of Wrotham. 


Suf. Now, my Lord Bifhop, take free liberty 
To {peak your mind ; What is your fit to us? 
Bijh. My noble Lord, no more than what you know, 
And have been oftentimes invefted with : 
Grievous complaints have paft between the Lips 
Of envious perfons to upbraid the Clergy, 
Some carping at the livings which we have ; 
And others {purning at the Ceremonies 
That are of ancient cuftom in the Church. 
Amongft the which, Lord Cobbamisa chief: 
What inconvenience may proceed hereof, 
Both to the King, and to the Common-wealth, 
May eafily be difcern’d, when like a frenfy 
This innovation fhall poffefs their minds. 
Thefe upftarts will have followers to uphold 
Their damn’d opinion, more than Harry fhall, 
To undergo his quarrel ’gainft the French. 
Suf. What proof is there againft them to be had, 
That what you fay the Law may juftifie ? 
Bifh. They give themfelves the names of Proteftants, 
And meet in Fields and folitary Groves. 
Sir Fobn. Wasever heard (my Lord) the like till now ? 
That Thieves and Rebels, ’sbloud Hereticks, 
Plain Hereticks, Ill ftand to’t to their teeth, 
Should have to colour their vile practices, 
A Title of fuch worth, as Proteftant ? 


Enter one with a Letter. 


Suf. O but you muft not fwear, it ill becomes 
One of your Coat, to rap out bloudy Oaths. 

Bifh. Pardon him, good my Lord, it is his zeal, 
An honeft Country Prelate, who laments 
To fee fuch foul diforder in the Church. 

Sir Fobn. There’s one they call him Sir Fohn Oldcastle. 
He has not his name for nought: for like a Caftle 
Doth he encompafs them within his Walls, 

But till chat Caftle be fubverted quite, 
We ne’re fhall be at quiet in the Realm. 

Bifh. This is our Suit (my Lord) that he be tane 
And brought in queftion for his Herefie: 

Befide, two Letters brought me out of Wales, 
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Wherein my Lord Hertford writes to me, 
What tumult ‘and fedition was begun, 
About the Lord Cobham, at the Sizes there, 
For they had much ado to calm the rage, 
And that the valiant Herbert is there flain. 
Suf. A fire that muft be quencht. Well, fay no mote, 


| The King anon goes to the Council Chamber, 


There to debate of matters touching France, 
As he doth pafs by, 1’ll inform his Grace 
Concerning your Petition. Matter Butler, 
If] forget, do you remember me. 

. But. | will my Lord. 

Bifh, Not as aRecompence, 

But as a Token of our love to you. 
By me (my Lords) the Clergy doth prefent 

This Purfe, and init fulla thoufand Angels, 

Praying your Lordship to accept their gift. 

Suf. Ithank them, my Lord Bifhop, for their love; 
But will not take their money, if you pleafe 
To give it to this Gentleman, you may. 

Bifh, Sir, then we crave your furtherance herein. 

Bat. The beft can, my Lord of Rochefter. 

Bifh, Nay, pray take it, truft me you fhall. 

Sir Fohn, Were ye all three upon New: Market Heath, 
You fhould not need ftrain curt’fie who fhould ha’t, 
Sir Fohn would quickly rid ye of that care. 

Swf. The King is coming: Fear ye not, my Lord, 
The very firft thing | will break with him 
Shall be about your matter. 


LOfer him aPurfe. 


Enter King Harry avd Huntington i talk, 


Har, My Lord of Saffolk, 
Was it not faid the Clergy did refufe 
To lend us Money toward our Wars in France ? 

Suf. It was my Lord, but very wrongfully. 

Har, \ know it was: for Huntington here tells me 
They have been very bountiful of late. 

Suf. And ftillthey vow, my gracious Lord, to be fo, 
Hoping your Majefty will chink onthem 
As of your loving Subjects, and fupprefs 
All fach malicious errors as begin 
To fpot their calling, and difturb the Church. 

Har. God elfe forbid : why, Suffolk, * 

Is there any new rupture to difquiet them ? 
Suf. No new my Lord, the old is great enough, 
And fo increafing, as if not cut down, 
Will breed a fcandal to your Royal State, 
And fer your Kingdom quickly in an uproar. 
The Kentifh Knight, Lord €obham in defpight 
Of any Law, or fpiritual Difcipline, 
Maintains this upftart new Religion ftill, 
And divers great Affemblies by his means 
And private quarrels are commenc’d abroad, , 
As by thisLetter more at large,myLiege,is made apparent. 
Har. We do find it here, 
There was in Walesa certain fray of late 
Between two Noblemen. But what of this? 
Follows it ftraight Lord Cobham muft be he 
Did caufe the fame ? I dare be fworn (good Knight) 
He never dreamt of any fuch contention. 
Bifh. But in his name the quarrel did begin, 
About the opinion which he held, my Liege. 

Har, What if it did? was either he in place © 

To take part with them? or abett them in it ? 

If brabling fellows, whofe enkindled bloud 

Seeths in their fiery Veins, will needs go fight, 
Making their quarrels of fome words that paft 
Either of you, or you, amongft their Cups, 

Is the fault yours? or are they guilty of it ? 

Sf. With pardon of your Highnefs, my dread Lord, 
Such little fparks neglected, may in time 
Grow, to.a mighty flame. But that’s not all, 
He doth befide maintain a ftrange Religion, 
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| And will not be compell’d to come to Mafs, — : 
| Biflup. We dobefeech you therefore, gracious Prince, 
Without offence unto your Majclty, 
We may be bold to nfe Authority, 
Har. As how? 
Bifhop, To fummon him unto the Arches, 
| Where fuch offences have their punifhment, : 
Har. To anfwer perfonally, is that your meaning ? 
Bifbop. It is, my Lord. 
Har. How if he appeal? i 
Bifhop. My Lord, he cannot in fach a cafe as this. 
Suf. Not where Religion is the plea, my Lord. 
Hiar. 1 took it'always, that our felf ftood on’t 
As a fafficient refuge: unto whom 
Not any but might lawfully appeal. 
But we'll not ais now upon that pout. 
For Sir ¥ohn Oldcaftle whom you accufe, 
Let me intreat you to difpence a while 
With your high Title of preheminence. 
Report did never yet condemn him fo, 
But he hath always been reputed loyal: 
And in my knowledge | can fay thus much, 
That he is vertuous, wife, and honourable, 
if any way his Gonfcience be feduc’d 
To waver in his Faith, I’le fend for him, 
| And {chool bim privately : if that ferve not, 
| Then afterward you may proceed againft him. 
| Butler, be you the Meflenger for us, 
| And will him prefently repair to Court. [Exeunt. 
S.¥obn, How now my Lord ? why ftand you difcontent ? 
| jufooth (methinks) the King hath welldecreed.. 
| Bifhop. I, 1, Sir fobn, if he would keep his word : 
| But I perceive he favours him fo much 
| As this will be to {mall effect, | fear. 
S. Joba. Why then V’letell you what y’are beft to do: 
If you fufpect the King will be but cold 
in reprehending him, fend you.a Procefs too 
To ferve upon him, fo ye may be fure 
To make him anfwer’t, howfoever it fall, 
Bifbop. And wellremembred, I will have it fo, 
A Sumner fhall be fent about it ftraight. [Exit, 
S. Fohn, Yea,do fo. Inthe mean {pace this remains 
For kind Sir Fobn of Wrotham, boneft Jack, 
Methinks the purfe of Gold the Bifhop gave 
Made a good fhew, it had a tempting look : 
Befhrew me, but my fingers.ends do itch 
To be upon thofe goldenruddocks, Well ’tis thus , 
1 am not asthe world doth take me for : 
If ever Wolf were cloathed in fheeps coat, 
Then Iam hes old huddle and twang ’ifaith : 
A Prieft in fhew, but (in plainterms ) a Thief: 
Yet let me tell you too, an honeft Thief; 
One that will take it where it may be fpar’d, 
And {pend it freely in good fellowhip. 
I have as many fhapes as Protem bad, 
That ftill when any villany is done, 
There may none fufpect it was Sir Fobz. 
Befides, to comfort me (for what’s this life, 
Except the crabbed bitternefs thereof 
Be fweetned now and then with Letchery ? ) 
I have my Doll, my Concubine as *twere, 
To frolick with, a lufty bouncing girle, 
But whil’ft | loyter bere, the Gold may feape, 
And that muft not be fo:. It is mine own. 
Therefore P’le mect him on his way to Court,, 
And fhrive him of it, there will be the fport. 


LExst. 
Enter four poor People, fome Souldiers, fome Old men. 


- 1. God help, God help, there’s Law for punifhing, 
But there’s no Law for our neceflity : 
There be more ftocks to fet poor fouldiers in, 
| Than there be Honfes to relicve themat. — 
Oldman, 1, Houfe-keeping decays in every place, 


‘none fhall go abroad out of the Parish , and has fet down 
| an Order forfooth, what every. poor houfholder muft give 
for our relief: where there be fome felled ( Imay fay to} 


him for a licence or a.certificate froma Juftice. 


France, if } canbut crawl a fhip board, had rather be-flain 


[Infoorn. } 


Upon poor men. 


Now are you as fafe as the Emperour. 


Than all the Noblemen in Kent befide. 
Out you Rogues, you Knaves, work for your livings, 


Evenas S. Peter writ, {till worfe and worfe. ) 
2, Matter AZayor of Rochefter has given command, That |. 


you) had almoft as much need to beg.as we. 
1, Itis a hard world the while, Oe 
Old m. If 4 poor manask at dear for God’s fake,they ask 


2. Faith we have none, but what we bear upon our | 
bodies, our maim’d limbs, God help, us. mF 
4. And yet as lame as 1 am, Ple withthe King into} 


in France, than ftarve in England, . 

Oldm. Ha, were.1 but as lufty as 1 was.at Shrewsbury 
battle, I would not do asI do: but we are now come to 
the good Lord Cabham’s houfe, the beft man to the poor in 
all Kent. 
4. God blefs him, there be but few fuch. 


Enter Lord Cobham with Harpool. 


Cob. Thou peevith froward man, what, wouldft thou 
ba¥e f= 

Har. This pride, this pride, brings all to beggery,. 
[ ferv’d your Father, and your Grandfather, 
Shew me fuch two men now: No, no, 
Your backs, your backs ; the Devil and pride 
Has cut the fhe of all good Honfe-keeping, 
They were the beft Yeomens Matters that 
Ever were in England. 

Cob. Yea, except thou have a crew of filthy knayes 
And fturdy Rogues {till feeding at my Gate, 
There is no hofpitality with thee, 

Har. They may fit at the gate well enough,but the devil 
of any thing you give them, except they'll eat ftones, 

Cob. ’Tislong then of fuch hungry Knaves as you : 
Yea, Sir, here’s your retinue, your guefts be come, 
They know their hours, | warrant you, 

Old m. God blefs your honour, God fave the good Lord 
Cobham, and all his Houfe. 

Soul. Good your honour, beftow your bleffed almes 


Cob. Now, Sir, here be your alms Knights: 


Har. My alms Knights? Nay th’are yours : 
It is a fhame for you, and I’le ftand to’t, 
Your foolifh alms maintains more Vagabonds 


Alas poor men, they may beg their hearts out, 
There’s no more Charity among men 

Than amongft fo many Maftive Dogs. 

What make you here, you needy knaves ? 
Away, away, you Villains.” 

2. Soul. i befeech you, Sit, be good. : 

Cob. Nay,nay, they know thee well enough, I think that 
all the beggers in this Land are thy acquaintance: go be- 
{tow your alms, none will controll you, Sit. 

Har. What fhould I givethem? you are grown fo beg- 
garly,that you can fearce give @ bit of Bread at your door : 
you talk of your Religion fo long, that you have banifhed | 
Charity from you: a man may make a Flax-fhop in your 
Kitchin Chimnies, for anyfire there isftirring. 

Cob. If thou wilt give them nothing, fend them hence : 
Let them-not fland here ftarving in the cold. 

Har. Who, I drive them henee? If 1 drive poor men 
from the door , I’le be hang’d: 1 know not what I may 
come to my felf: God help ye poor knaves , ye fee the 
World. Well, you had a Mother : O God be with thee 
good Lady, thy Soul’sat reft: fhe gave more in fhirts and 
(mocks to poor Children, than you fpend in your Houfe, 


and yet you live a beggar tao. / 
: Cob. 
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the good Lord Cobhaih. 


Cob. Even the worft deed that ever my Mother did, 
was in relieving fuch a Foolas thou. 

Alar. 1, Tama Fool ftill: with all your Wit youll die 
a Beggar, go too, 

Cob, Go, you old Fool, give the poor people fone? 
thing: Go-in poor men into the inner Court, and take 
fuch Alms as there is to be had. 

Soul. God blefs your Honour. 

Har. Hang you Rogues, hang you, there’s nothing but 
mifery amongft you, you fear no Law, you. (Exit. 

Oldm, God blefs you good Matter Rafe, God fave 
your Life, you are good ta the poor ftill. 


Enter the Lord Powis difguifed. 


Cob. ‘What Fellow’s yonder comes along the Grove ? 
Few Paflengers there be that know this way : 
Me thinks he ftops as though he ftaid for me, 
And meant to fhrow’d himfelf among the Buhes, 
I know the Clergy hates me to the Death, 
And my Religion gets me many foes : 
And this may be fome defperate Rogue 
Suborn’d to work me mifchief: as it pleafeth God. 
If he come toward me, fure I’le ftay his coming, 
Be he but one man, whatfo’ere he be. [Lord Powis comes on. 
I have been well acquainted with that face. 
Yow, Well met, ny honourable Lord and Friend. 
Cob. You are welcome, Sir, what ere you be ; 
But of this fudden, Sir, Ido not know you. 
Pow. { am one that wifheth well unto your Honour, 
My name is Powss,an old Friend of yours. 
Cob. My honourable Lord, and worthy Friend, 
What makes your Lorfhip thus alone in Kent, 
And thus dilguifed in this ftrange attire ? 
Pow. My Lord, an unexpected accident 
Hath at this time enforc’d me to thefe parts, 
And thus it hapt. Not yet full five days fince, 
Now at the laft aflize at Hereford, 
It chanc’d that the Lord Herbert and my felf, 
‘Mongtt other things difcourfing atthe Table, 
To fail in fpeech about fome certain points 
Of Wickliff’s Doctrine *gainft the Papacie, 
And the Religion Catholick maintain’d 
Through the moft part of Europe at this day 
This wilful tefty Lord ftuck not to fay, 
That Wickiiff was a Knave, a fchifmatick, 
His Doctrine devilifh and Heretical : 
And whatfoever he was maintain’d the fame, 
Was Traitor both to God, and to his Country. 
Being moved at his peremptory fpeech 
1 told him,fome maintain’d thofe opinions, 
Men, and truer Subjects than Lord Herbert was: 
And he replying in comparifons,- — ; 
Your name was urg’d, my Lord, againft this challenge, 
To bea perfect favourer of the truth. 
And to be fhort, from words we fell to blows, 
! Our Servants, and our Tenants taking parts, 
Many on both fides hurt : and for an hour 
The broil by no means could be pacified, 
Until the Judges rifing from the bench, 
Were in their perfons forc’d tp-part the fray. 
Cob, VT hope no man was vicsently flain. 
Pow. Faithnone{truft, but the Lord Herberts felf, 
Who isintruth fo dangeroufly hurt, 
As it is doubted he can hardly f{cape. = 
Cob. Tam forry, my good Lord, ‘of thefe ill news. 
Pow, This is the caufe that drivesme into Kent, 
To fhroud my felf with you fo good a Friend, 
Until | hear how things do fpeed at home. 
Cob. Your Lordthip is moft welcome unto Cobbam : 
But | am very forry, my good Lord, — 
My name was brought in queftion in this matter, 
Confidering Lhave many Enemies, 
That threaten malice, and do lye in wait 


Te an 
To take the vantage of the fihalleft thin g. 
But you are welcome, and trepofe your Lordhhip, 

And keep your felf here fecret in my Houle, 
Until we hear how the Lord Herbert f peeds. 


Enter Harpool. 


Here comes my man: Sirrah, whatnews? _. 
_ Har. Yonder’s one Mr. Butler of the privie Chathber, 
is fent untoyou from the King. 

Pow. Pray God the Lord Herbert be not dead » and the |’ 
King hearing whither | am gone, hath fent tor me, 

Cob. Comfort your felf, my Lord, | warrant you. 

Har. Fellow, what ails thee? .. do’ft thou quake ? do’ft 


| thoufhake? do*ft thoutremble ? ha? 


Cob. Peace, you old fool ?‘Sirrah, convey this Gentleman 
in the back way, and bring the other into the walk. 

Har. Come; Sir, y’are welcome, if you love my Lord. 

Pow. Gramercy, gentle Friend. [Exeunt. 

Cob. | thought as much, that it would not be long before 
I heard of fomething from the King, about this matter, 


Enter Harpool with Adafter Butler: 


Har. Sir, yonder my Lord walks, you fee him ‘ 
Ple have your men into the feller the while. 

Cob. Welcome, good Matter Butler. 

But. Thanks, my good Lord: bis Majefty doth com- 
mend his love unto your Lordfhip, and wills you to repair 
unto the Court, 

Cob. God blefs his highnefs, and confound his Enemies, 
I hope his Majefty is well ? 

But. In good health, my Lord. 

Cob. God long continue it: me thinks you look as 
though you were not well, what ails ye, Sir? 

But, Faith I have had a foolith odde mifchance, that 
angers me: coming over Shooters bill, there came one to | 
me like a Sailor, and askt me money ; ‘and whilft 1 ftaid 
my Horfe to draw my purfe, he takes th” advantage of a 
little bank , and leaps behind me, whips my purfe away, 
and witha fudden jerk,I know not how, threw me at leaft 
three yards out of my Saddle; I never was fo rob’d inall 
my life. 

(+b. Tam very forry, Sir, for your mifchance; we will 
fend our warrant forth, ‘to ftay fuch fafpicious perfons as 
fhall be found, then Mr. Butler we’llattend you. 

But, Thumbly thank your Lordfhip, I will attend you, 


Enter the Sumner, 


Sum. \bave the Law to warrant what Ido, and though 
the Lord Cobham bea Nobleman, that difpenfes not with 
Law,l dare ferve a Procefs were he five Noble men,though 
we Sumners make fometimes a mad flip in a corner with 
a pretty wench, a Sumner muft not’ go always by feeing : 
aman may be content to hide his Eyes where he may feel 
his profit. Well, this is Lord Cobbam’s Houfe, if I can- 
not fpeak with him, I’le clap my Citation upon’s door, 
fo my Lord of Rochefter bad me ; but me thinks here 
comes one of his men. 

Har. Welcome good fellow, welcome, who would’ft | 
thou fpeak with ? 

Sum. With my Lord (obbam 1 would fpeak, if thou be | 
one of his men, : 
Har. Yes, 1am one of his men, but thou canft not fpeak 

with my Lord, 

Sum. May I fend to him then ? 

Har, Vle tell thee that, when | know thy errand, 

Sum. Twillnot tell my errand tothees 

Har. Then keep itto thy felf, and walk like a Knave 
as thou camelt, 

Sum, \ tell thee, my Lord keepsno knaves, Sirrah. 

Har. Then thou ferveft him not, 1 believe. What 
Lord is thy Mafter ? 


MEX 3 Sum, 
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mae 


Sum. My Lord.of Rochefiers ; 
Har. Ingoodtime: andwoat would’ft thou have with 


my Lord Cobbam ¢ 1105p 

Sum. | come by wentue ofa Procefs, to,¢cite him to ap- 
pear before my Lord in the Court at Rochefter. 

Har. afide. Well, God grant meypatience, I could cat 
this Counger. My Lord is not at home, therefore it were 
good Sumner, yOu catried your Procefs back... 

Sum. Why, if he, will not be fpoken withal,. then will 
I leaveit here, and fee that he take knowledge.of it. 

Har . "Zounds yourlave, do you fet up your bills here : 
go too, take it down agains Dott thou know what thou 
dott? Defitheu-know,on whomithou fervefta Procefs ? 

Sum. Yes marry dol, on Sic Fobn Oldcastle , Lord 
Cobham. : 

ogden. 1 anmigkd, thou knowelt bim yet: and Sirrah, 
do’{t not knew. Ghatthe Lord Cobham isa brave Lord, that 


keeps good, Beet and Beer in bis Houfe, and every day 
feeds.a hundred poor people,at’s Gate,and keeps a hundred 
tall fellows? 
Whats that to my Procels ? 
Marry this, Sir, is this procefs parchment ? 
Yes marpyiis.it, focq@ini! 
And this Seal wax ? 
|. Sum. \tis fo, iG] 
| Har. If this be; parchment, and this. wax, eat you this 
| parchment and this wax,or wilimake parchment of your 
| skin, and beet your brains into: wax. Sitrah, Samper, dif- 
| patch, devour, Sirsahs devours: su: 
| Sum, 1 am my Lord of Rochefter’s Sumner; 1came todo 
my. office, andithou faalt anfwetdt. i 

Har. Sirrah, no railing; but betake your felf. to your 


| 
| 


Sum 

Har. 
Sum. 
Har. 


teeth, thou fhalt eat no worfethanthou bring ’{t with thee, | P 


| chou bring’ it for my Lord, and wilt thou bring my Lord 
| worfe than thouwileeat thy-felf Pilov. » 
Sim Sirj 1 brought it not may Lordte ¢at. 
Har, OQ do you; Sir me now, vall’s one for that, Vle 
| make youeat it, for bringing it. o> « 
| Sam, 1 cannot eatats 4 
| , Har, Cag you not? *shlond ie beat you till you have 
ja; Stomach, yas x [Beats him. 
Sum, OQ hold,beld, good Mr.Servingman, I will eatit. 
Har. Be champitig, be chawing, Sir, or le chaw you, 
you Rogue, the purest of the Honey. 
Sum. Toughwax is the pureft Hony. 
Har, O Lord, Sinjoh, oh, 4 
Feed, feed, tis wholfome, Rogue, wholfome. 
Cannot you like an honeft Sumzer, walk with the Devil 
your Brother, to fetch in. your Bailiff’s rents; but you 
muft come to aNoble mans houfe withprocefs? Ifthy Seal 
were as broad as the Lead that covers Rocheffer Church, 
thou fhould’f eat it. 
Sum, O, | amalmoft choaked, 1 am almott choaked. 
Har. Who's within there ?. will you shame my Lord, is 
there no Beer inthe Houfe? Butler I fay. 


Enter Butler. 


Har, Give him Beer. 
here : tongh old fheepskinsy bare dry meat. 

Sum. O Sir, let me go no further, I’le eat my word. 

Har. Yea marry,Sir, | mean ye fhall eat more than your 
own word.for le make you cat all the words in the pracefs, 
Why you drab monger, cannot the fecrets of all the 
wenches in a Shire ferve your turn, but you muft come 
hither with a Citation with a pox? Ile cite you. 
A Cup of Sack for the Sumner. 

But. Here, Sir, here, 

Har. Here, flave, 1 drink to thee, 

Sam, I thank you, Sir. 


| But. Here, here.: ; ! 
| : [ He drinks, 


Har. Now if thou find’ft thy Stomach well, becaufe thou 
fhalt fee my Lord keeps meat in’s houfe, if thou wilt go in 


thou fhalt have a piece of Beef to thy break-faft. 


~The Hiflary of Sir, Jon Oldcattle, 


thank you, very well, Sir. 


to keep your Stomach warm. And Sumner, If.1 do-know 
youdifturba good wench within this Diocefs, if 1 donot 
make thee eather petticoat, if there were four yards of 
Kentifh cloth in’t, lam a villain. 


news with thee ? 
hueand cry for a fellow.with one Eye, thathasrob’d two 
Clothiers, and am to crave your hindrance to fearch all 
fufpected places; and.they fay there was a Woman.in the 
Company. 

there ? 

cept I had fome of his Servants for my warrant, . 

the Ale-houfe there. 

and Mr. Harpool,? y'are welcome with all my heart, what 
make you here fo early this morning ? | 
robbery done this morning, and we are to fearch for all ful- 
no body, but a good boneft Prieft, call’d Sir Fohn a Wrotham, | 
and a handfome Women that is his Neece, that he faies he 


has fome fuit in Lawfor, andas they goupand down to 
London, fometimes they lye at my Houfe, 


Sum. Nolam very well, good Mafter Servingman, | 


Har. Lanygiadon’t,. then be walking towards Rochefter 


Sum. God be w’ye, Mafter Servingman. Lexx. 
. Har, Facewel, Sumner. a | 


. Enter Conftable.. . < 


Con, Save you, Matter Harpool, 
Har. Welcome. Conftable, welcome.Conftable, what 


Con, And’t pleafe-you, Mattes, Aerpool, 1-amto make 


Har. Haft thou beenatthe Ale-honfe? haftthou fought 


Con. 1durk not fearch in my Lord Cobham’s liberty ,ex- 
Har. An honeftConftable , call forth him thatkeeps 


Con, Ho, who’s within there ? : 
Ale man. Who calls these ? Ob is’t you, Mr,Conftable, | 


Har. Sirrah, what ftrangers do youlodge? there isa 
ected perfons, ; ‘ 
‘Ale-man.Gods bores,lam forry for’t. l’faith,Sir,I,lodge 


Har. What, is fhe here in thy Houfe now? 

‘Ale-man. Sheis, Sif: 1 promife you, Sir, he is aquiet 
man, and becaufe he will not trouble too many rooms, he 
makes the woman lye every night at his beds fect. 

Har. Bring her forth, Conftable, bring her forth, let’s 
fee her, let’s fee her. 

, Ale-man, Dorothy , 
Conftable. 

Doll. Anon forfooth, q 

Har. Welcome, fweet Lafs, welcome. 

Doll. \thank you,good Sir, and Mafter Conftable alfo. 

Har. A plump girle by the Mafs, a plump girle: ha, 
Doll, ha, Wilt thou forfake the Prieft, and go with me, 
Doll? : 

(on. Al! well faid, Matter Harpool, you are a merry old 
man i’faith; you will never be old now by the mack, 2 | 
pretty wench indeed, ik ok 

Har. Ye old mad merry Conftable, art thou advis’d of 
that ? Ha, well faid Doll, fillfome Alc here. ee * 

Doll afide. Oh if L wilt this old Prieft would not ftick 
tome, by Fove I would ingle this old ferving-man. 

Har. Oh youold ae colt, Pfaith Pie ferk you : fill all | 
the pots in the Houfé ther 

Sm Oh! well tyid, Maftde Harpoolyou are heart of oak 
whenall’sdone. = ; 4 

Har. Ha Dall, thow haft a {weet pair of lips by the 
Mafs. 
pie Truly youare a molt fweet old man,as ever I faw ; 
by my trath, youhave a face able to make any Woman in 
love with yau. ; 

Har. Fill, fweet Dail, I'le drink to thee. 

Doll. Lpledge you, Sir, and thank you therefore, and I 
pray you let it come. 

Har. (lmbracing her] Doll, canfi thou love me ?amad 
merry Lals, would to God | had never feen thee. 


Doll. | warrant you; you will not out of my thoughts this 
. twelvemonth, 


you muft come down to Matter 


[She enters. 


4 
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! 


Ah thefe {weet gray locks, by my troth, they 


too. 
Har. No.licking for you, Conftable, hand off, hand 
itis ° 8 
Con, Berlady I love kifling as well as you, 
Doil, Oh you are an odd boy, you haye a wanton Eye of 


l}your own: ah you {weet fugar-lipt wanton, you will win 
as many Womens hearts as come.in your Company. 


Enter Prieft. 


Prieft, Doll, €ome. hither, 

Har, Prielt, the fhall not. 

Doll, Ple comeanon,{weet love, 

Priest. Hand off, old fornicator. 


Priest. Sitrah, do’{t thou not know that a good fellow 
parfon may have a chappel ofeafe,where his parifh Church 


i] is far off ? 


Har. You Whorfon fton’d Vicar. 

Prieft. You old ftale Ruffin, you Lion of Corfol. 

Har. ’Zounds, Vicar, I’le geld you, LF les upon him. 
Gon. Keep the Kings peace, 

Doll, Murder, murder, murder ! 

Ale-man. Hold,as you are men, hold; for Gods fake be 


| quiet : put up your weapons, youdraw net in my houte. 


Har. You Whorfon bawdy Prieft. 

Prieft. You old mutton-monger, 

Con. Hold, Sir John, hold. 

Doll. | pray thee, {weet heart,be. quiet, I was but fitting 
to drink a pot of Ale with him,even as kinda man as.ever 
I met with. 

Har. Thouart a Thief, I warrant thee. 

Prieft. Then I am but-as thou ,haft been in thy dayes, 
let’s not be afhamed of our Trade, the King-has been a 
Thief himfelf. 

Doll. Come,be quiet, haft thou fped ? 

Prieft. | have, wench, here be crowns i’ faith. 

Doll, Come, let’s be all Friends then. 

Con. Wellfaid Miftrifs Dorothy. 

Har. Thou art the maddeft Prieft that ever I met with. 
Prieftyy Give me thy hand, thouart as good a fellow : 
lama ger, a drinker, a bencher, a wencher,; 1 can-fay 
a Mafs, and kifsa Lafs: Faith, 1 have a Parfonage, and 
becaufe I would not be at too much charges, this wench 
ferveth me for a Sexton. 

Har, Weil faid, mad Prieft, we'll in and be Friends. 
Léxeunt. 


Enter Sir Roger Acton, «after Bourn, Majer 
Beverley, and William Murley ¢he 
Brewer of Dunitable, 


Alton. Now Matter «2/urley, 1 am well aflur’d 


"| You know our errant, and do like.the caufe , 


| Being a man affected as we are, 
eMur. Marry God dild ye dainty my dear: No Ma- 
fter, good Sir Roger e4iton, Matter ‘Bourn, and Matter 
Beverley, Gentlemen and Juftices of the Peace, no Matter, 


1, but plain Wiliam ¢Afurley the Brewer of Dunfi able, 
| your honeft neighbour and your Friend, if ye be men of 


my profeflion. 
Bev. Profelled Friends to Wickif , foes to Rome. 
«Mur. Hold by me, Lad, lean upon that ftaff, good 


Malter Beverley, allofa Houfe, fay your mind, fay your 


mind, 
‘Aiton. You know our faction now is grown fo great 
| Throughout the Realm, that it begins to fmoak 
| Into the Clergies Eyes, and the King’s ears ; 
High time itis that we were drawn to head, 


| Able.to 


{ 

| 

Our G land Officers appointec | 
aa : | 

' 

| 

| 

: 

| 


be if more or Icfs ypon occation,Lord have mercy upon us, 


Har. Vicar, Pe fit here in {pight of thee, is this ftufF far. 
\a Prieft tocarry up and down with him ? 
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trength our action with your purfe, 
<> 


You.afe 2d for a Colonel 
Overakegiment of fifteen. Bands: 
eur, Fue, paltry, paltry, in and opt, to and fro, 


what a World is this ! Sir Reger Aéton, lam but a Dunftable 
mapya-plain Brewer, ye know: will lufty caveliering Cap- 
tains (Gentlemen) come at’ my calling, go at my bidding ? 
Dainty my dear , they’ll do a Dog of wax, aHorfe of 
cheefe, aprick and.a pudding; no, no, ye muft appoint 
fome Lord or Knightatfeail, co that place, 

Bour. Why, Matter Azurley, youthall be a Knight : 
Were you not in election to be Sheriff? 
Have ye not palt ali @flices but that ? 
Have yenot wealth to makeyour Wife a Lady? 
I warrant you, my Lord, our General 
Beftows that honour on you, at firtt fighe. 

Mur. Marry God dild ye dainty my dear: 
But tellme, who fhall.be our-General, 
Where’s the Lord Cobham, Sir Fobn Old caftle, 
That noble alms-giver, Houle: keeper, virtuous, 
Religious Gentleman ? Cometo me there, boyes, 
Come to me there, 

Aton. Why,who,but he {hall be our General ? 

Mur, And thal he Kaight me, and: make me Colonel ? 

Ait, My word for that, Sir William A4urley Knight: 

Mur. Fellow Sit Reger Acton Knight, ail fellows i mean 
in Armes, how {trong are we? how many pariners? Our 
Enemies befide the King are mighty, be it more or lefs up- 
on occafion, reckon our force. 

Att, Thereare of us our Friends and followers, 
Three thoufand and three hundred at the leaft: 

Of Northern lads four thoufand, befide horfe, 
From Kent there comes with Sir Fohn Oldcaftle 
Seven thoufand : then from Lovzdox iflue out, 

Of Mafters, Servants, Strangers, Prentices, 
Forty odd thoufand into Fscker field, 

Where we appoint our fpecial Randevouz. 

Mar. Eve, paltry, paltry, in and out, toand fro, Lord 
have mercy upon.us, what a World is this! Where’s that 
Ficket field, Sir Roger ? 

Att. Behind $, Giles in the field, near Holborn, 
Mur. Newgate, wp Holborn, S, Giles in the field, and to 
Tybura, an old fay. For the day, for theday ? 

A, On Friday next, the fourteenth day of Fanuary. 

Mur. Tilly vally,troft me never if | have any liking of 
thac day. Fue, paltry, platry, Friday quoth a,difmal day, 
Childermas day this year was Friday. 

Bev, Nay Mafter Adurley, if you obferve fuch dayes, 
We make fome queftion of your conftancie, 

All dayes are alike to men refolv’d in right. i 

Mur. Say Amen,and fay no more,but fay and hold Ma-,| 
{ter Beverley: Friday next, and Ficker field, and William | 
eMurley and his merry men fhall be all one: I have half a 
{core jades that draw my Beer Carts, andevery jade thall 
bear a knave, and every knave fhall wear-a jack, and every 
jack fhall have a fcull, and every full fhall thew a fpear, 
and every {pear fhall kill a foe at Ficket field,at Picker field ; 
Fohn and Tom, Dick, and Hodge, Rafe and Robbin, William 
and George, and all my knaves fhall fight like men, at Fic- 
ket field, on Friday next. 

Bou. What faumm of money mean you to disburfe ? 

Mur, \tmay be modeftly, decently, and foberly, and 
handfomely I may bring five hundred pound. 

At. Five hundred, man? five thoufand’s not enough, 
A bundred thoufand will not pay our men 
Two month’s together, either come prepar’d 
Like a brave Knight, and martial Colonel, 

In glittering gold, and gallant Furniture, 
Bringing in Coin, a Cart-load at leaft, ; 
And all your followers mounted on good Horfe, 
Or never come difgraceful tous all. 
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Bev. Perchance you may be chofen Treafurer, 
Ten thoufand pound’s the leaft that you can bring. 
Mur, Paltry, paltry, in and out, toand fro: upon oc- 
cafion | have ten thoufand pound tofpend, and ten too. 
| And rather than the Bifhop fhail have his will of me for 
my Confcience,it fhall ail go.Flame and flax, flax and flame. 
It was got with Water and Malt, and it fhall flye with fire 
and Gun-powder. Sir Roger, a Cart-load of money till the 
Axletree crack 5 my felf and my men in Ficker field on 


Friday next: remember my Knight-hood and my place : 


there’s my hand !’le be there. 
Aét, See what ambition may perfwade men to, 
In hope of honour he will fpend himfelf. — 
Bour. (never thought a Brewer half fo rich. 
Bev. Was never bankrupt Brewer yet but one, 
Wich ufing toomuch Malt, too little Water. 
c4é. ‘Vhat’s no fault in Brewers now adayes': 
Come, away about cur bulinefs, 


LExir. 


CExeunt, 


Enter King Harry, Suffolk, Adafter Butler, Old- 
caltle kveeling to the King, 


King. ’Tis not enough, Lord Cobham, to fubmit, 

You mult forfake your grofs opinion ; 

The Bifhops find themfelves much injured, 

And though for fome good fervice you have done, ° 
We for our part are pleas’d to pardon you, 

Yet they will not fo foon be fatisfied, 

Cob. My gracions Lord, unto your Majefty, 
Next unto my God, I owe my life; 

; And what is mine, either by Natures gift, A 
Or Fortunes bounty, all is at your fervice. 
But for Obedience to the Pope of Rome, 
[ owe him none ; nor fhall his fhaveling Priefts ° 
Thatare in England, alter my belief. + 
If ont of holy Scripture they can prove 
That | am io anerror, I will yield, 
And gladly take inftruction at their hands : 
But otherwife, I do befeech your Grace, 
My Confcience may not be incroach’d upon. 

King. We would be loth to prefs our fubjects-bodies, 
Much lefs their Souls, the dear redeemed part ; 
Ofhim that is the Ruler of ns all : 

Yet let me Counfel you, that might command; 
Do not prefume to tempt them with ill words, 
Nor fuffer any meetings to be had 

Within your Houfe, but to the uttermoft 
Difperfe the flocks of this new gathering Sect. 

Cob, My Liege, if any breath that dares come forth, 
And fay, my life in any of thefe points 
Deferves th’ attainder of ignoble thoughts : 

Here ftand I, craving no remorfe at all, 
But even the utmoft rigour may be fhown. - 

King. Let it faffice we know your Loyalty, 
What have you there ? 

Cob. A Deed of Clemency, ; 
Your highnefs pardon for Lord Powis life 
Which I did beg, and you my Noble Lord, 
Of gracious favour did vouchfafe to grant. 

King. But yet it is not figned with our hand. 

Cob, Not yet, my Liege. 

King. The fa& you fay was done 
Not of pretenfed malice, but by chance. 

Cob. Upon mine Honour fo, no otherwile. LWrites. 

King. There is his pardon, bid him make amends, 
And cleanfe his Soul to God for his offence, 

What we remit, is but the bodies {courge. 
How now, Lord Bifhop? 


Enter Bifhop. 
Bifhop. Juftice, dread Soveraign , 


As thou art King, fo grant I may have Juttice. 
King. What means this exclamation ? Let us know. 
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Bifbop. Ab, my good Lord, the State’s abus’d, 
And our Decrees moft fhaméfuily prophan’d, 
King. How? Or by whom? 
Bifhop. Even by this Heretick, 
This Few, this Traitor to your Majefty. 
Cob. Prelate, thou lyelt, even in thy greafie maw, 
Or whofoever twit’s me with the name 
Of either Traitor, or of Heretick. 
King. Forbear | fay ; and Bifhop, fhewthe caufe ~~ 
From whence this late abufe hath been deriv’d. 
Bifkop. Thus,mighty King: by general confent 
A meflenger was fent to cite this Lord 
To make appearance inthe Confittory : 
And coming to his Houfe, a Ruffian flave, 
One of his daily followers, met the man, 
Who knowing him to be a Parator 
Affaults him firft, and after in contempt 
Of us, and our proceedings, makes him eat 
The written Procefs, parchment, Seal and all: 
Whereby this matter neither was brought forth, 
Nor we bat fcorn’d for our Authority. 
King, When was this done ? 
Bifhop. At fix a clock this Morning. 
Kg. And when came you to Court ? 
(ob. Laft Night, my Liege. 
King. By this it feems he is not guilty of it, 
And you have done him wrong t’ accufe him fo. 
Bifhop. But it was done, my Lord, by his appointment, 
Or elfe his man durft not have been fo bold. 
King. Or elfe you durft be bold to interrupt 
And fill eur ears with frivolous complaints. 
Is this the Duty you do bear to us ? 
Was’t not fufficient we did pafs our word 
To fend for him, but you mifdoubting it, 
Or which is worfe, intending to foreftal 
Our Regal power, muft likewife fummon him? 
This favours of Ambition, not of zeal, 
And rather proves you malice his eftate, 
Than any way that he. offends the Law. 
Go too, we likeit not.: and he your Officer 
Had his defert for being infolent, 


Enter Huntington. 


That was imployed fo much amifg herein. 

So Cobham when you pleafe, you may depart. 
Cob. 1 humbly bid farewel unto my Liege. 
King. Farewel; what’sthenews by Huntington ? 
Hun. Sit Roger Atton, andacrew (my Lord) 

Of bold feditious Rebels, are in Arms, 

Intending reformation of Religion. 

And with their Army they intend to pitch 

In Picker field, unlefg they be repuls’t. 

King. So near our prefence? Dare they be fo bold ? 
And will proud War and eager thirft of blood, 
Whom we had thought to entertain far off, 

Prefs forth upon us in our Native bounds ? 

Mutt we be fore’d to hanfel our fharp blades 

In England here, which we prepar’d for France ? 

Well, a Gods name be it. ‘What's their Number , fay. 

Or who’s the chief Commander of this Row? 

Hun, Their number isnot known, as yet my Lord, 
But ’tis reported, Sir Fohn Oldcaftle 
Is the chief man, on whom they dodepend. 

King. How? the Lord Cobham? . 

Hun, Yes, mygtaciousLord. 

Bifhep. 1 could have told your Majefty as much 
Before he went, but that I faw your Grace 
Was too much blinded by his flattery. 2 

Suff. Send poft, my Lord, to fetch him back again. 

But. Traitor unto his Country, bow he fmooth’d 
And feem’d as innocent as Truth it felf ? 

King. I cannot think it yet he would be falfe : 

But if he be, no matter, let him go, 


LExit. 
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_|To fee this Heretick die in a Rope, 


Bifh.. This falls out well, and at the laft 1 hope 
{ Exeunt. 


Enter Earl of Cambridge, Lord Scroop,. Gray, 
and Chartres the French Faétor. 


Scr. Once more, my Lord of Cambridge, make reherfal 


‘| How you do itand intituled to.the Crowa, 


The deeper fhall we, print it in our minds 
And every manthe better be refolv’d, 
When he perceives his quarrel to be jutt. 

Cam. Then thus, Lord Scroop, Sit Thomas Grey, 
And you, Menfienr de Chartres, Agent for the French. 
This Lionel, Duke of Clarence (as | faid) 

Third Son of Edward (England’s King ) the Third, 
Had {ifue, Philip his fole Daughter and Heir ; 
Which Philp afterward was given in Marriage 
To Edmund eMortimer the Earl of AZarch, 
And by. him had aSon call’d Roger —Aortimer 5 
Which Roger likewife had of his Defcent, 
Edmund, Roger, Annand Elianor, 
Two Daughters and twoSons, but of thofe, three 
Dy’d without ITue : Axx, that did furvive, 
| And now was left her Fathers only Heir, 

By fortune was to marry, being too 
| By my Grand-father of King Edwara’s Line: 

So of his Sir-name , Lam call’d you know, 

Richard Plantaginet, my Father was, 

Edward the Duke ef York, and Son and Heir 

To Edmund Langley, Edward the third’s firft Son. 

Ser, So that it feems your claim comes by your Wife, 

As lawful Heir to Roger ¢ Mortimer, 

The Son of Edmund, which did marry Philip 

Daughter and Heic to Lionel Duke of Clarence, 

Cam. True, for this Harry, and his Father both 

| Harry the firft,as plainly doth appear. 

Ace falfe Intruders, and ufurp the Crown. 

For when young Richard was at Pomfret flain, 

In him the Title of Prince Edward dy’d, 

That was the eldeft of King Edward's Sons: 

William of Hatfield, and their fecond brother, 

Death in his Nonage had before bereft : 

So that my Wife deriv’d from Leonel, 

Third Son unto King Edward, ought proceed 

And take poffeflion of the Diadem 

Before this Hurry, or his Father King, 


| Who fetch their Title but from Laacafter, 


Forth of chat Royal Line, And being thus 
What reafon is’t, but fhe fhould have her right ? 
Ser. Lam refalv’d, our enterprize is jult. 
Gray. Harry fhall die or elferefign’his Crown. — 
Char, Perform but that, and Charles the King of France 
| Shall aid you Lords, not only with his Men, 


| But fend-you Moncy to maintain your Wars: 


| Five hundred thoufayd Crowns he bad me proffer, 
| LF you can ftop but Aarzy’s. Voyage for France. 
| “Ser. We never had a fitter time than now, 


‘| The Realm ia fuch divifion as‘it is, 


(am. Befides you mult perfwade you, there is due 
Vengeance for Richard’s murther, which although 
It be deferr’d, yet will it fall at laft, 
Aad now as likely as another time. 
Sin hath had many years to ripen in, 
And now the Harvett cannot be far off, 
Wherein the weedsof Ufurpation 
Are to be cropt and caft into the fire : ; 
Ser, No more, Earl Cambridge, here I plight my Faith, 
| To fet up thee and thy renowned Wife. 
| Gray. Gray will perform.the fame as he is Knight. 
| “Chart. And to affift ye, as I faid before, 
| Chartres doth *gage the Honour of his King. — 
| Ser. We lack but now Lord Cobham’s fellow thip, 
| And then our Plot were abfolute indeed. 


the good Lord Cobham, 


-|We?ll mect both him-and them unto their woe. 


| Like a huge Bulwark counter-checks the wind : 


‘| But with his Body make a Royal Feaft. 
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Cam. Doubt not of him, my Lord his life’s purfu’d 
By th’ incens’d Clergy, andof late 
Brought in difpleafure-with the King, affures 
He may be quickly won unto our Faction. 

Who hath the Articles were drawn at large 
Of our whole purpofe 2 

Gray, That have I, my Lord. 

Cam. We fhould not now be far off from his Houfe, 
Our ferious Conference hath beguil’d the way : 
See where his Caftle ftands,. give me the writing, 
When we are come untethe {peech ofhim,. . 
Becauic we will not ftand to make recount 
Of that which hath been faid, here he fhalliread 
Our minds at-large, aad; what we crave. of him, 


Saath Cobham. 


Scr. A ready way: here comes the man himfelf 
Booted. and fpurr’d, it feems he hath been riding. 
Cam, Welk met, Lord Cobham, 
Cob, My Lord of Cambridge? 
Your Honour is molt welcome into Kent, 
And all the reft of this fair Company. 
[am new come from Lorden, gentle Lords : 
But will ye not take (owling for your Hoft, 
And fee what entertainment it affords ? 
Cam, We were intended to have been your Guefts: 
But now this lucky meeting fhail fuffice 
To end our bufinefs, and defer that kindnefs. 
Cob. Bufinefs my Lord ?. what bafinefs fhould 
Lett you to be merry ? we have no delicates ; 
Yet this I'll promife you, a piece of Venifon, 
A Cup of Wine, and fo forth, Huntets fare : 
And if you pleafe, we'll {trike the Stag our felves 
Shall fill our Difhes with his well-fed flefh. 
Ser. That isindeed the thing well defire. 
Cob, My Lords, and you fhall have your choice with me, 
Cam. Nay but the Stag which we defire toftrike, 
Lives not in Cowling: if. you will confent, 
And go with us, we'll bring you to a Forretft, 
Where runs a lufty Herd: among the which 
There isa Stag fuperiour to the reft ; 
A ftately Beaft, that when his Fellows ron 
He leads the Race, and beats the fullen Earth, 
As though he fcorn’d it with his trampling Hoofs, 
Aloft he bears his Head, and with his Breaft 


And.when he ftandeth ftill, he ftretcheth forth 

His proud ambitious Neck, as if he meant 

To wound the Firmament with forked Horns. 
Cob. Tis pitty fuch a goodly Beaft fhould die. 
Cam. Not fo, Sir John, for he is Tyrannous, 

And gores the othet Deer, and will not keep. 

Wicthin the limits are appointed him. 

Of late he’s broke intoa feveral, 

Which doth belong tome, and there he fpoils 

Both Corn and Pafture, two of his wild race 

Alike for ftealth, and covetous increaching, 

Already are remov’d; if he were dead, 

I fhould not, only be fecure from hurt, 


Ser. How fay you then, will you firft bunt with us® 
Cob. Faith, Lords, 1 like the paftime, where’s the. 
place ? = 
Cam. Perufe this writing, it will fhew you all, 
And what occafion we have for the fport. © - LHe reads. 
Cob. Call ye this Hunting, my Lords? Is this the Stag 
You fain would chafe, Harry.our dread King ? 
So we may make a Banquet for the Devil? 
And in the ftead of wholfome meat, prepare 
A Difh of Poifon to confound our felves, =, ; 
Cam. Why fo, Lord Cobham? See you not our claim? 
And how imperioufly he holds the Crown ? 
Scr. Befides, you know your felf is in difgrace, 
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Held asa recreant, and purfu’d to Death. 
This will defend you from your Enemies, 
And ftablifh your Religion-through the Land. 

Cob, Notorious Treafon! yet Iwill conceal [Afide. 

My fecret thoughts to found the depth of it, _ 

My Lord of Cambridge, 1 do fee your claim, 

And what good may redound unto the Land, 

By profecuting of this enterprize. 

But where are men? where’s power and furniture 
To order fuch anaction? we are weak, 

Harry, you know’s a mighty Potentate. 

Cam, Tut, we are ftrong enough ; you are belov’d, 
And many will be glad to follow you, ‘ 

We are the like, and fome will follow us : 

Nay, there is hope from France : here’san Amhaflador 
That promifeth both men and money too. 

The Commons likewife (as we hear) pretend 

A fudden tumult, we will join with them. 

Cob, Some likelyhood, | muft confefs to fpeed : 
But how fhall I believe this in plain truth ? 

You are (my Lords) fuch men as live in Court, 
And have been highly favoured of the King, 
Efpecially Lord Scroop, whom oftentimes 

He maketh choice for his Bed- fellow, 

And you, Lord Gray, are of his Privy-Council : 
Is not this a train laid to intrap my Life? 

Cam. Then perifh may my Soul: what, think you fo ? 

Scr. We’ll {wear to you. 

Gray Or take the Sacrament. 

Cob. Nay you are Noblemen, and I imagine, 

As you are honourable by Birth, and Bloud, 

So you will bein heart, in thought, in word. 

I crave no other teftimony but this:. 

That you would all fabfcribe, and fet your hands 

Unto this writing which you gave to me. 

Fae With all our hearts: Who hath any Pen and 
nk ? 

Ser. My pocket fhould have one; O, here it is. 

Cam, Give itme, Lord Scroop. There is my name? 

Scr. And there is my name. 

Gray. And mine. 

Cob. Sir, let me crave that you would likewife write 
your name with theirs, for confirmation of your Maftgs 
words the King of France. 

Char, That willl, noble Lord. 

Cob. So, now this action is well knit together, 

AndI am for you ; where’s our meeting, Lords ? 
Cam, Here, if you pleafe, the tenth of Fuly next. 
Cob. In Kent? agreed. Now let us in to Supper, 

I hope your honours will not away tonight. 

| Cam. Yes prefently, for | have far to ride, 

About foliciting of other Friends. 

Ser. And we would not be abfent from the Court, 
Left thereby grow fufpition in the King, 

Cob. Yet tafte a Cup of Wine before ye go. 

Cam, Not now, my Lord, we thank you: fo fare- 
wel, Exit. 

Cob. Farewell, my Noble Lords. My Noble Lords ? 
My noble Villains, bafe Confpirators, 

How can they look his Highnefs in the Face, 

Whom they fo clofely ftudy to betray ? 

But I'll not fleep until 1 make it known, 

| This Head fhall not be burthen’d with fach thoughts, 

Nor in this heart will I conceal a Deed 
Of Such impiety againft my King. 
Madam, how now ? 


Long may ye live, each joy unto the other. 
La. Pow. So great a kindnefs, as 1 know not how to 
reply, my fenfe is quite confounded. 
Cob. Let that alone: and Madam ftay me not, 
For I muft back unto the Court again, 
With all the fpeed I can: Harpool, my Horfe. 
nck £ So foon my Lord? what will you ride all 
night ? 
Cob. All night or day, it muft be fo fweet Wife; 
Urge me not why, or what my bufinefs is, 
But get youin: Lord Powis, bear with me. 
And Madam, think your welcome ne’re the worfe, 
My Houfe is at your ufe. Harpool, away. 
Har, Shall{attend your Lordhhip to the Court ? 
Cob. Yea Sir,your Gelding,mount you prefently.[ Exit, 
La. Cob. 1 prithee Harpoot look unto thy Lord, 
I do not like this fudden pofting back. 
Pow. Some earneft bufinefs is a-foot belike, 
What ere it be, pray God be his good guide. 
La. Pow, eAmen, that hath fo highly us befted. 
La.Cob. Come Madam and myLord,we’ll hope the beft, 
You fhall not into Wales till he return. 
Pow. Though great occafion be we fhould depart, yet, 
Madam, will we ftay to be refolv’d of this unlookt for 
doubrful accident. LEéxeunt. 


Emer Murley and his men, ‘prepared in fome filthy 
Order for War. 


eur. Come my hearts of flint, modeftly, decently, 
foberly, and handfomly ; no man afore his Leader: fol- 
low your Mafter, your Captain, your Knight that fhall 
be, for the honour of Meal-men, Millers, and Malt-men, 
Dunisthe Moufe: Dick,and Tom for the credit of Dus- 
ftable, ding down the Enemy toMorrow, Ye thall not 
come into the Field like Beggars. Where be Leonard and 
Lawrence my two Loaders ? Lord have mercy upon us, 
what a World isthis? I would give a couple of fhillings 
for a dozen of good Feathers for ye, and forty pence for as 
many Scarfs to fet you out withal. Froft and Snow, a 
man has no heart to fight till he be brave. 

Dick, Mafter, we are no Babes, our Town Foot-Balls 
can bear witnefs : this little *parrel we have fhall off, and 
we’ll fight naked before we run away. 

Tom. Nay , ’m of Lawrence mind for that, for he 
means to leave his life behind him, heand Leouard, your 
two Loaders are making their Wills becaufe they have 
Wives, now we Batchelors bid our Friends fcramble 
for our Goods if wedye: but Mafter, pray let me ride 
upon Cut. 

Mur. Meal and Salt, Wheat and Malt, Fire and Tow, 
Froft and Snow, why Tom thou fhalt. Let me fee, here 
are you, William and George are with my Cart, and Robin 
and Hedge holding my own two Horfes, proper men, 
handfome men, tall men, true men. — 

Dick, But Mafter, Mafter, me thinks you are mad 
to hazard your own Perfon, and a Cart-Load of Money 
too. i 

Tom. Yea, and Mafter there’s a worfe matter in’t; if 
it be as Iheard fay, we go fight againft all the learned 
Bithops, that fhould give us their blefling , and if they 
Curfe us, we thall fpeed ne’re the better. : 

Dick, Nay Birlady, fome fay the King takes their part, 
and Matter dare you fight againft the King ? 

Mur, Fie paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro upon 
occafion, if the King be fo unwife to come there, we'll 
fight with him too. : ; 

Tom, What if ye fhould kill the King ? 

Mur. Then we’ll make another. 

Dick, Is that all? do ye not fpeak Treafon ? 

Mur. \f we do, who dare trip us? We come to fight 
for our Confcience, and for honour : little know you what 
is in my Bofome, look here mad Knaves, @ pair of gilt 
Spurs, 


Enter Harpool, and the reft. 


La. Cob. Y’ are welcome home, my Lord : 

Why feem ye fo unquiet in your looks ? 

What hath befaln you that difturbs your mind ? 
La. Pow. Bad news | am afraid touching my Husband. 
Cob, Madam, not fo: there is your Husband’s pardon ; 
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Tom, A pair of Golden Spurs ? Why do you not put| therefore thou haft tryed me that thou haft: and I will 


them on your heels? Your bofome’s no place for Spurs. 
J I p 


e Mur. Be’t more or lefs upon occalion, Lord have 
mercy upon us, Tom thou’rt a fool, and thou fpeak’ft trea- 
fon to Knight-hood: Dare any wear gold, or filver fpurs, 
till he be a Knight? No, I fhall be Knighted to morrow, 

jand then they fhall on: Sirs, was it ever read in the 
|Church-book of Dunffable, that ever Malt-Man was made 


Knight ? 


Lom, No, but you are more: You are Meal-man, Malt- 


man, Miller, Corn-mafte;, and all. 


Dick. Yea, and half a Brewer too, and the Devil and 
all for wealth: You bring more money with you than all 


the reft, 


Mur. The more’s my honour, I fhall bea Knight to 
morrow. Let me "{pofemy men, Jom upon Cut, Dick 
upon Hob, Hodge upon Ball, Ralph upon Sorrel ,- and Ro- 


bia upon the Fore-horfe. 
Enter Acton, Bourn and Beverley. 


Tom. Stand, who comes there ? 

Ait. AllFriends, good fellow. 

Mur, Friends and Fellows indeed, Sir Roger. 

Ait, Why, thus you fhew your flf a Gentleman, 
To keep your day, and come fo well prepar’d, 
Your Cart ftands yonder guarded by your men, 
VVho tell me it is loaden well with Coin, 
VVhat Summ is there ? 


Adur. Ten thoufand pound, Sir Roger, and modeflly, 
decently, foberly, and handfomely, fee what [ have here 


again{t I be Knighted. 

Ait, Gilt Spurs ? ’Tis well. 

Mur. VVhere’s our Army, Sir ? 

Act. Difperft in fundry villages about ; 
Some here with us in High-gate, fome at Finchley, 
Totnam, Enfield, Edmunton, Newington, 
Iflington, Hogsdone, Pancredge, Kenzington, 
Some nearer, Thames, Ratcliff, Blackwall, and Bow: 
But our chief ftrength muft be the Londoners, 
VVhich, e’re the Sun to morrow fhine, 
VVill be near fifty thoufand in the field. 

Mur, Marry, God dild ye, dainty my dear, but upon 


occafion, Sir Roger Acton, doth not the King know of it, 


and gather his power againft us ? 

Att. No, he’s fecure at Eltham. 

Mur. VVhat do the Clergy ? 

Ad. Fear extreamly, yet prepare no force. 

Mur. Inand out, toand fro, bully my boykin, we 
fhall carry the world afore. us, I vow, ,by my worfhip, 
when I am Knighted, well take the King napping, if he 
ftand on their part. 

Ag, This night we few in High-gate will repofe, 

VVith the firft Cock we’ll rife aad arm our felves, 
To be in Ficket-field by break of day, 
And there expect our General. 
Mar. Sit Fohn Oldcaftle, what if he comes not ? 
Bourn, Yet our action ftands, 


+| Sir Roger e4éton may fupply his place. 


| Mur. True, Mr. Bourn, but who fhall make me Knight? 
Bever. He that hath power to be our General. 
Ad. Talk not of trifles, come letusaway, — 
| Our friends of London long ’tillit be day. ‘LE xeunt. 
Enter Prieft and Doll. 


Doll. By my troth, thou art as jealous a man as lives. 

Prief?. Cantt thoublame me, Dof, thouart my Lands, 
my Goods, my Jewels, my Wealth, my Purfe, none walks 
within forty miles of London, buta plies theeastruly, as 
the Parifh does the poor man’s Box, 

Doll, Lamas truetothee, asthe ftone.is in the wall, 
and thou know’ft well enough, I wasin as good doing, 


when I came to thee, as any Wench need to be: and 


the good Lord Collies 


lows part, deliver thy Purfe without more ado. 


ws eer ee 


not be kept as I ha bin, that. I will not. 

Prieft. Doll, if this blade hold, there’s not a Pedler 
walks with a pack, but thou fhalt as boldly choofe of his 
Wares, as with thy ready money in a Merchants Shop, 
we'll have as good filver as the King Coins any, 

Doll. What is all the Gold {pent you took the laft day 
from the Courtier ? 

_ Prief, * Tis gone Doll, *tis flown; merrily come, mer- 
rily gone; he comes a Horfeback that muft pay for all ; 
we'll have as good meat as money can get, and as good 
Gowns as can be bought for gold, be merry Wench, the 
Malt-man comes on Afonday. 

Doll. You might have left me at Cobham, until you had 
been better provided for. 

Pricft. No, {weet Doll, no, | like not that, yon old 
Ruffian is not for the Prieft: Ido not like a new Clerk 
fhould come in the old Belfrey. 

Doll. Thou art a mad Prieft i’faith, 

Priest. Come Doll, Vil fee thee fafe at fame Ale-houfe 
here at Cray, and the next Sheep that comes fhall leave 
behind his Fleece. Léxeunte. 


Enter the King, Suffolk, and Butler. 


K. in great haft. My Lord of Suffolk, poft away for life, 
And let our Forces of fuch Horfe and Foot, 
As can be gathered up by any means. 
Make fpeedy Randevouz in Tuttle. fields, 
It mult be done this Evening my Lord, 
This night the Rebels mean to draw to Head 
Near I/lington, which if your fpeed prevent not, 
If once they fhould unite their feveral Forces, 
Their power is almoit thought invincible, 
Away, my Lord, I will be with you foon, 
Suff. 1go, my Sovereign, with all happy fpeed. [éxit. 
King. Make haft, my Lord of Suffolk, as you love us. 
Butler, pott you to London with all {peed : 
Command the Mayor and Sheriffs on their Allegiance, 
The City Gates be prefently fhut up, 
And guarded with a ftrong fufficient Watch, 
And nota man be fuffered to pafs, 
Without a fpecial Warrant from our felf. 
Command the Poftern by the Tower be kept, 
And Proclamation on the pain of Death, 
That not a Citizen ftir from his Doors, 
Except fuch as the Mayor and Shériffs fhall choofe 
For their own Guard, and fafety of their perfons: 
Butler away, have care unto my charge. 
But. | go, my Sovereign. 
King, Butler. 
But. My Lord. 
King. Go down by Greenwitch, and command a Boat, 
At the Fryars- Bridge attend my coming down. 
But. 1 will, my Lord. (Exit Butler. 
King. It’s time I think to look unto Rebellion, 
When Aéton doth expect unto his aid, 
No lefs than fifty thoufand Londoners, 
Well, Pll to Weftminffer in this difguife, 
To hear what news is ftirring in thefe Brawls. 


Enter Prieft, 


Prieft. Stand true-man, fayes a Thief. : : 
King. Stand Thief fayes a true man ; how ifa Thief? 
Prieft. Stand Thief too, 

King. Then Thief or True-man, I muft ftand I fee, 
howfoever the VVorld wags,, the trade of thieving yet 
will never down. VVhat art thou? 

Prieft. A good Fellow, 

King. Sol am to, 1 fee thou doft know me. ; 

Prieft. If thou be a good Fellow, play the good Fel- 


King. \haveno money. Prief 
riejr. 
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Priefte \rnuft make you find fome before we part, if hear there is a Company of Rebels up againft the King, 
| vou have no money you fhall have ware, as many found | got together in Facker field near Holborn, and as it is 
blows as your skin can Carry. thought, herein Kent, the King will be there to night 
King. \s that the plain truch ? i’s own perfon: well, Pil to the Kings Camp, and it 
Prieft. Sirrah,no more ado, come, come, give me the | fhall go hard, if there be any doings but I’ll make fome 
money you have. Difpatch, | cannot ftand allday. | good boot among them. (Bash: 
King. Well, if thou wilt needs have it, there it is: juft 
che Proverb, one Thief robs another. Where the D:vi 
are all my old Thieves? Fal/taffe that Villain is fo fat, he 
cannot get on’s Horfe, but methinks Poivs and Peto fhould 
ye ftirring hereabouts. 
| Priest. How much is there on’t of thy word ? 
: King. A hundred pound in Angels, on my word. 
{ 


Enter King Henry, Suffolk, Huntington, and 
two with Lights, 


King. My Lords of Suffolk and of Huntington, 

Who {couts it now ? or who ftand Sentinels? 

What men of worth? what Lords do walk the round? 
Suf. May’t pleafe your Highnefs, 


The time has been I would have done as much 
King. Peace, no more of that, 


For thee, if thouhadft paft this way, as I have now. 
Priefi. Sitrah, what art thou? thou feem’ft a Gen- | The King’safleep, wake not his Majefty, 
tleman ? With terms nor Titles; he’s at reft in Bed, 
King. 1am no lefs, yet a poor one now, for thou haft | Kings do not ufe to watch themfelves, tliey fleep, 
And let Rebellion and Confpiracy 
Revel and havock in the Commonwealth. 
is London |ook’d unto ? 
Hun. itis, my Lord: } 
Your noble Uncle Excter is there. 
Your Brother Glocefter, and my Lord of Warwick 


all my money. 
Prieft. From whence cam’ft thou ? 
King, From the Court at Eltham. 
Prieft. Act thou one of che King’s Servants ? 
King. Yes that | am, and one of his Chamber. 
Prieft. Yam glad th’art no worfe: thou may’ft the bet- ‘othe 
ter {pare thy money, and think thou might’ft get a poor | Who with the Mayor and the Aldermen 
Thief his pardon if he fhould have need, . Do guard the Gates, and keep good rule within. 
King. Yes that {I can, The Earl of Cambridge, and Sir Thomas Gray 


| 
Prieft. Wilt thou do fo much for me, when I fhall have Dowalkthe round, Lord Scroop and Butler {cout, 
| occafion? So though ic pleafe your Majefty to jeft, 
King. Yes faith will, fo it be for no murther. Were youin Bed, well might you take your reft, 
Priet. Nay, 1 am a pittiful Thief, all the hurt Idoa| King. I thank ye Lords: but you do know of old, 
iman, | take but his Purfe, Vil kill no man, That I have been a perfect Night- walker : 
King. Then of my word I'll do’t. London, you fay, is fafely lookt unto, 
Prieft, Giveme thy harid of the fame. Alas, poor Rebels, there your aid muft fail, 
King. There tis, And the Lord Cobham Sir Fobn Oldcaftle, 
| Prieft. Methinks the King fhould be good to Thieves, | Quiet in Kent, Aiton, you are deceiv’d : 
becaufe he has bin a Thief himfelf, although I think now | Reckon again, you count without your Hoff. 
he be turned a True-man. To morrow you fhall give account tous, 
King. Faith | have heard indeed h’as had an ill name | Till when, my Friends, this long cold Winters night 
that way in’s youth ; but how canft thou tell that he has | How can we fpend? King Harry is afleep, 
been a Thief? Andall his Lords, thefe Garments tell us fo: 
Prieft. How ? becaufe he once robb’d me before I fell to | All Friends at Foot-Ball, Fellows all in Field, 
the Trade my felf, when that foul Villanous Guts, that | Harry, and Dick, and George, bring usa Drum, 
led him to all that Roguery, was in’s Company there, that | Give us fquare Dice, we’ll keep this Court of Guard, 
Falftaffe. For all good Fellows Companies that come. 
King afide. Well, if he did rob thee then, thou art but | Where’s that mad Prieft ye told me was in Arms 
even with him now PH be {worn: Thou knoweft not the | To fight, as well as pray, if need required. 
King now I think, if thou faweft him ? Suf. He’s inthe Camp, and if he knew of this, 
Priest. Not 1, ifaith, I undertake he would not be Jong hence. 
King afide. Soit Should feem. King. Trip Dick, trip George. 
Prieft. Well, if old King Farry had liv’d, this King} Aan. I muft have the Dice : what do we play at ? 
that isnow, had made thieving the belt tradein England.| Swf. Paflage if ye pleafe. 
King. Why fo? . Hunt, Set round then: fo, atall. 
Prieft. Becaufe he was the chief Warden of ourCom-| Har. George, you are out. 
pany, it’s pitty that e’re he fhould have been a King, he | Give me the Dice, I pafs for twenty pound, 
| was fo brave a Thief. But Sirrah, wilt remember my | Here’s to our lucky paflage into France. j 
Pardon if need be? Hunt. Harry,you pals indeed, for you fweep all. 
King. Yes Faith will I. Suf. A fign King Harry fhall {weep all in France. 
| Prieft. Wilt thou? well then, becaufe thou fhalt go 
\fafe, for thou may’ft hap (being fo early) be met with 
| again, before thou come to Southwark, if any man when | 
| he fhould bid thee good morrow, bid thee ftand, fay thou 
but Sir Fobn, and they will let thee pafs. 
King, Isthat the word? then let me alone. 
Prieft, Nay Sirrah, becaufe | think indeed I fhall have 
\fome occafion to ufe thee, and as thou comft oft this 
way, I may light on thee another time not knowing thee, 
here Pll break this Angel, take thou half of it, this isa 
| token betwixt thee and me, 
King. Goda mercy: farewel. LExit. 
| __ Prieft, O my fine golden Slaves,here’s for thee, Wench, 
\i'faith. Now, Doll, we will revel in our Bever, this is 
la Tyth Pig of my Vicarage. God a mercy, Neighbour 
Shooters. Hill, you ha paid your Tyth honeftly. Well, 


Enter Prieft. 


Prieft. Edge ye good Fellows, take a frefh Gametter in. 
Har. Matter Parfon, we play nothing but gold? 
Prieft. And, fellow,| tell thee that the Prieft hath gold, 
gold: what? ye are but Beggarly Souldiers to me, 1 think 
[have more gold thanall you three. 
Hunt. It may be fo, but we believe it not. 
Har. Set, Prick, fet, 1 pafs for all that gold. 
Priest. Ye pafs indeed. 
Har. Prieft, haft any more? 
Priest. More? what a queftion’s that ? 
I tell thce I have more than all you three, 
At thefe ten Angels. : 
Har. 1 wonder how thou com’ft by all this gold. rie 


<r 


“ver 


How many Benefices haft thou, Prieft ? 


Pri, Faith, butone, doft wonder how I come by gold? | Sir Zohn, have at ye. 


I wonder rather how poor Soldiers fhould have gold : for 
Pil tell thee, good fellow, we have every day Tythes, 
Off’rings, Chriftaings, Weddings, Burials : and you poor 
fnakes come feldome toa booty. Ili fpeak a proud word, 
I have but one Parfonage, Wrotham, ’tis better than the 
Bifhoprick of Rocheffer : there’s ne’r a Hill, Heath, nor 
Down in all Kent, but ’tis in my Parifh, Barrham down, 
Cobbam.down, Gads-hill, Wrotham bill, Blackheath, Cocks- 
heath, Birchen wood, all pay metythe, gold quotha? ye 
pafs not for that. 


Dice. 

Pri, Set, fet, Pil cover ye, at all: A plague on’t | am 
ws ane Devil, and Dice, and a Wench, who will crutt 
them # 

Suf, Say’ft thou fo, Prieft? fet fair, at all for once. 

Har. Out, fir, pay all. 

Pri, Sir, pay me Angel gold, 

lll none of your crack’d French Crowns nor Piftolets, 
Pay me fair Angel gold, as I pay you. 

King. No crack’d French Crowns? I hope to fee more 
crack’d French Crowns e’r long, 

Pri, Thou mean’ft of French-mens Crowns, when the 
King’s in France. 

Hun. Set round, at all. 

ri. Pay all : this is fome luck. 

King. Give me the Dice, ’tis I muft fhred the Prieft: 
At all, Sir Fobn, 

Pri. The Deviland all is yours; at that. ’sdeath, what 
cafting’s this ? 

Swf. Well thrown, Harry, I’faith. 

King. Vl caft better yet. 

Pri, Then Pll be hang’d. Sirrah, haft thou not given 
thy foul to the Devil for cafting ? 

Har. | pafs for all. 

Pri, Thou paffeft all that e’r 1 plaid withall ; 

Sirrah, doft thou not cog, nor foift, nor flurr ? 

King. Set, Parfon, fet, the Dice dye in my hand. 
When, Parfon, when? what, can ye find no more ? 
Already dry ? was’t you brage’d of your ftore ? 

Pri, All’s gone but that. 

Hun. What? half a broken Angel. 

Pri, Why, fir? ’tis gold. 

King. Yea, and I'll cover it. ; 

Pri. The Devil give ye good on’t, I am blind, you 
have blown me up. 

King. Nay, tarry, Prieft, you fhall not leave us yet, 
Do not thefe pieces fit each other well ? 

Pri, What if they do? 

King. Thereby beginsatale: 

There was a Thief, in face much like Sir ohn, 
But twas not he. That Thief was allin green, 
Met me laft day on Black- heath, near the Park, 
With hima Woman,. 1 was all alone 

And weaponlefs, my boy had all my tools, 
And was before providing mea Boat. 

Short tale to make, Sir Fohbn, the Thief I mean, 
Took a juft hundreth Pound in gold from me, 

I form’d at it, and {wore to be reveng’d 

If ¢’r we met ; he like alufty Thief, 

Brake with his Teeth this Angel juft in two, 
To be a token at our meeting next ; 


.| Provided, I fhould charge no Officer 


To apprehend him, but at weapons point 
Recover that, and what he had befide. 
Well met, Sir fobn, betake ye to your tools 
By Torch-light, for, Mafter Parfon, you are he 
That had my Gold, <<: 

ri. Zounds | won’t in play, in fair fquare play, of 
the Keeper of Eltham-Park, and that I will maintain 
with thts poor Whyniard : be you two honeft men to ftand 
and look upon’s, and let’s alone, and neither part, 


the good Lord Cobham. 


Suf. Harry, ye are out, now, Parfon, fhake the} And asI fcouted near to Ifsngton, 


| To charge the Rebels if there be fuch caule : 


'| Which when I hear, and fafe return from France, 


a 
King. Agreed, I charge ye do not budge a foot, 
Pri, Souldier, ware your fconce. 


As they proffer, enter Butler, and draws hi: 
” Sword to part them, 


But. Hold, villain, hold: my Lords, what dye theani, 
To fee a Traytor draw againft the King. 

Pri. The King? Gods will, 1am in a proper pickle. 

King, Butler, what news? why doft thou trouble us? 

But. Pleafe your Majefty, it’s break of day, 


The gray-ey’d morning gave me glimmering, 

Of armed Men coming down Aygate-bill, 

Who by their courfe are coafting hitherward. 
King. Let us withdraw, my Lords, prepare our troops, 


For this lewd Prieft, this devilith Hypocrite, 
Thatisa Thief, a Gamefter, and what not, 
Let him be hang’d up for example fake. 

Pri. Not fo, my gracious Soveraign, I confefs I am 
a frail man, fich and blood as other are; bot fet my im- 
perfections afide, ye have not a taller man, nor a truer 
Subject to the Crown and State, than Sir Fohn of Wre- 
tham is. 

King. Willa true Subject rob his King ? 

Pri. Alas!’twas ignorance and want, my gracious 
Liege. 

King. "Twas want of grace. Why, you fhould be as fale 
To feafon others with good document, 
Your lives as lamps to give the people light, 

As Shepherds, not as Wolves to fpoil the flock ; 
Go hang him, Butler. 

But. Did’'{t thou not rob me ? 

Pri. 1 muft confefs I faw fome of your gold, but, my 
dread Lord, I amin no humour for death : God will that 
finners live, do not you caufe me to dye, once in their 
liyes the beft may. go aftray, and if the world fay true, 
your felf (my Liege) have been a Thief. 

King. 1 confefs i have, 

But l repent and have reclaim’d my felf. 

Pri, So will | do if you will give me time. 

King. Wilt thou?. my Lords, will you be his fureties ? 

Hun, That when he robs again he fhall be hang’d, 

Pri. 1 ask no more. 

King. And we will grant thee that, 

Live and repent, and prove an honeft man, 


Pll give thee living. Till when, take thy Gold, 

But {pend it better than at Cards or Wine, 

For better virtues fic that Coat of thine. 
Pri, Vivat Rex, @ currat Lex. My Liege, if ye have 

caufe of Battel, ye fhall fee Sir Zohn beftir himfelf in your 


quarrel. 


An Alarm. Enter King, Suffolk, Huntington, Sir 
John bringing forth Acton, Beverly, and 
Murly, Prsfoners. 


King. Bring in thofe Traitors, whofe afpiring minds 

Thought to have triumph’d in our overthrow : 

But now ye fee, bafe Villains, what fuccefs 

Attends ill actions wrongfully attempted. 

Sir Roger -4éton, thou retain’ft the name 

Of Knight, and thouldft be more difcreetly temper’d 

Than join with peazants, Gentry. is divine, 

But thou haft made it more than popular, i 
Ag. Pardon, my Lord, my Confcience.urg’d me to it. | 
King. Thy Conicience, then Confcience is corrupt, 

For in thy Confcience thou art bound tous, 

And in thy. Confcience thou fhould’ft love thy Country, 

Elfe what’s the difference ’twixt a Chriltian, 

And the uncivil manners of the Turk ? 

Yyy Bev, 


lo54 The Hiftory of Sir JohnOldcattle, 


Bev. We meant no burt unto your Majefiy, 
But reformation of Religion. 
King. Reform Religion? .wasit-that you fought ? 
I pray who gave you that authority ? 
Belike then we-hold.the Scepter up, 
And fit within the Throne butdor aCipher. 
Time was, good Subjects would make known their grief, 
And pray amendment, not enforce the fame, 
Unlefs their King were Tyrant, which | hepe 
You-cannot jultly fay that Alarry is, 
What is that other ? 
Suf. A Malt-man, my Lord, 
And dwelling in Dunjtable ashe fays. 

King. Sitrah,| what made you leave your Barley-broth, 
To come in armonrithus,againit your King ? 

Mur. Fic, paltry, paltry, toand fro, inand out upon oc- 
cafion, what a world is this? Knighthood (my Liege) 
*ewas Knighthood-bronght me hither, they told me I had 
wealth enough to make my Wifea Lady. 

King. And fo you brought thofe horfes which we faw 
Trapt all in coftly furniture, and meant 
To wear thefe Spnrrs when you were. Knighted once. 

Mur. In and out upon oceafion T did. 

King. 10 and.out upon oceafion, therefore you fhall be 
hang’a, and in the dead of wearing thefe Spurrs upon your 
heels, about your neck they fhall bewray your folly tothe 
world. 

Pris In.and out upon occafion, that goes hard. 

Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro; good my Liege, 
a pardon, 1am dorry for my faulc. 

King. That comestoo lete: but tell me, went there 
none befide Sir Roger Acton, upon whom 
You did depend to be your Governour. 

Mur. None, my Lord, but Sit Fobn Oldcaftie. 


Enter Cobham. 


Cob. Long life and profperous reign unto my Lord. 

King. Ah, Villain, canft thou with profperity, 
Whofe heart includeth nought but treachery ? 
Idoarreft thee here my felf, falfe Knight, 

Of Treafon capital againft the ftate. 

Cob. Of Treafon, mighty Prince ? your Grace miftakes, 
I hope it is but in the way of mirth, 4 

King. Thy neck fhall feel it isin earneft thortly, 
Dar’ff chou intrude into our prefence, knowing 
How hainoufly thou halt offended us? 

But this isthy accuftomed deceit, 

Now thou perceiv’ft thy purpofe is in vain, 

With fome excufe or other thou wilt cone 

To clear thy felf of this Rebellion, 
Cob. Rebellion, good my Lord, I know of none, 
King. If you deny it, here is evidence, 

See you thefe men; you never counfelled, 

Nor offered them affiftance in their Wars ? 

Cob. Speak, firs, not one butall, I crave no favour, 

Have ever I been converfant with you ? 
Or written Letters to incourage you ? 
Or kindled but the leaft or fmalleft part 
Of this your late unnatural Rebellion ? 

Speak, for I dare the uttermoft you can. 

Mur. \n and out upon occafion, I know you not. 

King. No, didft thou not fay, that Sir Fobn Oldcaftle - 
| Was one with whom you purpos’d tohave met? 
Mur. True, 1 did fay fo, but in what refpect, 

Becaufe I heard it was reported fo. 
| King, Was there no other argument but that ? 

Att. | muft confefs we have no other ground 
But only rumour to accufe this Lord, ; 

Which now I fee was meerly fabulous, A 

King. The more pernitious you to taint him then, — 
VVhom you know was not faulty, yeaorno. = 

Cob. Let this, my Lord, which J prefent your Grace 
Speak for my loyalty, read thefe Articles, 

And then give fentence of my life or death, 

King. Earl Gambridge, Scroop, and hes corrupted 
VVith bribes from Charles of France, either to win 
My Crown from me, or fecretly contrive 
My death by Treafon? Is’t poflible? = 

Cob, There is the platform, and their hands, my Lord, 
Each feverally fubferibed to the fame. - 

Cob. Oh never heard of bafe ingratitude! 

Even thofe I hug within my bofome moft, 
Are readieft evermore to fting my heart. 
Pardon me, Cobham, | have done thee wrong, 
Hereafter 1 will livetomake amends, — 
Isthen their timeof meetingfonearhand? =. 
We'll meet with them but little for their eafe, 
If God permit. GotakethefeRebelshence, 
Let them have Martial Law: butasforthee, _ 
Friend to thy King and Country, ftillbe free. [Exeunt. 
| Aur. Beit more or lefs, what world is this ? 
VVould I had continued ftill of the order of knaves, 
And ne’r fought i reer fince it cofts 
So dear: Sir Roger, Imay thank y mu for all. 
Ai, Now’tis too late to have t remedied, 
I prithee, AZurley, do not urge me with it. 

Hun, VVill you away, and make no more to do? 

Mur. Fie, paltry. woop to and fro, as occafion ferves, 
If you be fo hafty, take my place. > Fie 

Hun. No, good fir Knight, e’n tak’t your felf. 


« 


Enter Bifhop. 


King, Bears he a part inthis confpiracy. 
Ag, Welook’d, my Lord, that he would meet us here. 

King. But did he promife you that he would come, 

Aét, Such Letters we received forth of Kent. 

Bifb, Where is my Lord the King? health to your Grace. 
Examining, my Lord, fome of thefe Rebels, 
itis general voice amopg them all, | 
That they. had hever come into this place, 

But to have met their valiant General, 

The good Lord Cobbam, as they title him : 
Whereby, my Lord, your Grace may now perceive, 
His Treafon is apparent, which before 

He fought ta colour by his flattery. 

King. Now by my Royalty | would have fworn, 
But for his Confcience, whieh { bear withal, 

There had not liv’d a moré true hearted Subject. 

Bifb. Wis but counterfeit; my graciops. Lord, 
And therefore may it pleafe your Majefty, 

To fet your hand unto this Precept here, 
By which we?il-caife him forthwith to appear, >. . 
And anfwer this by order of the Law. : ; 

King. Not only that, but.take Commiffion 
To fearch, attach, imprifon, and condemn 
This moft notorious Traytor as you pleafe. 

Bil. It thalbbe done, my Lord, ‘without delay 
So now I hold, Lord. Cobbam, in my hand, 

That which fhall finifh thy difdained life. 

King. 1 think the Iron Age begins but now, 
Which, learned Poets have fo often taught, 
Wherein there ts.no credit to be given 
To either words or looks, or folemn oaths: 
Ror if he were, how often hath he fworn, 
How gently tun’d the mufick of his tongue 
And with what aimable face beheld: he me, 
Whenall, God knows, wasbut hypocrifie, »— . 


Enter Bifhop, Lord VVarden, Cromer the Sheriff, 
: Lady Cobham and Attendants. oH ai 
|< Bifh. Ttelbye, Lad it’simpoflible — ae 
But ea fhould know Grete he conveys himfelf, ~ 


sists hhc tmcounscen haceaiscepapn nia” 


Mur. 1 could be glad to give my betters place. [Exexnt. 
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hAnd you have hid him in fome fecret place. 
| La. My Lord, believe me, as | have a Soul, 
1 know not where my Lord my Husband is. 
Bifh. Goto, go, ye arean Heretick, 
And will be fore’t by torture to confefs, 
If fair means will not ferve to make you tell. 
Lady. My Husband is a noble Gentleman, 
And need not hide himfelf for any fe & 
That e’re | heard of, therefore wrong him not. 

Bifh. Your Husband is a dangerous Schifmatick, 
Traitor to God, the King, and Commonwealth, 
And therefore, Mt. Gromer, Sheriff of Kenr, 

I charge you take her to your cuftody, 
And feize the goods of Sir Fobn Oldcaftle 
To the Kings ufe : let her go in no more, 
To fetch fo much as her apparel out, 
There is yout warrant from his Majefty. 

L, War. Good my Lord Bifhop, pacifie your wrath 
Againft the Lady. 

Bifh. Then let her confefs 
Where Oldca/tle her Husband is conceal’d. 

L. War. | dare engage mine honour and my life, 
Poor Gentlewoman, fhe is ignorant 
And innocent of all his practices 
If any Evil by him be practifed. 

Bifh. Af, my Lord Warden ? Nay then | charge you, 


‘| That all Cinque-ports whereof youare chief, 


Be laid forthwith, that he efcapes us not. 

Shew him his Highnefs warrant, Mr. Sheriff. 
L. War. 1am forry for the Noble Gentleman. 
Bifh, Peace, he comes here, tiow do your Office, 


Enter Harpool and Oldcattle. 


Cob, Harpool, what bufinefs have we here in hand ? 
What makes the Bifhop and the Sheriff here ? 

I fear my coming home is dangerous, 
I would I had not made fuch hafte to Cobham. 

Har. Be of good cheer, my Lord, if they be foes; we'll 
fcramble fhrewdly with them : if they be Friends they are 
welcome. 

Cro. Sit Fohn Oldcaftle Lord Cobham, in the Kings name, 
I arreft ye of high Treafon. 

Cob. Treafon, Mr. Cromer ? . 

Har. Treafon, Mr. Sheriff, what Treafon ? — 

Cob, Harpool, | charge thee ftir not, but be quiet. 

Do ye arreft me of Treafon, Mr. Sheriff? 
Bifh. Yea, of high Treafon, Traitor, Heretick. 
Cob. Defiance in his face that calls me fo, 

Tam as true a Loyal Gentleman 

Unto his Highnefs, as my proudeft Enemy, 

The King fhall witnefs my late faithful fervice, 

For fafety of his facred Majefty. ; 

Bifh, What thou art, the Kings hand fhall teftifie; 
Shew him, Lord Warden. 

Cob. Jefu defend me, 

Is’t poflible your cunning could fo temper 
The princely difpofition of bis mind, 

To fign the damage of a Royal Subject ? 
Well, the beftis, it bears an antedate, 
Procured by my abfence and your malice. 
But I, fince that, have fhew’d my felfas true; 
As any Church-man that dare challenge me. 
Let me be brought before his Majefty, 

If he acquit me not, then do your worft. 

Bifb. Weare not bound to do kind offices, 
For any Traitor, Schifmatick, nor Heretick : 
The Kings hand is our warrant for our work, 
Whois departed on his way for France, 

And at Southampton doth repofe this Night. 

Har. Othat thouand | were within twenty miles of it; 
on Salisbury plain! 1 would lofe my head if thou brought’ ft 
thy Head hither again. 


the good Lord Cobham. ot 3 


‘Let him attend his Mafter in the Tower, 


et 
Rochester, ye are joynt Commiflioners, favour me fo much 
on my expence, to bring me to the King, 
Bifh. What, to Southampton ? 
Cob. Thither, niy good Lord, 
And ifthe do not clear me of ail guile, 
And all fufpicion of confpiracy, 
Pawning his Princely warrant for my truth : 
fask no favour, but extreameft torture. 
Bring me, or fend me tohim, good my Lord, 
Good my Lord Warden, Mr. Sheriffentreat. 
[They both entredt for him. 
Come hither, Lady, nay, fweet wife, forbear 
To heap one forrow on anothers neck : 
Tis grief enough falfely to be accus’d, 
And not permitted to acquit my felf, 
Do not thou with thy kind refpective tears, 
Torment thy Husbands heart that bleeds for thee: 
But be of comfort,God hath help in ftore 
For thofe that put affured truft in him. 
Dear Wife, if they commit me to the Tower, 
Come up to London to your Sifters Houfe : 
That being near me, you may comfort me. 
One folace find I fetled in my Soul, 
That | am free from Treafon’s very thought, 
Only my Confcience for the Gofpels fake, 
Is caufe of all the troubles I fuftain. ] 
Lady. O, my dear Lord, what fhall betide of us? 
You tothe Tower, and I turn’d out of Doors, 
Our fubftance feiz’d unto his Highnefs ufe, 
Even to the garments longing to our backs. 
Har. Patience, good Madam,things at worft will mend, 
And if they donot, yet our lives may end. 
Bifh. Urge it'no more, for if an Angel fpake, 
I fwear by fweet S. Peter’s blefled Keyes, 
Firft gocs he to the Tower, then to the ftake. 
Crom. But by your leave, this warrant doth not ftretch 
To imprifon her. 
Bifh. No, turn her out of doors, 
Even as fhe is, and lead him to the Tower, 
With guard enough, for fear of refcuing, 
Lady. O God requite thee thou blood-thirfty man, 
Cob. Mayit not be, my Lord of Rochester ? 
Wherein have | incurr’d yc ar bate fo far, 
That my appeal unto the Fing’s deny’d. 
Bifh. No hate of mine, hat power of holy Church, 
Forbidsall favour to falfe Hereticks. 
Cob. Your private malice more than publick power, 
Strikes molt at me, but with my life it ends. 
Har. afide. O that | had the Bifhop in that fear 
That once I had his Sumner by our felves, 
Cro. My Lord, yet grant one fait unto us all, 
That this fame ancient fervingman may wait 
Upon my Lord his mafter in the Tower. 
Bifh. This old iniquity, this Heretick ? 
That in contempt of our Church difcipline, 
Compel’d my Sumner to devour his Procefs ? 
Old Ruffian paft-grace, upftart Schifmatick, 
Had not the King pray’d us to pardon ye, 
Ye had fryed for’; ye grizeled Heretick. = 
Har, ’Sblood , my Lord Bifhop , ye wrong me, I am 
neither Heretick nor Puritan, but of the old Church, I’le 
{wear, drink Ale; kifsa wench, go to Mafs, eat Fifh all 
Lent, and faft Frydays with Cakes and Wine, Fruit and 
{fpicery, fhrive me of my old Sins afore Eafter, and be- 
gin new before Whitfuntide. 
Cro, Amerty mad conceited Knave, my Lord. _ 
Har. That knave was fimply put upon the Bifhop. 
Bifh, Well, God forgive him, and { pardon him + 


For I in Charity wifh hisSoul no hurt. 
(ob. God blefs my Sou! from fuchcold Charity, 
Bifh. To th’ Tower with him,and when my leifure ferves, 


[ Afide. | 1 will examine him of Articles; 


(eb. My Lord Warden o’th Cinque. ports,and Lord of | Look, my Lord Warden, as you have in charge 
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| Cob. No, not.to hurt you fora thoufand pound. 
Har, Nothing but to berrow your upper garment a lit. 
tle, not a word,more, peace for waking the Children ; 
there, put on,difpatch,my Lord, che window that goes out 
into the Leads is fure enough: asfor you, Vle bind you 
furely in the inner Room. 
(ob. This is well begun, God fend us-happy fpeed, 
Hard fhift you fee men make in time of need. 


The Sheriff perform his Office. 
War. 1, my Lord. 


Enter Sumner with Books. 


Bifh. What bring’ft thou there ? what books. of herefie? 
Sum. Yea, my-Lord, here’s. not a Latine Baok, 
No not fo much as our Ladies Pfalter : 
Here’s the Bible, the Teftament, the Pfalms in meeter, 
The Sick-man’s falve, the Treafure of Gladnefs, 
All Englifh, no not fo much but the Almanack’s Englifh. 

Bifh, Away withthem, toh’ fire withthem, Clan, 

Now fie upon thefe upftart Hereticks. 
All Engi, burn them,buarn them quickly, Clu, 

Har. But donot, Sumner, as you'll anfwer it, for Lhave 
there Englifh Books, my Lord, that Pile not past withal 
for your Bifhoprick , Bewis of Hampton, Owleglafs, The 
Fryer and the Boy, Ellen of Rumming, ‘Rogbin-bood , and 
other fuch godly Stories, which if you burn, by this Flefh 
le make ye drink their afhesin S. eAarget’s Ale. 

Exit. 


Enter Servingmen again. 


1. I marvel that my Lord fhould flay fo long. 

2. He hath fent tq feek us | dare lay my life. 

3- Wecome in good time, fee where he is coming. 

Har. | befeech you, good my Lord of Rochefter, be 
favourable to my Lord and Matter. 

Cob. The inner Rooms be very Hot and clofe, 

I do not like this Air here in the Tower. 

Har. His cafe ishard, my Lord: you fhall fafely get 
out of the Tower, but I will dowmupon them: in which 
time get you away. Hard under J/lington wait you my 
coming , I will bring my Lady ready with Horfes to get 
hence, ; 

(ob. Fellow, go back again unto my Lord, and coun- 
fel him. 
| Har. Nay, my good Lord of Rochefter, Vie bring youto 
S. Albons through the woods I warrant you, 

Cob, Villain, away. 

Har. Nay fince 1 am paft the Towers Liberty, 
You part not fo, LHe draws.) 

Bifh. Clubs, elubs, clubs. 

1, Murther, murther, murther. 

2. Down with him. 

Har, Out you cowardly Rogues. 


| 


~ Enter the Bilhop of Rochefter, with: his men 
ta Livery Coats. 


1. Ser, Is it your honours pleafure we fhall ftay, 
Or come back inthe afternoon to fetch you. 
Bifh. Now have y¢ brought me here untathe Tower, 
You may go back unto the Porter’s lodge, 
Whereif 1 have occafion to employ you, 
I’le fend fome Officer to.call you to me, 
Into the City go not, | command you, 
Perhaps may have prefent need to. ufe you. . 
2, We will attend your honour here without. 
3. Come, wemay have a quart of Wine at the Rofe at 
Barking, and comeback an hour before he’ll go. 
1, We muft hie us then, 
3. Let’s away. /LExeunt. 
Bifh, Ho, Mr. Lieutenant, 
Lien. Who calls there ? 
Bifh, AFriend of yours. 
Liew. My Lord of Reche/Fer.? your honout’s welcome. 
Bifh, Sir, here’s my war tangfrom the Council, 
For conference with Sir fohx Oldeaftle, 
Upon fome matter of great conftquence. 
Liew. Ho, Sir Fobn. i 
Har. Who calls there ? 
Liew. Harpool, tell Sir Fobn, that my Lord of Rochefter 
Comes from the Council to confer with bim. 
I think you may as fafe without fufpicion 
As any man.in England as | hear, 
For it sh you moft labour’d his commitment. 
Bifh. 1 did, Sir, and nothing repent it | aflure you, 


ECobham efcapes. 
Enter Lieutenant, aud. his men. 


Lien. Who is fo bold as to dare to draw a Sword" 
So near unto the entrance of the Tower. 
1. This Ruffian, fervant to Sir Fohn Oldcaftle, was like } 
to have: flain my Lord. | 
Liew, Lay hold on him. 
Har. Stand of if you love your puddings. “go 
[Rochefter calls within. 
Help, help, help, Mc. Lieutenant, = 
Liew. Who’s that within? fome Treafon in the Tower, 
on my life, look in, who’sthat which calls ? se 


Enter Rochefter bound. 


Liew. Without your cloak, my Lord of Rochefter ? 
Har. There, now it works; then let me fpeed, 
For now’s the fitteft time to ftapeaway. Ce xit. 
Lien, Why do you look fo gaftly and afirighted ? 
Bifh, Oldcaftle that Traitor and his man, 
When you had left me to confer with him, 
Took, bound, and ftript me as you fee, 
And left me lying in this inner Chamber, 
And fo departed, and I~ : 
Liew. And you | Nere fay that the Lord Cobham’s man 
Did here fet on you like tomurther you. 
1. And fohedid. = 
Bifh. It was upon his Mafter then he did, 
That in the brawl the Traitor might efcape. 
Lieu. Where is this Harpool ? 
2. Here he was even now. . 
Lien, Where, can you tell ? They are both eftap’d. 
Since it fo happens that he is efcap’d, 
1 am glad you area witnefs of the fame : 
{t might have elfe been laid unto my charge, 
That l had beenconfenting tothefact. 
_ Bifh. Come, fearch fhall be made for him with ex edi- 
tion, the Haven’s laid that he fhall not efcape , and hue 
and 


Enter Sir John Oldcaftle. 


Mr. Lieutenant, I pray you give us leave, 
{ muft confer here with Sir Fobra little. 
Lien, With all my heart, my Lord. 

Har. afide- My Lord, be rul’d by me, take thisoccafion 
while it is offered, and on my life your Lordfhip will ef 
cape. 

Cob. No more I fay, peace left he thould fufpect it. 

Bifh. Sit Foba, 1 am come to you from the Lords of the 
Council, to know if you dorecant your errours, 

Cob. My Lord of Rochefter, on good advice, 

I feemyerrour; but yet underftand me, 

I mean not errour inthe Faith 1 hold, 

But erroyrin fubmitting to your pleafure, 
Therefore your Lordfhip without more to do, 
Mutt be a means to help me to efcape. 

Bifh, Whatmeans, thou Heretick? 
Dar’ft thou but lift thy hand againft my calling ? 


the 200d Lord Cobkiam: 


and cry continue through England, to find this damned, { We mutt 


dangerous Heretick. LExeunt. 
|Enter Cambridge, Scroop, azd Gray, as in a Chamber, and 
fet down at aT able, confulting abou their Treafon, 
King Harry and Suffolk liftning at the door. 


Cam. In mine opinion,Scroop hath well advis’d, 
Poifon will be the only apteft mean, 

And fitteft for our purpofe to difpatch him. 

Gray. But yet there may be doubt in their delivery, 
Harry is wile, therefore, Earl of (ambridge, 
I jucge that way-not fo convenient, 

Scr, What think ye then of this ? I am his bedfellow 
And unfufpected nightly fleep with him. 

-| What if I venture in thofe filent hours, 
When fleep hath fealed up all mortal Eyes, 
To.murther him in bed? how like ye that ? 
Cam, Herein confifts no fafety for your felf, 
And you difclos’d, what fhall become of us? 
But this day (as ye know) he will aboard, 
The wind’s fo fair, and fet away for France, 
If as_he goes, or entring in the thip 
It might be done, then were it excellent. 
Gray, Why any of thefe, or if you will, 
le caufe.a prefent fitting of the Council, 
Wherein I will pretend fome matter of fuch weight, 
As needs muft have his Royal Company, 
And to difpatch him in his Council Chamber. 
Cam. Tuth, yet Lhear not any thing to purpofe ; 
I wonder that Lord Cobham ftayes to long, 
'| His Counfel in this cafe would much avail us. 
[The King fteps in upon them with his Lords. 
Ser, What hail we rife thus, and determine nothing? 
King. That were a fhame indeed: no, fit again, 
And you fhall have my Counfel in this cafe : 
If you can find no way to killthe King, 
Then you fhall fee how I can furnifh ye ; 
Scraop’s way by poifon was indifferent, 
But yet being bed-fellow to the King, 
And unfufpected, fleeping in his bofom, 
In mine opinion that’s the likelier way. 
For fuch falfe Friends are able to do much, 
And filent Night is Treafon’s fitteft Friend. 
Now, (ambridge inhis fetting hence for France, 
Or by the way, or as he goes aboard 
To do the deed¥ that was indifferent too, 
But fomewhat doubtfull. 
Marry Lord Gray came very near the poim, ; 
[ia have the King at Council, and there murder him, 
As Cefar was among his deareft Friends. 
Tell me, oh tell me, you bright honour’s ftains, 
For which of all my kindnefles to you, © 
Are ye become thus Traitors to your King ?- 
And France mult have the fpoil of Aarrie’s life. 
All, Oh pardon us, dreadLord. 
| King. How, pardon'ye? that werea Sin indeed, 
‘Drag them to Death, which jultly they deferve : 
And France hhall dearly buy this villany, 
| So foon as we fet footing on her breaft. 
| God have the praife for our deliverance, 
And next our thanks, Lord Cobham, isto thee, 
True perfect mirrour of Nobilitie. 


? 


Enter the Hoft, Lord Cobham, and Harpool. 


Host. Sir, y’are welcomé to this houfe, to fuch as is here 
with all my heart: but I fear your lodging will be the 


worft, I have but two beds,and they are both ina chamber, | with me, and fee if we can fcape. 


|and the Carrier and his Daughter liesin the one, and you 
aud-your Wife mult lye in the other. 
Cob. Faith, Sir, for my felf ldo not greatly pafs, 
|My Wife is weary, and would beat reit, 
For we have travel’d very far to day, 


LExit, | 


'| He could not elfe have {€ap’d you in the fearch, 


| 
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be content with fuch as you have, 

Host. But I cannot tell how to do with your man. 

Har, What? haftthou never an empty Room i 

are é ty Room in th 

Houfe for me? hi 

Hoft. Nota Bed in troth. There came a poor 2ri/h-man, 
and 1-lodg’d him in the barn, where he has fair Sraw, al- 
thovgh he have nothing elfe, 

Har Well, mine Holt, Iprithee help me to a pair of 
Clean fheets, and Ile go lodge with him, 

Haft. By the Mafs that chou fhalt,a good pair ef hempen 
fheets were nere layn in’: come. L Excunt. 


| 


Enter Conft. bk, Ma yor, and Watch, 


May, What? have you fearcht the Town ? 
- Con, Allthe Town, Sir, we have not left a Houfe un- 
fearcht that ufes to lodge. 
May. Surely, my Lord of Rochefter was then deceiv’d, 
Or ill inform’d of Sic Fohn Oldcaftle 5 
Or ifhe came this way, he’s paft the Town, 


Con, he privy watch hath been abroad all night, 
And nota ftranger lodgeth in the Town 
But heis known ; only’a lofty Prieft 
V Ve found in bed witha pretty wench, 
That fayes the ishis VVife, yonder at thie Shears 
But we have charg’dthe holt with his forth coming 
To morrow morning. 

eMay. What think you beftto do? , 
Con. Faith, Mr. Mayor, here’s a tew ftragling Houfes 
beyond the Bridge , and a little Inn where Carriers ufe to 
lodge, although | think furely he would nere lodge there : 
but we'll go tearch, and the rather, becanfe there came 
notice to the Town the Jaft Night of an Jri/h man, that had 
done a murther,whom we ate to make fearch for, 

May. Come! pray you,and becircumfpect.  [Exeunt. 

Con. Firft befet the houfe, before you begin to fearch. 

Off. Content, every man take a feveral place. 

; [eA noife within. 

Keep, keep, ftrike him down there, down with him. 


Enter Conftable with the Irifhman in Harpool’s apparel. 


Con, Come you villanous Heretick , tell us where your 
Maiter is. 

Trifh, Vat. Mefter ? 

May. Vat Mefter, you conterfeit Rebel? This fhall not 
ferve your turn. 

Trifh, Be Sent Patrick] ha no Metter. 

Con. Where’s the Lord Cobham, Sit Folin Oldcaftle, that 
lately efcaped out of the Tower ? 

Trifh. Vat Lort Cobham ? 

May. Youconnterfeit, this fhall not ferve you,we’ll tor- 
ture you, we'll make you confefs where that arch heretick 
is. Come bind him fait. 

Jrifh, Ahone, ahone, ahone, a Cree, . 

Con, Ahone you crafty Rafcal? CExeuat, | 

[Lord Cobham comes out ftealing in his gown. 

Cob. Harpool, Harpool, 1 hear a marvellous noife about 
the Houfe, God warrant us, I fear'we are purfued : what, |. 
Harpool ? : 

Har. withins Who calls there ? 

Cob. ’Tis 1, doft thou not hear a noife about the Houfe ? 

Hare Yes marry dol, ’zounds I cannot find my hofe? }' 
this Jrifh Rafcal that lodg’d with me all night, bath ftolen 
my apparel, and has left me nothing but a lowlie mantle, 
and a pair of broags. Get up, get up,and if the Carrier and 
his wench be afleep, ¢hange you with him as he hath done 
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rete 


Kete, Pfaith neam Club, Me wot nere what to do, ‘Ife be 
fo flouted and fo fhouted at: but by th’ Mefsifecry. 


LExit. 


ile beard about the Houfe a pretty while, then enter 

™ Hs Conftable meeting Harpool in the Irifh- | 
man's apparel. . 
Aes Ener Priekt and Doll; 

Con. Stand clofe , here comes the Jrifbman that did the 
murther, by all tokens this is he. 

May. And perceiving the Houle befet,would get away : 
ftand, Sirrah. 

Har, What art thou that bid’ft me ftand ? 

Con, Lam the officer,and amcome to fearch foran Iréfh 
man, fuch a villainas thy felf, thou haft murther’d a man 
this laft night by the high way. 

Har. ’Sbloud Conftable act thou mad? am] an- Jrifh- 
man? 

May. Sitrah,we’ll find you an/Jrifb-man before we part : 
Lay hold upon him, 

Gon, Make him faft, O thou bloody Rogue ! 


Prieit, Come Doll, come, be merry, wench. 

Farewel Kent, we are not for thee. 
Be lufty my Lafs, come for Lancafhire, 

We = 2 the cite for thefe Crowns. 
Doll, is all the gold fpent alrea 
the other om, SL veo youtad 

Prieft, Gone, Doll, gone; flown, f ifhed. th 
Devil, drink, and dice, has devoured fii { vanifued, arg 

Doll, You might have left me in Kent till you had been 
better provided, 

Priest. No, Doll, no, Kent*stoo hot, Doll, Kent’stoo 
hot : the weathercock of Wrorham will crow no longer.we 
have pluckt him,he has loft his Feathers, I have prun’d fim 
bare, left him thrice, is moulted, is moulted, wench, 

Doll, {might have gone to fervice again,old Mr. Harpool 
told me he would provide mea Miltris. 

Prieft. Peace, Doll, peace ; come, mad wench, I’le make 
thee an honeft Woman,we'll into Lancafhire to our Friends, 
the trothis, le marry thee, we want but: a little money, 
and money we will have 1 warrantthee: ftay, wha comes 
here? fome Jrifh Villain me thinks that has flain a man, 


and now he is rifling on him , ftand clofe, Doll, we'll fee 
the end. 


Enter Lord Cobham and bis Lady, én the Carrier 
and Wenches apparel, 


Cob. What will thefe Oftlers fleep all day ? 
Good morrow, good morrow, come wench, come: 
Saddle, Saddle, now afore Gad twa fair dayes, ha? 

Con. Who goes there? 

May. Otis Lancafhire Carrier, let them pafs, 

Cob. What, will no body ope the gates here? 
Come, let’s int’{table to Jook to our Capons, 


[The Carrier eating. 
Hoft, why Ofller ? 


Zwooks here’s {uch abomination Company of Boyes : 
A pox of this Pigfty at the Houfe end, 
It fllsall the Honfe full of fleas, Oftler, Oftler. 
Off. Whocalls there? what would you have ? 
Club. Zwooks, do you rob your guelts ?. 
Do you lodge Rogues, and flayes, and {Coundrels, ba? 
They ha’ Sroln our clothes here: why Oftler? 
Ot. A murren choak you, what a bawling you keep, 
Aloft. How now? what would the Carrier have ? 
Look up there. 


Of, They fay the man and the woman thas lay by them, 
have Stolen their clothes, 


Hot. What, are the ftrange folks up yet that came in 
yefter night ? 

(on, What mine Hoft, up fo early ? 

Hoft. What Mr. «Aayor, and Mr. Conffable ? 

May. Weare come to feck for fome fulpected perfons, 
and fuch as here we found have apprehended. 


Enter the trifhman with his dead ¢-Aafter, and 
rifles him. 


Trifo, Alas poe Matter, Sir Rishard Lee, be S. Patrick, is 
roband cut thy trate, for de fhain, and dy mony, and d 
gold Ring, be me truly is love de well, but now dow be ki 
de, be fhitten Kanave. o 

Prieft. Stand, Sirrah, what art thou? 

Irifh. Be S. Patrick Mefter,is poor Jrifhman,isa leufter. 

Prieft, Sirrah, Sirrah, y’are adamn’d Rogue, you have 
kill’d a man here,and rifled him of all that he has: ’sbloud 
you Rogue deliver, or ’le not leave you fo much asa hair 
above your fhoulders, you Whorfon Jris Dog. 

[Robs him, 

Trifh, We’s me S. Patrick, We kill my Mefter for fhain 
and his ring, and now’s be rob of all, me’s'undo. 

Prieft. Avant you Rafcal, goSirrah, be walking : come 
Doll, the Devil laughs when one Thief robs another: 
come weneh, we'll to $. Albans, and revel in our bower, 
my brave girle. 

Doll. O thon art old Sir John whenall’s done i’faith. 


Enter Carrier and Kate in Cobham aud Ladies apparel. 


Con. Who comes here? 
_ Club, Who comes here? A plague found ome, you 
bawl quoth a,ods hat I’le forewear your hovfe : you lodg’d 
a fellow and his wife by us,chat ha’ run away with our par- 
rel, and I¢fc vs fuch gew-gaws here, come Kate, come to 
me, thowfe dizeard y’faith, 
a ke Mine holt, know you this man? 


Enter the Floft of the Honfe with the Irifhman. 


Irifh. Be metro Matter is poor Jrifmam, is want ludging, 
is have no mony, is ftarveand cold, good Mafter give her 
fome meat, is famife and tye. st 

Hoftler, Faith fellow I have ng lodging,but what | keep } 
Heft. Yes matter Mayors, Ple give my word for him, | for my Guefts: asfor meat, thou fhalt have as much as 
why neighbour C/#b, how comes this gear about ? there is, and if hou wilt liein the barn, there’s fair ftraw, 

Kate. Now a foule oa’t, 1 cannot make this gew-gaw | and Room enough. 
ftandonmy head. . , Irifh. Is tank my Matter hertily. 

Con, How came this man and woman thus attired 2. Hoftler. Ha, Robin. 

_Abojtler. Here came a ‘manand woman hither thislaft |  Robiz. Who calls ? 
aight, which I did take for fub{tantial people, and lodg’d | #4o/#ler. Shew this poor Jrifbman to the barn,go Sirah. 
ail in one Chamber by thefé folks: me thinks have been fo 
en to see apparel, and gone away this morning ere Enter Carricr and Kate. 
tney roie. 
} Mayor. That was that Traitor Oldeaftle that thus efcapt| Club. Who's within here ?. who looksto the Horfes? 
us: make hue and cry after him, keep faft that traiterous| Uds hat, here’s fine work, the Hens inthe manger, and 
Rebel his Servantthere: farewel, mine Hoft. the Hogs in the litter, a bots found you all, here’s a Houfe 
Car, Come Kate Owdham, thou and Ife trimly dizard. | welllookt to ifaith, 


Kate. 


epee alen 


Kate. Mas Goff Club, Ue very cawd. 

Club, Get in, Kate, get into the fire and warm thee, 
Fobi Oftler ? 

Host, What, Gaffer Club, welcome to §, Albans, 

How do’s all our friends in Lascaphire ? 
% Well, God.amercy, John, how do’s Tom? where 
is hes 

OS. Tom’s gone from bence, he’s at the three Horfe- 
loaves at ftony-Stratford : how do’s old Dick, Dun? 

(lub. Uds hat, eld Dus is moyr’d in a flough in Brick- 
bill lane: a plague found it, yonders fuch abomination 
weather as was never feen. 

Os#l. Uds hat Thief, have one half peck of Peafe and 
Oats more for that, asl am Foba Ostler, he kas been ever 
as good a Jade as ever travelled, . 

Club, Faith well faid, old Fack thou art the old Lad till. 

Ostl. Come, Gafler-Club, unload, unload, and get to 
fupper. ° 


Enter Cobham and his Lady difgnifed. 


Cob. Come, Madam, happily efcapt, here let us fir, 
This place is far remote from any path, 
Aad bere a while opr weary limbs may reft 
To take refrehhing, free from the purfuit 
Of envious Rochester. 
Lady. But where, my Lord, fhall we find reft for our 
difquiet. minds ? : 
There dwell untamed thoughts that hardly ftoop 
To fuch abafement of difdained rags: 
We were not wont to travel thus by night, 
Efpecially on foot. 
Cob. No matter,love,extremities admit no better choice: 
And were it not for thee, fay froward time 
Impos’d a greater task, | would efteem it 
As lightly as the wind that blows upon us, 
But in thy fafferance [ am doubly taskt, 
Thou waft not wont to have the earth thy ftool, 
Nor the moift dewy grafs thy pillow, nor 
Thy chamber to be the wide Horizon. 
Lady. How can it feem a trouble, haying you 
A partner with me, in the worft I fee} 2, 


| No, pence Lord, your prefence would give cafe 
To 


eath it felf, fhould he now {eize upon me: ; 
[Heve’s Bread and Cheefe and a Bottle. 
Behold what my forefight bath undertane 
For fear we faint, they are but homely Cates, 
Yet fawe’d with hunger, they may feem as fweet 
As greater dainties we were wont to talte, 
(ob. Praifé be to him, whofe plenty fends both this 
And all things elfe our mortal bodies need : 
Nor {corn we this poor feeding, nor the {tate 
We now are in, for what is it on earth, 
Nay under heaven, continues at a flay ? 
Ebbs not the Sea, when it hath overflown ? 
Follows not darknefs, when the day is gone ? 
And fee we not fometimes the eye of heaven 
Dim’d with ore-flying elouds ? There’s not that work 
Of careful Nature, or of cunning Art, | 
(How ftroug, how beauteous, or howsich it be) 
But falls in time fo ruine: here, gentle Madam, 
In this one draught i wath my forrowdown. — (Drinks. 
Lady. And | encourag'd with your chearful fpeech, : 
Will do the like. 
Cob. Pray God poor Harpool come, 
If he fhould fall into the Bifhops hands, 
Or not remember where we bad him meet us, 
It were the thiag of all things elfe, that now 
Could breed revoltin this new peace of mind. — 
Lady, Fear not, my Lord, be’s witty to deyife, 
And ftrong to executea prefent fbift. 
Cob, That power be fill his guide hath guided us. 
Myd rowfie eyes wax heavy ; early rifing, 
Logether with the travel we have had, 


the good Lord Cobham. 


| Makes me that I could take a nap, 
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Were I perfwaded we might be fecure. 
Lady. Let that depend on me, whilft you do fleep. 
Pil watch that no misfortune happen us. 
Cob. I fhall, dear wife, be too much trouble to thee: 
“Lady. Urge not that, 
My duty binds me, and your love commands, 
I would [ had the skill with tuned voice 
To draw on fleep with fome fweet melody. 
But imperfection and unaptnefs too 
Are both repugnant : fear inferts the one, 
The other Nature hath denied mente. 
But what talk I of means, to purchafe that 
Is freely happen’d ? Sleep with gentle hand; 
Hath fhut hiseye.lids ; O.vigtorious labour, 
How foon thy. power can charm the bodies fenfe ? 
And now thou likewife climb’ft uato my brain, 
Making my heayy temples ftoop to thee, 
Great God of heaven from danger keep us.fiee. 
[Fall afleep. 


Enter Sir Richard Lee and his Men. 


Lee. A Murther clofely done, andin my ground ? 
Search carefully, if any where it were, 
This obfcure thicket is the likelieit place. 

Ser, Sir, have fouad the body {tif with cold, 
And mangled cruelly with many wounds. 

Lee. Look if thou know’ ft him, turn his body up: 
Alack, it is my fon, my fon and heir, 
Whom two years fince, I fent to Jreland, 
To practife there the difcipline of war, 
And coming home, for fo he wrote to me, 
Some favage heart, fome bloody devillifh hand, 
Either in hate, or thirfting for his coin, 
Hath here fluc’d out his blood. Unhappy hour; 
A curfed place, but moft inconftant Fate, 
That had?ft refery’d him from the bullets fire, 
And fuffered him to fcape the wood-kerns fury. 
Did’ft here ordain the treafure of his life, 


| Even here within the arms of tender peace, 


To beconfum’d by treafons waftful hand ? 

And which is moft afflicting to my fonl, 

That this his death and murther fhould be wrought 
Without the knowledge by whofe means "twas done. 

2 Ser. Not fo, Sir, 1 have found the authors of it, 
See where they fit, and in their bloody fifts 
The fatal inftruments.of death and fin, 

Lee. Juft judgment of that power, whofe gracious eye, 
Loathing the fight of fach a heinous fact, ) 
Dazling their fenfes with benumming fleep, 

Till their unhallowed treachery was. known. 
Awake ye monfters, murtherers awake, 
Tremble for horror, bluth you cannot chufe, 
Beholdijng this unhumane deed of yours. 

Cob. What mean you, Sir, to trouble weary fouls, 
And interrupt ys of our quiet fleep ? 

Lee. O devillifh! can you boalt unto your felves 
Of quiet fleep, having within your hearts 
The guilt of murder waking, that which cries 
Deafs the loud thunder, and folicites heaven 
VVith more than Mandrakes threeks for your offence ? 

Lady. VVhat murther ? you upbraid us wrongfully. 

Lee, Can youdeny the fact ? See you not here 


| The body of my fos by you mifdone ? 


Look on his wounds, look on his purple hue: 

Do we not find you where the deed was done? 

V Vere not your knives faft clofed in your hands ? 

Is not this cloth an argument befide, 

Thus ftain’d and {potted with his innocent blood? 
Thefe {peaking characters, were there nothing elfe 
To plead againft ye, would convict you both. 

To Hartford with them, where the Sizes now are kept, 


| Their lives shall anfwer for my fons loft life. 


Cob, | 


eee 
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(ob. As we are innocent, fo may we fpeed. 
Lee. As 1am wrone’d, fo may the Law proceed. 


Enter Rochelter, Conftable of S. Albans, with Prieft, Doll, 
Owid the Weithmian ix Harpool’s Apparel. 


Bifh. What intricate confufion have we here? 

Not two hours fince, we apprehended one 

In habit Jrifh, but in fpcech not fo’, ‘Ped 
| And now you bring another, that i fpeech is /rifh, 

But in habit Engh’: yea, and more than fo, 

The fervant of that heretick Lord Cobbam. 

Irifh. Fait mebe no fervant of de Lort Cobham, 

| Me be ALack, Chane of Ulster. : : 

Bifh, Otherwite call’d Harpool of Kent, go to, Sir, 
You cannot blind ug with your broken Jrifh. 

Priest, «Teuft te, faid Bifhop, whether Irifh or Englifh. 
H wpool or not Harpool, that | leave to the tryal : 
But fure I am, this man by face and fpeech, 
fs he that murdred young Sit Richard Lee : 
{ met him prefently upon the fact, 

And that he flew his Mafter for that Gold, » 

Thofe Jewels, and that Chain I took from him. 
Bifh. Well, our affairs do call us back to London, 

So that we cannot profecute the canfe 

As we defire to do, therefore we leave 

The charge with you, to fee they be convey’d 

To Hartford Size : both this counterfeit, 

| And yan, Sit Zohn of Wrothan, and your Wench, 

For you are culpable.as well as they, 

{ Ehowg not for murther, yet for felony. 

But fince you are the means fo bring to light 
This gracelefs murther, ye fhall bear with you 
[Our Letters fo the Judges of the Bench, 

To be your friends in what they lawful may. 

Priest. I thank your Lordfhip. 


| Enter Gaoler, bringing forth Oldcaftle. 


Gaol. Bring forth the Prifoners, feethe Court prepar’d, 
The Juftices are coming to the Bench: 
So, let him ftand, away and fetch the reft. LExeunt. 

Cob. O give me patience to endure this fcourge, 

Thou that art fountain of that vertuous ftream, 
And though contempt of witnefs, and reproach 
Hang on thefe iron gives, to prefs my life 

As low as earth, yet ftrengthen me with faith, 
That I may mounvin fpirit above the clouds. 


Enter Gaoler, bria ting in Lady Cobham and Harpool. 


Here comes my Lady, forrow ’tis for her. 
Thy wound is grievous, elfe 1 fcoff at thee. 
What and poor Harpsol ! art thou i’th’bryars too ? 
Har. \faith, my Lord, | am in, get out how I can. 
Lady. Say (gentle Lord) for now we are alone, 
And may confer, fhall we confefs in brief, 
Of whence, and what we are, and fo prevent. 
The accufation is commenc’d againgt us? 
Cob. What will that help us ? Being known, {weet love, 
| We fhall for hercfie be put to death, 
| For fo they term the Religion we profefs. 
No, if we dye, let this our comfort be, 
| That of the guilt impos’d our fouls are free, 
| Aar. 1,1, my Lord, Harpool is fo refolv’d, 
| I wreak of death the lefs in that 1 dye, 
Not by the fentence of that envious Prieft. 
Lady, Well, be it then according as heavens pleafe, 


Enter L. Judge, Juftices, Mayor of S, Albans, Lord Powis 
and his Lady, old Sir Richard Lee: the Fudge and 


Fustices take their places. And here is witnefs to confirm as much. 3 
Priest. Yes, my good Lord, no fooser had he flain 2 
Fudg. Now, Mr, Mayor, what Gentleman is that His loving Mafter for the wealth he had, ae 
acta : =! . q 


‘The Hiftory of § id John, Oldcaftle, | 


‘| [ cannot tell, but we fhall know anon: 
1 Meantime as you pafs by them, ask the queftion, 
} But,do it fecretly you be not feen, 


~ | But Fobn of Lancafhire, and Foan his wife. 


| To pleafure you, for we are bound to you? 


You bring with you before us to the Bench ? 
May, The Lord Powis, if it like your-honour, « 

And this his Lady travelling toward Wales, 

Who, for they lodg’d laft night within my houfe, 

And my Lord Bifhop-did Tay waie for fach, 

Were very willing to come on with me, 

Left for their fakes, fufpicion we might wrong. * 
Fudg. We cry your honour mercy, good my Lord, 
Wilt pleafe you take your place; Madam, your Ladifhip 

May here, or where you will repofe your felf, 
Until this bufinefS now in hand be 'paft. : 
La. Pow. | will withdraw into fome other room, 
So that your Lordthip and the reft be pleas’d. 
Fudg. With all our hearts: attend the Lady theres. 
Pew. Wife, I have ey’d yon pris’ners all this while, 
And my conceit ‘doth tell me, tis our friend 
The Noble Cobbam, and his virtuous Lady. 
La. Pow. \ think no lefs, are they fufpected for this 
Pow. What it means (murther ? | 


And make fome fign, that | may know your. mind. * 
[As fhe paffes over the Stage by them, 
La. Pow. My Lord Cobham ? Madam ? 
Cob. No Cobham now, nor Madam, as you love us, 


La. Pow. O tell, what is it that our love can do 


Cob. Nothing but this, that you conceal our names 5 + 
So, gentle Lady, pafs for being fpied. 
La. Pow, My heart I leave, to bear part of your grief. 
Exit. 
Fudg. Call the Prifoners.to the Bar : Sir Richard Lee, ‘ 
What evidence can you bring againft thefe people, 
To. prove them guilty’of the murther done? 
Lee. This bloody Towel, and thefe naked Knives,' 
Befide, we found them fitting by the place, 
Where the dead body lay within a bufh. 
Fudg. What anfwer you why Law fhould not proceed 
According to this evidence given in, 
To tax ye with the penalty of death? 
Cob. That we are free from murthers very thought, 
And know not bow the Gentleman was flain. 
1 Fast, How came this linen-cloth fo bloody then ? 
L. Cob. My husband hot with travelling, my Lord, 
His nofe gufht out a bleeding, that was it. 
2 Fust. But how came your fharp-edg’d knives un- | 
fheath’d? - 
L. Cob. To cut fuch fimple victual.as we bad. 
Fudg. Say we admit this anfwer tothofe Articles, = 
What made youin fo private a dark nook, a 
So far remote from any common path, 
As was the thick where the dead corps was thrown? 
Cob. Journying, my Lord, from London, from the Term, 
Down into Lancafhire, where we do dwell ; 
And what with age, and travel being faint, 
We gladly fought a place where we might reft, 
Free from refort of other paflengers, 
And fo we ftray’d into that fecret corner. 
Fudg. Thefe are but ambages to drive off time, 
And linger Juftice from her purpos’d end. 
But who are thefe? ; 


Enter Conftable with rhe Irifhman, Prieft, avd Doll: 


. Const, Stay judgment, and releafe thofe innocents, 
For here is he whofe hand hath done the deed, 

For which they ftand indited at the Bar: 

This favage Villain, this rude Trifh Slave, 

His tongue already hath confeft the fact, 
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the good Lord CebRii) 261 


But | upon the inftant met with him: 
And what he purchas’d with the lofs of bloud, 
With ftrokes | prefently bereav’d him of, 
Some of the which is fpent, the reft remaining, 
I willingly furrender to the hands 
Of old Sir Richard Leg, as being his ; 
Befide, my Lord Judge, I greet your honour 
With Lettegs from my Lord of Rochefter. 
i es [Delwers them, 

Lee. Is this the Wolf, whofe thirfty throat did drink 
My dear Son’s bloud ? art thou the Snake 
He cherifht, yet with envious piercing fting 
Affaild’ft him mortally? Wer’t not that the Law 
Stands ready to revenge thy cruelty, 

Traytor to God, thy Malter, and to tne, 
Thefe hagds fhouid’be thy Exeqntioter: «= 

Fud, Patience, Sir Richard Lee, you fhall have Juftice. 
The fact is odious, therefore take him hence, 

And being hang’d until the wretch be dead, 
His Body after fhall be bang’d in Chains, 
Nearto the place where he did act the murther. - 

Trifh. Prythee, Lord Shudge, let me have mine own 
Cloaths, my Strouces there, and let me be hafig’d in a 
Wyth after my Country the Jri{h Fafhion. (Ese. 

fud. Goto, away withhim. And now, Sir fobn, 
Although by you.this murther came to light; 

Yet upright Law will not hold you excus’d, 
For you did rob the frifh-man, by which 
You ftand attainted here of Felony : 

Befide, you have been lewd, and many years 
Led a lafcivious, unbefeeming life. 


Prieft.O but,myLord, Sir Foba repents,and he will mend, | He never more fhall have the Game in Chace, © Léweuut 


Fud. In hope thereof, together with the favour 
My Lord of Rochefter intreats for you, 
We are content you hall be proved. 
Prieft. ( thank your good Lordfhip. 
fud, Thefe falfly here accus’d, and brought | 
To peril wrongfully, wé'in like fort do fet at liberty. 
Lee. And for amends, 
Touching the wrong unwittingly I have done, 
Agive thefe few Crowns, , 
jud. Your kindnefs merits praife, Sir Richard Lee, 
So let ns hence. 
CExeunt all but L.Powis and Cobham. 
Pow. But Powis ftill muft ftay, 
There yet remains a part of that true love 
‘He owes his noble Friend, unfatisfied 
And unperferm’d, ‘which firft of atl doth’bind me 
To gratulate your Lordfhip’s fafe delivery : 
And then intreat, that fince unlookt for thus 
We here are met, your honour would vouchfafe 
To tide with me to Wales, where though my power, 
(Though not to quittance thofe great benefits 
| have receiv’d of you) yet both my Houfe, 
My Purfe, my Seryants, and what elfe] have 
Are all at your command. Deny me not, 
I know the Bifhop’s hate purfues ye fo, 
As there’s no fafety in abiding here. of 
Cob. *Tis true my Lord, and God forgiye him 
for it. 
Pow. Then let us hence, you fhallibe ftraight provided 
Of Jufty Geldings: and once entred Wades, 
Well may the Bifhop bunt,’ but fpight his Face, 
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PURITAN: 


OR,, 


VVidow of Watlingttreet. 


The Actors Names. 


Ady Plus, 4 Citizens Widow. 
Sate two Daughters. 

Sir Godfrey, Brother-in-Law to the Widow Plus. 
Mafter Edmond, Son to the Widow Plus. 
George Pye-boord, « Scholar and a Citizen. 
Peter Skirmifh, az old Soldier. 
Captain Idle, 2 Highway-man. 
Corporal Oath, 4 vain-glorions Fellow. 


Nicholas S¢. Antlings ie ae to the Lady 


Simon S¢. Mary Overies Plus. 


Frailty 


AL 


The Scene London. 


eAétus Primus. 


Enter the Lady Widow Plus, ber two Daughters, Frank and 
Moll, her Husbands Brother an old Knight Sir Godfrey, 
with her Son and Heir Mafter Edmond, all in Mourning 
Apparel, Edmond in a Cyprefs Hat. The Widow wring- 
ing her bands, and bur{ting out into paffion, as newly come 
from the Burial of her Husband. 


Widow. (): that ever I was born, that ever I was 
orn! 


Sir Godfrey. Nay good Sifter, dear Si- | fome the Ufurer, there’s a wile VVidow , why fhe cry’d 


fter, fweet Sifter, be of good comfort, fhew your felf a 
Woman, now or never. 

Wid. Oh, thave loft the deareft man, I have buried 
the fweetelt Husband that ever lay by Woman. 

Sir God, Nay give him his due, he was indeed an ho- 
neft, virtuous, difcreet wife man, — he was my Brother, 
asright, as right. 

Wid. O, | fhall never forget him, never forget him, 
he was a man fo well given toa Woman — oh ! 

Sir God. Nay, but kind Sifter, 1 could weep as much 
as any Woman, but alas, our tears cannot call him again : 
me thinks you are well read, Sifter, and know that death 


The Puritan: Or, 


THE 


Sir Oliver Muck-hill, 4 Switer to the Lady Plus. 
Sir John Penny-Dub, 4 Switer to Moll. 
Sir Andrew Tipftaffe, 4 Switer ro Frances. 
The Sheriffvof London. 
Puttock 

ana bre of the Sheriffs Serjeants. 
Ravenfhaw 
Dogfon, 4 Yeoman. 
A Nobleman. 
A Gentleman Citizen. 
Officers. 


is as common as Homo, a common name to all men; — 
aman fhall be taken when he’s making water, --- Nay, 
did not the learned-Parfon Mafter Pigman tell us €n¢ 
now, that all Flefh is frail, we are born to die, Man has 
butatime: with fuch like deep and profound perfwafi. 
ons, as he is a rare Fellow you know, and an excellent 
Reader : and for Example, (as there are examples abun- 
dance) did not Sir Humphrey Bubble die t’other day, there’s 
a lufty Widow, why fhe cri’d not above half an hour --- 
for fhame, for fhame: then followed him old Mafter Ful- 


ne’re a whit at all. i 
Wid, O rank not me with thofe wicked Women, I had 
a Husband out. fhin’d em all. ee 
Sir God. I thathe did, i’faith, he out-fhin’d ’em all. 
Wid. Doft thou ftand there and fee us all weep, and not 


once fhed a tear for thy Fathers Death ? oh thou ungraci | 


ous Son and Heir thou ? o 
Edm. Troth, Mother, I fhould not weep I’m fure; 1 

am paft a Child 1 hope, to make all my old School-Fel- 

lows laugh at me; I fhould be mockt, fol fhould , pray 


let one of my Sifters weep for me, I'll laugh as much for f 


her another time ? 


Widow, 


Ke te ee ee 


: 


Wid. O thou paft-Grace thou, out of my fight, thou 
gracelefs Imp, thou grieveft me more than the death of 
thy Father: O thou ttubborn only Son : hadft thou fuch 
an honeft man-to thy Father that would deceive all 
the World to get riches for thee, and canft thou not af. 
forda little fait water ? He that fo wifely did quite over- 
throw tiie right Heir of thofe Lands, which now you re- 
fpect ‘not: up every morning betwixt four and five, fo 
duly at Wejtinfter-Hall every Term-time , with all his. 
Cards and Writings , for thee, thou wicked Abfxlon 
O dear Husband ! 

&dm. Weep, quotha ? I proteftl am glad he’s Church. 
ed ; for now he’s gone, { fhall fpend in quiet. 

Frank, Dear Mother, pray ceafe, half your tears fuffice, 
’Tis time for you to take ‘truce with your eyes, 
Let me weep now. 

Wid. © fuch a dear Knight, fuch a fweet Husband have 
[loft , have I loft! —— if blefled be the Coarfe the rain 
rains upon, he had it, pouring down, : 

Sir'God. Sifter, be of good chear, we are all mortal 
our felves, I come upon you frefhly , 1 ne’re {peak with-_ 
out comfort, hear me what I fhall fay,—— my Brother 
has left you wealthy, y’are rich. 

Wid. O! 

Sir God. 1 fay y’are rich: you are alfo fair. 

Wid, O! 

Sir God, Go to, y’are fair, you cannot fmother it, 
beauty will come to light ; nor are your years fo far en- 
ter’d with you, but'that you will be fought after, and may 
very well anfwer another Husband , the World is full of 
| fine Gallants, choice enow, Sifter, for what fhould 
we do with all our Knights, I pray? but to marry rich 
Widows, wealthy Citizens Widows, lufty fair-brow’d 
Ladies, go to, be of good comfort, I fay, leave fhob-) 
bing aid weeping.— yer my Brother was a kind-hearted 
man.—' I would not have the Elf fee me now,— come, 
pluck tip a womans heart,—— here ftand your Daughters, 
who be well eftated, and at maturity will alfo be inquir’d 
after with good Husbands , fo all thefe tears fhall be foon) 
dried up, and a better World than ever—— what; Wo‘ 
man? you mutt not weep till ? he’s dead, he’s buried — 
yet [cannot chufe but weep for him: 

Wid: Marty again! no, let me be’buried quick then! | 
And that fame part of Quite whereon I tread 4 
To fuch intent, O may. it be my graves 
And that the Prieft may turn his wedding-prayers, 
Even with a breath, to Funeral duftand athes ; 
O; out of a million of millions, I fhould ne’re find fuch a’ 
Husband 5 he was unmatchable—unmatcheble : nothing 
wasfo hot, nor tod deaf for me, I could not {peak of that 
one thing that f had not, ‘befide, I had keys of all, kept all, 
recéiv'd all, had money inmy parfe; fpent what I would; 
went abroad when’ would, came home when I ay 
and did all what | would: O— my fweet Husband ; 
fhalf never have the like. : ; 

Sir God, Sifter ? ne’re fay fo, thé wasan honeft Brother 
of mint, and fo, and you May light'upon one as honeft 
again, or one as honéft again may light upon you, that’s 
the properer phiafe indeed. = , a 

Wid. “Never: Oif you love me urge it not: 
© tay-f be the by-word of the world, 

Fhe éommion talk ac Table in the mouth 
Of every Groom and Waiter, if e’re more 
I entertain the carnal foie of man. 

Moll, \ mutt kneel down for fafhion too. 

Prank. And, whom never man as yet hath fcaPd, 
E’ne in this depth of general forrow, vow 
Never to matry, to fuftain foch fofs, 

Asia dear husband feethsito be, ofice dead. 

Moll, \ lov’d my. Father well too ; but to fay, 

Nay vow, I would not marry for his death, 

‘Sure I fhould fpeak falfe Latine, fhonld [ not? 

V’de as foon vow neverto come in Bed: 7 
Tut, women mutt live by th’ quick, and not by th’dead. » 


: 
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How like him is their Model; their brief Pi@ture 


O my fweet Husband, O—— 


time to time all the Widowers tears in England had been 


chief, and fometimes the fpittle ftands too nigh Saint 
Thomas a Watrings : well, Ican mourn in good fober fort 
as well as another 5 but where I fpend one tear for a dead 


| on’c, he fhould then know what a kind wife he had left 


Wid. Deat Copy of my Husband, O let me kifs cti¢e : 
[Drawing out her Husbands Pitture. 


Quickens my tears: my forrows are renew’d 
At their frefh fight. 
Sir God, Sifter 
Wid. Away, 
All honeity with him is turn’d to clay, 


Frank, My dear Father ? (Exeunt Mother & Danghters.. 
Moll, Here’sa puling indeed! [ think my Mother weeps: 
for all the women that ever buried husbands: for if from 


bottled up, I do not think all would have fill’d a three- 
half-penny Bottle : alas, a fimall matter bucks a Handker. 


Father, I could give twenty kiffes for a quick Husband. 
[ Exit Moll. | 
Sir God, Well, go thy ways, old Sir Godfrey, and thon | 
may {ft be proud on’e, thou haft a kind loving Sifter-in- | 
law: howconftant? how paflionate? how full of -4pril| 
the poor Souls eyes are ; well, | would my Brother knew | 


behind him: truth, and *twere not for fhame that the 
Neighbours at th’next Garden fhould hear me betwixt joy | 
and grief, 1 fhould e’ne cry out-right. 
(Exit Sir Godfrey. 

Edm. So, a fair riddance, my Father’s laid in duft, 
his Coffin and he is like a whole Meat-Pye, and the worms 
will cut him up fhortly: farewel, old Dad, farewel; T’le 
be curb’d in no more: I perceive a Son and Heir may 
quickly be made a Fool and he will be one, but P’le take 


another order ; ——Now fhe would have me weep for him 


forfooth , and why; becaufe he cozen’d the right Heir 
being aFool, and beftow’d thofe Lands on me his eldeft 
Son; atid therefore [ muft weep for him, ha, ha: why 
all the World knows, as long as twas his pleafure to get 
me , *twas his-duty to get for me: I know the Law in 
that point, no Atturney can gull me. Well, my Uncle 
is an old Afs, and dn admirable Coxcomb, I'll rule the 
Roaft my felf, I'll be kept under no more , I know what 
1 may do well enough by my Fathers Copy: the Law’s 


| in miae own-hands now: nay, now I know my ftrength, 


Vil be {trong enough for my Mother, 1 warrant’ you. 
Léxit. 


Enter George Py-boord 4 Scholar and a Citizen, and unto | 
him an old Souldier, Peter Skirmih. 


Pye: What’s to be done now, old Lad of War, thou 
that wert wont to be as hot as a Turn-fpit , as nimble as 
a Fencer, and as loufie as a School-mafter ; now thou art 
put to filence like a Setary,—- War fits now like a Ju- 
ftice of Péace , and does nothing: where be your Mus. 
kets; Calivers and Hotfhots ? in Long-lane, at pawn, at 
pawn ? Now Keys are our only Guns, Key-guns, 
Key. puns, and’ Bawds the Gunners,——._ who are your 
Sentinels in Peace, and ftand ready charg’d to give war. 
ning ; with hems, hums, and pocky-coughs; only your 
Chambers ate licenft to play upon you , and Drabs enow 
to give fire to em. 

Skir. Well, I cannot tell, ‘but I am fure it goes Wrong | 
with me , for fince thé ceffure of the Wars, I have fpent 


‘| above a hundred Crowns out of purfe : Ihave been a Sol- 


dier any time this forty years, and now I perceive an old 


| Soldier, and an old Courtier have both one deftiny, and in 
.| the end-turn both into’ Hob-nails. 


Pye, Pretty myftery for a Beggar, for indeed a Hob } 


-} nail is the true Emblem of a Beggat’s Shoe-foal. 


Skir. Fwill not fay but that War is a blood-fucker, and 

(6 ;- but in my confciencé, (as there is no Soldier but has 
a piece of one, though it be full of holes like a fhot An 
cient, 
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cient, no matter, “twill ferve to fwear by) in my contci- 
ence, | think fome kind of Peace has more hidden oppref 
fions, and violent heady fins, (though looking of a gentle 
natur: ) than a profeft war. 

Pye. Troth, and for mine own part, Tama poor Gen- 
tleman, and a Scholar, I have been matriculated in the 
Univerfity , wore out fix Gowns there, feen fome Fools, 
and fome Scholars, fome of the City, and fome of the 
Country, kept order, went bare. headed over the Qua- 
drangle, eat my Commons with a good ftomach , and 
Battled with Difcretion ; at laft, having done many 
flights and tricks to maintain my wit in ufe (as my brain 
would never endure me to be idle,) I was expeil’d the 
Univerfity , only for ftealing a Cheefe out of Fefss Col- 
ledge. 

Skir. Is’t poflible ? 

Pye. Q! there was one Welfhman (God forgive him) 


toward London, where when I came, all my Friends were 
pit-hold, gone to Graves, (as indeed there was but a few 
lefe before) then was I turn’d to my wits, to fhift in the 
World, to towre among Sons and Heirs, and Fools, and 
Gulls, and Ladies eldeft Sons , to work upon nothing, t 
feed out of Flint, and ever fince has my belly been muc! 
beholden to my brain: But now to return to you, olc 
Skirmifh, \fay as you fay , and for my part wifh a Turbu 
lency in the World, for 1 have nothing in the World, but 
my wits, and I think they are as mad as they will be: anc 
to ftrengthen your Argument the more, I fay an honett 
War is better than a bawdy Peace: as touching my pro 
feffion ; the multiplicity of Scholars, hatcht, and nourifht 
in the idle Calms of Peace , makes ’em like Fifhes, one 
devour another ; and the Community of Learning has fo 
plaid upon affections , and thereby almoft Religion is 
come about to Phantalie, and difcredited by being too 
much f{poken of- in fo many and mean mouths, |} 
my felf being a Scholar and a Graduate, have no other 
comfort by my learning, but the afi€tion of my words 
to know how Scholarelike to name what I want, and cap 
call my felf a Beggar both in Greek and Latine, and there 
fore not to cog with Peace, I’ll not be afraid to fay , "tis 
a great Breeder, but a bad Nourifher : a great getter of 
Children, which mult either be Thieves or Rich men, 
Knaves or Beggars. 

Skir, Well, would I had been born aKnave then, when 
I was born a Beggar 5 for if the truth was known, I think 
[ sem begot when my Facher had never a penny in his 
purfe, 

Pye. Puh, faint not, old Skirmifh, let this warrant thee, 
Facilis Defcenfis Averm, "tis an eafie Journey toa Knave, 
thou may’ft be a Knave when thou wilt; and Peace is a 
good Madam to all other profeflions, and an arrant Drab 
to us, let ns handle her accordingly , and by our wits 
thrive in defpight of her ; for the Law lives by quarrels, 
the Courtier by fmooth geod-morrows, and every pro- 
feflion makes it felf greater by imperfeétions, why not we 
then by fhifts, wiles, and forgeries ? And feeing our brains 
are the only Patrimonies, let’s {pend with judgment, not 
like a defperate Son and Heir, but like a fober and dif. 
creet Templer, one that will never march beyond the 
bounds of his allowance, and for our thriving means, thus, 
‘Imy felf will put on the Deceit of a Fortune-teller, a For. 
‘tune-teller. : 
Skirm, “ey proper. 

Pye. And you a Figure-cafter jurer. 
ski A Coane § » Or a Conjurer. 


deceive all eyes, but the Devils, 


Skir, O.1, for! would: not deceive him, and I could 
chufe, of all others. 


Pye. Fear not , | warrant you; and fo by thefe means 
we fhall help one another to Patients, as the condition of 


the age affords creatures enow for cunning to work up- 


on. 


The Puritan: Or, 


mirable fubject to graze upon. The Lady-Widow, who 
of late faw weeping in her Garden, for the death of her 
Husband, fure the’s but a watrih Soul, and half on’t by 
this time is dropt out of her eyes: device well manag’d 


may do good upon her; it ftands firm, my firft practice 
thall be there. 


her only Son, and an Ape to her youngeft Daughter s --.-.-- 
I over-heard ’em feverally, and from their words I'll drive 


parfued it hard, and never lefe, till I turn’d my ftaff 


How now! what’s he ? 


Tis my fworn Brother, Captain Jdle. 


has {tarted out, has made a Night on’t, lackt filvers | can- 
not but commend his refolution, he would not pawn his 


might pitch our Tents at Ufurers doors, to kill the flaves 
as they peep out at che wicket. 


our money in their hands, and make us to be hang’d for 
robbing ef em; but come let’s follow after to the Pri- 
fon, and know the nature of his offence, and what we 
can ftead him in, he fhall be fare of; and Pll uphold it 
itil, that a charitable Knave is betser than a foothing 
Puritan. 


Exter at one door Corporal Oath, a vain-glorions Fellow, and 


forbidden to keep company withal, we muft not {wear ! 
can tell you, and you have the name for fwearing. 


as forfake us, we cannot abide you, we muft not be feen in 
your company. 


Pye. Let me alone, Vl inftreét you, and teach you to 


Skier. Q wondrous, new Fools and frefh Afles. 

Pye. O, fit, fit, excellent. 

Skir. What in the name of Conjuring ? 

Pye-boord. My memory greets me happily with an ad- 


Skir. You have my voice, George, 
Pye-boord. Sh’as a grey Gull to her Brother, a Fool to 


Enter Captain \dle pinion’d, and with a Guard of 
Officers paffeth over the Stage. 


Pye. Puh, I'll perfect thee, Peter : 
Skir. O George! this fight kills me, 


Pye. Captain Idle. 
Skir. Apprehended for fome fellonious act or other, he 


suff-Jerkin, I would either fome of us were imploy’d, or 


Pye. Indeed thofe are our ancient Enemies ; they keep 


LExenmt. 


at the other three of the Widow Puritans Serving-men, Ni- 
choias Saint-Tantlings, Simon Saint Mary-Overies, and 
Frailty sn black feurvy moutning Coats, and Books at their 
Girdles, as coming from Church. They mect. 


Nich, What Corporal Oath ? 1am forry we have met 
with you next our hearts; you are the man that we are 


Sim. 1, Corporal Oath, I would you would do fo much 


, Frail. There is none of us, {cantell you, but shall be 
oundly whipt for fwearing. : 
C. ms Why how now ake three? Puritanical Scrape- 
fhooes, Flefh a good Fridays; a band. 

All. Ob. : sages = 

Corp. Why Nicholas SainteTantlings, Simon Saint Mary. 
Overies, has the De’il pofleft you, that you fwear no bet: 
ter, you half-Chriftened Katomites, you ungod-mother’d 
Varlets, do’s the firft leon teach you to be proud, and. 
the fecond to be Coxcombs; proud Coxcombs ; not once 
to do duty toa man of Mark. j 

Frail. A manof Mark, quotha, Ido not think he can 
thew a Beggars Noble. ese 

Corp, At Corporal, a Commander, one of Spirit, that 
is able to blow you up all dry with your Books at your 
Girdles, : : 

Simon, We are not taught to believe that, Sir, for we 
know the breath of man is weak. : 

[Corporal breathes on Frailty. 


‘cholas 5 for here’s one ftrong 
Frail, Foh, you lye, Nicholas 5 f ny 


eT > 
——enEESSeTEST err 


fter.: 


| wards fall to the Pettitoes, 


€noughs blow us up, quotha, he may well blow me above 
twelve-fcore off on him: I warrant, if the wind ftood 
right, aman might fmell him from the top of Newgate, 
tothe Leads of Ludgate. 

Corp. Sirtah, thou hollow book of Wax-candle. 

Nich. J, you may fay what you will, fo you {wear not. 

Corp. 1 iwear by the 

Nich, Hold, hold, good Corporal Oath; for if you fwear 
once, we fhall fall down in a fwoon prefently. 

Corp. I muft and will {wear : you quivering Coxcombs, 
my Captain is imprifoned, and by Valcan’s Leather Cod. 
piece point 

Nich. O Simon, what an oath was there ? 

Fras!. If he fhould chance to break it , the poor man’s 
Breeches would fall down about his heels, for Venusallows 
but one point to his hofe, 

Corp. With thefe, my Bully-Fleet, I will thump ope the 
Prifon doors, and brain the Keeper with the begging-Box, 
but Pil fet my honett fweet Captain /dle at liberty. 

Nich. How, Captain Jdle ? my old Aunts Son, my dear 
Kinfman in Cappadochio. " 

Corp. I, thou Church-peeling, thou Holy-paring, Reli- 
gious outfide thou ; if thou had’ft any grace in thee, thou 
would’ff vifit him, relieve him, fwear to get him out. 

Nich. Aflure you, Corporal, indeed. la, ’tis the firft time 
[heard on’t. © 

Corp. Why do’t now then, A¢armafet ; bring forth thy 
yearly wages, let not a Commander perifh ? 

Sim. But if he be one of the wicked, he fhall perifh, 

Nich, Well, Corporal, Ill e’en along with you, to vifit 


my Kiofman, if { ean do him any good, I will,—— but 1! 


have nothing for him, Simon Saint Mary-Overies and Frail. 
ty, pray make a Lye for me tothe Knight my Matter, old 
Sit Godfrey. 

Corp. ALye? may you lye then? — 

Frail. O1, we may lye, but we muft not fwear. 

Sim, True, we may lie with our Neighbour’s wife, but 
we muft: not {wear we did fo. 

Corp. O, an excellent Tag of Religion. 


Nich. O, Simon, I have thought upon a found excufe, | 


it will go currant, fay that I am gon to a Faft. 
Sim, To a Faft? very good. 
Nich. 1, toa Faft, fay, with Mafter Full-belly the Mini- 


flock well, for he’s an excellent Feeder. 


(Exennt Corporal and Nicholas. |’ 


Frail, OI, Uhave feen him eat a whole Pig , and after- 
[Exeunt Simon and Frailty. 


The Prifon, ~Mar fhalfea. 


Enter Captain \dle at one door, and an old Souldier 
at the other. 


‘© [George Pye-boord peaking within. 

Pye. Pray turn the Key. 

Skirs Turn the Key, I pray. ; 

Capt. Who fhould thofe be, I almoft know their voices ? 
O my Friends! [Entring. 
Y’are weleome to a fmelling Room here's you newly took 
leave ofthe Air, is’t not a {trange favour? 

Pye. Asall Prilons have {mells of fundry Wretches; 
Who, though departed, leave their {cents behind’’em. 
By Gold, Captain, f am‘fincerely forry forthee, 

Capt, By my troth, George, 1thank thee ; but, pifh— 
what mult be, muft. be; 

Skir. Captain, what doyou lie in for ?:is’t great ? what’s 
your offence? 

_ Capt. Faith, my offence is ordinary;——-common , a 
High-way, and | fear me my penalty will be ordinary and 
common too, a Halter. 'D DOB gi90 

Pye. Nay, prophefie not fo ill, it hall go hard, 
But 1’ll fhift for thy life. ba 


. 
Ay 


ca 
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Sim. Matter Full-belly ? an honeft man: he feeds. the| when Lucifer is reftor’d to his blood » and in Heaven a: 


4 


it Whether | live or dye, thou’rt an honett George, 
tell you-—. Silver flow’d not with me, as it had done. 


(for now the Tide runs to Bawds and Flatterers) | had a | 


{tart out, and by chance fet upona fat Steward inking 
his purfe had been as pula bis body; and the fing 
had about him but the poor purchace of ten groats+ not. 
wichftanding being deferyed, purfued, and'taken, I know 
the Law is fo grim, in refpect of many defperate.: un. 
fetled Souldiers, that I fear me I hhall dance after their 


pipe for’e, 


Skir. | am twice forry for you, Captain ; -firft, that 
your purchace was fo {mall , and now that your danger is 
fo great. 

Capt. Puth, the worft is but death. ha? i 
Tobacco about you ? : oe aia 

Skir. 1 think.I have thereabouts about me. 

; [Captain blows a Pipe. 

Capt. Here’s a clean Gentleman too, to receive. 

Pye, Well, I muft caft about fome happy flight : 

Work brain, that ever did’it thy Matter right. 

Corp. Keeper, let the key be turn’d, 

[Corporal and Nicholas within. 

Nich, 1,1, pray, Mafter Keeper, give’s a caftof your 
Office. 

Capt. How now? more Vifitants? ~——what, Corpo- 
ral Oath ? 

Pye. Skér. Corporal. 

Corp. In prifon, honeft Captain? this muft not be. 

Nich. How do you, Captain Kinfman ? 

Capt. Good Coxcomb, what makes that pure--.- ftarcht 
Foo! here ? : 

Nich. You fee, Kinfman, I am fomewhat bold to ¢all 
in, and fee how you do; I heard you were fafe enough 
and I was very glad on’t, that it was no worfe. x 

Capt. This is a double torture now,—. this Fool by th’ 
book .doth vex me more than my imprifonment. What 
meant. you, Corporal, to hook him hither ? 

Corp. Who, he? he fhall relieve thee, and fupply thee, 
Pil make him do’t. «i > | 

Capt. Fy, what vain breath you fpend : 

He fupply ?.. Pll fooner expect mercy from an Ufurer when 
my Bond’s forfeited, fooner kindnefs from a Lawyer when 
my money’s fpent: nay, fooner charity from the Devil, 
Vil look for relief fromhim, 


aif. 
Nich, |. warrant my Kinfman’s talking of me, for my 
lefc ear burns moft tyrannically. 

Pye, Captain Idle ? what’s he there? he looks like a 
Monkey upward, anda Crane downward. 

Capt. Pihaw ; a foolifh Coufin of mine: I muft thank 
God for him. 

Pye. Why, the better fabject to work a fcape upon ; 
thou fhalt ¢’en change cloaths with him, and leave him 
here, and fo——_ 

Capt. Pufh, I publifht him een now to my Corporal, 
he will be damn’d e’re he:do me fo much good; why, | 
know amore proper, a more hand{ém device than that, 
if the flave would be fociable,—___ now Goodiman Fleer. 
ace? 

: Nich. O,my Coufin begins to fpeak to me now, I fhall 
be acquainted with him again, I hope. : ; 

Skir. Look! what ridiculous Raptures take hold of his 
wrinkles, 

Pye. Then what fay youto this device ya happy one 
Captain? 3 gaa 

Capt. Speak low, George; Prifon Rats have-wider ears 
than thofein Malt-lofts. + © 

Nich. Cousin, if it lay in my power, as they fay,—— 
to-—do-—. 

Capt..?Twould do me an exceeding pleafure indeed, 
that; ne’retalk furder on’t, the Fool willbe hang’d e’re 
he do’t.. # 

Corp. Pox, Vil thump’’im to’t. 
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” | Pfaith ; the Captain loving you fo dearly , L, like the 


Thy do buttry the Fopfter, and break it to him { the mifling on’t only, than if we had it out-right, as 
ae byydaha difcourfe fhall make it known to you st ineant 
Cap. And fo my difgrace will dwell in his Jaws, and the | the Chain, dobut convey it out ata back. door into the 
lave flaver out our purpote to his Mafter,for would 1 were Garden, and there hang it clofeinthe Rofemary Bank, 
buc as fureomt, aebam fure he will: deny to do’t. but for a {mall feafon and by that harmlefs device, | 
Nic. | would be heartily glad, Coufin, if any of my | know how to wind Captain Jdle out of Prifon, the Knight 
Friendfhips, as they fay, might——ftand, ha—_ thy Matter fhall get his pardon, and releafe him, and he 
Pye. Why, you fee he offers his Friendfhip Foolifhly to fatisfie thy Mafter with hisown Chain, and wondrous 
you already. thanks on both hands. _ 
Cap. 1, that’s the Hell on’t, {would he would offer it Nic. That were rare indeed la, 
wifely. Pray let me know how. 

Nic. Verily, and indeed la,Couin——— ss Pye. Nay, "tis Very neceffary thou fhould’ft know, be- 
Cap. L have took note of thy fleers a good while, if thon | caufe thou muft be employ’d as an Actor ? é 
art minded to do me good ? as thou gap’ ft upon me com- Nic. .An Actor? O 10, that’s a Player ? and our Par- 
fortably, andgiv’it me Charitable faces 3 which indeed is fon rails againft Players migivrily, ican tell you, becaufe 
but a fathion in youall that are Puritans, wilt foon at night | they brought him drunk upo’th’ Stage once,— as he will 

fteahme thy Mafter’s Chain ? be horribly drunk. 

Nic. Oh, Ffhall fowne ! Cor. Mafs{ cannot blame him then, 

Pye, Corporalyehe ftarts already ! Poor Church. fpout. 

Cap. Iknowit tobe worth three hundred Crowns, and Pye. Why as an Intermedler then ? 
with the half of that, f cam buy my life at a Brokers,| Vic. ¥, that, that. ; } 
at fecond hand, which now lies in pawn to the Law, if| Pye. Give me audience then, when the old Knight thy 
this thou refufe to do, being eafie and nothing dangerous, | Mafter has rag’d his fill for the lols of the Chain, teil him 
in that thou art held in good Opinion of thy Mafter ; why thou haft a Kinfman in Prifon, of fuch exquifite Art, that 
tis a palpable Argument thoa hold’{t my life at no price, the Devil himflf is French Lackey to him, and runs 
and thefe thy broken and unjoynted offers, are but | bare headed by his Horfe - belly ( when he has 
only created in thy lip, now Born, and now buried, foolith | one: ) whom he will caufe, with moft Irifh dexteri- 
breath only : what, woult do’t? fhall I look for happinefs | ty, to fetch his Chain, though "twere hid under a Mine 
in thy anfwer ? of Sea-coal, and ne’re make Spade or Pick-axe his 

Dich, Steal my. Mafter’s Chain, quoth he? no, it fhall | inftruments; tell him but this, with farther inftructions 
nere be faid, that MVicholas Saint Tantlings committed thou fhalt. receive from me, and thon fheweft thy felf a 
Bird-lime ! Kinfman indeed, 

Cap. Nay, I told you as much, didknot ? thoughhebe} Cor. A dainty Bully, 
a Puritan, yet he will be a true man. | Sk, An honeft—Book-keeper. 

Nic. Why Coulin, you. know tis written, Thow fhalt} Cap. And my three times thrice honey-Coufin. 
not fteal. « | Nic. Nay, grace of God I'll rob him on’t fuddenly, 


Cap. Why,and Fool, Thou fhalt love thy Neighbour,and and hang it inthe Rofemary bank, but I bear that mind, 


help him in extremities. Conlin, { would not Steal any thing, methinks, for mine 
own Father. 


~ Nic. Mafs I think it be indeed ; in what Chapter’s that, 
Coulin ? Skir. He bears a. good mind in that, Captain. 
Pye. Why, well faid, 


(ap. Why inthe firft of Charity, the fecond verfe. y 
Nic. The firftof Charity, quotha, that?sa good jeft, | He begins to be an honeft Fellow, faith. 
Cor. In truth he does, 


there’s no fach Chapter in my Book ! : 
Cap. No, | know ’twas torn out of thy Book, and that} = Nic. You fee, Coufin, Iam willing to do you any kind- 
makes fo little in thy heart. nefe, alwayes faving my felfharmlefs. 
Pye. Come, let me tell you, y’are too unkind a Kinfman 


[Exit Nicholas, 
Captain. Why I thank thee, fare thee well , I fhall re- 
quite it. 
| Cor. Twill be good for thee , Captain, that thou haft 
fuch an egregious Afs to thy Coufin. ; 
Cap. 1, isnot.that a fine fool, Corporal? 
But, George, thou talk’ft of Art and Conjuring, 
How {hall that be ? 
Pye. Puh, be’t not in your care, 
Leave that to me and my dire¢tions; 
Well, Captain, doubt not thy delivery now 
F’en with the vantage, man, to gain by Prifon, é 
As my thoughts prompt me: Hold on brain and plot, 
| aim at many cunning far events, 
All which | doubt not to hit at length, 
['ll to the Widow with a quaint aflault, 
Captain, bemerrye = ; 
Cap. Who 1? Kerry metry Buffe. Jerkin. ake. 
Pye. Oh, Lam happy in more flights, and one will knit 
ftrong in another-=Corporel Qath, 
Cor, Hoh, | rich ate 
Pye, And on ola Peter Skirmifh, \ have a neceflary 
task for you both. ) ew 
Skir, Lay’t upon George Pye-boord. 
Cor. What e’re it be, we'll manage it, 
Pye. | would have you two maintain aquarrel before the 


Mees ot his Eye, and youto be fo uncomfortable, 
eg nites ; 
Nic. Pray do not wifh meto. be hang’d, any thing elfe 
that I cando; had it been to.rob, 1 would ha’ don’, but | 
mutt not Steal, that’s the word, the literal, Thou fhalt not 
Steal ; and would you wifh me to Steal then ? 

Pye. No Faith, that were too much, to fpeak truth; why 
wilt thou Nim it from him? 

Nic. That: | will. . 

Pye. Why enough, Bully ; he will be contént with that, 
or he fhall ha’ none; let me alone with him now, Cap. 
tain, | ha? dealt with your. Kinfman in a corner, a good 
__kind-natur’d fellow, methinks: go to, you fhall not 
Have all _your own asking, you fhall bate fomewhat on’t, 
he is not ¢ontented abfolutely, as you would fay, to Steal 
the Chain froiv him, but todo you a pleafure, he will nim 
it from him, 

Nic. J, that. will, Coufin, 

Cap. Well, feeing he will dono more, as far as I fee, J 
mut be contented with that, . 

Cor. Here’s no notable gullery 2 

_ Pye, Nay, Pie come nearer to you, Gentleman, becanfe 
we'll have only but a help and a mirth on’t, the Knight 
fhall not lof his Chain neither, but be only laid out of the 
way fome one or two dayes.) Lady Widows door , and draw your Swords ith’ edge of 

Nic. 1, that would be good indeed, Kinfman, the Evening + Clathalittle, clafh; claih. 

Pye. For I have a facder reach, to profit us better, by} Corp. Fuh! ‘ one i 
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sansa ibepibnetelccsct aegis 
Let us alone to make our blades ring noon, 
Though it be after fupper. 

Pye, -1 know you can; 

And out of that falfe Fire, I doubt not but to raife ftrange 
belief——and, Captain, to countenance my device the ber- 
ter, and grace my words to the Widow, I have a good 
plain Sattin Sute, that I had of a young Reveller rother 
night, for words pafs not regarded now e-days, unlefs they 

| come from a good fuit of Cloaths, which the Fates and my 
wits had beftowed upon me. Well, Captain Idle, if | 
did not highly love thee, I would n’r be feen within 
twelve fcore of a Prifon, for I proteft at this inftant,. | 
walk in great danger of fmall debts; I owe money to fe- 
veral Hoftefles, and you know fuch Jills will quickly be 
upon a Mans Jack. 

Capt. True, George. 

Pye, Fare thee well, Captain, Come Corporal and 
Ancient, thou fhalt hear more news next time we greet 
thee, 

Corp. More news? I, by yon Bear at Bridge-Foot in 
heaven fhalt thou. LExeunt. 

Capt. Enough 5 my friends, farewel, 

This Prifon fhews as if Ghofts did part in Hell, 


Exter Moll younge/t Daughter to the Widow, alone. 


eMoll. Not marry? forfwear marriage ? why all wo. 
men know ’tis as honourable a thing as to lie with a man; 
and I to f{pight my Sifters vow the more, have entertain’d 
a Suitor already, a fine Gallant Knight of the laft Fea- 
ther, he fays he will Coach me too, and well appoint me, 
allow me money to Dice withal, and many fuch pleafing 
proteftations he fticks upon my lips: indeed his fhort- 
winded Father i’th’ Country is wondrous wealthy, a moft 
abominable Farmer, and therefore he may dote in time : 
troth Pll venture upon him , women are not without ways 
enough to help themfelves : if he prove wife and good 
as his word, why I fhall love him, and ufe him kindly ; 
and if he prove an Afs, why.in a quarter of an hours 
warning I can transform him intoan Oxe ;~ there comes 
in my relief again, 


Enter Frailty. 


Frail, O, Miltrefs e Aol; Miftrefs «Aol. 

Moll, How now? what’s the news? ~ 

Frail. The Knight your Suitor, Sir fohn Penny- Dub. 

Moll, Sit Fohn Penny.Dub? where? where? 

Frail. He’s walking in the Gallery. 

Moll, Has my Mother feen him yet ? 

Frail, O no, fhe’s-- {pitting in the Kitchin. 

Moll, Direct him hither foftly, good Frailty, 
Pll meet him half way. 

Frail, That’s juft like running a Tilt ; but I hope he’ll 
break nothing this time, . 


Enter Sir John Penny-Dub. 


Moll, ’Tis happinefs my Mother faw him not ; 
Owelcome, good Sir fohn. 

Penny. Dub. | thank you faith,— Nay you muft ftand me 
till I kifs you: tis the fafhion every where i’faith, and 
I camé from Court e’now. © 

Moll, Nay, the Fates forefend that I fhould anger the 
fafhion ? 

Penny. Then not forgetting the fweet of new ceremo- 
nies, I firft fall back, then recovering my felf, make my 
honour to your lipthus: and then accoft it. 

Moll. Truft me, very pretty and moving, y’are wor- 
thy on’t, fir. , 

O my Mother, my Mother, now the’shere, 
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Kiffing. Enter Widow and Sir Godfrey. 


We'll fteal into the Gallery. [Exeunt. 

Sir God. Nay, Sifter, let reafon rule you, .do not 
play the fool, ftand not in your own light, you have 
wealthy offers, large tendrings, do not withftand your 
good fortune: who comes a wooing to youl pray? no 
{mall fool, a rich Knight o’th’ City, Sir Oliver A4uck hill, 
no {mall foo I can tell you: and furthermore, as { heard late 
by your Maid fervants (as your Maid-fervants. will fay 
to me any thing, I thank ’em) both your Daughters are 
not without Suitors, 1, and worthy ones too; one brisk 
Courtier , Sir eAudrew Tipftaffe, fuiter a fat of to your 
eldeft Daughter, andthe third a huge wealthy Farmers 
Son, a fine young Country Knight , they call him Sir 
Fobn Penny-Dub, a good name marry , he may have it 
oe when he lacks money: what bleflings are thefe, 
ifter ? 

Wid, Tempt me not, Satan: 

Sir God. Satan? do I look like Satan? I hope the 
Devil’s not fo old as I, I trow, 

Wid. You wound my fenfes, Brother, when you name 
A fuiter to me,-- oh I cannot abide it, 
I take in poyfon when I hear one nam?d. 


a 


Enter Simon. 


How now, Simon? where’s my fon Edmond? 
__ Sim. Verily, Madam, he is at vain Exercife, dripping 
in the Tennis-Court. 
Wid, At Tennis-Court ? oh, now his Father’s gone, 
I fhall have no rule with him; oh wicked Edmond, 1 
might well compare this wich the Prophecy in the Choo. | 
nicle, though far inferiour, as Harry of Monmouth 
all, and Harry of Windfor loft all; {0 Edmond of Briftow | 
that was the Father, gorall, and Edmond of London that’s | 
his fon now, will {pend all, 
Str God. Peace, filter, we'll have him reform’d, there’s | 
hope on him yet, though it be but a little. 


Enter Frailty. 


Frail, Forfooth, Madam; there are two or three Ar- 
_ at door would very gladly fpeak with your Ladi- 
ip. 
Wid. Archers ? 
Sir God. Your Husband’s Fletcher I warrant. 
Wia. Oh, 
Let them come near, they bring home things of his, 
Troth I fhould ha’ forgot em, how now? 
Villain, which be thofe Archers ? 


Enter the Suiters, Sir Andrew Tipftaffe, Sir Oliver 
Muck-hill, afd Penny Dub. 


Frail, Why, do you not fee ’em before you? are not 
thefe Archers, what do you call ’em Shooters ? Shooters 
and Archers are allone, | hope. 

Wid. Out ignorant Slave. 

Muck, Nay, pray be patient Lady, 

We come in way of honourable love. 

Tipfts Penny. We do. 

Muck, To you. 

Tspft. Penny. And to your Daughters, 

Wid, O'why will you offer me this, Gentlemen? indeed 
[will not look upon you ; when the tears are fcarce out of 
mine Eyes, not yet watht off from my cheeks, and my dear 
Husbands body fcarce fo cold as the Coffin, what reafon 
have you to offerit ? Iam not like fome of your Widows } 
that will bury one in the Evening, and be fure to another 
ere Morning; pray away, pray take your anfwers, good 
Knights, and you be fweet Knights, I have vow’d never to 
marry ; —— and fo have my Daughters too ! 


Shay Ay Aa 3 Penny. | 


ae ° omen The Puritan: Or, 


i fos How knows he that ? what, has fome Deviltold 
im? 
Wid. Strange he fhould know our thoughts: 
VVhy but Daughter, have you purpos’d {peedy Marriage? 
Pye, You fee the tells you 1, fhe fayes nothing. 
Nay, give me credit as you pleafe, 1am a ftranger to you, 
and yet you fee | know your determinations, which 
muft come;to me metaphyfically, and by a fuper-natural 
intelligence. ) 
Wid. This puts amazement-on me. 
Frank, Know our secrets? 
Moll. Vde thought to fteala marriage, would his tongue 
Had dropt out whea he blab’d it. 
Wid, But, Sir, my Husband was too honeft a dealing 
man, to be now in any Purgatories 
Pye. O donot load your Confcience with urtruths, 
’Tis but meer folly now togild’em ore: 
That has paft but for Copper ; Praifeshere, 
Cannot unbind him there: confefs but truth, 
I know he got hiswealth witha hard gripe : 
Oh hardly , hardly. 
Wid. This is molt ftrange of all, how knows he that ? 
Pye. He would eat fools and ignorant heirs clean up « 
And had his drink from many a poor mans brow, 
Even as their labour brew’d it, 
He would fcrape riches to him moft unjnilly ; 
The very dirt between his nails was il got, 
And not:his own, ——~oh 
I groan to fpeak.on’r,the thought makes me fhudder!—— 
fhudder! 


Penny. 1, two of you have, but the third’s a good 


wench ! or, 
Muck, Lady, a fhrewd anfwer marry 3 the beft is, ’tis 
but the firft, and hes a blunt wooer, that will leave for one 
fharp anfwer. 
Tipf Where be your Daughters, Lady, ] hope they'll 
give us better encouragements ? C 
| widow. Indeed they'll anfwer you fo, take’t a my 
i word they’ give you the very fame an{wer Verbatim, 


| truly la. 
Penny. Maur: Mol!’s a good wench ftill, I know what 

| fhe?ll do? 

Muck. Well, Lady, for this time we ll take our leaves 


hoping tor better comfort. 
| 
| 
| 


Widow. O never,never: and Llive thefe thoufand years; 
and you be good Knights, do not hope ; “twill be all Vain, 
look you put offall yours fuits, and you come 


Vain, - 
to me again. 

Frail. eat off all their fuits, quotha ? 1, that’s the beft 
wooing of a Widow indeed, when a man’s Nonfuted, that 
is, when he’s a bed with her. 

[Going ont Muckhil and Sir Godfrey. 

Muck, Sit Godfrey, here’s twenty Angels more, work 
hard for me; there’s life in’t yet. LExit Muckhil. 

Sir Godf. Fear not Sir Oliver Muckbil, Ve {tick clofe for 
you, leave all with me. 


Enter George Pye-boord the Scholar. 


| Pye, By your leave, Lady Widow. 
Wid. What another fuiter now ? 
Pye. A fuiterno, | proteft: Lady, if you'd give me your 
-| felf, ’'de not betroubled with you. 
Wid. Say you fo, Sir, then you’se the better welcome, 


much griev’d, that youa ftranger, fhould fo deeply wrong 
my dead Husband ! 

Pye-boord. Oh? 

Wid. A man that would keep Church fo duly; rife 
early before his fervants, and e’en for Religioushaft, go 
ungarter’d, unbutton’d , nay Sir Reverence uncruft, to 
Morning Prayer ? 

Pye. Oh uff. 


ir. 
Pye. Nay, Heaven blefs me from a Widow, unlefs J 
| were fure to bury her {peedily ! 
| Wid. Good bluntnefs : well, your bufinels, Sir? 
Pye- Very needful; if you were in private once. e. Oh 
Wid. Needful? Brother,pray leave us: and you, Sit. Wid. Dine quickly upon high-days, and when 1 had 
Frail. 1 fhould laugh now, if this blunt fellow fhould put | great guefts, would e’en fhame me, and rife from the Table, 
| ’em all befide the ftirrop, and vault into the Saddle himfelf, | to get a good feat at an after-noon Sermon. , 
| I have feen as mad a trick. [Exit Frailty.| Pye. There’s the Devil,there’s the devil,true, he thought 


it Sanétity enough, if he had kill’d a man, fo’t’ad been done 
ina Pue,or undone bis Neighbour, (0’s’ad been near enough 
to th’ Preacher. Oh! a Sermon’s a fine fhort Cloak of 
an hour long, and will hide the upper part of a diffem- 


Enter Daughters. 


Wid. Itquakes me too, now Ithink on't —— Sir, Lam} 


Wid, Now, Sir ? —— here’s none but we — Daughters 
forbear. } 

Pye, Ono, pray let’em ftay, for what I haye to fpeak 
importeth equally to them as you ? 

Wid. Then you may ftay. 

Pye. I pray beftow on me a ferious ear, 
For what | fpeak is full of weight and fear. 

Widow, Fear ? 

Pye. I, if’t pafsunregarded, and uneffected, 
Elfe peace and joy :———1 pray Attention. 
Widow, I have been a meer ftranger for thefe parts that 
youlivein, nordid 1 ever know the Husband of you, and 
Father of them, but I truly know by certain f{piritual In- 
telligence, that he is in Purgatory, 

Wid. Purgatory? tuh; that worddeferves to be {pit 
upon; I wonder that a man of fober tongue, as you feem 
to be, fhould have the folly to believe there’s fuch a 
place. 

Pye. Well, Lady, in cold blood I fpeakit, I affure you 
that there isa Purgatory, in which place I know your Hus- 
band to recide, aud wherein he is like to remain, till the 
diffolution of the world,til the laft general Bon-fire : when 
ali the Earth fhall melt into nothing, and the Seas fcald 
their finay labourers: fo long is his abidance, unlefs you 


alter the property of your purpofe, together with each of 


your Daughters theirs, thatis, the purpote of fingle life in 
your felf and your eldeft Daughter, and the fpeedy deter 
| Snination of marriage in your youngelt. 


{ 
} 


bler.—Church, I, he feem’d all Church, and his comftience 
was as hard as the Pulpit. 


Endure to flatter. 


You may believe my ftrains, 1 ftrike all true. 

And if your confcience would leap up to your tongue,your 
felf would affirm it, and that you fhall perceive I know of 
things to come,as well as I do of what is prefent; a Brother 
of your Husband’s fhall fhortly have a lofs. 


Wid, 1 canno more endure this. 
Pye. Nor 1, VVidow, 


Wid. 1s this all your bufinefs with me? 
Pye. No, Lady, ’tis but the induction to’t, 


Wid. A lofs? marry Heaven forefend, Sir Godfry, my 
Brother ! ; ; 

Pye. Nay, keep in your wonders + ill I have told you 
the Fortunes of you all; which are more fearful, if not 
happily prevented, ——for your par cand your Daughters, 
if there be not once this day fome blood-fhed before your 
door, whereof the humane creature dyes, of you twa.the 
elder thalkrun mad. 

Mother and Frank, Qh! 


«Moll. Fhat’s not | yet. ae 
Pye. And with moft impudent proftitution , fhow your 


naked Bodies to the view of all beholders. 
Wid, Our naked Bodies? fie for fhame. 
Pye, Attend me,and your youngerDaughter be ftrucken 


dumb. - 
: eMUoll. 


a rrr ————- 


Afi. Dumb? out, alas; ’tis the worft pain of all for 


| @ Woman, Pde rather 
| dumb ? 
| Pye. Give ear: ere the evening fall upon Hill,Bog, and 
Meadow , this my fpeech fhall have paft probation » and 
then fhall I be believed accordingly, 
Wid. If this be true, we are all tham’d, all undone. 
Molt, Dumb? Pil {peak as much as ever I can poffible 
before evening. 
| ,Pye. But if it fo come to pafs (as for your fair: fakes | 
with it may) that this prefage of your ftrange Fortunes be 


be mad, or run naked, or any thing : 


ce 


| prevented by that accident of death and blood-fhedding, 


which I before told you of ; take heed upon your lives, 
that two of you which bave vow'd never to marry , feek 
out Husbands with all prefent {peed , and. you the third, 


; dle not with a Husband. 
| eMoll. A double Torment. 
Pye. The breach of this keeps your Father in Purga 
tory, and the punifhments that fhall follow you in this 
. World , would with horrour kiil the ear fhould hear ’em 
: related. 
Wid. Marty ? why I vow’d never to marry, 
. Frank, And fo did I. 
Moll. And I vow’d never to be fuch an Afs, but to mar- 
ry : what a crofs Fortune’s this ? 
Pye. Ladies, though I be a Fortune-teller , I cannot 
etter Fortunes, you have em from me as they are re. 
vealed to me: I would they were to your tempers, and 
fellows with your bloods, that’s all the bitternefs I would 
jou. 
: Wid. O} ’tisa juft vengeance, for my Husband’s hard 
purchaces. 
Pye. I wifh you to bethink your felves, and leave ’em. 
Wid. Vl to Sit Godfrey my Brother , and acquaint him 
with thefe fearful prefages. 
Frank, For, Mother, they portend loffes to him. 
Wid. OI, they do, they do; 
If any happy. iffue crown thy words, 
I will reward thy cunning. 
Pye. "Tis enough, Lady, 
I wifh no higher. 
Moll, Dumb? and not marry ? worfe, = 
Neither to fpeak, nor kifs, a double curfe. [Exit 
Pye. So, all this comes well about yet, I play the For- 
tune-teller, as well as if I had had a Witch to my Gran- 
nam : for by good happinefs , being in my Hoftefles Gar- 
den, which neighbours the Orchard of the Widow, I laid 
the hole of mine ear to a hole inthe Wall, and heard ’em 
make thefe Vows, and fpeak thofe words, upon which I 
wrought thefe advantages ; and to encourage my forgery 
the more, I may now perceive in ’em a natural fimplici- 


Exit. 


over it: and to confirm my former prefage to the Wi. 
dow, I have advis’d old Peter Skirmifh the Souldier, to 
burt Corporal Oath upon the Leg, and in that hurry Vil 
rufh amongft ’em, and inftead of giving the Corporal 
fome Cordial to comfort him , I'll pour into his mouth a 
Potion of a fleepy Nature, and make him feem as dead ; 
for the which the old Souldier being apprehended, and 
ready to be born to Execution, Pll ftepin, and take upon” 
me the Cure of the dead man, upon pain of dying the 
condemned’s death: the Corporal will wake at his mi- 
nute, when the fleepy force hath wrought it felf 5 and fo 
fhall f get my felfinto a moft admired opinion, and un. 
der the pretext of that cunning, beguile as I fee occafion : 
and if that foolifh Nicholas Sasmt Tay: lings keep true time 
with the Chain, my Plot willbe found , the Captain deli. 
vered , and my Wits applauded amongft Scholars and 
Souldiers for ever: LExis Pye-boord. 


Enter Nicholas Saint Tantlings, with the Obair. 


Nick. O, Ihave found an excellent advantage to take 


or 


we the Widow of Watling-ftreet. S * 


that Wave fuch a defire to outftrip Chaftity, look you med | 


ty which will ealily fwallow an abufe , if any covering be: 


moft Puritanically ! we fhall have 


Rofemary-branches, 


Ailus Tertius: 


Enter Simon Saint Mary-Overies, aed Frailty. 


Frail, Sim » Simon Saint Mary-Overies ; 
; fends away 
their ears. 


Sim. Fraity, the does like an honeft, chaft, and virtuous 


woman for Widows ought not to'wallow in the puddle 


of Iniquity. 

Frail, Yet, Simon, many Widows will dot, what {oe’re 
comes on’t, : 

Sim, True, Frailty, their filthy fleth defires a Conjun- 
ction Copulative ; what {trangers are within, Frailty ? 

Frail. There’s none, Simon; but Matter Pilfer the Tay- 
lor: he’s above with Sir Godfrey, praifing of a Doublet: 
and I muft trudge anon to fetch Mafter Suds the Barber, 

Sim. Mafter Sud’sa good man, he wathes the fins of the 
Beard clean, 

Skir, How now, creatures? what’s a Clock ? 


Enter old Skitmith the Souldies 


Frail, Why, 
houfe ? 

Skir. I fay again to you, what’s a Clock ? 

Sim. Truly la, we go by the Glock of our Confcience, 
all worldly Clocks we know go falfe, and are fet by drun- 
ken Sextons. ; 

Skir. Then what’s aClock in your Couftience ? _... O, 
I muft break off, here comes the Corporal—— hum ,hum: 
——what’s a Clock ? 


do you take us to be Jack at th’ Clock- 


Emer Corporal. 


- Corp. AClock ? why paft feventeen. 
Frail. Patt feventeen ? nay, h’as met with his match 
now, Corporal Oath will fic him, 
Skir. Thou doft not bawk or baffle me, doft thou ? Iam 
a Souldier-——paft feventeen. 
Corp. 1, thou.art not angry with the figures, art thou ? 
[ will prove it untothee, 12. and 1. is thirteen, I hope, 
2. fourteen, 3. fifteen, 4. fixteen, and 5. feventeen, then 
pat feventeen, I will take the Dials part ina juft caufe. 
Skir. I fay ’tis but paft five then. 
Corp. Pll fwear ’tis paft feventeen then : doft thou not 
know numbers ?: canft thou not caft ? 
Skir. Caft ? doft thou fpeak of my cafting ith’ ftreet ? 
[L Draw, 
Corp. I, and in the Market place. 
Sim, Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. [Simon ras in. 
Frail. 1, 1 knew by their fhuffling , Clubs would be 
Trump: mafs here’s the Knave , and he can do any good 
upon ’em: Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. 


Enter Pye-boord. 


Capt. O Villain, thou haft open’d a vein ia my Leg. 
Pye. How now? for fhame, for fhame, put up, put 


up. . | 
Capt. By yon blue Welkin', twas out of my part, | 

George, to be hurt on the Leg. 
Enter 
: 
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away the Chain, my Matter put it off e’en now, to fay on 

. hler 4 Neakr ij ‘ ; 
anew Doublet, and I fneakt it away by little and little 
¥ ? 


} 


“SR Nave good fport anon when | 
Ne has mill it, about my Coufin the Conjurer 3 the world 
fhall fee ’m an honeft man of my word, for now I’m go. 
ing to hang it betweeu Heaven and Earth among the | 


[ Exit Nich. 


| 


| 


i 
} 
| 
; 


my Miltrefs | 
all her Suiters , and puts fleas in 
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above with me but my Taylor, and my Taylor will not --- 
fteallhope? 
Moll, No, he’s afraid of a Chaia. 


Enter Officers. 


a Cordial here to com- 


Pye, Oh peace now --- | have 
fort chee. ; 

Off. Down with ’em, down with ‘em, lay hands upon 
the Villain. 

Skir, Lay bands on me? 

Pye. Yl not be {een among ’em now, 

Cap. Vm hurt, and had more need have Surgeons, 
Lay hands upon me then, rough Officers. 

Off. Go, carry him to be dreft then : 
This mutinous Souldier fhall along with me to Prifon. 

Skir. To Prifon? where’s George ? 


Enter Frailty. 


Wid. How now, Sirrah? the news? 

Frail, O, Miftrefs, he may well be call’d a Corporal 
now, for his Corpsare as dead as a cold Capons ? 

Wid. More bappinefs. 

Sir God. Sirrah, what’s this to my Chain ? where's my 
Chain, Knave? 

Frail, Your Chain, Sir? 

Sir God. My Chain is loft, Villain 


Ofi. Away with him. [Exeunt with Skir. | Frail. f would he were hang’d in Chains that has it then 
Pye. So, . for me: Alas, Sir, 1 faw none of your Chain fince you 
All lights as | would with, the amaz’d Widow, were hung with it your felf. 


Sir God. Out Varlet ? it had full three thoufand Links, 
I have oft told it over at my Prayers: 
Over and over. full three thoufand Links. 
Frail, Had it fo, Sir, fure it cannot be loft then’; Pll 
put you in that comfort. Sy 
Sir God. Why? why? 
Frail. Why if your Chain had fo many Links, it cannot 


chufe but come to light. 


Will plant me firongly now. in her belief, 

And wonder at the virtue of my words : — 

Gor the event turns thefe prefages from ’em, 

Of being mad and dumb, and begets joy 

Mingled with admiration: thefe empty Creatures, 
Souldier and Corporal, were but ordain’d 

As inftruments for me to work upon, 

Now to my Patient, here’s his Potion. [Exit Pye-boord. 


Enter the Widow with her two Daughters. Fier Nicholas: 

Wid. O wondrous happinefs, beyond our thoughts ! 
O lucky fais event ! I think our Fortunes 
Were bleft e’ne in our Cradles : we are quitted 
Of all thofe thameful violent prefages 
By this rafh bleeding chance: go, Fra#/ty, run, and know 
Whether he be yet living, or yet dead, 

That here before my Door receiv’d his hurt. 

Frail. Madam, he was carried to the fuperiour, but if, 
he had no money when he came there, 1 warrant he’s: 
dead by this time, [Exit Frailty. 

Frank. Sure that man is a rare Fortune-teller, never 
lookt upon our hands, nor upon any mark about us, a 
wondrous Fellow furely. 

Moll. | am glad I have the ufe of my tongue yet,though 
He core. elfe, I fhall find the way to marry too, I hope 

ortly, 

Wid. O where’s my Brother Sir Godfrey, 1 would he 
were here, that I might relate to him how prophetically 
the cunning Gentleman fpoke in all things. 


Chain ? 

Nich. Why about your Neck, is’t not, Sir? 

Sir God. About my neck, Varlet? my Chain is Joft, 
Tis ftoln away, I’m robb’d. 

Wid, Nay, Brother, fhowyourfelf aman, 

Nich, If it be loft or ftole, if he would be patient, Mi- 
ftrefs, I could bring him toa Cunning Kinfman of mine 
that would fetch it again with a Sefarara. ane 

Sir God. Canft thou? I will be patient, fay, where 
dwells he ? , ; 

Nich, Marry he dwells now, Sir, where he would not 
dwell and he could choofe, in the «#/arfhalfea, Sit 5 but 
he’s an excellent Fellow if he were out: has travell’d all 
| the World o’re, he, and been in the feven and twenty Pro- 
vinees:, why he would make it be fetcht, Sir, if it were 
rid athoufand mileoutof Town. . 

Sir God. Anadmirable Fellow, what lies he for. 

Nich, Why he did but rob a Steward of ten Groats 
tother night, as any man would ha done, and there he 
lies for’t. 

Sir God, ll make his peace, 

Atrifle, Pilget his pardon, 

Befides a bountiful reward, 1?ll about it, 

But fee the Clerks, the Juftice will do much ; 

I will about it ftraight, good Sifter pardon me, 
All will be well I hope, and turn to good, 

The name of Conjurer has laid my blood. 


Enter Sir Godfrey in a rage. 


“Sir God. Omy Chain, my Chain, I have loft my Chain, 
where be thefe Villains, Varlets? 

Wid. Ob, b’as loft his Chain. 

Sir God. My Chain, my Chain. 

Wid. Brother, be patient, hear me fpeak, you know 
{ told you that a Cuaning-man told me, that you fhould 
havea lofs, and he has prophefied fo true, 

Sir God. Out, he’s a Villain to prophecy of the lofs 
of my Chain, ’twas worth above three hundred Crowns, 
befides twas my Fathers, my Fathers Fathers, my Grand- | 
fathers huge Grandfathers: 1 had as lieve ha loft my 
ae as the Chaia that hung about it; O my Chain,my 

ain, 

‘Wid, Oh, Brother, who can be againft a misfortune 
eenappy ’cwas No more. ? 

ir God. No more! O goodly godly Sifter, would you. 
had me loft more? my. beft eee ox with the Cloth 
of Gold-Lace ? my Holyday Gafcoins, and my Jerkin fet. 
-with Pearl? no more ! toaScholar: why, Serjeant, 
Wid. Oh, Brother, you, can read — to hate Scholars: natural befides, 


[Exeuat. 


Exter Puttock and Raventhaw two Serjeants, with Yeoman 
Dogfon, to arreft the Scholar George Pye- ord. 


Put. His Hoftefs. where he lies will troft him no 
longer, fhe hath feed me to arreft him; if you will ac- 
company me, becaufe 1 know not of what nature the 
Scholar is, whether defperate or fwift, you fhall fhare 
with me, SerjeantRavenfbaw, 1 have the good Angel to 
arrefthim. _ ts 

Rav. Troth Til take part with thee then, Serjeant, not 
for the fake of the money fo much, as for the hate { bear 
ris natural in us you know 
they will publifh our 


Sir Gods Butt cannot read where my Chainis: what | imperfections, Knaverics, and Conveyances upon Scaf- 


ftrangers have been here? you let in ftrangers, Thieves | fold 
? s and Stages. 
and Catch-poles: how comes it gone? there was none} Put. 1, ae fpightfully to 


Yt ee 


Sir God. Delufion. Now, long Nicholas, where is my 


o; troth [have wondred how | 
the} 


- 


u 


flaves could fee into our Brealts fo much, when our 


the Widow of Watline-ftreer. 


Doublets are button’d with Pewter. 

Rav. 1, and fo clofe without yielding: oh, they’r par- 
lous Fellows, they will fearch more with their wits, than 
a Conftable with all his Officers, 

Put, Whitt, whift, whilt, Yeoman Dogfox, Yeoman 
Dog fon, 

Dog. Ha? what fayes Serjeant ? 

Put, 1s he in the Pothecaries Shop ftill, 

Dog. 1,1. 

Put, Have an Eye, have an Eye, 

Rav. The beft is, Serjeant, if he bea true Scholar he 
wears no Weapon I think,’ 

Put. Nono, he wears no Weapon. 

Rav. Mafs, I am right glad of that: ’thas put me 
in better heart: nay if I clutch him once, let me alone 
to drag bim if he be ftiffnecked 5 I have been one of the 
fix my felf, that has dragged as tall men of their hands, 
when their Weapons have bin gone, as ever baftinado’d 
a Serjeant —— [I have done I can tell you. 

Dog. Serjeant Putjock,, Serjeant Puttock, 

Put. Hoh. 

Dog. He’s coming out fingle. 

Pur. Peace, peace, be not too greedy, let him play a 
little, let him play a little, we'll jerk him up ofa fudden, 
{ha fitht in my time. AasP ai 

Rav, 1, and caught many a Fool, Serjeant. 


Enter Pye-boord. 


Pye. I parted now from Dicholas : the Chain’s couch’t, 

And the old Knight has {pent his rage upon’t, 

The Widow holds me in great admiration 

For cunning Art: ’mongtt joyes I’m e’ne loft, 

For my device can no way now be croft, 

And now I muft to Prifon to the Captain, and there —— 

Put. Larreft you, Sir, 

Pye. Oh--- I {poke truer than 1 was aware, I muf to 
Prifon indeed, 

Put. They fay you’re a Scholar, nay Sir --- Yeoman 
Dogfon , have care to his Arms --- you’!] rail again Ser- 
jeants, and ftage em: you tickle their Vices. 

a Nay, ufe me like a Gentleman, I’m little 
lefs. 

Put. You a Gentleman ? that’s a good jeft i’faith , 
cana Scholar be a Gentleman, ---- when a Gentleman 
will not be a Scholar; ---look upon your wealthy Citi. 
zens Sons, whether they be Scholars or no, that are 
Gentlemen by their Fathers Trades : a Scholara Gen. 
tleman ! 

Pye. Nay, let Fortune drive all her ftings into me, fhe 
cannot hurt thatin me, a Gentleman, ecidens infepara- 
bile to my blood. , 

Rav. Arablement, nay you fhall have a bloody rable- 
ment upon you I warrant you. re 

Put. Go, Yeoman Dogfon, before, and enter the A- 
tion i’th’ Counter, 

Pye. Pray do not handle me cruelly, Vil go LEx, Dog. 
Whither you pleafe to have me.’ : s 

Put. Oh, he’stame, let him loofe Serjeant, 

Pye. Pray at whofe Suit is this ? 

Put, Why, at your Hoftefles Suit where you lie, Mi- 
ftrefs Cunniburrow, for Bed and Board, the fumm four 
pound five fhillings and five pence. : 

Pye. 1 know the fumm too true, yet I prefum’d 
Upon a farther day; well, ’tis my ftars: 

And I muft bear it now, though never harder. 
I fwear now, my device is croft indeed. 
Captain mult lic by’t: this is Deceits feed. 

Put. Come, come away. 

Pye, Pray give me fo much time as to knit my Garter, 
and P’ll away with you. ; Pegs 

} Put. Well, we muftbe paid for this waiting upon you, 
this is no pains to attend thus. 


[ Making to ty bis Garter. | 


Pye. | am now wretehed ‘and mifécable, I fhall ne’re | 
recover of this Difeafe : hot dron gnaw their Fifts : they 
have {truck a Fever into my fhoulder, which I fhall ne’re 
fhake out again I fear me, till with a true Habeas Corpes 
the Sexton remove me, ohif I take Prifon once, I fhall be 
preft to death with Aétions, but not fo happy as {peedily ; 
perhaps I may be forty year a preffing till i be a thin old 
man, that looking through the Grates, men may look 
through me, allmy means is confounded,’ what fhall | 
do? has my wit ferved me folong, and now give me the 
lip (like a train’d fervant) when I have’ moft need of 
‘em: no device to keep my poor Carcafe from thefe Pug 
tocks? --. yes, happinefs, have 1aPaper about me now? 
yes too, Wil try it, it may hit, Extremity is Touch fhone 
unto wit, ly 1. 

Put. Sfoot how many yards are in thy Garters, that 
thou art fo long a tying on them? come away,Sir, 

Pye. Troth Serjeant | proteft, you could never ha took 
me at.a worfe time, for now at this inftant, I have no 
lawful Picture about me. : 

Put. Sid how thal] we come by our Fees then. 

Rav. We muft have Fees, Sirrah. 

Pye. Icould have wifht i’faith, that: you had took me 
half an hour hence for your own fake, for I proteft if 
you had not croft me, I was going in great joy to receive 
five pound. of a Gentleman, for the Device of a Mask 
here, drawn inthis paper, but now, come, I'muft be con- 
tented, “tis but fo much loft, and anfwerable to the reft 
of my Fortunes ? 

Put, Why how far hence dwells that Gentleman ? 

Rav, I, well faid Serjeant, ’tis good to caft about for 
money. 

Put, Speak, if it be not far —_— 

Pye. We are but a little paft it, the next flreet be- 
hind us, 

Put.. *Slid we have waited upon you grievoufly already, | 
if you’llfay you'll be liberal when you ha’t,give us double i. 
Fees, and {pend upon’s, why we'll fhow you that kind-} 
nefs, and go along with you to the Gentleman. 

Rav. 1, well faid ftill, Serjeant, urge that. (Jom 

Pye. Troth if ic will faffice, it fhall all be among you,). 
for my part I’il not pocket a penny, my Hoftefs fhall havé | 
her four pound five fhillings, and bate me the five pence, 
and the other fifteen fhillings I'll fpend upon you. 

Rav, Why: now thou art a good Scholats 

Put, Anexceilent Scholar ifaith ; has proceeded very 
wellalate ; come, we'll along with you. 

[Exeunt with him, paffing in, they knock at the 
door with a knocker withinfide. 

Ser. Who knocks, who’s at Door? “we had need of a 
Porter. 

Pye. A few Friends here,-- pray is the Gentleman 
your Mafter within ? : 

Ser. Yes, is your bufinefs to him? 

Pye. 1, he knows it, when he fees me: 

I pray you, have you forgot me. : 

Ser. I by my troth, Sir, pray come near, Pll in and 
tell him of you, pleafe you to-walk here in the Gallery till 
he comes. 4 

Pye, We will attend his worfhip, --- worfhip I think, 
for fo much the polts at hisdoor thould fignify, and the 
fair coming in, and the Wickets ‘elfe I neither knew him 
nor his Worfhip, but ’tis happinefs he is within Doors, 
what fo ere he be, if he be not too much a formal Citizen, 
he may do me good: Serjeant and Yeoman, how do you } 
like this Houfe, is’t not moft wholfomely plotted ? 

Rav, Troth Prifoner, an exceeding fine Houfe. 

Pye, Yet | wonder how he fhould forget me, for he 
ne’re knew me: No matter, what is forgot in you, will 
be remembred in your Mafter. 4 
A pretty comfortable room this methinks : ! 
You have no fuch rooms in Prifon now ? 

Put. Oh Dog-holes to’. F } 

Pye. Dog holes indééd---- Ican tell you'T have 8 
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hope to have my Chamber here fhortly, nay, and Dyet 

too, for he’s the molt free-hearted’ft Gentleman where he 

takes: you would little think it? and what a fine Gallery 

were here for me to walk and ftudy, and make Verfes. 
Put. O it ftands pleafancly fora Scholar. 


things, but I could ne’r fancy them yet, methinks they’r 
too bufie, and full of. Circles and Conjurations ; they fa 

all the World’s in one of them, but I could ne’r find oe 
Counter in the Poultry. 


Rav. \ think fo: how could you findit? fi 
it ttands behind the Houfes, . > or you know 


Dog. Mats that’s true, then we muft look o’th’ back. 
fide for’t : ’sfoot here’s nothing, all’s bare. ay 

Rav, | warrant thee that ftands for the Counter . for 
you know there’s a company of bare fellows there, 

Put. Faith like enough, Serjeant, I never mark’d fo 
much before, Sirrah Serjeant, and Yeoman > I fhould 
love thefe Maps out a cry now, if we could fee men peep 
out of door in’em, oh we might have’em in a morning to 
our Break-faft fo finely, and ne*r knock our heels to the 
ground a whole day for em. 

Rav. I marry fir, 1’ buy one my felf. 

But this talk is by the way, where thall’s fap to night : 
Five pound receiv’d, let’s talk of that. 

I have a trick worth all, you two fhall bear him to’th’ Ta- 
vern, whilft I go clofe with his Hoftefs, and work out of 
her, I know fhe would be glad of the fumm, to finger 
money ; becaufe fhe knows ’tis but a defperate debt, and 
full of hazard : what will you fay if I bring it to pafs, that 
the Hoftefs fhall be contented with one half for all, and 
we to fhare t’other fifty Shillings ,Builies. 

Put. Why 1 would call thee King of Serjeants, and 
thou fhould’ft be Chronicled in the Counter.Book for 
ever. 

Rav. Well, put it tome, we'll make a night on’t 
i’faith, 

Dog. ’sfoot, I think he receives more money, he ftays 
fo long. 

Put. He tarrys long indeed, may be, I cantell you, up. 
on the good liking on’t the Gentleman may prove more 
bountiful. ' : 

Rav. That would be rare, we’!l fearch him. 

Put. Nay be fure of it, we'll fearch him, and make him 
light enough. pt 


Enter Gentleman. 


Pye. Look what Maps, and Pictures, and Devices, and |. 
things, neatly, delicately ?, Mafs here he comes, he fhould 
bea Gentleman, {like his Beard well ;--- All happinefs to 
your worfhip. 

Gent You’r kindly welcome, fir. 

Pur. A fimple falutation. 

Rav. Mafs it feems the Gentleman makes great ac- 
count of him, 

Gent. | have the thing here for you, fir. 

Pye. 1 befeech you, conceal me, fir, I’m undone elfe,--- 
{| have the Mask here for you, fir, Look you fir,—l be- 
feech your VVorhhip, firft pardon my rudenefs, for my 
extreams makes me bolder than | would be; 1am a poor 
Gentleman, and a Scholar, and now moft unfortunately 
faln into the hands of unmerciful Officers, arrefted for 
Debt, which though fmall, 1am not able to compafs, by 
reafon I’m deftitute of Lands, Money, and Friends, fo that 
if I fall into the hungry {wallow of the Prifon, 1am like 
utterly to perifh, and with fees and extortions be pinch’d 
clean to the bone: Now, if ever pity had intereft in the 
blood of a Gentleman, I befeech you vouchfafe but to 
favour that means of my efcape, which | have already 
thought upon. 

Gent. Go forward. 

Put. | warrant he likes it rarely. 

Pye. In the plunge of my extremities, being giddy, 
and doubtful whatto do; at laft it was put in my labour: 
ing thoughts, to make a happy ufe of this paper, and to 
blear their unlettered eyes, 1 told them there was a Device 
fora Mask drawn in’t, and that (but for their intercep- 
tion) I was going to a Gentleman to receive my reward 
for’t : they greedy at this word, and hoping to make pur- 
chace of me, offered their attendance, to go along with 
me, my hap was to make bold with your door, fir, which 
my thoughts fhew’d me the moft faireft.and comfortableft 
entrance, and I hope I have happened right upon under- 
ftanding , andepity: may it pleafe your good worfhip 
then, but to uphold my Device, which is to let one of your 
men put me out at a back door, and J {hall be bound to 
your werfhip for ever. 

Gent, By my troth an excellent Device. 

Put. An excellent Device he fays; he likes it won- 
derfully. 

Gent, Amy faith, I never heard a better. 

Raven, Hark, he fwears he never heard a better, 
Serjeant. 

Put. Othere’s no talk on’t, he’s an excellent Scholar 
and efpecially for a Mask. ; 

Gent, Give me your Paper, your Device; Iwas never 
better pleas’d in all my life: good wit, brave wit, finely 
wrought, come in, fir, and receive your money, fir, 

Pye. Vii follow your good worfhip,—— 

You heard how he lik’d it-now ? 

Put, Puh, we know hecould not chufe but like it: go 
thy ways, thou art a fine witty fellow i’faith, thou fhalt 
difcourfe it tous at the Tavern anon, wilt thou? 
| Pye. I, I, that Ewill,--look, Serjeants, here are Maps 
and pretty toys, be doing inthe meantime, I fhall quick- 
ly have told out the money, you know, 

Put, Go, go, little villain, fetch thy chink, I begin to 
love thee, I'll be drunk to night in thy company, 

Pye. This Gentleman | may well call a part 
Of my falvation, in thefe earthly evils, 

For he has fav’d me from three hungry Devils, 


; LExit George. 
Put, Sirrah Serjeant , thefe Maps are a pare 


Enter the Gentleman, 


Z Rav. Oh here comes the Gentleman, by your leave, 
ir. 

Oe God you god den firs,—would you fpeak with 
me? 

Put, No, not with your worfhip, fir; only we are bold 
{tay for a friend of ours, that went in with your wor- 

ip. 

Gen, Who ? not the Scholar ? 

Put. Yes, e’nhe, anit pleafe your worhhip: 

Gen. Did he make you {tay for him? he did you wrong 
then: why, I can aflure you he’s gone above an hour 
ago. 

. Rav. How, fir? 

Gen, I paid him his money , and my man told me he 
went out at back-door. 

Put. Back-door ? 

Gen. Why, what’s the matter ? 

Put. He was our Prifoner, fir, we did arreft him. 

Gen. What he was not? you the Sheriff’s Officers— 
you were to blame then, 
Why did not you make known to me as much ; 

I could have kept him for you, I proteft, 
He receiv’d all of me in Britain Gold, 
Of the laft coyning. ae 

Rav. Vengeance dog him with’t. 

Put. ’sfoot has he gull’d us fo ? 

Dog. Where fhall we fup now, Serjeants? 

Put. Sup ,Simon, now, eat Porridge for a Month. 
Well, we cannot impute it to any lack of good willin your 
Worlhip,—-you did but as another would have done, 
’¢was our hard fortunes to mifs the purchace, but if e’r we 
clutch him again, the Counter fhall charm him. 


| 
; 
j 


Ra. The Hole fhall rot him. 
Dog. Amen. 
Gent. So, 
Vex out your Lungs without doors, I am proud, 
(t was my hap to help him, it fell fit, 
He went not empty neither for his wit : 
Alas,poor wretch, | couid not blame his brain, 
To labour his delivery, to be free, 
From their unpitying fangs,—I’me glad it ftood 


| VVithin my power to doa Scholar good. CExit. 


Enter inthe Prifon, meeting George and Captain, 
George coming in muffled. 


Cap. How now, who’s that? what are you 2 
Pye, The fame that I fhould be, Captain, 
Cap. George Pye-boord, honeft George ?. why cam’ft thou 
in haif fac’d, muffled fo 2 
| Pye. Oh Captain, I thought we fhould nere ha’ laught 
agen, never {pent frolick hour agen, 
Cap. VVhy? why? 
Pye. 1 coming to prepare thee, and with news 
As happy as thy quick delivery, 
VVas trac’d out by the fcent, arrefted, Captain. 
Cap. Artefted, George ? 
Pye. Arrelted ; guefs,guefs,how may Dogs do.youthink 
’de upon me ? 
Cap. Dogs ? I fay, I know not. 
Pye. Almoft as many as George Stone the Bear : 
Three at once, three at once, 
Cap. How did’ft thou fhake’em off then ? 


fuffice, 
Here I ftand fafe, and fcap’t by Miracle: 
Some other hour fhall tell thee, when we’ll fteep 
Our Eyesin laughter : Captain, my device 
Leans to thy happinefs, for ere the day 
Be fpent toth’ Girdle, thou fhalt be free: 
The Corporal’s in’s firft fleep, the Chain is mift, 
Thy Kinfman has expreft thee, and the old Knight 
With Palfey-hams now labours thy releafe. 
What refts, is all inthee, to Conjure, Captain. 

Cap. Conjure? ’sfoot, George, you know, the Devil a 
conjuring I can conjure. 

Pye. The Devil of conjuring? nay by my fay, Pde not 
havethee do fo much, Captain, asthe Devil a conjuring : 
look here, I ha brought thee a Circle ready charactered 
and all. 

Caps ’sfoot, George, art in thy right wits, doft know 
what chou fayft? why doft talk to. a Captain a conjuring ? 
didft thou ever hear of a Captain conjure in thy life ?. 
doft call’t a Circle ? ’tis too wide a thing, me thinks; 
had it been a leffer Circle, then I knew what to have 
done. 

Pye. Why every Fool knows that, Captain: nay then 
Ple not cog with you, Captain, if yon’ll ftay and hang the 
next Seflions you may. ; 

Cap. No, by my Faith, George, come, come, let’s to 
conjuring. 3 3 

Pye. But if you look to be releafed,as my wits have took 
pain to work it,and all means wrought to farther it, befides 
}to put Crowns in your purfe, to make youa man of better 
|hopes, and whereas before you were a Captain or poor 
Souldier, to make you now a Commander of rich Pools, 
(which is truly the only beft purchace peace can allow you) 
fafer than High-wayes, Heath, or Cony-groves, and yeta 
far better booty;for your greateft thieves are never hang’d, 
never hang’d; for why? they’re wife, and cheat within 
doors ; and we geld Fools of more money in one Night, 
than your falfe-tail’”d Gelding wilt purchafe in a twelve- 
months running, which.confirms the old Beldams faying, 
He’s wifeft, that keeps himfelé warmelt, that is, he: that 
‘obs by a good Fire. ; 


the Widow of Watling-ftreet. 


LExeunt. 


| ward, 


Pye. The time is bufie, and calls upon our wits, let it | tune; as the Death of thy Father ith’ Country. 
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Cap. Well opened i’faith, George, thou haft pull’d that ; 
faying out of the husk, 

Pye. Captain Idle, ’Tisnotime nowto delude or delay, | 
the old Knight will be here fuddenly, le perfeét you | 
direct you, tell you the trick on’t : ’tis nothing. : 
_ Cap. "sfoot, George, 1 know net what to fay to’t, con- 
jure? Ifhallibe hang’diere I conjure, 
__ Pye. Nay, tell not me of that, Captain, you’ll ne’re con- 
jure after you're hang’d, | warrant you; look you, Sir, a 
parlous matter, fure, firft to {pread your Circle upon the 
ground, then witha little conjuring ceremoiiy, as 1’le have 
an Hackney: mans wand: filver’d o’re a purpofe for you, 
then antiving-in the Circle, with a huge word, and a great 
trample, asfor imftance: have you never feen a ftalking, 
ftamping Player, that will raife a tempeft with his tongue, 
and Thunder with his heels? 

Cap. O-yes, yes, yess often, often, : 

Pye. Why be like fuch aone? for any thing will blear 
the old Knights Eyes : for you mult note, that He'll ne’re 
dare to: vénture into the Room, only perhaps peep fear. 
fully though the Key-hole » to fee how the Play goes for- 


(4p. Well, Pmay go about it when I will, but markthe 
end on’t, 1 fhall bue fhame my felf i’ faith, George, {peak 
big words, and ftampiand flare, and he look in at Key- 
hole, why the very thonght of that would make me laugh 
out-right, and fpoil all: nay 1le tell thee, George, wien 
l apprehend a thing once, lam of fuch a laxative laughter, 
= if the Devil himfélf ftood by, f fhould laugh in his 
ace. 

‘Pye..Puh, that’s but the babe of a man, 


and may eafily 
hufbt, asto think upon fome difafter, 


be fome fad misfor- 

Cap. ’sfoot, that would be the more todtive me into 
fuch an ecltafie, that] fhould ne’re lia laughing elfe, 

Pye. Why then think upon going to hanging. 

Cap. Mats that’s well remembered, now le do well, I 
warrant thee, ne’re fear'me now: but how fhiall do,George, 
for boyfterous words, and horfible names ? 

Pye. Puh, any foftian invocations, Captain, will ferve 
as well as the beft, fo you rant'them out well, of you may 
goto a Pothecaries fhop, and take all thé words ftom 
the Boxes. 

Cap, Troth, and you fay true, George, there’s ftrange 
words enow toraife a hundred Quack-falvers, though they 
be ne’re fo poor when they begin? but here lies the fear 
on’t, how if 'in this falf€ conjuration, a true Devil ould 
pop up indced. 

Pye. Atrue Devil, Captain? why there was ne’re fach 
a one, nay Faith he that has this place, isas falfe a Knave 
as our laft Church warden, 

, Captain. Then he’s falfe enough a Confcience i’faith, 
George. 


The Cry at Marfhalfea. 


cry 
relief : 
Good Gentlemen over the way,—__Good, Sir Godfrey? 

Pye. He’s come, he’scome. 

Nich, Mafter, that’s my Kinfiman yonder in the Buff. 
Jerkin——. Kinfman,that’s my Mafter yonder i’th’ Faffary 
Hat——pray falute him intirely. 


prifoners. Good Gentlemen over the way, fend your 


They falute : and Pye-boord falutes — Mafter Edmond. 


Sir God.. Now my Friend. 

Pye. May I partake your name, Sir ? 

Edm. My name is Mafter Edmond. ; : 

Pye. Matter Edmend, are younot a Welfh-man, Sir ? 

Edm, AWelfh man? why ? 

Pye. Becaufe Mafter is your Chriften name, and Edmond 

your Sir-name. 

Edm. O no: I have more names at home, eH 

Edmond| 


een 
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Edmond Plus is my full name at length. ar: 
Pye, O cry you mercy, Sir ¢ __ (Whifpering. 
Cap. lunderftand that you are my Kinfmans good Ma- 

fter, and in regard of that, the beft of my skill is at your 
fervice ; but had you fortun’d a meer ftranger, and made 
no means to me by acquaintance, I fhould have utterly 
denied to have been the man; both by reafon of the Ac 
of Parliament again{t Conjurersand Witches, as alfo, be- 
caufe | would not have my Art vulgar, trite, and com- 
mon. 

Sir God. 1 much commend your care there , good Ca- 
ptain Conjurer, and that I will be fure to have it private 
enough, you fhall do’t in my Sifters houfe,—_ mine own 
houfe I may call it, for both our charges therein are pro- 
portion’d, : 

Capt. Very good, Sir,—what may I call your lofs, Sir ? 

Sir God. O you may call’t a great lofs, a grievous lofs, 
Sir, as goodly a Chain of Gold, though I fay it, that wore 
it: how fay’ft thou, Dicholas ? 

Nich, O’twasas delicious a Chain of Gold, Kinfman, 
you know : 

Sir God. You know, did you know’t, Captain? 

Capt. Trufta Fool with fecrets ? —Sir, he may fay 
know: his meaning is, becaufe my Artis fuch, that by it 
[ may gather a knowledge of all things -——— 

Sir God. 1, very true. iL 

Capt. A pox of all Fools——. theexcufe ftuck upon my 
tongue like Ship-pitch upon a Mariners Gown, not to come 
off in hafte—ber-lady, Knight, to lofe fuch a fair Chain 
of Gold, were a foul lofs: Well, I can put you in this good 
comfort on’t, if it be between heaven and earth, Knight, 
Pil ha’t for you. 

Sir God. A wonderful Conjurer,—._ OT, "tis between 
heaven and earth, I warrant you, it cannot go out of the 
Realm,_— I know ’tis fomewhere about theearth. 

Capt. 1, nigher the earth than thou wot’ft on. 

Sir God. For firft, my Chain was rich, and norich thing 
fhall enter into Heaven, you know. 

Nich. And as for the Devil, Mafter., he has no need 
on’t, for you know he has a great Chain of his own. 

Sir God, Thou fay’eft true, Nicholas, but he has put off 
that now, that lies by bim. : 

Capt, Faith, Knight, in few words, I prefume fo much 
upon the power of my Art, that I could warrant your 
Chain agen, 

Sir God. O dainty Captain ! : 

Capt. Marry, it will coft me much fweat, I were better 
go to fixteen Hot-houfes. 

Sir God. I, good man, | warrant thee. 

Capt. Befide great vexation of Kidney and Liver. 

Nich. O, twill tickle you hereabouts, Coufin, becaufe 
you have not been us’d to’t. 

Sir God. No? have you not been us’d to’t, Captain?” 

Capt. Plague of all Fools ftill ; —indeed, Knight, I have 
not us’d it a good while, and therefore twill ftrain me fo 
much the more, you know. 

Sir God. O it will, it will. 

Capt. What plunges he puts me to? Were not this 
Knight a Fool, I had bin twice fpoil’d now ; that Captain’s 
| worfe than accurft that hasan Afs to bis Kinfman, ’sfoot, 

I fear he will drivel’t out before I come to’°t— Now, Sir, 

—to come to the point indeed,—yon fee I ftick here in the 

jaw of the Adarfhalfea, and cannot do’t. 

Sir God. Tut, tut, I know thy meaning, thou would’ft 
fay thou’rt a prifoner, I tell thee th’art none. 

Capt. How, none? why is not this the AZarfhalfea ? 

Sir God. Woult hear me fpeak? I heard of thy rare 
Conjuring : 

My Chain was loft, I fweat for thy releafe, 

As thou fhalt do the like at home for me: 

Keeper. 


Sir God. Speak, is not this man free ? 
Keep. Yes, at his pleafure, Sir, the Fees difcharg?d. 
~ Sir God. Go, go, V’ll difcharge them, I. 

Keep, {thank your Worfhip. Céxit Keeper. 

Capt. Now, truft me, y’area dear Knight; kindnefs 
bg ani : és ieee. to a free Gentleman, — 

will conjure for you, Sir, ’till Froth 
Buff- Jerkin. : : ee Neer comes 

Sir God. Nay, then thou fhalt not pafs wi i 
bounty, for at the firft fight of my Chain sais oh 
five Angels fhall appear unto thee, ‘ : 

Capt. Iwill be a glorious fhow, i’faith. Knight, aver 
fine {how ; but are all thefe of your own y 
fure of that, Sir ? ia ieenes 

Sir God. 1,1, no, no; what’s he yonder talki i 
wild Nephew, pray heaven he ive Nit good eer a 

Capt. Who, he? he’s a rare friend of mine, an admira- 
ble Fellow, Knight, the fineft Fortune teller. 

Sir God. O! ’tis he indeed , that came to my Lady Si- 
fter, and foretold the lofs of my Chain; I am not angry 
with him now , for I fee "twas my Fortune to lofe it: By | - 
your leave, Mr.Fortune-teller, | hada glimpfe of you at 
home, at my Sifters the Widows, there you prophefied of 
the lofs of a Chain: —-fimply, though J ftand here, I was 
he that loft ir. : 

Pye. Was it you, Sir ? 

Edm, Amy troth, Nuncle, he’s the rareft Fellow, has 
told me my Fortune fo right ; I find it fo right to my na- 
ture. 

Sir God. What is’t? God fend it a good one, 

Edm, O,’tis a pafling good one, Nuncle: for he fays I 
fhall prove fuch an excellent Gamefter in my time, that I 
fhall {pend all fafter than my Father got it. 

Sir God, There’s a Fortune indeed. 

Edm, Nay, it hits my humor fo pat. 

Sir God. J, that will be the end on’t: will the Curfe of 
the Beggar prevail fo much, that the Son fhall confume 
that foolifhly, which the Father got craftily 5 1,11; “twill, 
*ewill, "twill. | 

Pye. Stay, ftay, ftay.  [Pye-boord with an Almanack,, 

Capt. Turn over, George. and the Captain. : 

Pye. Fune, Fuly; here, Fuly, that’s the month, Suaday 
thirteen, yefterday fourteen, to day fifteen. 

(apt. Look quickly for the fifteen day,--.--if within the 
compafs of thefe two days there would be fome boifterous 
ftorm or other, it would be the beft, ’de defer him off till 
then ; fome Tempeft, and it be thy will. 

Pye. Here’s the fifteen day,_——Hot and fair, 

Capt. Puh, would t’ad been, Hot and foul. 

Pye, The fixteen day, that’s to morrow; The morning 
for the moft part, fair and pleafant. 

Capt. No luck. 3 

Pye. But about high-noon, Lightning and Thunder. 

Capt. Lightning and Thunder ? admirable! beft of all! 
Pll conjure to morrow juft at high-noon, George. 

Pye. Happen but true to morrow, Almanack, and Pil 
give thee leave to lye all the year after. i 

Capt. Sir, | muft crave your patience, to beltow this 
day upon me, that I may furnifh my felf ftrongly,——| 
fent a Spirit into Lancafhire Vother day, to fetch back a 
Knave-Drover , and I look for his return this evening— 
to morrow morning, my friend here and 1 will come and 
breakfaft with you. 

Sir God, O, you fhall be moft welcome. 


ff 


jure. vit ‘ : 

Sir God. Mid-noon will be a fit time for you. 

Edm, Conjuring? do you mean to conjure at our houfe 
to morrow, Sir ? 


man. 
Edm. By my troth, I'll love you while I live for’t: O 
rare! Nicholas, we fhall have Conjuring to morrow. 
Nich. Pub 1, I could ha told you of that. 


Enter Keeper, 
Keep. Sir, 
Capt, 


Capt. And about noon, without fail, I purpofe to con}, 


Capt. Marry dol, Sir? tis my intent, young Gentle: | 
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Cap. Law, he could ha told him of that, Fool, Cox- 
comb, could ye ? 

Edm. Do you hear me, Sir, I defire more acquaintance 
on you, you fhall earn fome money of me, now! know 
yeu can Conjure ; but can you fetch any that is loft ? 

Cap. Oh, any thing that’s loft. 

Edm, Why look you, Sir, I tell’c you as a Friend anda 
Conjurer ; I fhouid marry a Pothecaries Daughter, and 
"twas told me, fhe loft her Maiden-head at Stony-Strat- 
ford: now if you'll do but fo much as Conjure for’t, and 
make all whole agen --- 

Cap. That I will, Sir, 

€dm. By my troth I thank you, la. 

Cap. A little merry with your Sifters Son, Sir. 

Sir God, Oh, afimple young man, very fimple, come 
Captain, and you, Sir; we'll e’en part with a Gallon of 
Wine tillto morrow Break-faft. 

Tip. Cap. Troth, agreed, Sir, 

Nich. Kinfman ---Scholar. 

Pye. Why now thou art a good Knave, worth a hun. 
dred Brownitts, 

Nich. Am I indeed, la: I thank you heartily, Ia. 

LExeunt, 


Attus Quartus. 


Enter Moll, and Sir John Penny-Dub. 


Pen pu T I hope you will not ferve a Knight fo, Gen- 
tlewoman, will you? to cafheer him, and catft 
him off at your pleafure ; what do you think I was dubb’d 
for nothing, no by my Faith, Ladies Daughter, 

Moll, Pray Sir Fohn Penny-Dub, let it be defer’d a- 
while, I havea heart to marry as you can have; but as 
the Fortune-teller told me. 

Pen, Pax o’ th’ Fortune-teller, would Derrick had been 
his fortune feyen year ago, to crofs my love thus: did lie 
know what cafe I wasin ? why this is ableto make a man 
drown himfelf in’s Father’s Fifh Pond. 

«Moll. And then he told me moreover, Sir Fob, that 
the breach of it kept my Father in Purgatory. ‘ 

Penny. In Purgatory? why let him purge out his heart 
there, what have we to do with that? there’s Phyficians 
enow there to caft his Water, is that any matter to us? 
how can he hinder our love? why let him be hang’d now 
he’s dead ? ___ Well, have I rid poft day and night, to 
bring you merry news of my Fathers Death, and.now -~- 

Adll, Thy Fathers Death ? is the old Farmer dead ? 

Penay. As dead as his Barn-Door, «oll. 

eMoll, And you’ll keep your word with me now, Sir 
Fobn, that I fhall have my Coach and my Coach-man ? 

Penny. 1 faith. 

«Mall. And two white Horfes with black Feathers to 
draw. it ? 

Penzy. Too. tei: 

Moll. A guarded Lackey to run befor’t, and py’d Li- 
veries to come trafhing after’e. 

Penny. Thou fhalt, oll, 


Moll, And to let me have money in my Purfe to go 


whither I will, 
Penny. All this, : 
Moll, Then come, whatfoe’re come’s on’t, we'll be 
made fure together before the Maids o’ th’ Kitchin. [Ex. 


Enter Widow with her eldeft Daughter, Frank 
aud Frailty. 


Wid, How now? where’s my Brother Sir Godfrey? 
went he forth this Morning ? tn). 5 

Frail. O no Madam, he’s above at Breakfaft, with Sir 
reverence a Conjurer. 


the Widow of Watlin 


of 
Wid. A Conjurer ? what manner of Feilow is he 3 

Frail. Qh, a wondrous rare Fellow » Miftrefs, very 
ftrongly made upward, for he goes ina Buff. Jerkin : he 
fayes be will fetch Sir Godfrey’s Chain agen, if it hang be- 
tween Heaven and Earth, 

Wid. What ! he will not ? then he’s an exlent Fellow | 
Warrant: How happy were that Woman to be bleft with 
fuch a Husband, aman cunning? how do’s he look,Frail- 
ty ? very fwartly I warrant, with black Beard, fcorcbt 
Cheeks, and fmoaky Eye-brows. 

Frail, Foh---- he’s neither fmoak-dryed, nor fcorcht, 
nor black, nor nothing, | tell you, Madam, he looks as 
fair to fee to as one of us; I do think, but if you faw him 
once, you’de take him to be a Chriftian. 

Frank, So fair, and yet fo cunning, that’s to be won- 
dred at, Mother. 


o-{treet: 


Enter Sir Oliver Muck-hill, and Sir An- 
drew Tipftaffe. 


Muck. Blefs you, fweet Lady. 

Tip. And you, fair Miftrefs. [Exit Frailty. 

Wid: Coades, what do you mean; Gentlemen? Fie, 
did I not give you your. anfwers ? 

Mutk, Sweet Lady ? 

Wid, Well, 1 will not ftick with you for a kifs: 
Daughter, kifs the Gentleman for once. 

Frank, Yes forfooth. 

Tip. I’m proud of fuch a favour. 

Wid, Truly la, Sir Oliver, y’are much too blame to 
come agen when youknow my mind fo well deliver’d --- 
as a Widow could deliver a thing. 

e Muck. But | exfpect a farther comfort, Lady. 

Wid. Why la’ you now, did I not defire you to put off 
your Suit quite and clean when you came to me again ? 
how fay you? did I not? ‘ 

Muck, But the fincere love which my heart bears to 
you 


Wid. Go to, Pll cut you off; and Sir Ofver to put you | 


in comfort, afar off, my fortune is read me, I muft marry 
again, 

eUuck. Obleft Fortune ! 

Wid. But notas long asleanchoofes nay, I’ll hold out 
well. 


Enter Frailty. 


Frail. QO. Madam, Madam. 

Wid. How now? what’s the haft ? 

Tip. Faith, Miftrefs Frances, Vil maintain you gallantly, 
Pil bring you to Court, wean you among the fair Society 
of Ladies poor Kinfwomen of mine in Cloth of Silver, be- 
fide you fhall have your Monkey, your Parrot, your Maf- 
kat, and your Pifs, Pifs, Pifs, 

- Frank, It will do very well, 

Wid. What, do’s he mean to Conjure here then? how 
fhall I do to be rid of thefe Knights, ---- pleafe you, Gen. 
tlemen, to walk a while i? th’ Garden, to gather a Pink, 
or a Gilly-flower. 

Both. With all our hearts, Lady, and count us fa 
vour’d. [Exeunt. 

Sir God. within. Step in, Nicholas, look, is the Coalt 
clear ? ave 
Nich. Oh, as clear asa Carter’s Eye, Sir. 

Sir God. Then enter Captain Conjurer : —— now--.-- 
how like you our Reom, Sir ? 


Enter Sir Godfrey, Captain, Pye-boord, 
Edmond, Nicholas. 


Cap. O wonderful convenient. ia 
Edm. 1 can tell you, Captain, fimply though it lies 
here, ’tis the faireft Room in my Mothers Houfe, as dain= 


ty a Room to Conjure in, me thinks, —-- why you ety YI 
id, 


(Jn her Ear. }- 


ae Carer 
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in this ; t their horri- 
' Eee jurer, for here was'‘no harm inthis; and ye bor 
ca. 1 connor tell how many Devils welcoltie im’cy thy Mle expeétation fatisfied well, you were Race tae 
ace has had ven si at once! to pane and Lightning at this time, it grac’d you well, 
4 . ou. — 

Pye. What D ye uties, and the wealthieft men he | f ae er needs fay fo, George : Sirrah if wecould ha’ 

if geet ce all “ °d hither cleanly a cracker, or a fire-wheel, tad 
Pauls 8c by your chats now, fallto your bu- Pere ot 

seg Rane ada he Dialis upon the Chris- | been l here’s nothing remains to put thee to 
finefs roundly, the Fefcue of t “C tain, aqualm comes} Pye. Blurt,blurt, there’s nothing 
coolte! Noe : : eee oe YC pthaat + pect George, my heels are forer than a 
o’re my Stomach, ; Sir? apt. . a st 

Capt. Why, what > 3 eit fhould prove a knave,and | Whifon foe - ea nlite elt haba hak 

Sern. ON eae +) i. 46 here ‘thou Know’ft, it has lain thefe two 
tear the hangings. Sir Godfrey ; th’ Garden, where, ? 

Capt. Fuh, l warrant you, mie SS gah ayes, ; f ‘7 it 

Ed I, Nuacle, or fpit fireupo veehicrohatihetat and| ape. But I fear, that Fox Nicholas has reveal’d i 

Sir Godf. . Very eit orn lara and if he chance to ¢ Boe Cad you muft put it to th’ venture 
“hp Chipsa e es will burn all the boards. i gh time call upon ’em, take pity on’em, for I 
{pit downward too, Sir Godfrey. . peli ee f 5 of’em are ina pitiful café by this time. 

SG vr : Ms siter is ery ee oe a Cap “Sit Godfrey, Nicholas, Kinfman, — ’sioot they’re 

Sir Godf. My : ds {pit + SU : ¢ ? 

Room,| can tell you,and 2s oth spree ecg fall at i€ ill ness a Sek cesiek ? how comes be 
pray defire him to fpit r’th gti fhall not bebrought} Sir Godf. Oh, 5 iy € : 

Pye. Why,aflure you,Sir pst de awl a’th’ floor. to know my name ? 1’s Guieted 
Dye tbtin Ate staaianrs ios pit a eh prayhavea| Capt. Fear not, Sir Godfrey, a q : 

Sir Godf. Why I thank you, good Cap Pie off | war-|~ Sir Godf. What, ishe laid ? eae 
care 1, —fall to your Circle, we’ll not ed niaats we'll Capt. Laid : and has newly ropt. 
rant you,come,we'll into the next Room,an the Deor with | Your Chain ig ieieh ! in our Garden? 
be fure to keep him out ‘ate din I] bar up Sir Godf. Pth Garden ! in our den? 
fome of the Godlies Zealous works. . fethe | Cape. Your Garden. — See 
: Edm, That will bea fine hah ager vege “ages hs Sir Godf. O Tweet Soap ts yy Amr € 

ound fhall be as. holy as the Door, I’'ls ber:| Capt. Look well abou ‘ o done: 
Oh! the Devil alrea ys : itligh- | there’s my Chain, e fayes. P iy aes 

Pye. ’sfoot,Captain, fpeak fomewhat = es Ear Wid. Oh happinefs # er run. et ei! ae 
tens and Thunders before thou wilt a ake ine tan Edm. Captain Conjurer - 

Capt. Pray peace, George, a, pater Capte Who? Matter zt ay I come in fafely without 
anon, andfpoilall. w, now! Captain. | . Edvs. ‘I, Maller Edmund, my 

Exe: OF s AN ih DBS NAR SES ama I 4 undrion 5 Flow-| danger, think you? -— ial adheapeseviells 

Capt. Roumbos ragdayon , pur , pur , coluc f _ Capt. Pub, long ago, siigae rs How now,man?. ~ 
a 3 btbe Key hole, within. Ede: OF this Room's mightily hot faith: "sid, my 

Sir Godfrey throug the Key. fate, er! bas fetcht Thunder Edm, Qh! this iréady + What ¢Ieeutithe ORIEN 

ee , ey Teen it te st, this Obi mutt beair’d, Gen- 
already. ; has left behind him? Fob, Chis! * open the 

Dye Hark hark, agen Captain. eaten Eo tlemen, it fmells horribly of Brimftone, ——let’s op 

cafe llonaad seat Macerie away quick- | windows, 1y d, ’tisbut your conceit. 

rae ote mnt fuch pain. Pye. Faith, Mater Edmond, ke me believe that, i’faith, 
ly, he has no con{cience to put a man to Edm. 1 would youcould make 1 Tavolin thorh RRO: 

Pye. Agen. I s-hodge podge, | why doyouthink I cannot f{mell his io oh aed ok 

pe ER ile oa a idigea e yetI take it kindly from you, oh T all love you for this 

2 neg oid, ree ? O would I had nere be- | me in a oe Por gd trot 

G « 9O iong a Pes / z av of my life. : 
cu rom es fa ohne treet ne tae 2 gi; Sats tis nothing Sir , love me when you fee 
troy all the Fruitsof the ee thenney ae more. Tle look whether he has 
ob, i? th’ Country, beoblin,, buncks, hounflow , bockley| Edm, “Male, now remember, z 
pao aiarie 5 find Esse hangings or tai alittle fport till they come : 
te coome parr. a5 > Pye. Ca tain to enter 4 od the e’s apt to 

Paiste Coignin Gove eat nt | eke eee Saas Yor: 
a Fee are admire any thing, you fee, let me alo 

. > ~ ‘ ; 

Pye. By and by le fepin, Captain we r. Go, retire to yonder end them. € you not? 

; ; ; ip- ite, ‘ low. ar ¢ 
Capt. Nynk; Nunck,,Rip-Gafeoines, jr ae ie 4 ote you are arate fale . i Ieath PARE of 
Sir Godf. He drips and drops, poor man: ) alas. Cap. O Mafter Edmond, you kno% P coold’fodeih iy 
Pye. Now, | ee me yet; why now at sire _ es 
Capt. O Sulphure. ‘ ootface. : 2 4 wand thrice ore your head, a swralk antinble 

Arch-Conjurer, what.would’ft thou with me? Id not ? make me-walk it 
St Gadf. O, the Devil, Sifter, P th’ dining-Chamber : ne oti iaeha cha i’faith , troth le requite your 

‘ther. i man? I fhou : ie iurer. . 
fing, Sifter, I va you that will keep him out ; Pare kindnefs, an you'll do’t, ae Seyi Fen el kind. | 
anys es we 'Ple releafe thee: enough Captain,« Capt. Nay, | eee tac you, Sir, "tis no more 
nan ‘ sion us fome time tolaugh a little they?re fhud pels, Ser Sie ane : d ald yare invifible, 

: eg : bee chien 05 Bh. | 
dering esas by this time, as ifan Earthquake were abies Am Faith? who pppoe = rttie? BH 
in their kidneys. ft * : 5 u fee the Fortune-tel de IT ewith dam 

Capt. ae George, how was’t, how was’t ? did I do’t att ichiagibbe je toward him, do what you will with iD, 
n? G 
eye Woalt believe me, Captain, better thanany Con. | he fhall ne’r find you, 


Edm 


Pace — 


er as 


the Widow 0 


Watling-ftreet. 
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Edm. Say you fo, Vil try that i’faith LFuftles him. 

Pye. Hoe now Captain ¢ who’s that jultled me ? 

Capt. Jultled you? | faw no body. 

Edm. Ha, ha, ha, —fay twas a Spirit. 

Capt. Shall !?—may be fome Spirit that haunt the 
circle. 

Pye. O my nofe, agen, pray conjure then, Captain. 

C Pulls bim by the Nofe. 

Edm, Troth this is exlent, I may doany Knavery now 
and never be feen,—and now I remember me, Sir Godfrey 
my Uncle abus’d me vother day, and told tales of me to 
my Mother ——Troth now I’me invifible, Vl hit him a 
found whirrit a’th’ear, when he comes out a’th’garden,— 
I may be reveng’d on him now finely. 


Enter Sir Godfrey, Widow, Frank, Nicholas 


with the Chain. 


Sir God. 1 have my Chain again, my Chain’s found 
again, LEdmond trikes him, 
O {weet Captain, O admicable Conjurer. 

O, what mean you by that, Nephew? 

Edm. Nephew? | hope you do not know me, Uncle ? 

Wid, Why did you ftrike your Uncle, Son? 

Edm, Why, Captain, am I not invifible ? 

Capt. A good jeft, George,—not now you are not, Sir, 
Why did not you fee me, when I did uncharm you? 

Edm. Not 1, by my troth, Captain: 

Then pray you pardon me, Uncle, 
I thought I’de been invifible when I {truck you, 

Sir God. So, you would do’t? go,—y’are a foolith boy, 
And were I not o’recome with greater joy, 

I'de make you tafte correction. 

Edm. Correction, pufh—no, neither you nor my Mo- 
ther, fhall think to whip mé as you have done. 

Sir God, Captain, my joy is fuch , I know not how to 
thank you, let me embrace you, O my fweet Chain, glad. 
nefg e’en makes me giddy, rare man: "twas juft i’th’Rofe- 
mary bank, as if one fhould ha laid it there, —O cunning, 
cunning ! 

Wid. Well, feeing my Fortune tells me I muft marry ; 
let me marry a man of wit, a man of parts, here’s a wor” 
thy Captain, and ’tisa fine Title truly la to be a Captain’s 
Wife, a Captain’s Wife, it goes very finely, befide all the 
world knows that a worthy Captain isa fit Companion to 
any Lord, then why not a fweet Bed-fellow for any La. 
dy,——?ll have it fo 


Enter Frailty, 


Frail. O Miftrefs, Gentlemen, there’s the bravelt fight 
coming along this way. 

Wid. What brave fight ? ra 
Frail. O, one going to burying, and another going to 
hanging. 

Wid. A rueful fight. ; 

Pye. ’sfoot, Captain, I’ll pawn my life the CorporaPs 
eofin'd, and old Shirmifh the Souldier going to execution, 
and ’tis now about the time of his waking, hold outa lit- 
tle longer, fleepy potion, and we fhall have exlent admira- 
tion; for Pil take upon me the cure of him. 


Enter the Coffin of the Corporal, the Souldier bound, 
and led by Officers, the Sheriff there. : 


Frail, O here they come, herethey come! _ 

Pye. Now muft I clofe fecretly with the Souldier, pre. 
vent his impatience, or elfe all’s difcovered. 

Wid. O lamentable feeing , thefe were thofe Brothers, 
that fought and bled before our door. 

Sir God. What they were not, Sifter ? 

Skir. George, look to’t, Pll peach at Taburn elfe. 

Pye. Mum——Gentles all, vouchfafe me audience, and 
you efpecially, Mafter Sheriff: 


Sr 


| 
Yon man is bound to execution, | 
Becaufe he wounded this that now lies coffin’d, 

Sher. True, true, hefhall have the Law.—and [ know 
the Law. : : 

Pye. But under favour, Mafter Sheriff, if this man had 
apse and fafe again, he fhould haye been releas’d 
then? 

Sher. Why, make you queftion of that, Sir ? 

Pye. Then | releafe him freely, and will take upon me | 
the death that he fhould die, if within alittle feafon, I do 
not cure him to his proper health again. 

Sher. How, Sir? recover a dead man ? 

That were moft ftrange of ail. Cfrank comes to bim, 

Frank. Sweet Sir, | love you dearly, and could with my 
beft part yours, —O do not undertake fach an impofli 
ble venture. , 

Pye. Love you me? then for your fweet fake Pll do’t* 
Let me entreat the Corps to be fet. down. 

Sher. Bearers, fet down the Coffin, —this is wonder: 
ful, and worthy Stow’s Chronicle. 

Pye. | pray beltow the freedom of the air upon our 
wholfome Art, —~ Mafs his cheeks: begin to receive na. 
tural warmth: nay, good Corporal, wake betime, or | 
fhall have a longer fleep than you,——’sfoot, if he fhould 
prove dead indeed now, he were fully reveng’d upon me 
for making a property on him » yeti had rather run upon 
the Ropes, than have the Rope like a Tetter run upon 
me, O—heftirs—he firs agen——look, Gentlemen, he 
recovers, he ftarts, he rifes, 

Sher. Ohy oh, defend us———out, alas, . . 

Pye. Nay, pray be {till ; you'll make him more giddy 
elfe, he knows no body yet. 

Corp. Zowns: where am JI ? cover’d. with fnow? 1 
marvel ? 

Pye. Nay, I knew he would fwear the firft thing he did 
as foon as he came to life again. 

Corp. *sfoot, Hoftefs—fome hot porridge,—oh, ho, lay 
on a dozen of Faggots in the Moon Parlour; there, 

Pye. Lady, you muft needs take a little pity of him 7’. 
faith, and fend him into your Kitchin fire, 

Wid. O, with all my heart, Sir Nicholas and Frailry, 
help to bear him in. 

Nich, Bear him in, quotha, pray call in. the Maids, 1 
fhall ne’re have the heart to do’t, indeed la. 

Frail. Nor I neither, I cannot abide to handle a Ghoft, 
of all men. 

Corp. ’Sloud, let me fee, where was I drunk laft night? 
hah 

Wid. O, fhall I bid you once agen take him away ? 

Frail, Why, we’re as fearful as you, I warrant you-—. 
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Wid. Away,Villains, bid the Maids make him a Cawdle 
prefently to fettle his brain—or a Poflet of Sack, quickly, 
quickly, LExeunt, pufhing in the Corps. 

Sher. Sit, whatfoe’re youare, 1 do more than admire 

ou. 

Wid. O I, if you knew all, Matter Sheriff, as you fhall 
do, you would fay. then, that here were two of the rareft 
men within the Walls of Chriftendom. 

Sher. Two of em, O wonderful: Officers, I difcharge 
you, fet him frec, all’s in tune. 

Sir God. 1, and a Banquet ready by this time, Mafter 
Sheriff, to which I moft cheerfully invite you,and your late 
Prifoner there : fee you this goodly Chain, Sir, mum, on 
more words, twas loft and is found again; come, my in. 
eftimable Bullies, we'll talk of your noble Acts in fparkling 
Charnico, and inftead of a Jefter , we'll ha the Ghoft i’th’ 
white fheet fit at upper end oth’ Table. 

Sher. Exlent, merry man, i’faith. EExit, 

Frank, Well, feeing | am enjoyn’d to love and marry, 
My foolith vow thus | catheer to air 
Which firft begot it.——now, Love, play thy part; 

The Scholar reads his lecture in my heart. 
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278 The Puritan: Or, 
for you Knights are very dangerous, if once you get 
above. ' 

Pen. Vil not flay Vfaith. ; 

Moll, Vfaith you fhall ftay : for, Sit Zohn, you mutt note 
the nature of the Climates: your Northern Wench inher 
own Country may well hold out till fhe be fifteen ,. but if 
fhe touch the South once, and come up to London, herethe 
Chimes go prefently after twelve. 

Pen. O th’art amad Wench, A“il, but I prethee make 
hafte, for the Prieft is gone before. 

Mall, Do you follow him, Vil not be long after. 

LEwveunt. 


oAdus Quintus. 


Enter in bafte Mafter Edmond and Frailty. 


Edm, His is the Marriage-morning for my Mother 
T and my Sifter. 

Frail. O me, Matter Edmond, we fhall have rare do- 
ings. 
edo Nay go, Frailey, run to the Sexton, you know my 

Mother will be married at Saint Antlings, hie thee,’tis pait 
five, bid them open the Church door, my Sifter is almoft 
ready. 
Frail What already, Mafter Edmond ¢ 
| Edm. Nay , gohie thee , firft run to the Sextom, and 
linn to the Clerk, and then rua Co. Matter Pigman the 
| Parfon, and then run to the Milliner, and then run home 
| agen. 

Frail. Here’s run, run, t2a———— 

Edm. But hark, Frailty. 

Frail. What, more yet? 

dm. Have the Maids remembred to {trew the way to 
the Church. 

Frail, Foh, an hour ago I help’d em my felf. 

Edm, Away,away, away, away then. : 

Frail. Away, away, away, away then (Exit Frailty. 

Edm, \fhali have a fimple Father-in-law, a brave Ca- 
ptain, able to beat all our {treet » Captain Idle, now my 
Lady Mother will be fitted for a delicate name, my Lady 
Idle, my Lady Idle, the fineft name that can be for a Wo- 
man, and then the Scholar, Matter Pye-boord for my Sifter 
Frances, that will be Miftrels Frances Pye-boord, Mittrefs 
Frances,Pye-boord , they'll keep a good Table, I warrant 
you: Now all the Knights nofes are put out of joynt, they 
may gotoa Bone-fetters now, 


Enter Sir Oliver Muck-bill, Six Andrew Tipftaff, 
and old Skirmifh talking. 


Muck, O monftrous unheard of Forgery ! 

Tip. Knight, I never heard of fuch villany in our own 
Country, in my life. 

Muck, Why, *tis impoffible, dare you maintain your 
words ? 

Skir, Dare we? e’ne to their wezen pipes : we know | 
all their plots, they cannot fquander with us, they have 
knavifhly abus’d us, made only properties on’s to advance 
their felves upon our fhoulders, but they fhail rue their a- 
bufes, this morning they are to be married, 

Muck, ’Tis too true, yet if the Widow be not too much 
befotted on flights and forgeries, the revelation of their 
villanies will make ’em loathfom, and to that end, be it 
in private to yon, J fent late aft night to an honourable 
perfonage, to whom 1 am much indebted in kindnefs, as 
he isto me, and therefore prefume upon the payment of 
his tongue, and that he will lay out good words for me, 
and’to {peak truth, for fuch needful occafions, 1 only pre- 
ferve him in bond, and fometimes he may do me more 
good here in the City by a free word of his mouth, than 
if ie had paid one half in hand, and took Doomfday for 
Votiler. 


Enter Captain and Pye-boord. 


Hark, hark; O who comes here with two Torches before 
’em, my fweet Captain, and my fine Scholar? O how 
bravely they are fhot up in one night, they look like fine 
Britains now me thinks, here’s a gallant change faith ; 
"lid, they have hir’d men and all by the Clock. 

Capt. Mafter Edmond, kind, honeft, dainty Mafter €d 
‘mond, 

: Be ig Foh, fweet Captain Father-in-law, a rare perfume 
i faith. 

Pye. What, are the Brides ftirring ? may we fteal up- 
on em, think’{t thou, Matter Edmond? 

Edm. Faw, they’r e’ne upon readinefs, Icanaflure you; 
for they were at their Torch e’ne now, by the fame token 
[tumbled down the ftairs. 

Pye. Alas, poor Mafter Edmond. 


Enter eMuficsans. 


Capt. O, the Muficians ! I prethee, Matter Edmond, call 
’em in, and liquor ’ema little. 
Edm. That 1 will, {weet Captain Father-in-law, and 
make each of them as drunk as a common Fidler. 
[Exeunt omues. 


Enter Sir John Penny-Dub and Moll above lacing 
of her Cloaths. 


Pen. Whewh, Miftrefs 401, Miftrefs Adz, 

«Moll, Who’s there? 

Pen, ?Tis |. 

Moll, Who , Sit Fohn Penny-Dub ? O you're an early 
Cock ifaith, who would have thonght you to be fo rare a 
ftirrer ? 

Pen. Prethee, Mell, let me come up. 

Moll. No by my faith , Sit Fohn, Ill keep you down, 
X 


have publifht much judgment in thefe few words. 


thought effectual, and to weighty purpofe, and therefore 
into his mouth we'll put the approved Theme of their | 


forgeries. 


from his Coach. 


You fee he loves me well; up before heaven, 
Truft me, I have found him night-capt at eleven: 


| Milk, fach is the blind befotting in the ftate of an un- 


Tip. In troth, Sir, without foothing be it fpoken, you 


Muck, For you know, what fach a man utters will be 


Skir. And 1°ll maintaia it, Knight, if fhe’ll be true. 


Enter a Servant. 


eMuck, How now, Fellow. 
Serv. May it pleafe you, Sir, my Lord is newly lighted 


Muck, 1s my Lord come already? his Honowr’s early + 


There’s good hope yet: come, I'll relate all to ree 


wenn. 


Enter the two Bridegrooms , Captain and Scholar after them, 
Sir'Godfcey and Edmond, Widow changed in Apparel, 
Miftrofs Frances led berween two Knights, Ser Jobn Penny: 
Dub and Moll: there meets them a Nobleman, Sir Oliver 
Muck-hill, and Sir Andrew Tipftaff. 


Nob. By your leave, Lady. 
Wid. My Lei your honour is moft chaftly welcome. 


Nob. Madam, though Icame now from Court, I come 
not to flatter you: upon whom can | juftly caft this blot, 
but upon your own forehead , that know not Ink from 


headed woman that’s a Widow. For it is 
of all you that ate Widows (a handful ‘excepted) to hate 
thofe that honeftly and carefully love you » 
maintenanceof credit, ftate, and polterity, and ftrongly 


to doat’ on thofe, that only love you to unde you: and 
regard 
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tegard you leaft, are beft regarded; who hate you moft, 
are belt beloved. And if there be but one man amongft 
ten thoufand millions of men, that is aceurft, difaftfous, 
and evilly Planeted ; whom Fortune beats moft, whom 
God hates moft, and all Societies efteem leaft, that man 
is fure to be a Husband — Such is the peevifh Moon that 
rules your blouds, An impudent Fellow beft woes you, 
la flattering Lip beft wins you, or in mirth, who talks 
roughlieft, is moft {weeteft, nor can you diftinguith 
truth from forgeries, mifts from fimplicity : witnefs thofe 
two deceitful Montfters, that you have entertain’d for 
Bridegrooms. 

Wid. Deceitful-—— 

Pye. Ail will out. 

Cap. ’Sfoot, who has blab’d, George? that foolith Wi. 
cholas. 

Nob. For, what they have befotted your eafie bloud 
withal, were nought but Forgeries, the Fortune-telling 
for Husbands, and the Conjuring for the Chain ;.Sir 
Godfrey heard the falfhood of all: nothing but meer 
Knavery, deceit and cozenage. 

Wid. Q wonderful! indeed I wondred that my Huf 
band with all his Craft, could not keep himfelf out of 
Purgatory. 

Sir God. And I more wonder , that my Chain. fhould 
be gone, and my Taylor had none of it, e 

Moll. And 1 wondred moft of all, that I thould be 
tyed from Marriage, having fuch a mind te’t: come Sir 
Fobu Peuny-Dub, fair weather on our fide, the Moon has 
chang’d fince Yefternight, ai 

Pye. The fting of every evil is within me. 


Nob, And that you may perceive | feign not with you, | 


behold their Fellow-actor in thofe Forgeries, who full of 
Spleen and Envy at their fo fudden advancements, reveal’d 
all cheir Plot in anger, 

Pye. BafeSouldier, to revealus. 

Wid. Vst poflible we fhould be blinded fo, and our Eyes 
open ? 

PN. Widow, will you now believe that falfe, which 

too foon you believed true ? 

Wid. O, tomy fhame, I do. 


Sir God. But under favour, my Lord, my Chain was | 


truly loft, and ftrangely foung again. 

Nob. Refolve him of that, Souldier. 

Skir. In few words, Knight, thea thou wert the Arch- 
Gull of at PR: 

Sir Ged. How, Sir : 

Skir. Nay Vil prove it: for the Chain was but bid in 
the Rofemary-bank all this while, and thou gotft him out 
of Prifon to Conjure for it, wha did it admirably fuftianly, 


the Widow of 
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for indeed what needed any oth 
it was ? 

Sir God. O Villany of Villains! but how came my 
Chain there ? 

Skir, Where’s Truly la , Indeed Ja? he that will not 
Swear, but Lye; he that will not Steal, but Rob: pure 
Nicholas Saint Antlings, 


| 
ers, when he knew where 
Sir God. O Villain! one of our Society, 
Deem’d always holy, pure, religions: 
A Poritan, a Thief? when was’t ever heard ? 
Soon well killa man, than Steal, thou know’ft. 
Out Slave, Pil rend my Lyon from thy back — 
With mine own hands, 

Dich. Dear Mafter, oh. 

Nob, Nay Knight, dwell in patience. 
And. now, Widow, being fo near the Church > ‘twere 
great pitty, nay uncharity, to fend you home again with- 
out a Husband : draw near, you of true Worfhip, ftate 
and credit: that fhould not ftand fo far off from a Wie 
dow, and fuffer forged fhapes to come between you: Not 
that in thefe I blemith the true Title of a Captain, or blot 
the fair margent of a Scholar: for I honour worthy and 
deferving partsin the one, and cherifh fruitful Virtues in 
the other, Come Lady, and you Virgin, beftow your 
Eyes and your pureft affections, upon men of eftimation, 
both in Court and City, that have long woed you, and 
both with their hearts and wealth, fincerely love you. 

Sir God, Good Sifter, do: fweet little Frank, thefe are 
men of reputation, you fhall be welcom at Court: a great 
credit for a Citizen, fweet Sifter. . 

Nob. Come, her filence do’s confent to’t. 

Wid, | know not with what Face. 

Nob, Pah, pah, with your own Face, they defire no 
other, 

Wid. Pardon me, worthy Sirs, I and my Daughter have 
wrong’d your loves, 

Muck. ’ Tis eafily pardon’d, Lady, 
If you vouchfafe ic now. 

Wid. With all my Soul. 

Frank, And, with all my heart. 

Moll. And, Sit Fohn with Soul, Heart, Lights and all. 

Sir God. They are all mine, «Voll. 

Nob, Now Lady : 


What honeft Spirit, but will applaud your choice, 
_ And gladly farnifh you with hand and voice ; 


A happy change, which makes e’en Heaven rejoice. 
Come, enterin your Joyes, you fhall not want, 
For, Fathers, now I doubt it not, believe me, 
But that you fhall have hands enough to give me. 
2 LExeunt omnes. 
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Nat fo New, as Lamentable and True. 


Enter Oliver and Raph, two Serving-men. 


tiful paffionate humour for the long abfence 
of her Love, 

Raph. Why, can you blame her? why, Apples hang- 
ing longer on the Tree than when they are ripe, makes 
fo many fallings, wz. Mad VVenches, becaufe they are 
not gathered in time, are fain to drop of themfelves, 
and then’tis common you know forevery Man to take 
them up. 

Oliv. Mafs thou fayeft true, *tis common indeed, but 
firrah, is neither our young Mafter returned, nor our fe! 
low Sam come from London ? 

Roph. Neither of either, as the Puritan Bawd fays. 
Slid { hear Sam, Sam’s come, here tarry, come ifaith, 
now my Nofe itches for News. 

Oliv. And fo doth mine Elbow. 

[Sam cals within. Where are you there? 


Oliv. St Raph, my young Miftrefs is in fuch a pit- 


Sam. Boy, look you walk my Horfe with difcretion, | 


I have rid him fimply, | warrant his skin fticks to his 
back with very heat, if he fhould catch cold and get the 
cough of the lungs, I were well ferved, were I not? What 
Raph and Oliver? 

Amb. Hone fellow Sam, welcome ifaith. what tricks 
haft thou brought from London ? 

(Furnilhd with things from London. 

Sam. You fee I am hang’d after the trueft fafhion, 
three Hats, and two Glafles bobbing upon them, two re- 
bato wyers upon my breaft, a Cap-cafe by my fide, a bruth 
at my back, an Almanack in my pocket, and three Bal- 
lads in my codpiece ; nay, Iam the true picture of acom-. 
mon ferving-man. : 

Oliv. Pll {wear thou art, thou may’ft fet up when thou 
wilt, there’s many a one begins with lefs I can tell thee, 
that proves a rich mane’r he dyes, but what’s the News 
from London, Sam? 

Raph. I that’s well fed, what is the News from London, 
_ My young Miftrefs keeps fuch a puling for her 

ove. 


Sam. Why the more fool fhe, I, the more ninny-ham-’ 


mer fhe. 

Oliv. Why, Sam, why ? 

Sam. Why, he is married to another long ago. 

Amb. Faith ye jett. 

Sam. Why, did you not know that till now? Why, 
he’s married, beats his Wife, and has two or three Chil- 
dren by her: for you muft note, that any Woman bears 
the more when fhe is beaten, 

Raph, {that’s true, for fhe bears the blows, 

_ Olw, Sirrah Sam, I would not for two years wages 
‘my young Miltrefs knew fo much, fhe’d run upon the left 
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hand of her wit, and ne’r be her own Woman again, 

Sam. And [ think fhe was bleft in her Cradle, that he 
never came in her bed; why, he has confumed all, pawn’d 
his Lands, and made his Univerfity Brother ftand in wax 
for him; There’s a fine phrafe for a Scrivener, puh, he 
owes more than his skin 1s worth, ; 

Ov. Is’t poflible ? 

Sam. Nay, Vil tell you moreover, he calls his VVife 
Whore, as tamiliarly as one would call AZoll and Doll, and 
Children Baftards, as naturally as can be, but what have 
we here? } thought ’twas fomething pull’d down my 
Breeches: 1 quite forgot my two poting tticks, thefe came 
from Loxdon, now any thing is good here that comes from 
London. eid 

Oliv. 1, far fetcht you know. ; 

Sam, But fpeak in your Confcience i’faith, have not we 
as good poting fticks i’th’ Country as need to be put rth” 
fire, the mind of a thing is all, and as thou faid*teven j 
now, far fetch’d are the beft things for Ladies, 

Oliv, 1, and for waiting-gentlewomen too, ”— 

Sam. But Raph, is our Beer fowre this Thunder? 

Raph. No, no, it holds countenance yet. aa 

Sam. Why then follow me, I'll teach you-the fineft 
humour to be drunk in, I learn’d it at London lalt week. 

Amb, Faith let's hear it, let’s hear it. 

Sam. The braveft humour, twould doa man good to 
be drunk in it, they call it knighting in London, when 
they drink upon their knees. © 

Amb. Faith that’s excellent, ; i 

Sam. Come follow me, I'll give you all the degrees of 
it in order. LExennt. 


Enter Wife. 


Wife. What will become of us? all will away. 

My Husband never ceafes in expence, 

Both to confume his Credit and his Houfe, 

And ’tis {et down by Heavens juft decree, 

That Riots Child muft needs be Beggery. 

Are thefe the Vertues that his Youth did promife ? 
Dice and voluptuous Meetings, midnight Revels, 
Taking his Bed with furfeits; 1] befeeming 

The ancient honour of his Houfe and Name : 

And this not all, but that which kills me moft, 
When he recounts his lofies and falfe fortunes, 
The weaknefs of his ftate fo much dejected, 

Not asa manrepentant, but half mad, 

His fortunes cannot anfwer his expence: 

He fits and fullenly locks up his arms, 
Forgetting Heaven, looks downward, which makes 
Him appear fo dreadful, that he frights my heart: 
Walks heavily, as if his foul were earth ; 

Not penitent for thofe his.fins are paft, 
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But vext, his money cannot make them laft : 
A fearful melancholy, ungodly forrow. 

On yonder he comes, now. in defpight of ills 
Vi) {peak to him, and I will hear bim fpeak, 
And do my beft to drive it from his heart. 


Enter Husband. 


Huf. Pox.of the laft throw, it made 
Five hundred Angels vanifh from my fight : 
jP'm damn’d, I’m damn’d, the Angels have forfook me ; 
| Nay ’tis certainly true: for he that has no coyn, 


"| Is damn’d in this world ; he’s gone, he’s gone. 


| Wife. Dear Husband. 
| Huf, Oh! moft punifhmentof all, I have a Wife. 
Wife, 1 do entreat you, as you love your Soul, 
Tell me the caufe of this your difcontent, 
| &uf. A vengeance ftrip thee naked, thou art caufe, 
Effect, quality, property, thou, thou, thou, LExit. 
Wife, Bad turn’d to worfe ? 
Both beggery of the Soul as of the Body, 
And fo much unlike bimfelf at firft, 
As if fome vexed fpirit had got his form upon him, 


Eater Husband again, 


He comes again, 
He fays 1 am the canfe, I never yet 
Spoke lefs than words of duty and of love, 

Huf. \f marriage be honourable, then Cuckolds are 

honourable, for they cannot be made without marriage. 
Fool, what meant I to marry to get Beggars ? 
Now muft my eldeft Son be a Knave or nothing, he can- 
not live but upo’th’ fool, for he will have no Land to 
maintain him: that mortgage fits like a fnafile upon mine 
Inheritance, and makes me chaw upon Iron. 

My fecond Son muft be a promoter, and my third a 
Thief, or an under-putter, a Slave Pander, 

Oh beggery, beggery, to what bafe ufes doth it put a man, 
I think the Devil fcorns to be a Bawd : 

He bears himfelf more proudly, 

Has more care on his credir. 

Bafe, flavifh, abject, filthy poverty. 

Wife. Good Sir, by all our vows I do befeech you, 
Shew me the true caufe of yonr difcontent. 

Huf. Money, money, money, and thou muft fupply me, 

Wife. Alas, I am the leaft caufe of your difcontent. 
Yet what is mine, either in Rings or Jewels, 

Ufe to your own defire, but I befeech you, 
As you are a Gentleman by many bloods, 
Though I my felf be out of your refpect, 
Think on the ftate of thefe three lovely Boys 
You have been Father to. 

Huf. Pub, Baftards, Baltards, Baftards, begot in tricks, 
begot in tricks. 


A Y¥ orkthire Tragedy. 


Woe 1" : a Feat 
I will for ever hold thee in contempt, 


And never touch the Sheets that cover thee, 
But be divore’d in Bed, till thou confent, 
Thy dowry fhall be fold to give new life 
Unto thofe pleafiires which | moftaflect, 
Wife. Sir, do but turna gentle eye on me, 
And what the Law {hall give me leave to do, 
You fhall command. 
uf. Look it be done, fhall I want duft, 
And like a Slave wear nothing in my pockets, 
CAolds his Hands in his Pockets: 
But my hands to fill them up with nails ? 
Oh much againft my blood, let it be done, 
I was never made to be a looker on: 
A Bawd to Dice; Vl fhake the Drabs my felf, 
And make them yield , Ifay, look it be done, 
Wife. I take my leave, it fhall. LExit. 
Huf, Specdily, {peedily, Lhate the very hour I chofe 
a Wife, a trouble, trouble, three Children like three evils 
hang upon me, fie, fie, fie, {trumpet and baftards, ftrum- 
pet and baftards. 


Enter three Gentlemen, hearing him. 


1 Gert, Still do thefe loathfome thoughts jar on your 
Tongue ? 
Your {elf to flain the honour of your Wife, 
Nobly defcended; thofé whom Men call mad, 
Endangers others, byt he’s more than mad 
That wounds himfelf, whofe own words 
Do proclaim it is not fit, | pray forfake it. 
2 Gent. Good Sir, let modefty reprove.you. 
3 Gent. Let honeft kindnefs fway fomnch with you. 
Auf. God den, I thank you, Sir, howdoyou? adieu, I 
am glad to fee you, farewel Inftruétions, Admonitions. 
LEweunt Gent. 


Enter a Servant. 


How now, firrah? what would yon? 
Ser, Only to certifie you, fir, that my Miftrefs was 


met by the way, by them who were fent for her up to 
| London by her honourable Unckle 5 
| Guardian. 


your Worfhips late | 


Huf. So, Sir, then the is gone, and fo may you be, 


But let her look the thing be done fhe wots of, 
Or Hell will ftand more pleafant than her Houfe at home, 


[Exit Servant. 
Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent, Well or ill met, I care not. 

Auf. No, nor I. 

Gent. | am come with confidencetochide you. 
Huf. Who me? chide me? do’t finely then, let it not 


Wife. Heaven knows how thofe words wrong me, move me, for if thouchid’ft me angry, I fhall ftrike, 
But I’Il endure thefe griefs among a thoufand more : Gent. Strike thine own follies, for it is they 
Oh call to mind your Lands already mortgag’d, Deferve to be well beaten, we are now in private, 
Your felf wound into debts, your hopeful Brother There’s none but thot and J, thou art fond and peevith, 
At the Univerfity into bonds for you, An unclean Rioter, thy Lands and Credit 
Liketobe feiz’d upon. And—— Lie now both fick of a confumption, 
Huf. Ha’ done, thou Harlot, I am forry for thee, that Man {pends with thame, 
Whom though for fafhion I married, * That with his Riches doth confume his Name, 
Inever couldabide. Think’{t thou thy words And fuch art thou. 
Shall kill my pleafure ? fall off to thy friends, Huf. Peace. 
Thou and thy Baftards beg, I will not bate Gent. No, thou fhalt hear me further. “ 
A whit in humour: Midnight ftill I love you, Thy Fathers and fore-fathers worthy Honours, — 
And revel in your company : curb’d in? Which were our Country Monuments, our Grace, 
Shall it be faid in all focieties, Follies in thee begin now to deface. 
That I broke cuftom ? that I flag’d in money ? The fpring time of thy youth did faicly promife 
No, thofe thy Jewels I will play as freely, Such a moft fruitful fummer to thy Friends, 
As when my ftate was fulleft. It fcarce can enter into mens beliefs, = 
Wife. Be it fo. Such dearths fhould hang on thee, we that fee it, 
Huf. Nay I proteft, and take that for anearneft, Are forry to believe it : inthy change, i 
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This voice into all places will be batrak | To make new league between us, and redeem 

Thou and the Devil’has deceiv’d the World, His Virtues with his Lands) — ; 
Hig, Vil not endure thee, Ser, | fhould think fo : Miftrefs, if he fhould not now 
com, But of all the worft, be kind to you, and love you, and cherifh you up, I fhould 
think the Devil himfelf kept open houfe in him. 


Thy virtuous Wife, right honourably allied, ; | 
Thou haft proclaim’d a ftrumpet, W ife. 1 doubt not but he will now, prithee leave me, 
I think | hear him coming. 


Huf, Nay then] know thee 
z. : : Ser, 1am gone. CExie 


Thou art her Champion thou, her private friend, 
The party you wot on. Wife, By this good means I fhall preferve my Lands, 
And free my Husband out of Ufurers hands ; 


Gent. Oh ignoble thought, : 
[am paft my patient blood, fhall I ftand idle Now there is no need of fale, my Uncle’s kind, 
L hope, if ought, this will content his mind, 


And fee my reputation touch’d to death ? 
Hof. This has gal’d you, has it ? Here comes my Husband. 
Gent. No moniter, | prove 
My thoughts did only tend to virtuous love. 
Huf, Love of her virtues ? there it goes. 
Gent. Bafe fpirit, to lay thy hate upon 
The fruitful honour of thine own bed. . 
[They fight, and the Husband is hurt. 


Enter Husband. 


i 
i 


Huf. Now, are you come? where’s the money ? let’s 
fee the money, is the rubbith fold ? thofe wife-akers your 
Lands, why then, the money, where is it? pour it 
down, down with it, down with it: I fay pour’t on the 
ground, let’s fee:it, let’s fee it. 

Hig. Sir, Sir, | have not done with you. Wife. Good Sir, keep but in patience, and I hope 

Gent. Lhope, nor ne’r fhall do. [Fight again. | My words fhall like you well, I bring you better 

Hu. Have you got tricks ? are you in cunning with me? | Comfort than the fale of my Dowry, 

Gent. No, plainand right, Huf. Ha, what’s that? 

He needs no cunning that for truth doth fight. Wife. Pray do not fright me, Sir, but vouchfafe me hear- 
EAufband falls down, | ing. My Uncle, glad of your kindnefs to me and mild ufe- 

Hof, Hard fortune, am I Jevel’d withthe ground? age (for fo I made itto him) hath in pity of your decli- 

Gent. Now, Sir, you lye at mercy. ning fortunes, provided a place for you at Court, of worth 

Huf. 1, you Siave. and eredit’s: which fo much overjoyed me—— 

Gent. Alas,.that hate fhould bring us to our Grave, Huf. Our‘on thee, filth, over and over-joyed, 
You fee, my Sword’s not thirfty for your life, When I’m in torment. LJpurns her. 
Lam forrier for your a than your felf; Thos politick whore, fubtiller than nine Devils, was 
Y’are of a virtuous Houfe, fhew virtuous deeds, this thy journey to Wunck, to fet down the hiftory of 
Tis not your:honour, ’tis your folly bleeds: me, my ftate and fortunes : 
Much good has been expected in your life, Shall 1, that dedicated my felf to pleafure, be now con- 
Cancel not all Mens hopes, you have a Wile, | fin’d in {efVice to crouch, and ftand like an old mani’th” 
Kind and obedient , heap not wrongful fhame hams, my Hat off? [that could never abide to uncover 
On her and your pofterity : let only fin be fore, my head i’th’ Church: ‘bafe flut, this fruit bears thy com- 
And by this fall, rife never to fall more. laints, 

And fo I leave you: © [Exit.| Wife. Ob, heaven knows, 

Huf. Has the Dog left me then, That my complaints were praifes, arid beft words 
After his tooth has left me ? Oh, my heart Of you, and your eftate 5 only my friends 
Would fain leapafter him, revenge I fay, Knew of your mortgag’d Lands, and were poffeft 
i’m mad to be reveng’d, my {trumpet Wife, Of every accident before I came. 

It is thy quarrel that rips thus my-flefh, | If you fafpect it but a plot in me, 

And makes my breaft ipit blood, but thou fhalt bleed: | Tokeep my dowry, r for mine own good, 
Vanquifh’d ? got down? unable e’en to fpeak ? Or my poor Childrens’ (though it fuits a mother 
Surely "tis want of money makes Men weak, To fhew a natural care'mn their reliefs) 

I, "twas that o’tthrew me, I’d ne’r been down elfe. [Exit. | Yet Vl forget my felf to calm your blood, 
Confume it, as your pleafure counfels you, 
And all I wifh, e’d' clemency affords, 

Give me but pleafant looks, and modeft words. 

Huf. Money ,whore,money,or Pl-- [Draws his Dagger. 


Hf. Ob. E 
Gent. Wilt thou yield it yet ? 


Enter Wife in a riding fate, with a Serving-man. 


Ser. Faith, Miftrefs, if it may not be prefumption 
In me to tell you fo, for his excufe 
You had {mall reafon, knowing his abufe. 

Wife. 1 grant I had, ‘but alas, 
Why thould our faults at home be fpread abroad ? 
’Tis grief enough within doors; at firft fight 
Mine Uncle could rtin o’r his prodigal life 
As perfectly, as if his ferious eye 
Had numbred all his follies : 
Knew of his mortgag’d lands, his friends in bonds, 
Himfelf withered with debt ; and in that minute 
Had I added his ufage and unkindnefs, 
’Twould have confounded every thought of good : 
Where now, fathering his riots on his youth, 
Which time and tame experience will fhake off, 
Guefling his kindnefs to me (as I {mooth’d him 
With all the skill | had) though his deferts 
Are in form uglier than an unfhap’d Bear. 
He’s ready to prefer him to fome Office 
And place at Court: a good and fure relief 
To all his ftooping fortunes, "twill be a means, I hope, 


Enter a Servant haffily. 


What the Devil? how now? thy bafty News? 

Ser, May it pleafe you, Sir. 

Huf, What, may I not look upon my Dagger? 

Speak, Villain, or I will execute the point on thee : 

quick, fhort. é 
Ser. Why, Sir, a Gentlemanfrom the Univerfity ftays 

below to fpeak with you. : 
Huf. From the Univerfity? fo, Univerfity, 

That long word runs through me. LExit. 
Wife. Wasever Wife fo wretchedly befet ? 

Had not this News ftep’d in between, the point 

Had offered violence unto my breaft. 

That which fome Women call great mifery, 

Would thew but little here, would fcarce be feen 

Among my miferies: 1 may compare 

For wretched Fortunes, with all Wives that are, 


Nothing will pleafe him, until all be nothing. die 
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He calls it flavery to be preferr’d, 
| A place of credit, a bafe fervitude. 
| What fhall become of me, and my poor Children ? 
Two here, and one at Nurfe, my pretty beggars, | 
| I fee how ruine with a palfie hand 
| Begins to fhake the ancient feat to dul : 
The heavy weight of forrow draws my lids 
Over my darkith eyes: [can fcarce fee; 
Thus grief will laft, ic wakes and fleeps with me. | 


Enter the Husband with the Matter of the C. olledge. 


Huf, Pleafe you draw near , Sir, y’are exceeding wel. | 
come. 

Mast, That’s my doubt, I fearI come not to be wel- 
come, | 

Auf. Yes, howfoever. 

Mast. "Tis not my fafhion, Sir, to dwell in long cir. 
cumftance, but to be plain and effectual 5 therefore to the 
pur pole. 

The caule of my fetting forth was pitious and Jamenta- 

| ble; that hopeful young Gentleman your Brother, whofe 
virtues we all lovedearly, through your default and un. | 
natural negligence, lies in bond executed for your debt, | 
a Prifoner , all-his ftudies amazed, his hope ftruck dead, 
and the pride of his youth muffled in thefe.dark clouds of 
oppreflion. 

Auf. Hum, bum, bum. 

Mas#. -O you have kill’d the towardeft hope of all. our 
Univerfity, wherefore without repentance and amends, | 
expect ponderous and fudden judgments to fall grievoufly 
upon you 5 your Brother, a man who profited in his di- 
vine imployments, and might have made ten thoufand 
fouls fit for heaven, now by your carelefs courfes caft into | 
prifon, which you muftanfwer for, and aflure your spirit 
it will come home at length, 

Huf. O God, oh. 

east. Wife men think ill of you, others fpeak. ill 
of you, noman loves you, nay, even thofe whom hone- 
fty condemngy condemn, you :. and take this from the 
virtuous affection I bear your Brother, never look for 
profperous hour, good thoughts, quict fleep, contented 
walks, nor any thing that makes man perfect, till you 
redeem him: what is your anfwer? how will you be- 
ftow him? upon defperate mifery, or better hopes? | 
fuffer till I hear your anfwer. 

Huf. Sir, you have much wrought with me, I feel you 
in my foul, you are your Arts mafter. 

I never had fenfe till now , your fyllables have cleftme, 
both for your words and pains I thank you : I cannot but 
acknowledge grievous wrongs done to my Brother, migh- 
ty, mighty, mighty, mighty wrongs, 

Within there, 


Enter ‘a Servingman. 


Hf. Fillmeabowlof Wine. Alas, poor Brother, 
Bruifed with an execution for my fake. =~ 

Mast. A bruife indeed makes many a mortal fore, 

Till the Grave cure them. [Enter with Wine. 
Huf. Sir, I begin to you, y’ave chid your welcome, 
Mast. 1 could have wiht it better for your fake, 

I pledge you, Sir, to the kind man in prifon. 

Huf: Let it be fo. : : = 
Now, Sir, if you pleafe, to {pend but a few minutes in 
walking about my grounds below , my man fhall here | 
attend you : I doubt not but by that time to be furnifht 
of a fufficient anfwer, and therein my Brother fully fa- 
tisfied. 

eMalt. Good Sir, inthat the Angels would be pleafed, 
and the World’s murmurs calm’d, and I fhould fay, I fet 
forth then upon a lucky day, [ Exit. 

Hof. O thou confufed man, thy pleafant fins have un- 
done thee, thy damnation has begger’d thee, that heaven 
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fhould lay we muft not fin, and yet made women: gi 
,our fenfes way to find pleafure , which being found 


| well, very well. 


, {n Execution among Devils that ftretch him: 
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founds us. wh Id wel hofe thi ; ane 
aie woy fhould we know thofe things fo much mif- | 
ule us: O would virtue had been forbidden » we fhould 


a | 
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t 
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| then have proved all virtuous, for.’tis our blood to love | 


what we are forbidden, what man would have béen for- | 
bidden , what man would have been fool.to a beaft, and | 
zany to a iwine, to fhew tricks inthe mire, what is there | 
in three Dice, to make aman drawthrice three thoufand | 
acres into the compafs of a little round table, and with | 
the Gentlemans palfie in the hand fhake out his pofterity, | 
thieves, or beggars ; ’tis done, I have don’t ifaith: ter. | 
rible, horrible mifery, how well was I left, very 


My Lands fhewed like a Full-Moon about me, but 
now the Moon’s ia the, laft Quarter , waining , wain. 
ing, and Iam mad to think that Moon was mine 3 mine 
and my Fathers, and my Fore-fathers Generations, Gene- 
rations, down goes the Houfe of us, down, down it finks: 
Now is the name.a Beggar,’ begs‘in me that name which 
hundreds of years has made this Shire famous; in me 
and my polterity runs out. 

In my Seed five are made miferable befides my felf, my 
Riot is now my Brothers Jaylor,, my Wifes fighing, my 
three Boyes penuty, and mine own confufion, 

[He tears bis Hair. 
Why fit my Hairs upon my curfed Head ? 
Will not this Poifon fcatter them? oh my Brother’s 


And make him, give; and I in want, 
Not able for to live, nor to redeem him. 
Divines and dying men may talk of Hell, 
But in my heart her feveral torments dwell, 
Slavery and mifery, Who in this cafe 
Would not take up money upon his Sdul ? 
Pawn his Salvation, live at intereft - 
I, that did ever in abundance dwell, | 
1 
i 


For me to want, exceeds the-throes of Hell. 
Enter his little Son, witha Top and Scourge. 


Son. What ail you, Father, are you not well, I cannat | 
fcourge my Topas long as yon ftand fo: youtake up all 
the room with your wide Legs, puh, you cannot make me 
afraid with this, I fear no Vizards, nor bugbears. 


| 
He takes up the Child by the Skirts of his long Coat in one hand, | 
and draws bis Dagger with the other, 


Hiuf{, Up Sir, for here thou haft no inheritance left. 
Son. Oh what. will you do, Father, 1 am your white 
Boy. LStrskes him. 
Huf, Thou fhalt be my red Boy, take that, 
Som, Ob you hurt me Father, 
Hof: My eldeft. Beggar, thou fhalt not live to ask an | 
Ufurer bread, to cry at a greggegnans Gate,or follow,Good 
; 


your Honour,by a Coach, no, nor your Brother: "tis Cha. 
rity to brain you. 
Son. How thail I learn now my Head’s broke ? 
Hinf. Bleed, bleed, rather than beg, beg. [jtabs him, 
Be not thy names difgrace : : 
Spurn thou thy Fortunes firft, ifthey be bafe: 
Come view thy fecond Brother; Fates, 
My Childrens bloud fhall fpin into your Faces, 
You fhall fee, 
How confidently we fcorn beggery. _ [Exit with his Son, | 
Enter a eWaid with a Child inher Arms, the 
Mather by her afleep. 
Maid. Sleep, fweetBabe,forrow makes thy Mother fleep, | 
It boads finall good when heavinefs falls fo deep, 
Huth, pretty Boy, thy hopes might have been better, | 
Tis loft at Dice, what ancient honour won, 
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Hard when the Father plays away the Son: 
Nothing but mifery ferves in this Houte, 


Ruine and defolation; ob. 


Enter Master ad two Servants. 


Ser. Oh the moft pittions deed, Sir, fince you came. 
Mafter. A deadly greeting ; hath he fumm’d up thefe 
To fatisfie his Brother ? here’s another, 
And by the bleeding Infants, the dead Mother, 
Wife. Oh, oh, 
eMaster. Surgeons, Surgeons, fhe recovers life 
One of his men ail faint and bloudied. : 
1 Ser. Follow, our murderous Mafter has took 
Horfe to kill his Child at nurfe, oh follow quickly. 
Mafter. Yam the readieft, it fhall be my charge 
To raife the Town upon him, 


Enter Husband with the Boy bleeding. 


uf Whore, give me that Boy. 

Me i [He iriver with ber for the (hild. 
Maid. Ohhelp, help, out alas, murder, murder. 
Huf. Are you gofliping, prating fturdy quean, 

Pll break your clamour with your Neck, 
Down ftairs; tumble, tumble, head long. 
| [Ae throws ber down. 
So, the fureft way to charma Womans Tongue, 
Is break her Neck, a Politician did it, 
Son, Mother, Mother, 1 am kill’d, Mother. 
[His Wife awakes, and catcheth up the youngeft. 
| Wife. Ha, who's that cry’d? O me my Children, 
Both, both; bloudy, bloudy. 
Huf, Strumpet, let go the Boy, let go the Beggar. 
Wife. Oh my {weet Husband. 
Hu. Filth, Harlot. 
Wife. Oh, what will you do, dear Husband ? 
Hf. Give me the Baftard. 
Wife, Your own fweet Boy. 
Hu. There are too many Beggars. 
Wife. Good my Husband. 
Auf, Do’lt thou prevent me ftill ? 
Wife. Oh God ! 
[Stabs at the Child in her arms, and gets st from ber. 
Huf. Have at his Heart. 
Wife, Oh my dear Boy. 
Huf. Brat, thou fhalt not live to fhame thy Honfe. 
Wife. Oh Heayen. [She is hurt and finks down, 
Huf. And perifh, now be gone, 
There’s Whores enow, and want would make thee one. 


; [Exit Matter and Servants. 
1 Ser. Good Sir follow him. 
Wife. Oh my Children. 
1 Ser. How is it my moft afitted Miftrefs ? 
Wife. Why do I now recover? why half live? 
To fee my Children bleed before mine Eyes, 
A fight, able to kill a Mothers Breaft without 
An Executioner ; what, art thou mangled too ? 
1 Ser, I thinking to prevent what his quick mifchiefs 
Had fo foon acted, came and rufht upon him, 
We ftrugled, but a fouler ftrength than his 
Ore-threw me with his Arms, then he did bruife me, 
And rent my flefh, and rob’d me of my Hair, 
Like a man mad in Execution, 
Made me unfit to rife and follow him. 
Wife. What is it hath beguil’d him of all grace? 
And ftole away humanity from his Breaft, 
To flay his Children, purpofed to kill his Wife, 
And fpoil his Servants. 


Enter two Servants. 


Both. Pleafe you leave thisaccurfed place, 
A Surgeon waits within. 

Wife. Willing to leave it; 
Tis guilty of {weet bloud, innocent bloudj® ~ 
Murder hath took this Chamber with full hands, 
And will not out as long as the Houfe ftands. [Exeuat. 


Enter a lufty Servant. 


Ser. Oh Sir, what deeds are thefe ? 
Hof, Bafe flave, my Vaflall, 
Com’ft thou between my fury to queftion me? 
Ser, Were you the Devil, I would hold you, Sir. 
Auf. Hold me? prefumption, 1’ll undo thee for it. 
Ser. Sbloud, you have undone us all, Sir. 
Huf. Tugat thy Mafter? 
Ser. Tugat a Montter. 
Hof, Have no power? {hall my Slave Fetter me? 
Ser. Nay then the Devil wrattles, Iam thrown. Oh, Iam forely bruis’d, Plague founder thee, 
[Husband overcomes him, | Thou run’ft at eafe and pleafure, heart of chance, 
Huf. Oh Villain, now Pil tug thee, new Y’ll tear thee, | To throw me now, within a flight o’ th’ Town, 
Set quick Spurs tomy Vaflall, bruife him, tramplehim; | In fuch plain even ground, 
So, I think thou wilt not follow me in hafte. foot, a man may Diceuponit, and throw away the 
My Horfe ftands ready fadled, away, away, Meadows, ah filthy Beaft, 
Now to my Brat at Nurfe, my fucking Beggar ; Cry within, Follow, follow, follow. 
Fates, V’ll not leave you ome-to trample on. Huf. Ha ?"I hear founds of men, like Hue and Cry 5 
[The Mafter meets him. | Up, Up, and ftruggle to my Horfe, make on, 
cMafter. How ist with you Sir, me-thinks you look | Difpatch that little Beggar, and all’s done. 
of a diftracted colour. (ry within. Here, this way, this way. 
Huf. Who, 1 Sir? "tis but your fancy, Huf. At my back ? oh, 
Pleafe you walk in, Sir, and I'll foon refolve you, What fate have I, my Limbs deny me to 9% 
I want one fimall part to make up the fumm, My will is bated, Beggery claims a part, 
And then my Brother fhall reft fatisfied. Oh { could here reach to the Infants heart. 
eMafter, | fhall be glad to fee it, Sir, Pll attend you. 
LExeunt. 
Ser. Oh, 1am fcarce able to heave up my felf, 
He has fo bruis’d me with his devillifh weight, 
And torn my flefh wich his bloud-hafty Spur, 
A man before of eafie conftitution, 
Till now Hells power fupplied, to his Souls wrong, 
Oh how damnation can make weak men ftrong. 


Eater Husband, as being thrown of is 
Horfe, and falls. (p73 


Hof. Oh {tumbling Jade, the Spavin overtake thee, 
The fifty Difeafes ftop thee: 


Enter Matter of the Colledge, three Gentlemen, 
and others with Flalberds. 


ell. Here, here, yonder, yonder, . 
Maffer. Unnatural, flinty, more than barbarous, 
The Scythians in their marble-hearted fates, 
Could not have acted more remorfelefs deeds 
In their relentlefs natures, than thefe of thine: 
Was this the anfwer I long waited on, 
The fatisfaction for thy Prifoned Brother ? 


ee 


bes 


ete eS 


Siebert 


i we a a eS ee MP oe 


a at ee EP ray ar a al ia) ial 


2A Yorkthire Tragedy. 3851 


ee 


Huf. He can have no more of us than our skins, 
| And fome of them want but fleaing! 

I Gent. Great fins have made him impudent. 
Maft, Has thed fo much blood, that he cannot blush. 
2 Gent. Away with him, bear him to the Juttices, 

A Gentlemanof Worhhip dwellgat handj 

There fhall his’déeds be blazed. 
Huf, Why alkthe better, : 

My glory ’tis to-have my action-known, 

I grieve for nothing, but { mift of one. 
Maft. Thete’s little of a father in that grief: 

Bear him away. CExennt. 


Enter a Knight, with two or three Gentlemen. 


Knight, Endangered fo his Wife, murdered his Chil- 
dren? 
1 Gent, Sothe cry goes. 
Knight. 1 amforry Le’ce knew him. 
That ever he took life and natural being 
From fuch an honoured ftock, and fair defcent, 
Till chis black minute without ftain or blemifh. 
I Gent, Here come the men. 


Enter the Matter of the Colledge, and the rest 
with the Prifoner. 


Knight. The Serpent of his houfe: P’me forry for this 
time, that | am in place of Juftice. 
east. Pleafe you, Sir. 
Knight. Do not repeat it twice, | know too much, 
Would it had ne’re been thought on. 
Sir, 1 bleed for you. 
1 Gent. Your father’s forrows.are alive.in me : 
What made you fhew fuch monftrous cruelty ? 
Hin. In a word, Sir, 
Ihave confam’d all, plaid away long acre, 
And I thought it the charitableft deed I could do 
To cozen Beggery, and knock my boufe o’th’head. 
Knight. 1 do not think, but in To morrow’s judgment, 
The terrour will fit clofer to your foul, 
When the dread thought of Death remembers you ; 
To further which, take this fad voice from me, 
Never was act plaid more unnaturally. 
Hiuf. 1 thank you, Sir. 
Knight. Go lead him to the, Jayl. ee 
Where Juftice claims all, there muft pity fail. 
Huf. Come, come, away with me. 
[Exit Prifoner. 
Mas, Sir, you deferve the worthip of your place, 
Would all did fo, in you the Law is grace, 
Knight. It is my with it fhould be fo; 
Ruinous man, the defolation of his houfe, 
The blot upon his Predeceffor’s honour’d name: 
That man is neareft fhame, that is: paft fhame., or ([Exit. 


Enter Husband with the Officers, the Mafter and Gen: 
tlemen, as going by lus Houfe. 


Huf. | am right againft mychonfe, feat of my  Ace- 
ftors, 1 hear my Wife’salivey but much endangered 5 let 
me intreat to {peak with her before the prifon gripe me, 


Enter bis Wile brought tna Chair. 


Gent. See, herefhe comes of her felf. 

Wife. O my fweet husband, my dear diftrefled husband, 
now in the hands of unrelenting Laws, my greateft for- 
row, my extremefb-bleeding 5 now:my foul bleeds. 


Huf. How now? kind .tome?:did, not 1 wound thee, | This on a deadlier execution: 


leave thee for dead? ii 


| 


Wife. Tut, far greater wounds did my breatt feel 
Unkindnels ftrikesa deeper wound than fteel | 
You have teen {till unkind to me. 

fiuf, Faith, and fo I think | have ; 

I did my murders roughly out of hand, 
Defperate and fudden, byethow batt devis’d 
A fine way now to kil] me, thou haft given my eyes 
Seven wounds apiece; now glides the Devil from 
Me, depatts at every joint, heaves up my mails. 
O catch him new torments, that were ne’re invented : 
Bind him one thoufand more, you blefled Angels, | 
In that bottomlefs pit, let him not rife 
To make men act unnatural Tragedies, | 
To fpread into a Father, and in fury, 
Make him his Childrens Executioners, 
Murder his Wife, his Servants, and who not ? | 
Forthat man’s dark,-where Heaven is quite forgot. 
Wife. Omy repentant husband ! 
wf. My dear foul, whom I too mtch have wrone’d »..| 
For death I die, and for this I have long’d. | 
Wife. Thou fhould’ft not (be aflured) for thefe faults 
Die, if the Law could forgive as foon as I. 


(Children laid out. 
Huf. What fight.is yonder ? 
Wefe. O our two bleeding Boys 
Laid forth upon the threthold, (crack, 


uf. Here’s weight enough to make a heart-ftring 
O were it lawful that your pretty fouls 
Might look from Heaven into your Father’s eyes, 
Then thould you fee the penitent glailes mele, 
And both your murders fhoot upon my cheeks. 
But you are playing inthe Angels laps, 
And will not look-on me, 
Who void of grace, kill’d you in beggery. 
O that I might my wifhes now attain, 
I fhould then with you living were again ; 
Though I did beg with you, which thing I fear’d, S: 
O ’twas the enemy my eyes fo blear’d, { 
© would you could pray Heaven me to forgive, | | 
} 
i 
; 


That‘will unto-my end-repentant live. 
Wife. It makes me e’en forget all other forrows, 
And leave part with this, 
Officer. Come, will you go? 
Hf, Vi} kifs the blood ifpilt, and then Pi] £0, 
My foul is bloodied, well may my. lips be-fo. 
Farewel, dear Wife, now thou and J muft part, 
I of thy wrongs, repent me with my.,heart, 
Wife. O flay, thou fhalt not go..; \* 
Huf. That’s but in vain, you fee.it.muft be fo: { 
Farewel ye bloody afhes of my Boys, i 
My punifhments are their eternal joys. 
Let every Father look well ‘into his deeds, | 
And then their Heirs may profper, while mine bleeds, 
[Exit Huiband with Officers. | 
Wife. More wretched am I now in this diftrefs, | 


Thar former forrows made me, 


eHaft..O kind Wife, be comforted, oA 
One joy-is yet unmurdered, = 


You have a Boy at nurfe, your joy’s in him: 
Wife. Dearer thamall is my poor husband’s life : 

Heaven give my body ftrength, which-is yet faint 

With much expence of blood, and Iwill kneel, 

Sue for his life, number up-all my friends 

To plead for pardon for my dear hnshand’s-life. 
Mast. Was it in man'to-wound fo kind: a-creature:? » 

I’ll ever praife a woman for thy fake. 

I muft return with griefjomy-anfwer’s fet 

I fhall bring news weighs heavier thanthedebt. 

Two Brothers; the one in bond liesoverthrown, 


LExcunt omnes: 


| 
| 
| 
| 


eo Aétus Primus. Scena Prima. 


~ 


Enter Atey with Thunder and Lightning, all in black, with 
a burning Torch in one hand, and a bloudy Sword in the 
other hand, and prefently let there come forth a Lyon rune 
ning after a Bear, or any other Beast, then come forth an 
Archer, who mufe kill the Lyon in a dumb how, and then 
depart, Remain Atey. 


Atey. 


In. panam fechatur & Umbra. 


Mighty Lyon, Ruler of the Woods; 

Of wandrons ftrength and great proportion, 

With hideous noife fearing the trembling 
Trees, 

With yelling clamours fhaking all the Earth, 

Traver{t the Groves, and chac’t the wandring Beafts :. 

Long did he range among the fhady Trees, 

And drave the filly Beafts before his Face 5 

When fuddenly from out a thorny Bufh 

A dreadful Archer with his Bow ybent, 

Wounded the Lyon with a difinal fhaft, 

So he him ftrook, that it drew forth the bloud, 

And fill’d his furious heart with fretting ire ; 

But all in-vain he threatneth Teeth and Paws, 

And fparkleth fire from forth his flaming Eyes; « | 

For the fharp fhaft gave him a mortal wound : 

So valiant Brute, the terrour of the World, 

Whofe only looks did fcare his Enemies, 

The Archer Death brought to his lateft end. 


Oh what may long abide above this ground, 
In ftate of blifs and healthful happinefs ! ; 


Scena ois oe on 


carried in a Chair, Locrine, Camber, AL | 
Debon, 


Lev, | 


Enter Brutus carrie 
banaét, Corineiys; Guendelin, -Affaracus, 
Thrafimachus, 


Brutus. Moft loyal Lords, and faithful Followers, 

That have with me, unworthy General, 

Paffed the greedy Gulf of th’ Ocean, 

Leaving the Confines of fair Italy, 

Behold, your Brutus draweth nigh his end, — 

And mutt leave you, though againft my will; 

My finews fhrunk,my numbered fenfes fail, 

A chilling cold pofleffeth all my Bones, 

Black ugly Death with vifage pale and wan, 

Prefents himfelf before my dazled Eyes, 

And with his Dart prepared is to ftrike - 

Thefe Arms, my Lords, thefe never daunted Arms, 

That oft have quell’d the courage of my Foes, 

And eke difmay’d my Neighbour’s arrogance, 
_ Now yield'to Death, o’relaid with crooked Age, 

Devoid of ftrengthand of their proper force ; 
‘Even as the lufty Cedar worn with years, 

That far abroad her dainty-odour throws, 
*Mongft all the Daughters of proud Lebanon, 
This heart, my Lords, this ne’re appalled heart, 

That was a terror to the bordring Lands, 

A doleful fcourge unto my neighbour Kings, 


|| May catch a fall with young Bellerophon. 


dai 

| Now by the weapons of unpartial Death, 

ifs clove afunder and bereft of life ; 

|As when the facred oak with Thunderbolts, 

Sent from the fiery circuit of the Heavens, 

Sliding along theairs celeftial vaults, 

[s rent.and cloven to.the very roots, 

in vain therefore I ftruggle with this foe, 

‘Then welcome Death, fince God will have it fo. 
Affar. Alas my Lord, we forrow at your cafe, 

And grieve to fee your perfon vexed thus ; 

But whatfoe’re the fates determin’d have, 

It lieth not in us to difanpul, 

And he that wouldannihilate his mind, 

| Soaring with Jcarus too.near the Sun, 


i For whenthe fatal Sifters have decreed 
To feparate us from this earthly mould, 


.| No mortal force can countermand their minds: 


Then, worthy Lord, fince there’s no way but one, 

Ceafe your laments, and leave your grievous moan. 
(orm, Your Highnefs knows how many victories, 

How many Trophies I erected:have 

Triumphantly in every place we came 3 

The Grecian Monarch, warlike Pandraffas, 


| And all the crew of the «Aolloffians : 


Goffarius the arm-ftrong King of Gauls, — 
Have felt the force of our victorious Arms, 


| And co their coft beheld our Chivalrie, 


Where e’re Ancora handmaid of the Sun, 
Where e’re the Sun-bright gardiant of the day, 
Where e’re the joyfulday with cheerful Light, 


} Where e’re the Light illuminates the World, 
| The Trojans glory flies with golden wings, 
| Wings that do foar beyond fell envious flight, 


The fame of Brutws and his followers 


| Pierceth the skies, and with the skies the throne 
1 Of mighty Fove, Commander of the world, 
| Then, worthy Brutus, leave thefe fad laments, 


Comfort your felf with this your great renown, 

And fear not Death, though he feem terrible. 
Brutus, Nay, (orineins, you miftake my mind, 

In con{truing wrong the caufe of my complaints, 


11 fear’d note’ yield my felf to fatal Death, 


God knows it was the leaft ofall my thoughts, 
A greater care torments my very Bones, 


} And makes me tremble at the thought of it, 
} Andin your Lordings doth the fubftance lie. 


Thrafi, Moft noble Lord, if ought your Loyal Peers 
Accomplish may, ‘to eafe your lingring gpief, 


{1 inthe name ofall proteftto you, 


That we will boldly enterprife the fame, 
Were it toenter to black Tartarus, 


| Where triple Cerberus with his venomousthroat, 


Scareth the Ghofts with high refounding noife, 


| We’ll either rent the bowels of the Earth, 


Searching the entrails of the bruitifh Earth, 
Or with his Jens overdaring foon, 
Be bound in Chains of ever-during Steel. 
Bru. Then harken to.your Soveraign’s latelt words, 
In which I will unto you all unfold, 
Our Royal mind and refolute intent. 
When golden Hei, Daughter to.great Fove, 
Cover’d.my manly Cheeks with youthful Down, 
Th’unhappy flaughter of my lucklefs Sir, 
Drove meand old eda achus mine Eame, 
As exiles from the bounds of /raly, 
So that perforce wewere conftrain’d to fly 
To Grecians Monatch, noble Pandr affus, 
There I alone did undertake your.caulfe, 
There | reftor’d your antique liberty, 
Though Grecia frown’d, and all « olloffia form’, 
Though brave «4ntégonus, with martial band, 
In pitched field encountred me and mine, 
Though Pandraffus and his contributarics, 


Tbe Tragedy. of Locrine. 


| Who fhall be matched with our Royal Son, 
 Locrine, veceive this prefent atmy hand : 


as 


j 
With all the rout of their confederates, 
a 
; 


‘ 
] 


Sought to deface our glorious memory, 

Aud wipe the name of Trojans from the Earth : 

Him did | captivate with this mine Arm, 

And by compulfion fore’c-him to agree 

To certain Articles, which there we did propound 

From Grecia through the boifterous Hellefpont, : 

We came into the Fieldsiof Lefrizon, 

Whereat our Brother Corineius was i 

Which when we pafled the ficilian gulf, 

And fo transfretting the [j4an Sea, 

Arriyedion the coattsof Aquitain ,~ 

Where with an Army of his barbarous Gules 

Goffarius and his Brother Gathelus 

Encountring with our hoft, fuftain’d the foil, 

And for your fakes my Turnus there I loft « 

Turnus that flew fix hundred men at Arms, 

Allin an hour, with his fharp Battle Axe, 

From thence upon the ftronds of Albion 

To Corus Haven happily we came, 

And quell’d the Giants, come of Albion's race, 

With Gogmagog, Sonto Samotheus, 

The curied Captain of that damned crew, 

And in that Ifle atlength 1 placed you. * © 

Now let me fee, if my laborious toyles, 

(f all my care, if all my grievous wounds, 

If all my diligence were well employ’d. 

Corin. — firft 1 followed thee ‘and thine (brave 
ing ) 

[ hazarded my life and deareft Blood, 

To purchafe favour at:your Princely hands, 

And for the fame in dangerous attempts 

in fundry.conflicts, and in divers broyls, 

I fhew’d the courage of my manly mind’: 

For this I combated with Gathelus, 

The Brother to Goffarius of Gaule : 

For this I fought withturious Gogmagog, 

A favage Captain of afavage crew : 

And for thefe deeds brave Cornwall I receiv’d, 

A grateful gift given by a gracious King ; 

And for this gift, this life and deareft Blood, 

Will Corineius {pend for Brutus good. 

Deb, And-what my Friend, brave Prince, hath yow’d 
to you, 

The fame will Debon downto his end. 

Bru, Then, Loyal Peers, fince you are all agreed, 

And refolute to follow. Brutus hofts, 

Favour, my Sons, favour thofe Orphans, Lords, | 

And fhield them from the dangers of their foes. 

Locrize, the Column of my Family, 

And only Pillar of my weakned age: 

Locrine, draw near, draw near unto thy Sire, 

And take thy lateft bleflings at his hands ; 

And for thou art the eldeft of my Sons, 
| 
| 
| 
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Be thou a Captain to thy Brethren, 

And imitate thy aged Fathers fteps, 

Which will conduct thee to true honours gate : 

For if thou follow facred virtues lore, 

Thou fhalt be crowned witha Laurel branch, 

And wear a wreathe of fempiternal fame, 

Sorted amongft the glorious happy ones. 
Locrin. \f Locrine donot follow your advice. 

And bear himfelf in all things like a Prince 

That feeks to amplifie the great renown, 

L-ft unto him for an inheritance 

By thofe that were his Anceftours, 

Let me be flung into the Occan, 

And fwallowed in the bowels of the Earth. 

Or let the ruddy lightning of great Fave, 

Defcend upon this my devolted head. : 

Lerutus taking Guendeline by the band, 

Brutus. But for | fee you all tobe in doubt, 


2 


A gift\ 


288 a 


A gift more rich than are the wealthy Mines 
Found in the Bowels of America. 
Thou fhalt be fpoufed téTair Guendelsne : 
Love her, and take her, for fhe is thine own, 
If fo thy Uncle and her felf do pleafe. 
Corin. and herein how your Highnefs honours me, 
it cannot now be in my fpeech expreft : 
For careful Paresits glory not fomuch 
At their honour and promotion, 
As for to fee the iflte of their Blood 
Seated in honour and profperity. 
Guend, And far be it from my pure Maiden thoughts, 
To contradict her aged Fathers will. 
Therefore fince he towhom | muft obey, 
Hath given me now unto your Royal felf, 
I will not ftand aloof from off the lure, 
Like crafty Dames that moft of ail deny 
That, which they moft defire to poffel*. 
[Brutus turning to Locrine, 
LLocrine kaeeling. 
Then now my Son thy part is on the ftage, 
For thou mutt bear the perfon of a King. 
[ Puts the Crown on his head. 
Locrine ftand up, and wear the regal Crown, 
And think upon the ftate of Majefty, 
That thou with honour well maift wear the Crown, 
And if thou tendreft thefe my lateft words, 
As thou requir’ ft my Soul to be at reft, 
As thou defireft thine own fecurity, 
Cherifh and love thy new betrothed wife. 
Locrine. No longer let me well enjoy the Crown, 
Than I do peerlefs Guendeline. 
Brut. Camber, 
_Cam, My Lord, 
Brut, The glory of mine age, 
And darling of thy Mother Funoger, 
Take thou the South for thy Dominion, 
From thee there fhall proceed a Royal race, 
That fhall maintain the honour of this land, 
That {way the regal fcepter with their hands. 
[Turning to Alabanatt, 
And Alabanaé thy Fathers only joy, 
Youngeft in years,but not the young’ft in mind, 
A perfect pattern of all chivairie, 
Take thou the North for thy Dominion, 
A country full of hills and ragged rocks, 
Replenifhed with fierce untamed beafts, 
Ascorrefpondent to thy martial thoughts. 
Live long my Sons with endlefs happinefs, 
And bear firm concordance among your felves, 
Obey the counfels of thefe Fathers grave, 
That you may better bear out violence, 
But fuddenly through weaknefs of my age, 
And the defect of youthful puiffance, 
My Maladie iticreafeth more and more, 
And cruel Death hafteneth his quickned pace, 
To difpoflefs me of my earthly thape, 
Mine Eyes wax dim, o’re-caft with clouds of age. 
The pangs of Death compafs my crazed bones, 
Thus to youall my bleflings I bequeath, 
And with my bleflings, this my fleeting Soul. 
My giafs is run, and all my miferies 
Do end with life: Death clofeth up mine Eyes, 
My Soul in haft flies to the Elyfian fields. [He dieth 
Loc. Accurfed ftars, damn’d and accurfed ftars, 
To abbreviate my noble Father’s life, 
Hard-hearted gods, and too envious fates, 
Thus to cut off my Father’s fatal thred, 
Brutus that was a glory to usall, 
Brutus that was a terror to his foes, 
Alas too foon by Demagorgon’s knife, 
The martial Brutus is bereit of life. 
No fad complaints may move juft Baucus, 
Corin. No dreadful threats can fear judge Rhodomanth, — 


The Tragedy of Locrine. 


. | more hafte the wor ft fpeed. 


Wert thouas ftrong as mighty Hercules, 
Thattam’d the huge monfters of the world; 
Plaid’ft thou as fweet, on the fweet founding Lute, : 
As did the fpoufe of fair Euridice, 

That did enchant the waters with his noife, 

And made the Stones, birds, beafts, to lead a dance, 
Conftrain’d the hilly trees to follow him, 

Thou could’ ft not move the jud ge of Crebies, 

Nor move compaflion in grim P/ato’s heart, 

For fatal Mors expecteth all the world, 

Andevery man moft tread the way of Death, 
Brave Tantalus, the valiant Pelops fire, 

Gueft to the gods, fuffered untimely Death, 

And old F¥eithonus Husband to the morn, 

And eke grim A4izos whom jult Fupiter 

Deign’d to admit unto his facrifice, 

The thundring trumpets of blood-thirfty Afars. 

The fearful rage of fell Ti/iphoang 
The boiftrous waves of humid Ocean, 

Are inftruments and tools of difmal Death. 

Then noble coufin ceafe to mourn his chance, 

Whofe age and years were figns that he fhonld die. 

It refteth now that we interthis bones, 

That was a terror to his Enemies. 

Take up his coarfe, and Princes hold him dead, 

Who while he liv’d, upheld the Trojan State. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, march to Trizovant, 

There to provide our chieftains Funeral. LE xenne. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Strumbo above in a gown, with Ink 
and Paper in his hand, faying, 


Strum, Either the four Elements, the feven Planets and 
all the particular Stars of the Pole Antaftick,are adverfitive 
again{t me, orelfe | was begotten and born in the wain of 
the Moon, when every thing, as Lactantzus in his fourth 


Book of Conftultations doth fay, goeth arfward. I Matters, | . 


I, you may laugh, but I muft weep; you may joy, but I 
muft forrow ; fhedding falt tears from the watry Fountains 
of my moift dainty fair Eyes, along my comely and fmooth 
cheeks, in as great plenty as the water runneth from the 
bucking-tubs, or red wine out of the Hogs-heads: for truft 
me, Gentlemen and my very good Friends , and fo forth : 
the little god, nay the defperate god Cuprit, with one of his 
vengible birds bolts, hath fhot me unto the heel: fo not 
only, but alfo, oh fine phrafe, I burn, I burn, arfdal burna, 
in love, in love, and in love a, ah Strambo, what haft thou 
feen, not Dina with the Als Tom? Yea with thefe Eyes 
thou haft feen' her, and therefore pull them out: for they 
will work thy bail, Ah Strumboe, haft thou heard the voice 
of the Nightingale, but a voice fweeter than hers, yea with 
thefe ears haft thou heard them, and therefore cut them 
off, for they have caus‘d thy forrow. Nay Strumbo, kill 
thy felf, drown thy felf, hang thy felf, ftarve thy felf. Oh 
but then I fhall leave my fweet heart. Oh my heart! Now 
pate for thy Mafter, I will dite an aliquant love-piftle to 
her, and then fhe hearing the grand verbolity of my Scrip- 
ture, will love my prefently, 

v = is C Let him write a little, and then read, 
My penis naught, Gentlemen, lend me aknife, 1 think the 


[Then write again, and after read. 

So it is, Miftris Dororhie, and the fole eflence of my Soul, 
that the little fparkles of affection kindled in me towards 
your fweet felf, hath now increafed to a great flame, and 
will e’re it be long confume my poor heart, except you 
with the pleafant water of your fecret Fountain, quench 
the furious heat of the fame. Alas, | amaGentleman of 
good fame, and name, majeftical, in apparel comely, in 
gate portly. Let not therefore your gentle heart be fo 
hard, as to defpife a proper tall young man ofa — 
ife, 


\ 


ee eer ee ee a Ta, 


2 me 


ae fae 


Ti ERT POS ST Se 


life, and by defpifing him, not only but alfoco kill him 
Thus expecting time and tide, 1 bid you farewel. Your 
Servant, Signor Strumbo, 

| Oh wit, O pate, Omemory, Ohand, O Ink, O Paper. 
Well, now I will fend it away. 
what a Villain is this? Why Sirrah, come:when your 
Matter calls you. Trompart. 

LTrompart entring faith 

Anon, Sir. 
| “Strumbox Thou knoweft, my pretty Boy, what a good 
Mafter [ have been to thee ever fince I took thee into my 
fervice. 

Trom. I, Sit. 

Strum. And, how Fhave cherifhed thee always, as if 
thou hadft been the fruit of my Loyns , Flefh of my 
Flefh, and Bone of my Bone. 

Trom, I, Sit. 


Strum. Then fhew thy felf herein a trufty fervant, and | 


carry this Letter to Miltrefs Dorothy, and tell her. 
[Speaking in his Ear. 
Léxie Trompart. 
Strum, Nay, Matters, you fhall fee a Marriage by and 
by. But here fhecomes. Now mult | frame my amorous 
paffions. 


| Enter Dorothy and Trompart. 


Doro, Signior Strumbo, well met, | received your Let- 


ters by your man here, who told me a pittiful ftory of 


your anguifh, and fo underftanding your paflions were 
fogreat, 1 came hither fpeedily. 


Strum. Oh, my fweet and Pigfhey, the fecundity of 


my ingeny is not fo great, that may declare unto you the 
forrowful fobs, and broken fleeps that I fuffered for your 
fake ; and therefore I defire you to receive me into your 
familiarity. 


For your Love doth he, 

As near and as nigh, 

Unto my heart within, 

As mine Eye to my Nofe, 

My Leg unto my Hofe, . 
And my Flefh nnto my Skin. 


Dor, Truly , Mc. Serumbo , you {peak too learnedly 
for me to underftand the drift of your mind, and there- 
fore tell your tale in plain terms, and leave off your dark 
Riddles. 

Strum. Alas, Miftrefs Dorothy, this is my luck, that 
when I moft would, I cannot be underftood: fo that my 
great learning is an inconvenience unto me. But to fpeak 
in plain terms, I love you, Miftrefs Dorothy, if you like 
to accept me into your familiarity. 

Dor, If this be all, [am content. 

[Turning to the people. 

Strum, Say’{t thou fo, fweet Wench, let me lick thy 
Toes. Farewel, Miftrefs. If any of you be in love, 
provide ye a Cap-Cafe full of new coin’d words, and 
then fhall you foon have the fuccago de labres, and fome- 
thing elfe. 

" LExeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Locrine, Guendeline, Camber, Albanact , Cori- 
neius, Aflarachus, Debon, Thrafimachus. 


Locrine. Uncle and Princes of brave Britany, 
Since that our noble Father is Entomb’d, 
As beft befeem’d fo brave a Prince as he, 
If fo yqu pleafe, this day my Love and I, 
Within the Temple of Concordia, 
Will folemnize our Royal Marriage. 
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Trompart, Trompart, 
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Thra. Right noble Lord, your fubjeéts every: one Peay: 
Mutt needs obey your Highnets at feusead in 
Efpecially in fuch a caufe as this, 
That much concerns your Highnefs great content. 

Locr, Then frolick, Lordings, to. fair Concords Walls 
Where we will pais the day in Knightly fports 
The night in Dancing and in figured Masks, i 
And offer to God Rife all our {ports, 


F RAE 


ee 


[Exeunt. 


Adtus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Ate as before, after a little Lightning and Thun 
ding, let there come forth this fhow: Perfeus and An- 
dromeda, hand in band, and Cepheus alfo with Swords 
ana Targets, Then let there come out of another Door 
Phineus , al black in Armour, with -Athiopians after 
him, driving in Perleus, and having taken away Andro- 
meda, let them depart, Ate remaining, faying, 


Regit omnia numen. 


Hen Perfeus married fair Andromeda; 
The only Daughter of King Cepheus, 
He thought he had eftablifht well his Crown, 
And that his Kingdom fhould for aye endure, 
But lo proud Phineus with a Band of men, 
Contriv’d of Sun. burnt «£thiopians, 
By force of Arms the Bride he took from him, 
And turn’d their joy intoa flood of tears, 
So fares it with young Locrine and hisLove, 
He thinks this marriage tendeth to his weal, 
But this foul day, this foul accurfed day, 
Is the beginning of his miferies. 
Behold where Afumber and his Scythians 
Approacheth nigh with all his Warlike Train, 
I need not J, the fequel fhall declare, 
What tragick chances fell out in this War. 
LExeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Humber, Hubba, Eftrilo, Segar, 
asa their Souldiers. 


Hum. At length the Snail doth climb the highelt tops, 

Afcending up the ftately Caftle Walls, 

At length the Water with continual drops; 

Doth penetrate the hardeft marble ftone, 

At length we ate arrived in Albion, 

Nor could the barbarous Dacian, Soveraign, 

Nor yet the Ruler of brave Belgéa 

Stay us from cutting over to this Ifle ; 

Whereas | hear a Troop of Phrygians 

Under the Conduct of Pofthumius Son, 

Have pitch’d up Lordly Pavillions, 

And hope to profper in this lovely {fle : 

But I will fruftrate all their Foolith hope, 

And teach them that the Scythian Emperour 

Leads Fortune tied ina Chain of Gold, 

Conftraining her to yield unto bis will, 

And grace him with their Regal Diadem + 

Which I will have, maugre their treble Holts, 

And allthe power their petty Kingscanmake. 
Hubba. lf the that rules fair Rbamnis golden Gate, 

Grant us thé honour of the Victory, . 

As hitherto fhe always favour’d us, 

Right noble Father, we will rule the Land, 

Enthronis’d in Seats of Topaz ftones, 


That Locrine and his Brethren all may know, ‘ike 
one 


[Ree 


None muft be King but amber and his Son. 
| Hum. Courage my Son, Fortune fhall favour us, 
And yield to us the Coronet of Bayes, 
That decketh none but noble Conquerours: 
But what faith €lfrid to thefe Regions? 
How liketh fhe’the temperature thereof ? 
Are they not pleafant in her gracious Eyes? 
Elfir. The Plains,my Lord garnifht with Flora’s wealth, 
And overfpread with party-coloured Flowers, 
Do yield {weet contentation to my mind, 
The airy Hills encios’d with thady Groves, 
The Groves replenifht with {weet chirping Birds, 
The Birds refounding Heavenly. Melody, 
Are equal tothe Groves of Theffaly, 
Where Phebus with thefe learned Ladies nine, 
Delight thenifelves with mufick Harmony, 
And from the moiftute of the Mountain tops, 
The ‘filent fprings’ dance down with murmuring flreams, 
And-water-all the ground with cryftal Waves, 
| The gentle blalts of Ewriw:modett Wind, 
Moving the pittering ‘leaves of Silvane’s Woods, 
Do equal it with Tempe’s Paradife; 
| And thus comforted all to one.effect, 
| (Do make: me think thefe are the happy Ifles, 
Mott fortunate if Humber may them win. 


j 
{ 


Hubba. Madam, where refolution leads the way, E # |i 


And courage follows with emboldened pace, 

| Fortune can never ufe her Tyranny ; 
|For valiantnefs is like unto a Rock 

That ftandeth on the Waves of Ocean, 

Which though the Billows beat on every fide, 

And Boreas fell with ‘his tempeftuons ftorms, 

Bloweth upon it with a ‘hideous clamour, 

Yet it remaineth ftill unmoveable. © © 

Hum. Kingly refolv’d; thou glory of ‘thy fire : 
But worthy Segar, what uncouth novelties 
Bring’ft thou unto our Royal Majefty? 

Seg. My Lord, the youngeft of alk Brutus Sons, 
Stout Al/banait, with millions of men, 
Approacheth nigh, and meaneth e’re the Morn, 
To try your force by dint of fatal Sword. 

| Hum. Tut, let himcome with millions of Hofts, 

He hall find entertainment good enough, 

Yea fit for thofe that are our Enemies : 

For we'll receive them at the Lances points, 

And maflacre their Bodies with our Blades : 

Yea though they were in number infinite, 

More than the mighty Babylonian Queen, 

Semiramis the ruler of the Weft, ; 

Brought ’gainft the Emperour of the Scythians, 

Yet would we not ftart back one foot from them : 

That they might know we are invincible. 

Hub, Now by great Jove the fupream King of Heaven, 
And the immortal gods that live therein 
When as the Morning thews his chearful Face, 
And Lucifer mounted upon his Steed, 

Brings in the Chariot of the golden Sun, 

Pll meet young e4/banaét in the open field, 

And crack my Launce upon his Burganet, 

To try the valour of his Boyith ftrength : 

There will | fhew fuch ruthful fpectacles 

And caufe fo great effufion of bloud, 

That all his Boyes fhall wonder at my ftrength: 
-|-As when the Warlike Queen of Amazon, 
Penthefilea armed with her Launce, 

Girt with a Corflet of bright fhining fteel, 
Coopt up the faint-heart Grecians in the Camp. 

Hum. Spoke like a warlike Knight, my noble Son, 
Nay; like a Prince that feeks his Father’s Joy, 
Therefore to Morrow ere fair Titan thine, 

And bafhful Eos Meffenger of light, 

| Expels the liquid fleep from out mens Eyes, 

| Thou halt conduct the right Wing of the Hoft, 
es left Wing fhall be under Segar’s charge, 
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‘Come let us in and mutter up our Train, 


The Rearward fhall be under me my felf; + 
And lovely Elstrid fair.and gracious, ° 
If Fortune favour me in mine attempts, 

Thou fhalt be Queen of lovely Albion. 

Fortune {hall favour me in mine attempts, 

And make'thee Queen.of lovely eAlbion. 


And furniffup our lufty 'Souldiers, 

That they may be a Bulwark to our ftate, 

And bring our wifhed joyes to perfectend. — » 
LExeunt, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Strumbo, Dorothy, Trompart, Cobling 
Shooes, and finging. i 


Trom, We Coblers lead a merry life : 

ell. Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Strum. Void-of all envy and ftrife : 

All, Dan-diddle dan. 

Dor, Our cafe is great; our labour fmall : 

All, Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Strum. And yet our gains be much withal : 

All. Dan diddle dan. 

Dor. With this art fo fine and fair: 

All, Dan, dan, ‘dan, ‘dan. 

Trom, ‘No’occupation may compare : 

AL. Dan diddle dan. 

Strum, For merry paftitne/and joyful glee: 
Dan, dati,’ dan, dan.* 

Dor.’ Mott happy men we Coblers be: 
Dan diddle- dan. “>> 

Trom, The Can ftands fall of nappy Ale, 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Strum. In our Shop ftill withouten fail: 
Dan diddle dan. - 

Dor. This is our meat, this is our food ; 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Trom, This brings us to a merry mood: 
Dan diddle dan. 

Strum. This makes us work for Company : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Dor. To pull the Tankards cheerfully : 
Dan diddle dan. 

Trom. Drink to thy Husband Dorothy, 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Dor, Why'then my Strvmbothere’s to thee: 
Dan diddle dan. : 

Strum, Drink thou the reft Trompart amain : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. ‘ 

Dor. When that is gone, we'll fill’t again: 
Dan diddle dan. 


Cap. The pooreft ftate is fartheft from annoy, © 
How merrily he fitteth on his ftool: 4 
But when he fees that needs he muft be preft, ~ 
He’ll turn his note and-fing another tune, =~ 
Ho, by your leave Mafter Cobler. ii 
Strum. You are welcome, Gentleman, what will you 
any old Shooes or Buskins, or will you have your Shooe¢s 
clouted, I will dothem as well as any Cobler in Cathnes 
ee [Captain fhewing him Prefs-money. 
O Mafter Cobler, you are far deceived in me, for 
don you fee this? [come not to buy any Shooes, but to 
buy your felf; come, Sir, you mutt be a Souldier in the 
King’s Caufe. ss 
Strum. Why, but hear you, Sir, has your King any 
Commiffion to take any man againft his will. 1 pro- 
mife you, [can fcant believe it, or did he give yop Com- 
miffion ? 
Cap. OSir, ye need not care for that, I need no Com- 


miffion : 


Pe eh oi a Oh Re oli eae. Le 
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miffion: hold here, I command you in the name of our Chafing the Grecians over Simoeis, 
King Albanatt, to appear to morrow in the Town-Houfe | Were not to be compared to thefe two Knights. 
af Curknes Alba. Well hat thou painted out in Eloquence 

Strum, King» Nadabell, l.cry God mercy, what.have| The Portraiture of Aumber and his Son: 

we to do with him, or he with us? but you Sir Mafter:| As fortunate as was Polycrates, d 
Capontail, draw your Paftboard, or elfe 1 promife you, | Yet fhould they not efcape our conquering Swords, 


4 Pll give you a Canvafado with a Baftinado over your | Or boaft of ought but of our Clemency. 
fhoulders, and teach you to come hither with your-imple- |) 
ments. 
Cap. | pray thee good Fellow be content, .I do the | Enter Strumbo and Trompatt crying often s 
Kings Command. as 
Strum, Put me out of your Book; then, Wild-fire and pitch, wild-fire;and pitch, &e. ; 
is fear Thra.What Sirs,what mean you by thefe clamors made, 


[Strumbo fratching up a ftaff. | Thofe outcries raifed in our ftately Court ? 
No will, come, Sir, wgll your, itomachferye you, by} Strum, Wild-fire and pitch,,wild fire and pitch: 
gog#*blew hood and halidom, 1 will have. about with} Thra. Villains | fay, telus the canfe' hereof? 
you. [Fight both,| Strum, Wild-fire and pitch, wild-fire and pitch. 
‘| _ Thra. Tell me you Villains, why you make this noife, 
Or with my Lance, 1 will prick your:Bowels.out. 
a Where are your Houfes, where’s your dwelling | 
place! RA 870 


Enter Thrafimachus., 


Thra. How now,what noife,what fudden.clamor’s this? ’ mA 
How ‘now, my Captain and the Cobler fo hard at it ? Strum. Place, Ha, ha, ha, laugh a monthand a day at || 
Sirs what is your quarrel? him; place! I cry:God mercy; why do you think that 
(ap. Nothing , Sir, but. that, he will. not :take Prefs: | fuch poor honeft menas we .be,\ held -our Habiracles: in || 
money. , Kings Palaces; - Ha,: ha, ha.,.-But -becaufe:you feem sto}; 
Thra. Here, good Fellow, take it at my.command,, | be an abominable Chieftain, ‘I will-tell you younftate.: « «|| 
Unlefs you mean to be ftretch’d. 


Strum. Truly, Mafter Gentleman, [lack no money, if From the top tothe toe, 
you pleafe I will refign it to one of thefe poor Fellows. « From the héad to the {hoes 

Thra No fuch matter, From the beginning tothe ending. 
Look you be at the common Houfe to morrow.., ; From the building tothe burning. 


(Exit. Thrafimachus and the;Captain. 

Strum. O Wife I have fpuna fair thread, if [chad been This honeft Fellow.and I had-our manfion Cottage in 
quiet, I had not been preft, and therefore well may'I | the Suburbs ofthis City, hard by the Temple of A4ercury. 
wayment , But come Sirrah, fhut up, for.we; muft to the |] And by the common Souldiers of the Shittens, the:Scythi | 
Wars. [Exewnt.|| ans, what do you cail them?  withall the Suburbs,; were 

|| burnt to the ‘ground, and the afhes.are Jeft there,for-the f 
‘| Country Wives to .wafh Bucks withal, . And thatwhich } 


Scena Quarta. grieves me moft, my loving Wife , O cruel ftrife ; the 
'| wicked Flames did roaft, 
Enter Albanact, Debon, Thrafimachus, 
and the Lords. ago And therefore Captain Cruft, 
1 | We will continually ery, 
Alb, Brave Cavaliers, Princes of Albany, . Except you feeka remedy, 
Whofe trenchant Blades with our deceafed Sire, Our Houfes to re-edify, 
Pafling the Frontiers of brave Grecsa, Which now are barut to dujt. 
} Were bathed in our Enemies lukewarm blond, : 
| Now is the time to manifeft your wills, Bothery. Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild-fire,and Pitch, 
t Your haughty minds and refolutions, Alba. VVell, we mutt remedy, thefe outrages; 
Now opportunity is offered And throw revenge, upon their hateful Heads, 
To try yout courage and your earneft zeal, And you good Fellows for your, Houfes; burnt, 
Which you always proteft.to Albanatt, VVe will remunerate your {tore of Goll, 
| For at this time, yea at this prefent time, And build your Houfes by our Palace Gate, c 
Stout Fugitives come from the Scythians bounds Strumbo. Gate! O petty Treafon to my Perfon, no 
Have peftred: every place with mutinies : where elfé but. by your backfide; Gate !..oh how fam 
But truft me, Lordings, I will never ceafe vexed in my Coller: Gate! I ery God mercy, do you 
To perfecute the Rafcal Runnagates, hear, Mafter King, ? If you-mean to. gratifie fuch poor 
Till all the Rivers {tained with their bloud, men, as we be, you muit. build our Houfes by the Ta- 
Shall fully fhew their fatal overthrow. vern. 
Deb. So fhall your Highnefs merit great renown, Alba. It thall be done, Sir, et 
P And.imitafe your aged Father’s fteps. Strum. Near the Tavern, 1, by Lady, Sir, it was fpo- 
Alb. But tell me,Coufin,cam’ft thou through the plains? | ken like a good Fellow. Do you hear, Sir? when our 
( And faw’it thou there the faint heart Fugitives Houle is builded, if you do chance to pafs or re-pafs that 
t Muftring their weather. beaten Souldiers, way, we will beftow a Quart of the beft VVine upon 
b What order keep they in their marfhalling ? you? E adit ont oo, LExit. 
nq Thra. After we paft the Groves of (aledone, Alb. It grieves me, Lordings, that my Subjects goods 
E We did behold the ftragling Scythians Camp, Should thus be fpoiled by the Scyrhians, 
: Repleat with men, {tor’d with munition ; VVhoas you fee with lightfoot Forragers, 
There might we fee the valiant minded Knights Depopulate the places where they come, 
Fetching Carriers along the fpacious plains, But curfed Humber thou thalt rue the day 
Humber and Hubba arm’d in azure blue, That ere thou cam’{t unto Cathnefia. 
Mounted upon their Courfers white as Snow, [ Exennt, 
Went to behold the pleafant flowring fields ; £33, 
Hettor and Troilas, Priamus, lovely Sons, fit Bbbb 2 Scena 
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Than all the power of the trembling Hanns, 
Thras ph brave Sotldiers, forward, keep the 
chafe, 7 
He that takes Captive Humber’ or his Son, © 
Shall be rewarded with a Crown of gold. 


_, Scena, Quinta. 


Enter Humber, Hubba, Segar, Pruflier, and’ 
their Souldiers. a S¢ 1 AL i 
oun arm, then ler'them fight, Humber give bac 
Hubba keer ae: heir backs Cand Hille Debon i i 


Hum. Hubba, go takea Coronet of our Horfe, 
Strumbo fall down, Albanact run in, and afterwards 


As many Lanciers, and light-armed Knights, 
As may fuffice for fuch an enterprife, 
And place them in the Grove of Chalcedon, : Aa ts 
With thefe, when as the skifmifh doth encreafe, Alba, \njurious Fortune, haft thou croft me thus ? 
Retire chou from the fhelters of the wood, * _| Thus in the Morning of my Victories, 
| And fet upon the weakned Trojans backs, I’) Thus in the prime of my felicity — 
| For policjoyned with Chivalry, : ‘ {To cut me off by fuch hard overthrow. 
| Can neversbe put bac from Victory.” Hadft thou'no time thy rancour to declare, 
i} 1193 " f But in the-fpring of all my dignities ? 
Stior Hadit thou no place to {pit thy venome out, 
But on the perion of young “Albanatt ? 
I that e’re while did {care mine Enemies, 
And drove them almoft to:a fhameful flight : 
[ that e’re while ‘full Lyon-like did fare 
Amongft the dangers of the thick throng’d pikes, 
Muft now depart moft lamentably flain 
By Humber’s Treacheries and Fortunes fpights : 
Curft' by' their ‘charms, damn’d be her curfed charms 
That doth delude the wayward hearts of men, 
Of. teh that troft'unto her fickle wheel, 
Which never leaveth turning upfide down, 
O gods, O heavens, allot me but the place 
Where I may find her hateful manfion, 
Ile pafs the Alps to watry Azeroe, 
Where fiery’ Phebus in his chariot, 
| The wheels whereof are deckt with Emeralds, 
| Caftfuch @ heat; yea fucha fcorching heat, 
Than thou doft rule thy overflowing Tongue, And fpoileth Flora of her chequered grafs, 
Superbious Britain, thou fhalt know too foon © } le overturn the mountain Caucafus, 
The force of Humber and lis Scythians? “4 Where fell Chimera in her triple.fitape, 
|. [Let them fight. | Rolleth hot Flames from out her monftrous panch, 
fF Humber and bis Sonldiers run in, | Scaring the beafts with iflue of her gorge, 
Strum. O horrible, terrible. I’le pais the frozen Zone where Icy flakes 
pote Stopping the paflage of the fleeting Ships 
| Do lie, like mountains in the congeal’d Sea, __.. 


enter wounded. i 


[Exennt. 


. “inser vAlbana&ty Clowns with him. 


Alb. Thou bafe born Hann, how durft thou be ‘fo 
co» bold iS sper 
As onte to menace warlike © 4ibanatt ? 
The great Commander of.thefe Regions, 
But thou fhalt buy-thy rafhnefs with thy Death, 
And.cue toodate-thy over-bold attempts,» 
For with this Sword, this Inftrument of Death, 
That hath been drenched-in my Foe-mens Blood, 
le feparate thy Body from thy Head; ' 
And fet that Coward Bloodof thine abroach, 
Strum, Nay. with this ftaffgeeat Strumbo’s Inftrument, 
I’le crack thy Cockscomb, paltry Scythian. 


Hum, Not wreak Tof thy threats thou princox Boy, | 
Nor do I fear thy foolifhinfolency, 
And butthou better ufe'thy bragging blade, 


Scena Sexta. VVhere if I find that hateful Houfe of Hers, ~ 
| 1’le pull the fickle wheel from out her hands, ~ 
Sound the Alarm, Enter Humber and hus Seuldiers. And tie her felf in everlafting bands: : 
: { But all in vain I breathe thefe threatnings, 
Hum. How bravely this young Britain, Albanatt, The day is loft, the Afunns ‘are conquerors, 
Darteth abroad the Thunderbolts of war, Debon is flain, my men are done to Death, - 
Beating down millions with his furious mood : | The currents fwift {wim violently with Blood, 
And in his glory triumphs over all, '| And laft, O that this laft Night fo long laft, \- 
Moving the maflie quadrants offthe ground ; My felf with wounds paft all recovery, eters 
Heap Hills on Hills, to feale the ftarry skie: Mutt leave my Crown for Humber to poflefs. Beggs! 
As when Briarens armed with an hundred hands, Strum. Lord have Mercy upon us, Matters, 1 think this: 
Flung forth an hundred mountains at great Fove, |is a Holy-day, everyman lies fleeping in the fields, but 
‘And ‘when the monftrous gyant «WMonichus | God knows full fore againft their wills. "a 
Hurl’d mount Olympus at great Mars his targe, | Thra Fly, noble lbana&, and fave thy felfy 3. 
And fhet huge Cedars at A4inerva’s fhield, The Scythians follow with greatcelerity, = 
How doth he overlook with haughty front And there’s no way but fight, or fpeedy Death, — 
My fleeting hoft, and lifts his lofty face - | Flie, noble Albanaét, and favethy {elf 
Againft us all that now do fear his force, ae [Sound the Alarm. 
Like ‘as we fee the wrathful Sea from far, Alba. Nay let them ‘flie that fear to die the Death, 
Ina gredt mountain heapt with hideous noife, -| That tremble at the name of fatal Zr, ape > 
With thoufand billows beat againft the Ships, Ne’re fhall proud Afumber boaft or brag himfelf, 
Arid: cofs them in the Waves like Tennis Balls. That he hath put young Albanatt to flight : 
ve B91 Hs 2 © [Sound the Alarm, \ And left he fhould triumph at my decay, 
Hum. Ame, | feat my Hubba is furpris’d. This Sword:hall reave his Mafter of his life, 
o3 "| That oft hath fav'd his Mafters doubtful life : 
Sound again. Enter Albanatt, But oh my Brethren if you care for me, 


: Revenge my Death upon his Traiterous Head. 

Alba, Follow me, Sduldiers, fllow Alba, | 

esi A aera ei the field: Et vos queis domus est nigrantis.regsa ditis, 

one of them efcape with Victory : Qui regitisvigido ftygios moderamine lucos : 

That they may know thé Britains fone is more givisvregia fg pe <a 
it 
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Diique deeque omnes Albanum tollite regem, 
Tollite flumineis undis rigidaque palade 
lunc me fata vocant, hoc condam pettore ferrum. 


CThruft himfelf through. 
_ Enter Trumpart. 


O what hath he done ? his nofe bleeds : but I finell a Fox, 
Look where my Matter lies, Mafter, Matter. 
Strum. Let me alone, I tell thee, for | am dead. 
Trump. Yet one, good, good, Matter. 
Strum. 1 will not fpeak, for I am dead, I tell thee. 
Trump. And is my Matter dead ? 
O fticks and ftones, brickbats and bones, 
and is my Mafter dead ? 
O you Cockatrices, and you Bablatrices, 
that in the Woods dwell : 
You briers and brambles, you Cook-fhops and fharnbles, 
come howl and yell. 
With howling and fcreeking, with wailing and weeping, 
come you to lament. 
O Colliers of Croyden, and Rufticks of Royden, 
and Fifhers of Kent, 
For Strumbe the Cobler, the fine merry Cobler 
of Cathnes Town: 
At this fame ftoure, at this very hour 
lies dead on the ground. 
O Matter, thieves, thieves, thieves. ‘ 
Strum. Where be they ? cox me tunny, bobekin, let 
me be rifing, be gone, we fhall be robb’d by and by. 


Scena O&faya. 


Enter Hamber, Hubba, Segar, Thraflier, Eftrild, 
and the Souldiers. 


Hum. Thus from the dreadful fhocks of furious Mars’s 
Thundring Alarms, and Roamnufia’s Drum 
Weare retired with joyful Victory, 
The flaughter’d Trojans fqueltring in their blood, 
Infect the air with their carcafles, 
And are a prey for every ravenous bird. 
Eftrild. So perifh they that are our enemies. 
So perifh they that love not Humber’s weal. 
And mighty fove, Comniander of the World, 
Proteét my love from all falfe treacheries. 
Hum. Thanks, lovely Eftrild, folace to my foul, 
But, valiant Hubba, for thy Chivalry 
Declar’d againft the men of e Albany, 
Loe here a owring Garland wreath’d of Bay, 
As a reward for this thy forward mind. 
Set it on his head, 
Hub. This utiexpected honour, noble Sire, 
Will prick my courage unto braver deeds, 
And caufe me to attempt fuch hatd exploits, 
That all the world fhall found of Aubba’s name.’ 
Hum, And now, brave Souldiers, for this good fuccefs, 
Caroufe whole cups of Amazonian Wine, 
Sweeter than Nectar or eAmbrofia, 
And caft away the clods of curfed.care, 
With Goblets crown’d with Semeleius gifts, 
Now let us march to Abus filver ftreams, 
That clearly glidealong the Champane fields, 
And moift the graflie meads with humid drops. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, found up cheerfully, 
Sith we return with joy and victory. 


paineeslassiinaianomenenaien ES 


Atus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Ate as before, The dumb fhow. A Crocodile fitting on | 
4 rivers bank, and alittle Snake ftinging it. Then 
bet both of them fall into the water. | 


Ate, eal in authorem cadunt, 
High on a bank by Nilus boifterous ftreams, 
Fearfully fat th’Egyptian Crocodile, 
Dreadfully grinding in her fharp long teeth, 
The broken bowels of a filly fifh, 
His back was arm’d againft the dint of fpear, 
With fhields of brafs that fhin’d like burnifht gold, 
And as he ftretched forth his cruel paws, 
A fubtil Adder creeping clofely near, 
Thrufting his forked fting into his claws, 
Privily fhed his poifon through his bones, 
Which made him {well that there his bowels burft, 
That did fo much in his own greatnefs truft. 
So Humber having conquered Albanaét, 
Doth yield his glory unto Locrine’s fword. 
Mark what enfues, and you may eafily fee, 


That all our life is but a Tragedy. [Exit. 


Scena’ Sectinda. 


Enter Locrine, Guendeline, Corineius, Affaracus, 
Thrafimachus, Camber. : 


| 
Locrine. Andis this true, is Albanactw flain ? | 
Hath curfed Humber with’ his ftragling Hott, 
With that his Army madeof Mungrel Cutrs, 
Brought our redoubted Brother to his end ? 
O that I had'the Thracian Orpheus harp, 
For to awake out of the iifernal fhade 
Thofe ugly Devils of black Erebus, 
That might torment the damned Traitot’s foul : 
O that [had Amphion’s inftrument 
To quicken with his vital notes and tunes 
The flinty joints of every ftony rock, 
By which the Scythians might be punifhed 3 
For, by the lightning of almighty Jove, 
The Hunn fhall die, bad he ten thoufand lives: 
And would to God he had ten thoufand lives,’ 
That I might with the arm-ftrong Hercules | 
Crop off fo vile an Hydra’s hifling heads. 
But fay me, Coufin, for I long; to hear, 
How Albanaé came by untimely death ? 
Thrafi. After the traiterous Holt of Scythians 
Entred'the field with Martial equipage, 
Young Albanatt, impatient of delay, 
Led forth his Army ’gainft the ftragling mates, 
Whofe multitude did daunt our Souldiers minds, 
Yet-nothing could difmay the froward Prince 5 
But with a courage moft heroical, 
Like to a lion ’mongft a flock of lambs, 
Made havock of the faint-keart fugitives, 
Hewing a paflage through them with his {word ; 
Yea we had almoft given them the repulfe, 
When fuddenly from out the filent wood 
Hubba with twenty thoufand Souldiers, ~ 
Cowardly came upon our weakned backs, 
And murthered all with fatal maffacre; 
Amongtt the which old Debon, Martial Knight, 
With many wounds was brought unto the death ; 
And Albanaét oppreft with multitude, | 
Whilft valiantly he feld his enemies, 
Vielded his life and honour to the duff, 
| 


i d. the Souldiers fled amain 
He being dead, the So aE : a 
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‘| See how he triumphs at his proper lots, 
| To bring you Tidings of thefe accidents. O Fortune vile, unftable, fickle, frail! 
Locrs Not aged Priam King of ftately Troy, Hum, Methinks | fee both Armies in the field, 
Grand Emperour of barbarous Afia, The broken lances climb the Cryftal skies, 


When he beheld kis noble minded Sons Some headlefs lie, fomebreathlefs on the ground, : 


| And | alone efcaped them by flight, 


Slain traiteroufly by all the eMirmidons, And every place is {trew’d with carcafles, 
Lamented more than | for Albanatt. Behold the grafs hath toft his pleafant green, 

Guen. Not Hecuba the Queen of Ilium, The fweetelt fight that ever might be feen. 
When fhe beheld the town of Pergamus, Ghoft. 1,Traiterous Humber, thou fhalt find it fo, 
Her palace burnt, with all-devouring flames, Yea to thy coft thou fhalt the fame behold, 
Her fifty Sous and Daughters frefh of hue, With anguifh, forrow, and with fad laments; 


Murthered by the wicked Pyrrbus bloody Sword, The graflie plains, that now do pleafe thine Eyes, 
Shed fuch fad téars as t for Albanait. Shall e’re the night be coloured all with blood ; 
Cam. The grief of Niobe fair Athens Queen, The fhadie groves that now inclofe thy camp, 


And yield {weet favour to thy damned corps, 
Shall e’re the night be figured all with blood, 
The profound ftream that paflech by thy Tents, . 


For her feven Sons magnanimous in field, 
For her feven Daughters fairer than the faireft, 
Is not to be compar’d with my laments. 


Cor. In vain you fotrow for the flaughtered Prince, And with bis moifture ferveth all thy Camp, 
In vain you forrow for his overthrow ; Shall e’re the Night converted be to Blood, 
He loves not moft that doth lament the moft, Yea with the Blood of thofe thy ftragling Boys : 
But he that feeksto venge the injury. For now revenge fhall eafe my lingring grief, 
Think you to quell the Enenties warlike train, And now revenge fhall glut my longing Soul. 
With childih fobs and womanifh laments ? Hub. Let come what will, { mean to bear it out, 
Unfheath your Swords,untheath your conquering Sword? } And either live with glorious victorie, 
And feek revenge, the comfort for this fore : Or die with fame renown’d for chivalrie : 
, In Cormwall where L hold my Regiment, He is not worthy of the honey comb, 


That fhuns the hives becaufe the bees have ftings ; 


Even juft ten thoufand valiant men at Arms 
That likes me beft that is not got with eafe, 


Hath Corineins ready at command : 


Ali thefe and more, if need fhall more require, Which thoufand dangefs do accompany 5 i 

Hath Corineias ready at command, For nothing can difmay our Regal mind ; 
Cam, Andin-the fields of martial Cambria, Which aims at nothing but a golden Crown, 

Clofe by the boiftrous J/can’s Silver ftreams, The only upfhot of mine enterprifes. 

Where light foot Fairies skip from bank to bank, Were they inchanted in grim Pluto’s Court, 

Full twenty thoufand brave couragious Knights And kept for treafure ’mongft his hellifh crew, 

Well exercis’d in feats of Chivalrie, I would either quell the triple Cerberus ; 

In manly manner moft invincible, And all the Army of his hateful hags, 

Young Camber hath with gold and victual, Or roll the Stone with wretched Sy/fphus. . 

All thefe and more, if need fhall more require, Hum, Right martial by thy thoughts, my noble Son, 

I offer up to venge my Brothers Death. ; And all thy words favour of Chivalrie, 
Loc. Thanks,loving Uncle, and good Brother too, But, warlike Segar, what {trange accidents 

For this revenge; for this fweet word Revenge Make you.to leave the warding of the Camp ? 

Mutt eafe and ceafe my wrongful injuries , Segar. To armes, my Lord, to honourable arms ; 

And by the Sword of bloody A4ars | {wear, Take helm and targe in hand, the Britaims come 

Ne’re fhall {weet quiet enter this my front, With greater multitude than erft the Greeks 

’Till I be venged on his traiterous Head Brought to the ports of Phrygian Tenedos, Pix 

That flew my noble Brother Albanail. Hum. But what faith Segar to thefe accidents ?. 

Sound Drumsand Trumpets, mufter up the camp, What Counfel gives he in extremities ? 


Segar. Why this, my Lord, experience teacheth us, . 
[Exeunt, | That Refdlution is 4 fole help at need. mn 
: And this, my Lord, our honour teacheth us, 
Tae iy That we be bold in every enterprife ; 
Scena Tertia. Then fince there is no way but fight or die, 
Be refolute, my Lord, for Victory. © 


For we will ftraight march to Albania. 


r i 


Hum. And refolute, Segar, 1 mean to be, 


Enter Humber, sen ae Truffier, and Perhaps fome blisful Star will favour us, 4 
freien Sto And comfort bring to our perplexed State : | 
Come let us in and fortifie our Camp, ' 


Hum. Thus are wecome, victorious Conquerour : Soto withftand their {trong invafion. 

Unto the flowing currents Silver fireams, 

Which, in memorial of our victory, 

Shall be agnominated by our name, - 7 

And talked of by our pofterity : Scena Quarta. 
or fure | hope before the golden Sun : cs 
ofteth his Horfes to fair Thetis plains, 

To fee the waters turned into blood, 

And change his blewifh hue to rueful red, 

By reafon of the fatal maflacre, 


[ Exeunt. 


pein dst pcan gienteliss fe - eee. cia e wi Se Boom 


Enter Struinibo, Trumpart, Oliver, and his Son 
William following them. 


+ reece 


Ich 


Which fhall be made upon the virent plains. Stram. Nay neighbour Oliver, if you be fo whot, come 
ao: prepare your felf, your fhall find two as {tout fellows of us, 
Enter th as any inall the North. . 
or pe ica s cece Oliver, No by my dorth Neighbour a ppt 

saa Rt iy dat vouare a man of fmall zideration, dat will zeek to); 

| zs en se: Traitor doth prefage his harm, late your old vreends, one of your vamiliar guefts, and) 
See how he glories at his own decay,  derefore zeeing your pinion is to deal withouten reazon, 


a 


Seer 


ichand my zonne Wiliam willtake dat courfe, dat fhall 
be fardeft vrom reafon; how zay you, will you have my 
Dauguter or no? 

Strumbo. A very hard queftion, Neighbour, but I will 
folve it as 1 may: what reafon have you to demand it 
of me? 

Will. Macry Sir, what reafon had you when my Sifter 
was in the barn to tumble her upon the Hay, and to fith 
her Belly. 

Strum, Mafs thou fay’ft true; well, but would you 
have me marry her therefore? No, I {corn her, and you, 
and you: 1, 1 {corn you all. 

Oliv, You will not have her then ? 

Strum, No, as | ama true Gentleman. 

Will, Then will we School you, e’re you and we part 
hence. 


Enter Margerie, and fuatches the fraff out of her 
Brothers hand as he ts fighting. 


Strum. 1, you come in pudding time, or elfe I had dreft 
them. 

Mar. You Matter fawce-box, Lobcock, Cocks.comb, 
you flopfawee, lickfingers, will you not hear ? 

Strum, Who fpeak you to, me? 

Mar. \ Sir, to you, Fobn lackhonefty, little-wit, is it you 
that will have none of me? 

Strum. No by my troth, Miftrefs nicebice, how fine you 
can nick-name me; I think you were brought up in the 
Univerfity of Bridewell, you have your Rhetorick fo ready 
at your Tongues end, as if you were never well warned 
when you were young. 

Mar. Why then goodman cods-head, if you will have 
none of me, farewel. : 

Strum. \f you be fo plain, Miftrefs driggle-draggle, fare 
you well. 

Mar. Nay, Matter Strumbo, e’re you go from hence we 
muft have more words, you will have none of me? 

{ They both F ight. 

Strum. Oh my head, my head, leave, leave, leave, I 
will, I will, I will. 

Mar. Upon that condition I let thee alone. 

Oliv. How now Mafter Strumbo, hath my Daughter 
taught you a new leffon? Pt 

Strum. 1 but hear you, goodman Ofver , it will not be 
for my eafe to have my head broken every day, therefore 
remedy this, and we fhall agree. 

Oliv. Well, Zon, well, for you are my Zon now, all 
fhall be remedied, Daughter be friends with him. 

[Shake hands, 

Strum, You are a fweet Nut, the Devil crack you. Ma- 
fters, I think it be my luck,my firft wife was a loving quiet 
wench, but this I chink would weary the Devil. 1 
would fhe might be burnt as my other VVife was, if not, 
I muft run tothe Halter for help. O Codpiece, thou haft 
undone thy Mafter, this itis to be medling with warm 


lackets. 
= LExeunt, 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Locrine, Camber, Corineius, Thrafimachus, 
Affarachus, 


Lecri. Nowam I guarded with an holt of men, 
VVhofe haughty courage is invincible ; 
Now am | hemm/’d with troups of Souldiers, 
Such as might force Bellana to retire, 
And make her tremble at their puiflance ; 
Now fit ] like the mighty god of war, 
VVhen armed with his Coat of Adamant, 
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Mounted his Chariot drawn with mighty Bulls 
He drove the Argives over Xanhus reams, 
Now, curfed Humber, doth thy end draw nigh 
Down goes the glory of his victories, 
And all his fame, and all his high renown, 
Shall ina Moment yield to Locrsne’s Sword : 
Thy bragging banners croft with argent fireams, 
The ornaments of thy pavillions, 
Shall all be captivated with this hand, 
And thou thy felfat Albanattus Tomb 
Shalt offered be, in fatistaction 
Of all the wrongs thon did{t hima when he liy’d. 
But canftthouteli me,brave Thrafimachus, 
How far we are diftant from Humber’s Camp ? 
Thra, My Lord, within your foul accurfed Grove 
That bears the tokens of oiir overthrow, 
This Humber hath intrencht his damned Camp. 
March on, my Lord, becaufe I long to fee 
The treacherous Scyzhians {queltring in their gore, 
Locri., Sweet Fortune, favour Locrine with a {mile, 
That I may venge my noble Brothers Death, 
And inthe midit of ftately ‘Troizovant, 
I'le build a Temple to thy deitie 
Of perfect Marble, and of Facinth Stones, 
That it fhall pafs the high Pyramids, 
VVhich with their top furmount the firmament, 
Cam. The arm ftrong off {pring of the doubted Knight, | 
Stout Hercules Alcmenas, mighty Son, : 
That tam’d the monfters of the three-fold world, 
And rid the oppreffed from the tyrants yokes, 
Did never thew fuch valianthefs in fight, 
As I will now for noble Albanaét. 
Cors, Full fourfcore years hath Corineius liv’d, 
Sometimes in war, fometime in quiet peace, 
And yet I feel my felf to be as {trong 
As erft I was in Summer of mine age, 
Able to tofs this great unweildy Club, ; 
VVhich hath been painted with my foe-mens brains ; 
And with this Club I’le break the ftrong array 
Of Humber and his ftragling Souldiers, 
Or lofe my life amongft the thickeft prefs, 
And die with Honour in my lateft dayes : 
Yet e’re I die they all fhall underftand, 
VVhat force lies in ftout Corineins hand. 
Thra. And if Thrafimachus detract the fight, 
Either for weaknefs or for cowardife, 
Let him not boaft that Bratus was his Kame, 
Or that brave Corineixs was his Sire. 
Locri. Then courage, Souldiers, firft for your fafety 
Next for your peace, laft for your Victory: 


L. Exeunt. 


Sound the Alarm. Enter Hubba ead Segar at one Door; 
and Corineius at the other: 


Cori. Art thou that Humber, Prince of Fugitives, 
That by thy Treafon flew’ft young Albanatt ? 
Hub, 1 atm his Son that flew young Albanaét, 
And if thou take not heed, proud Phrygian, 
V’le fend.thy Soul unto the Stygian lake, 
There to complain of Hamber’s injuries. 
Corin. Youtriumph, Sir, before the Victory; 
For Corineius is not fo foon flain. 
But, curfed Scythians, you fhall rue the day, 
That e’re you came into Albania. 
So perifh they that envy Brirains wealth, 
So let them die with endlefs infamy, 
And he that feeks his Soveraigns ows 
/ould this my Club might aggravate his woe. 
2 : E Sie in both down with his Club. 


Enter 


ee 


Enter Humber. 


Hum. Where may I find fome defart Wildernefs, 
Wisere I may breathe out curfes as I would, 
And fcare the earth with my condemning voice, 
Where every echoes repercuflion 
May help me to bewail mine overthrow, 
And aid me in my torrowful laments ? 
Where may | find fome hollow uncouth rock, 
Where I may damn, condemn, and ban my fill ? 
The heavens, the hell, the earth, the air, the fire, 
And utter curfes to the concave sky, 
Which may infect the aiery Regions, 
And light upon the Britain Leerine’s head, 
You ugly {pirits that in Cocitus mourn, 
And gnafh your teeth with dolorous laments, 
Your fearful degs that in black Lethe howl, 
And fcare the Ghofts with your wide open throats, 
You ugly Ghofts that flying from thefe dogs, 
Do plunge your felves in Puryflegiton, 
Come all of you, and with your fhricking notes 
ccompany the Britains conquering Hoaft. 
Come fierce Erinnys, horrible with Snakes, 
Come ugly Furies, armed with your Whips, 
You threefold judges of black Tartarms, 
And all the army of your hellifh Fiends, 
With new found.torments rack proud Locrine’s Bones. 
O Gods and Stars, damn’d be the Gods and Stars, 
That did not drown me in fair Thetz plains. 
Curft be the Sea that with outragious Waves, 
With furging Billows did not rive my Ships 
Againft the Rocks of high Cerannia, 
Or fwallowed:me into her watry Gulf, 
Would God he had arriv’d upon the Shore 
Where Polyphemus and the Cyclops dwell, 
Or where the bloody Anthropophagie 
With greedy jaws devours the wandzing Wights. 


Enter the Ghoft of Albanact. 


But why comes Albanai?’s bloody Gholt, 

To bring a corfive to our miferies ! 

Is’ not enough to fuffer fhameful flight, 

But we muft be tornrented now with Ghofts? 
With apparitions fearful to behold ? 

Ghoft. Revenge, revenge for blood. 

Hum, So novgtt will fatisfie your wandring Ghoft, 
But dire revenge, nothing but Humber’s fall, 
Becaufe he conquered you in Albany. 

Now by my Soul, Alumber would be condemn’d 
To Tantals Hunger, or Ixton’s Wheel, 

Or to the vulture of Prometheus, 

Rather than that this murther were undone. 

| Whenas I dye I’ll drag thy curfed Ghoft 
Through all the River's of foul Erebus, 
Through burning fulphur of the Limbo-lake, 
{| Toallay the burning fury of that heat, 

{ That rageth in mine everlafting Soul. 


Alba, Ghoft. Vinditta, vinditla, 
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| Offering their Bodies and their deareft Blood 


[Exeunt. 


eActus Quartus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Ate as before. Then Omphale Daughter to the 
King of Lydia, having a Club in her hand, and a Ly- 
ons skin on her back, Hercules following with a distaffe. 
Then let Omphale turn about, and taking of her Pan- 
tofle, firike Hercules on the Head, then let them depart, 
Ate remaining, faying 5 


Vem non eArgolici mandata fevera Tyrauni, 
Non potuit Juno vincere, wicst amor. 


Stout Hercules the mirrour of the World, 

Son to Alcmena and great Jupiter, 

After fo many Conquelts won in Field, 

After fo many Monfters quell’d by force, 

Yielded his valiant heart to Ompbale, 

A fearful Woman void of manly ftrength, 

She took the Club, and wore the Lyons skin. 

He took the Wheel, and maidenly gan fpin. 

So Martial Locrine cheer’d with victory, 

Falleth in love with Humber’s Concubine, 

And fo forgetteth peerlefs Guendeline. 

His Uncle (orsneius ftorms at this, 

And forceth Locrine for his grace to fue, 

Lo here the fumm, the procefs doth enfue. 
EExit, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Locrine, Camber, Corineius, Affarachus, Thra- 
fimachus, and the Souldiers. 


Thus from the fury of Bellona’s broils, . . 
With found of Drumand Trumpets melody, 
The Britain King returns triumphantly, 

The Scythians flain with great occifion, 
Do egualize the grafs in multitude, 
And with their blood have ftain’d the ftreaming brooks, 


As facrifice to Albanattus Ghott, 

Now curfed Humber baft thou paid thy due, 

For thy deceits and crafty treacheries, 

For all thy guiles, and damned ftratagems, 

With lofs of life, and everduring fhame. 

Where are thy Horfes trap’d with burnifh’d gold, 

Thy trampling Courfers rul’d with foaming bits ? 

Where are thy foldiers ftrong and numberlefs ? 

Thy valiant Captains, and thy noble Peers ; 

Even as the Country Clowns with fharpeft Scythes, 

Do mow the withered grafs from off the earth, 

Or as the Plough man with his piercing fhare 

Renteth the bowels of the fertile Fields, — 

And rippeth up the roots with Razors keen. 

So Locrine with his mighty curtle-axe, 

Hath cropped off the heads of all thy Hanns, 

So Locrine’s Peers have daunted all thy Peers, 

And drove thine Hoaft imto. contalee 

That thou may’tt fuffer penance for thy fault, 

And die for murdering valiant Albanaé. ? 
Cori. And thus; yeathus, fhallall the reft be ferv d, 

That feek to enter e4/bion *gainit our wills. 

If the brave Nation of the Troglodites, 

If all the coal-black ethiopians, 

If all the forces of the e4mazons, 

If all the Hoafts of the Barbarian Lands, 

Should dare to enter this our little V Vorld, 

Soon fhould they rue their overbold attempts, 

That after us our Progeny may fay, .... . 

There lyes the Beafts that fought to ufurp our Land. 


ee 
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Loc..1, they.are beafts that feck to ufurp our Land; 
And like to brutifa beafts they hall be ferv’d; 
For mighty Jove, the fupreme King of Heaven, 
That guides the concourfe of the Ueteors, 
‘And rules the motion of the azure ‘Sky, 
Fights always for the Brétains fafety, 
But ftay, methinks I hear fome fhrieking noife, 
That draweth near to our Pavillion. 


Enter the Souldiers leading in Eftcild, 


Eftr, What Peince foe’re adorn’d with golden Crown; 
Doth {way the Regal Scepter in his hand : 
And thinks no chance can ever throw him down, 
Or that his ftate fhall everlafting fland, 
Let him behold poor €/rild in this plight, 
The perfect. platform of a troubled wight. 
Once was ! guarded with mavortial bands, 
Compact with Princes of the noble Blood, 
Now am I faln into my foe-mens hands, 
And with my death mutt pacifie their mood. 
O life the harbour of calamities, 
O death the havemof all miferies, 
{ could compare my forrows to thy woe, 
Thou wretched Queen of wretched Pergamus, 
sut that thou viewd’ft thy enemies overthrow, 
Nigh, to the rock of high Caphareus, 
| Thou faw’ft their death, and then departed’{t thence. 
| | muit abide the Victors infolence. 
The Gods that pitied thy continual grief, 
Transform’d thy Corps, and with thy Corps thy care, 
Poor Es#reld lives defpairing of relief, 
For friends in trouble are but few'and rare, 
| What, faid I,few? 1, few or none at all, 
For cruel death made havock of them all, 
Thrice happy they whofe fortune was fo good, 
To end their lives, and with their lives their woes, 
Thrice haplefs 1, whom Fortune fo withftood, 
That cruelly the gave me to my foes. 
O Souldiers, is there any mifery 
To be compar’d to Fortunes treachery. 
Loc. Camber, this fame fhould be the Scythian Queen, 
Camb, So may we judge by her lamenting words. 
Loc. So fair a Dame mine eyes did never fee, 
With flouds of woes fhe feems o’rewhelm’d to be. 
Camb, O Locrine, hath fhe not a caufe for to be fad ? 


[Locrine at one fide of the Stage. 


Loc. If the have caufe to weep for Humber’s death, 

And thed falt tears for her overthrow: 

. Locrine may well bewail his proper grief, 
Locrine may move his own peculiar woe, 
He being conquer’d, died a {peedy death, 
And felt not long his lamentable fmart, 

| I being a Conquerour, live a lingring life, 

And feel the force of Cupid’s fadden ftroke. 

I gave him caufe to die a f{peedy death. 

He left me caufe to wifh a fpeedy death. 

O that {weet face painted with Nature’s dye, 
Thofe rofeal cheeks mixt with a fnowy white, 

That decent neck furpafling Ivory, ; 
Thofe comely breafts which Venus well might fpite, 
Are like to {hates which wily fowlers wrought, 
Wherein my yielding heart is prifoner caught, 
The golden trefles of her dainty hair, 

Which fhine like Rubies glittering with the Sun, 


‘| Have fo entrapt poor Locrine’s love-fick heart, 


That from the fame no way it can be won. 
How truce is that which oft I heard declar’d, 
One dram of joy muft havea pound of care. 
Effr; Hard is their fall, who from a golden Crown 


| Are caft into a Sea of wretchednefs, 


_Loc. Hard is their thrall, who by Cupid’s frown, |.” 


My 
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Are wrapt in waves of endlefs carefulnefg; 
Effr. O Kingdom, object to all miferies, 
Loc. O Love, the extream fof all extremities, 
: C Let hin go into: his Ghair. 
Sold. My Lord,in fanfacking the Soythian Fents, 
I found this Lady, ‘and to. manifeft 
That éarneft zeal } bear unto your Grace, 
[ hereprefent her to-your Majefty,;, 
Another Sold. Ae lies; my Lord, 1 found the Lady firit, 
And here prefent her to your Majefty. 
1 Sold. Prefampwuions Villain, wile thou take my prize? 
2 Sold. Nay ratherthou depriv’ft me of my right. 
‘ga8eld; Retign thy Title (cative) unto me, 
Or with my Sword [ll pierce thy Cowards loins, 
2 Sold. Soft words, good Sir, ’tis not enough to fpeak : 
A barking Dog doth seldom ftrangets bite, 
Loc, Unreverent Villains, ftrive you in our fight ? 
Take them hence, Jaylor, to the Dungeon, 
There let them lie and try their quarrel out, 
But thou, fair Princefs, be no whit difmay’d, 
But rather joy that Locrine favours thee. 
Efir, How can he favour me that flew my Spoufe? 
Loc, The chance of war (my love) took him from:thee: 
Eftr, But Locrine was the caufer of his death. 
Toc. He was an Enemy to Locrine’s State, 
And flew my noble Brother Albanaét, 
Effr. But he was link’d to me in Marriage-bond, 
And would you have me love his flaughterer ? 
Loc. Bettér to lve, than not to live at.all, 
Ejfr. Better to die renowned for chaftity, 
Than to live with fhame and endlefs infamy, 
What would the common fort report of me, 
If I forget my love, and cleave to thee? 
Loc. Kings need not fear the vulgar fentences, 
Eftr. But Ladies mutt regard their honeft name: 
Loc. Is ita fhameto live in Marriage-bonds.? 
str. No, but tobe a Strumpet toa King, 
Loc. If thou wilt yield to Locrine’s burning love,) 
Thou fhalt be Queen.of fair Albania. 
Estr. But Guendeline will undermine my State, 
Loc. Upon mine Honour, thou fhalt bave no harm. 
éstr. Then lo, brave Locrine; Estrild yields to thee, 
And by the Gods, whom chou doft invocate, 
By the dread Ghoft of thy deceafed Sire, 
By thy right hand, and. by thy butning love, 
Take pity on poor Estrild’s wretched thralt. 
Cors. Hath Locrine then forgot his Guendeline, 
That thus he courts the Scythians Paramouc? 
What, are the words of Brute fo foon forgot ? 
Are my deferts fo quickly out of mind ? 
Have I been faithful to thy Sire now dead? 
Have I protected thee from Humber’s hand, 
And \do’ft thon quit me with ungratitude ? 
Is this the guerdon for my grievous wounds 8+ 
Is this the honour for my labours paft ? 
Now by my Sword,. Locrine, | fwear to thee; 
This injury of thine fhall:be repaid. 
Loc. Uncle, {corn you your Royal Soveraign, 
As if weftood for cyphers imthe Court ? 
Upbraid you me with thofe your benefits ? 
Why, it was a Subject’s duty fotodo. 
What you have done for our deceafed Sire 
We know, and all'know, you have your reward. » 
Cori,’ Avant, proud Princox, brav’{t thoume withal, , 
Aflure thy felf, though thou be Emperour, 
Thou ne’re fhalt carry this unpunifhed;» 
Camb. Pardon my Brother, noble Corineius, 
Pardon this once, atid it fhall be amended. | 
Affax, Coufin, remember Brutus lateft words, 
How he defired you to cherifh them: 
Let not this fault fo much in¢enfe your mind; 


| Which is not yet pafled all remedy. 
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Cori, Then Locrine, ‘lo I reconcile my felf, 
But as thou lov’ft thy life, fo love thy VVife: 
Bot if thou violate thofe promifes, 
Blood and revenge fhall light upon thy head. 
Come, let us back to ot he spe 

» matters fhall be fetled. 

VVhere all thefe mat  tneniobanill 
s of Devils wait upon thy Soul. :9 
sivex thy impious Ghoft - 
rack chy curfed Bones. 
ufe of breath, 
thy Death. 


Million 
Legions of Spirit 
Ten thoufand Torments 
Let every thing that hath the 

Be inftruments and workers of 


LExeant. 


Scena Tertia. 


his bair hanging over his fhoulders, 


Enter Humber «alone ; 
and a dart in one band. 


his arms all bloody, 


Hum. VVbat Bafilisk hath hatched in this place, 
Where every thing confumed is to nought ? 
What fearful Fury haunts thefe curfed groves, 
Where nota root is left for Humber’s meat ? 

Hath fell « 4/ecto with envenomed blafts, 
Breathed forth poifon in thefe tender plains 2 
Hath triple Cerberus with contagious foam, 
Sow’d Aconitum ’mongit thefe wither’d herbs? 
Hath dreadful Fames with her charming rods 
Brought barrennefs on every fruitful tree? 
What not aroot, no fruit, nobeaft, no bird, 
To nourith Hamber inthis wildernefs ? 

What would you more, you Fiends of Erebus? 
My very intrails burn for want of drink, 

My bowels cry, Humber give us fome meat, 

But wretched Humber can give you no meat, 
Thefe foul accurfed groves afford no meat: 
This frvitlefs foil, this ground brings forth no meat. 
The gods, hard-hearted gods, yield me no meat. 
Then how can Humber give you any meat ¢ 


Enter Sttumbo with a pitch-fork, and 4 
Scotch-cap. 

Str. How do you, Matters, how do you ? how have 
you fcaped hanging this long time? i’faith I have fcap’d 
many a fcouring this year, but I thank God L have paft 
them all with a good couragio, couragio, and my Wife and 
Lare in great love and charity now, | thank my manhood 
and my ftrength3 for I will tell you, Matters, upon a 
certain day at night I came home, to fay the very truth, 
with my ftomach full of Wine, and ran up into the Cham- 
ber, where my Wife foberly fate rocking my little Baby, 
leaning her’back againft the Bed, finging lullaby. Now 
when fhe faw me come with my nofe foremoft, thinking 
that | had been drunk, as I was indeed, fnatch’d up a fagot- 
{tick in her hand, and came furioufly marching towards 
me with a big face, as though fhe would have eaten me 
at a bit; thundering out thefe words unto me. Thou 
drunken knave, where haft thou been fo long? I fhall 
teach thee how to benight me another time: and fo the 
began to play knaves trumps. Now, although I trembled, 
fearing fhe would fet her ten Commandments in my 


dle, 1 carried her valiantly to the Bed, and flinging her 


upon it, flung my felf upon her, and there I delighted 
her fo with the fport I made, that ever after fhe would 


come one of the richeft Men in our Parifh. VVell, 


fhall fee what Meat | have here for my break-faft. 
Lae fits down and pulls out his Vittuals. 


face, ran within her, and taking her luftily by the mid- 


call me {weet Husband, and fo banifh'd brawling for ever : 
and to fee the good will of the Wench, fhe bought with 
her Portion a yard of Land, and by that I am now be- 


Matters, what’s a Clock ? it is now break-faft time, you 


dy of Locrine. 


Hum..\Was ever Land fo fruitlefs as this Land ? 
Was ever Grove fo gracelefs as this Grove ? 
Was ever Soil fo barren as this Soil ? 

Ohno: the Land where hungry Fames dwelt, 
May no ways equalize this curfed Land ; 

No, even the climate of the torrid zone 

Brings forth more Fruit than this accurfed Grove. 
Ne’r came fweet Ceres, ne’r came Venus here ; 
Triptolemus the god of Husbandmen, 

Ne’r fow’d his Seed in this foul Wildernefs. 

The hunger-bitten Dogs of echeron, 

Chac’d from the nine-fold Puriphlegiton, 

Have fet their footfteps in this damned ground, 
The iron hearted Furies arm’d with Snakes, 
Scattered huge Hydra’s over all the plains, 
Which have conium’d the Grafs; the Herbs, the Trees, 
Which have drunk up the flowing water {prings. 


Strumbo hearing his voice ftarts up, and puts his meat sn 
bis pocket , feeking to hide himfelf. 


Hum, Thou great commander of the ftarry Sky, 
That guid’ft the life of every mortal wight, 
From the inclofures of the fleeting Clouds 
Rain down fome Food, or elfe I faint and dye. 
Pour down fome drink, or elfe I faint and dye. 
O Jupiter, haft thou fent Mercury 
In clowifh fhape to minifter fome Food? 
Some Meat, fome Meat, fome Meat. 
Strum. O alas Sir, ye are deceived, Tam not AZercury, 
lam Strumbo. 
Hum. Give me fome Meat, Villain, give me fome Meat, 
| Or ’gaintt this Rock, I’ll dah thy curfed Brains, 
And rend thy bowels with my bloody hands. 
Give me fome Meat, WVillain, give me fome Meat, 
Strum. By the faith of my Body, good fellow, I had 
rather give a whole Oxe , than that thou fhould’ft ferve 
me in that fort. Dah out my brains! O horrible, 
terrible, I think I have a quarry of Stones in my 
pocket. 


He makes as though he would give him fome, and as he put- 
teth out bis hand, enters the Ghoft of AlBanact, and 
firikes him on the hand, and fo Strumbo runs ont, Hum- 
ber following him. [Exeunt. 


Alba. Ghoft. Lo here. the gift of fell Ambition, 
Of Ufurpation and of ‘Treachery. 
Lo here the harms that wait upon all thofe 
That do intrude themfelves in others Lands, 
Which are not under their Dominion. 


Scena Quarta 
Enter Locrine alone. 


Loc. Seven Years hath aged (orineins liv’d 
To Locrine’s grief, and fair Eftrilda’s woe, 
And feven Years more he hopeth yet to lives 
Oh fupreme Jove, annihilate this thought. 
Should he enjoy the airs fruition? 
Should he enjoy the benefit of life? 

Should he contemplate the radiant fun, 

That makes my life equal to dreadful death ? 
Venus convey this Monfter from the earth, 
That difobeyeth thus thy facred hefts, 

(upid convey this Monfter to dark Hell, 

That difannuls thy Mothers fugared Laws. 
Mars with thy Target all befet with flames, 
With murthering blade bereave him of his life, 
That hindreth Locrine in his fweeteft joys. 
And yet for all his diligent afpect, 


beeen aT 


| His wrathful eyes pierciug ‘like Linces eyes, 
| Well have I overmatehe his fubtilcy. 
| Nigh Deucolitum by the pleafant Lee, 
Where braekith Thamis flides with filyer {treams, 
Making a breach into the graffie downs, 
| A curious arch of coftly marble fraught, 
Hath /ocrine framed underneath, the ground, 
| he walls whereof, garnifht;with Diamonds, 
With Ophirs, Rubies, gliftening Emeralds, 
And interla@’t with Sun-bright Carbuncles, 
Lightens the room with artificial day, 
| And from the Lee with\waterAowing pipes 
The moifture is deriv’d into this arch, 
| Where Ihave plac’d fair Estrildfecretly gobs 
| Thicher eftfoons accompanied with my Page, 
| 1 covertly vifit.my bearts defire; 
| Without fufpicion of the meaneft eye, 
|For love aboundeth -ftill with policy ; 
| And thither {till means Locrine to.repair, 


| Till —4tropos cut off mine.Uacle’s.life,. LE wit. | 


| 
| Scena Quinta, 


Enter Humber alone; faying 5 


Hum. O.vita mifero longa, folic brevis ! 
Eheu malorum fames-extremum malin 


Long have I lived in this defart cave, 

With eating haws and miferable roots, 
Devouring leaves and beaftly excrements. 

Caves were my beds, and {tones my pillow-beres, 
Fear was my fleep, and horrour was my dream ; 
For ftill me thoughtvat every. boilterous blaft; 
Now Locrine comes, now Humber thou mutt dies 
So that for fear and hunger, Humber’s mind 

Can never reft, but always trembling ftands. 

O what Danubius now may quench my thirft? 
What Enphrates, what light foot Exripus 

May now allay the fury of that heat, 

Which raging in my entrails eats me up ? 

You ghaftly Devils of the ninefold Styx, 

You damned Ghofts of joylefs.e Zcheron, 

You mournful fouls, vext in Aby/fus vaults, 

You coal-black Devils of Avernus pond, 

Come with your fleth-hooks, rend my famifht arms, 
Thefe arms that have fuftain’d their matters life ; 
Come with your razours rip my bowels up, 

With your fharp fire-forks crack my ftarved bones. 
Ufe me as you will, fo Amber may not live. 
Accurfed Gods that rule the ftarry Poles, 

Accurfed Fove King of the accurfed Gods, ‘ 
Caft down your lightning on poor Aumber’s head, 
That I may leave this death&H like life of mine : 
What hear you not, and fhall not umber die ? 
Nay I will die, though all the Gods fay nay. 

And gentle 4by take my troubled corps, 

Take it and keep it from all mortal Eyes, 

That none may fay when I have loft my breath, 
The very Flouds con{pir?d ‘gainft Aumber’s death, 


Enter the Choft of Albanact. 


Ex cedem fequit ur, cedes in cade quiefco. 
Humber is dead, joy Heavens, leap Earth, dance Trees; 
Now may’{t thou reach thy Apples T; antalus, 
And with’em feed thy hunger- bitten Limbs : 
Now Sy/iphus leave the tumbling of thy Rock, 
And reft thy reftlefs Bones upon the fame : 
Unbind Ix1on, cruel Rhadamanth, 
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LFlings himfelf into the River, 


PRE a: 
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}} And lay proud Humber. on the whislia, Wh Tt 

| i i 3’ Wheel, 

Back will I poft to Hell mouth Tananus, 
And pafs Cocytus, to the Elyfian Fields, 

And tell my Father Brutus-of thefe news. 

LExéinr, | 


(iene: Moet 
| Aus Quintus. Scena Pring 


Enter Ate as before.: Jafon leadin 


wg ‘Creons Danchter.Me. 
dea following, hath 4\Carlandin ber hand, ‘and putting x 
on ‘Creon’s Danhrers Heaid, fetteth it ‘on fire » and the | 
killing Yafon: and ner, ‘departeth. 


Lefe furtivo quam cor mulieris amore. 


Ate. N ON tam Tringeris exeftuat etna caverns} 
eUedea feeing Fafom leave her love, 

And choofe the Daughter of the Dheben King, 
Went to her devillith charms to work revenge ; 

And raifing up the triple Hecate, 

With all the rout of the: condemned fiends, 

Framed a Garland-by her magick skill; 

With which fhe wrought: Fafon and Creon’s ill, 

SO Guendeline feeing her felf mifus’d, 

And Aumber’s Paramour pofiefs her place, 

Flies tothe Dukedom of Cornubia, 

And with.her Bropher ftout Thr afimachus, 

Gathering a power of Cornifh Souldiers, 

Gives Battel to her Husband and his Hoft, 

Nigh to the River of great Afertia: 

The chances of this diftnal Maflacre,, | 
That which enfueth fhortly will unfold. j 


Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


r Eater Locrine, Camber, Affaracus, .and 
— Thrafimachas. 

Affa, But tellme, Coufin, dyed my Brother fo ? 

Now who is left to-haplefs tbion; 

That as a Pillar might uphold our ‘tate, 

That might ftrike terrour to our dating Foes ? 
Now who is left to haplefs Britany, 

That might defend her from the barbarous hands 
Of thofe that {till defite her. ruinous fall, 

And feek to work her-downfal and decay. 

Cam. | Uncle, Death is our common Enemy, 
And none but Death can match our matchlefs power, 
Witnefs the fall of Albioneinus Crew, 

Witnefs the fall of Humber and his Huns, 

And this foul Death hath now increas’d our woe, 
By taking Corineius from this life, 
And in his room leaving us Worlds 6f-care. 

Thra. But none may more bewail his mournful Hearfe, 
Than I that am the Iffue of his Loins, 

Now foul befal that curfed Aumber’s throat, 
That was the cauferof his lingring wound. 

Loc. Tears cannot raife him from the dead again, 
But where’s my Lady Miftrefs Guendoline? 

Thra. \n Cornwall, Locrine, is my Sifter now, 
Providing for my Father’s Funeral, : ee 

Loc. And let her there provide her mourning Weeds, 
And mourn for ever her own Widow-hood: 

Ne’re fhall fhe come within our Palace Gate, 

To countercheck brave Leerine inthis love. i 
Go, Boy, to Deucolitum; down the Lee, } 
Unto the Arch where lovely Effrild lies, 
Bring her and Sabrewftrait unto the Court, 
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She fhall be Queen in Guendelines room. Doth Effrild fall with fuch fubmiffion 
| Let others wail for Corineins death, Before her fervant King of Albion ? 

[| mean not foto macerate my mind, Arife, fair Lady, leave this lowly chear, 
For him that barr’d me from my hearts defire. Lift up thof looks that cherifh Locrine’s heart, 
Thra. Hath Locrine then forfook his Guendeline ? That I may freely view that rofeal face, 
Is Corineins death fo foon forgot ? Which fo intangled hath my love-fick breaft. 
If there be Gods in-Heaven, @s fure there be 5 Now to the Court, where we willcourt it out, 
if there be Fiends in Hell, as needs there muti, And pafs the night and day in Venus {ports. 
They wilkrevenge this thy notorious wrong, Frolick, brave Peers, be joyful with your King. [Exeunt. 
And pour their plagues upon thy curfed head. 
Loc. What, prat’it thou, Peafant, to thy Soveraign? 
Or art thou ftrucken in fome ecftafie ? 
Dorit thou not tremble at our Royal looks ? 
Do’ft thou not quake when mighty Locrine frowns ? 
Thou beardlefs Boy, were’t not that Locrine {corns 
To vex his mind with fuch a heartlefs Child, 
With the fharp point of this my battel-axe, 
I’de fend thy foul to Puryphlegiton. 
Thra, Though 1 be young and of a tender age, 
Yet will I cope with Locrine when he dares. 
My noble Father with his conquering Sword, 
Slew the two Giants Kings of Aquitaim 
Thr afimachus is not fo degenerate, 
That he fhould fear and tremble at the looks, 
Or taunting words of a Venerean Squire. 
Loc, Menaceft thou thy Royal Soveraign ? 
Uncivil, not befeeming fuch as you. 
Injurious Traitor (for he is no lefs 
That at defiance ftandeth with his King) . 
Leave thefe thy taunts, leave thefe thy bragging words, 
Unlefs thou mean’ft to leave thy wretched life. 
Thra. \f Princes ftain their glorious Dignity 
With ugly fpots of monftrous infamy, 
They leefe their former eftimation, 
And throw themfelyes into a Hell of hate. 
Loc. Wilt thou abufe my gentle patience, » 
As thou though did’ft our high difpleafure fcorn ? 
Proud Boy, that thou may’ft know thy Prince is mov'd, 
Yea, greatly mov’d at this thy fwelling pride, 
We banifh thee for ever from out Court. 
Thra. Then, lofel Locrine, look unto thy felf, 
Thrafimachus will revenge this injury. Exit. 
Loc, Farewel, proud Boy, and learn to ufe thy tomgue. 
Aja. Alas, my Lord, you fhould have call’d to mind 
The lateft words that Brutus fpake to you, 
How he defir’d you, by the obedience 
That children ought to bear their Sire, 
To love and favour Lady Guendeline : 
Confider this, that if the injury 
Do move her mind, as certainly it will, 
War and diflention follows {peedily. 
What though her power be not fo great as yours, 
Have you not feen a mighty Elephant 
Slain by the biting of a filly Moule ? 
Even fo the chance of War inconftant is. 
Loc. Peace, Uncle, peace, and ceafe to talk hereof ; 
For he that feeks by whifpering this or that, 
To trouble Locrine in his fweetelt life, 
Let him perfwade himfelf to die the death. 
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Scena Tertia. 
Enter Guendeline, Thrafimachus, Madan, and Souldiers. 


Guen. You gentle winds that with your modett blafts, 
Pafs through the circuit of the heavenly vault, 
Enter the clouds unto the Throne of Fove, ° 
And bear my prayers to his all-hearing ears, 
For Locrine hath torfaken Guendeline, 
And learnt to love proud Humber’s Concubine. 
You happy Sprites that in the concave Sky 
With pleafant joy, enjoy your fweeteft Love, 
Shed forth thofe tears with me, which then you fhed, 
When firft you woo’d your Ladies to your wills : 
Thofe tears are fitteft for my woful cafe, 
Since Locrine fhuns my nothing pleafant face. 
Bluth Heavens, blufh Sun, and hide thy fhining beams, 
| Shadow thy radiant locks in gloomy clouds, : 
Deny thy cheerful light unto the world, 
Where nothing reigns but falfhood and deceit. 
What, faid I, falfhood? 1, that filthy erime, 
For Locrine hath forfaken Guendeline. 
Behold the Heavens do wail for Guendeline : 
The fhining Sun doth blufh for Guendeline : 
The liquid Air doth weep for Guendeline : 
The very Ground doth groan for Guendeline. 
1, they are milder than the Britain King, 
For he rejecteth lucklefs Guendeline. wa 
Thra. Sifter, complaints are bootlefs in this caule, 
This open wrong muft have an open plague: 
This plague mult be repaid with grievous war, 
This war mutt finifh with Locrinus death, 
His death will foon extinguifh our complaints. 
Guen. Ono, his death will more augment my WOCS, 
He was my Husband, brave Thr afimachs, 
More dear to me than the apple of mine eye, 
Nor can | find in heart to work his fcathe. © 
Thra. Madam, if not your proper injuries, 
Nor my exile, can move you to revenge : 
Think on our Father Corinesus words, 
His words to us ftand always for a Law. 
Should Locrine live that caus’d my Fathers death ? 
Should Locrine live that now divorceth you ?. 
The heavens, the earth, the air, the fire reclaims 5 
And then why fhould all we deny the fame? : 
Guen. Then henceforth farewel womanifh complaints, 
All childith pity henceforth then farewel: 
But curfed Locrine, look unto thy felf, 
For Nemefis the Miltrefs of Revenge, 
Sits arm’d at all points on our difmal blades, 
And eurfed Effrild that inflam’d bis heart, 
Shall, if I live, die a reproach ul death. 
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Enter the Page, with Eltrild and Sabren. 


“oot 


Eftr, O fay me, Page, tell me, where is the King ? 
| Wherefore doth he fend for me to the Court ? Madan. Mother, though Nature makes me to lament 
Is itto die? is it toend my life? My lucklefs Father’s froward lechery 5 
Say me, fweet Boy, tell me and do not feign. : Yet for he wrongs my Lady Mother, thus, 
Page, No, truft me, Madam, if you will credit the little || if | could, my felf would work his death. 
honefty that is yet left me, there is No fuch danger as you ” PT headi See, madam, fee, the defire of revenge 
feat, but prepare your felf, yonder’s the King. Is inthe children of a tender age. 
Efr. Then, Eftrild, lift thy dazled fpirits up, Forward, brave Souldiers, into Mercia, 
And blefs that bleffed time, that day, that hour, Where we fhall brave the Coward to his face. 
That warlike Locrine firft did favour thee, LE 
Peace to the King of Britany, my Love, 
Peace to all thofe that love and favour him. 
[Locrine taking her up. 
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Guen. | Locrine, Traiterous Locrine, we 
With full pretence to feek thine aeons 2 = 
What have I done that thou fhould’ft {corn me thus ? 
What have I faid that thou fhould’ft me reject ? 
Have I been difobedient to thy words? 
Have I bewray’d thy arcane fecrecy? 
Have I difhonoured thy Marriage Bed 
With filthy Crimes, or with lafcivious Lufts? 
Nay itis thou that haft difhonoured it, 
Thy filthy mind orecome with filthy Lufts, 
Yieldeth nato affections filthy Darts. 
Unkind, thou wrong’ft thy firft and trueft fear,fricad 
Unkind, thou wrong’ft thy beft and deareft Friend; 
Unkind, thou fcorn’ft all skilful Brutus Laws, 
Forgetting Father, Uncle, and thy felf. 

Effr. Believe me, Locrine, but the Girl is wife, 
And well would feem to makea Veftal Nun, 
How finely frames the her oration.: 

Thr. Locrine, we came not here to fight with words, 
VVords that can never win the victory, 
But for you are fo merry in your frumps, 
Unfheath your fwords, and try it out by force, 
That we may fee who hath the better hand. 

Locr. Think’ft thou to dare me, bold Thrafimachus ? 
Think’ ft thou to fear me with thy taunting braves, 
Or do we feem too weak to cope with thee ? 
Soon fhall I fhew thee my fine cutting Blade, 
And with my Sword, the.Meflenger of Death, 
Seal thee an acquittance for thy bold attempts. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Locrine, Eftrild, Habren, Affarachus, and 
the Sounldiers, 


Locr. Tell me, Affarachus, are the Cornifh Chuffs 
In fuch great number come to Mertia, 
And have they pitched there their Hoff, 
So clofe unto our Royal Manfion ? 

Affa. They are, my Lord, and mean incontinent 
To bid defiance to your Majefty. 

Locr, It makes me laugh, to think that Guendeline 
Should have the heart to come in arms againft me. 

Efr. Alas, my Lord, the Horfe will run amain 
When as the Spur doth gall him to the Bone ; 
Jealoufie, Locrine, hath a wicked fing. 

Locr. Sayft thou fo, Effrild, Beauties Paragon ? 
Well, we will try her choler to the proof, 
And make her know, Locrine can brook no braves. 
March on, Affarachus, thou maft lead the way, 
And bring us to their proud Pavillion. 

LExeunt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter the Ghost of Corineius, with thunder 
and lightning. 


LExeunt. 
Ghost. Behold, the Circuit of the azure Sky 


Throws forth fad throbs, and grievous fufpirs, 

Prejudicating Locrine’s overthrow : 

The Fire cafteth forth tharp darts of flames, 

The great Foundation of the triple World 

Trembleth and quaketh with a mighty noife, 

Prefaging bloudy Maflacres at hand. 

The wandring Birds that flutter in the dark, 

When hellifh night in cloudy Chariot feated, 

Cafteth her mifts on fhady Tellus Face, 

With fable Mantles covering all the Earth, 

Now flies abroad amid the chearful day, 

Foretelling fome unwonted mifery. 

The fnarling Curs of darkned Tartarus, 

Sent from Avernus Ponds by Radamanth, 

With howling ditties pefter every Wood ; 

The watry Ladies and the lightfoot Fawns, 

Andallthe rabble of, the woody Nymphs, 

All trembling hide themfelves in fhady Groves, 

. And fhrowd themfelves in hideous-hollow Pits. 

The boyfterous Boreas thundreth forth revenge 

The ftony Rocks cry out on fharp revenge : 

The thorny Buth pronounceth dire revenge. 
[Sound the alarm. 


Sound the eAlarum., Enter Locrine, Affarachus, and a\ 
Souldier at one Door, Guendeline, Thrafimachus, at 
another, Locrine and his Followers driven back, 


Then let Locrine and Eftrild enter again in amaze. 


Locr. O fair Eftrilda, we have loft the Field, 

Thrafimachus hath won the Victory, 

And we are left to be a laughing ftock, 

Scoft at by thofe that are our Enemies, 

Ten thonfand Souldiers arm’d with Sword and Shield, 

Prevail againft an hundred thoufand men, 

Thrafimachus incelt with fuming ire, 

Rageth amongft the faint-heart Souldiers, 

Like to grim ears, whencovered with his targe 

He fought with Diomedes in the field, 

Clofe by the Banks of filver Simois, [Sound the Alarum, 

O lovely EStrild now the Chafe begins, 

‘Ne’re fhall we fee the ftately Troynovant 

Mounted with Courfers garnifht all with Pearls, 

Ne’re fhall we view the fair Concordia, 

Unlefs as Captives we be thither brought. 

Shall Locrine then be taken Prifoner, 

By fuch a youngling as Thrafimachus ? 

Shall Guendeline captivate my love ? 

Ne’re fhall mine Eyes behold that difmal hour, 

Ne’re will I view that ruthful fpectacle, 

For with my Sword; this fharp Curtle-Axe, 

1’ll cat in funder my accurfed heart. 

| But O you judges of the ninefold Sty, é 

Which with inceflant torments rack the Ghofts 

Within the bottomlefs ebyffus Pitsy _ 

You gods, Commanders of the Heavenly Spheers, 

.Whofe will and laws irrevocable ftand, 

Forgive, forgive, this foul accurfed fin, 

Forget O gods, this foul condemned fault: 

And now my Sword that in fo many fights kifs his Sword. 

Haft fav’d the Life of Brutus and his Son, 

End now his Life that wifheth till for Death, 

Work now his Death that wifheth ftill for Death, 

Work now his Death that hateth ftill his Life. 

Farewel, fair Eftrild, Beauties Paragon, re 
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Now Corineius ftay and fee revenge, 
And feed thy Soul with Locrine’s. overthrow, 
Behold they.come, the Trumpets calf them forth: 
The roaring Drums fummon the Souldiers. 
Lo where their Army gliftereth on the Plains. 
Throw forth thy lightning, mighty Fup:er, 
And pourthy Plagnes on curfed Locrine’s Head. 
[Stand afide. 


Enter Locrine, Eftrild, Aflarachus, Habren avd their 
Souldiers at one, Door, Thrafimachus, Guendeline, Ma- 
dan and their Followers at another. 


Locs What is the Tyger ftarted from his Cave ? 
Is Guendeline come from Cornubia, 
That thus the braveth Locrine to the Teeth ? 
And haft thou found thine Armour, pretty Boy, 
Accompanied with thefe thy ftragling mates? 
Believe me but this Enterprize was bold, 
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3° 2 
Fram’d in the Front of forlorn miferies, 
Ne’re fhall mine Eyes behold thy Sun-fhine Eyes, 
But when we meet in the Ely/ian Fields, 
Thither I go before with haftened pace. 
| Farewel,vain World, and thy inticing fnares. 
Farewel, foul fin, and thy inticing pleafures. 
/ And welcom Death, the end of mortal {mart, 
Welcom to Locrine’s over-burthened heart. 
[Thrufts himfelf through with his Sword. 
Eftr, Break heart with fobs and grievous fulpirds 
Stream forth you tears from forth my watry Eyes, 
Help me to mourn for Warlike Locrine’s Death, 
Pourdown your tears you watry Regions, 
For mighty Locrine is bereft of life. 
O fickle Fortune, O unftable World, 
What elf are all things, that this Globe contains, 
But a confufed Chaos of mifhaps ? 
VVherein as in a Glafs we plainly fee, 
That all our Life is but a Tragedy. 
Since mighty Kings are fubject to mifhap, 
I, mighty Kings are fubject to mifhap, 
Since martial Locrine is bereft of life, 
Shall Effrild live then after Locrine’s Death ? 
Shall love of life bar her from Locrine’s Sword ? 
O no, this Sword that hath bereft his life, 
Shall now deprive me of my fleeting Soul : 
Strengthen thefe hands O mighty Jupiter, 
That { may end my wofu! miferie, 
Locrine 1 come, Locrize 1 follow thee. 


— 


[ Kills be felf. 


Sound the Alarm. Enter Sabren. 


‘Sab. VVhat doleful fight, what ruthful fpeétiacle: 
Hath Fortune offered to my happlefs heart ? 
My Father flain with fuch a fatal Sword, ~ 
My Mother murthred by a mortal wound? 
VVhat Thracian Dog, what Barbarous A4rmidon, 
VVould not relent at fuch a ruthful cafe ? 
VVhat fierce Achilles, what hard ftony flint, 
VVould not bemoan this mournful Tragedie ? 
Locrine, the map of magnanimitie, 
Lies flaughtered in his foul accurfed cave, 
Eftrild, the perfec pattern of renown, 
Natures fole wonder, in whofe beauteous brealts, 
All heavenly grace and vertue was infhrind, 
Both maflacred are dead within this cave, 
And with them dies fair Pallas and fweet love. 
Here lies a Sword, and Sabren hath a heart, 
This blefled Sword fhall cut my curfed heart, 
And bring my Soul unto my parents: ghofts, 
That they that live and view our Tragedy, 
May mourn our cafe with mournful plaudites. 


Ay me, my virgins hands are too too weak, 

To penetrate the bullwark of my Brealt, 

My fingers us’d to tunethe amorous Lute, 

Are not of force to hold this fteely glain, Glave 
So I am left to wail my parents Death, 

Not able for to work my proper Death. 

Ah Locrine, honour’d for thy noblenefs, 

Ah Effrild, famous for thy conftancie. 

Hl may they fare that wrought your mortal ends. 


Enter Guendeline, Thrafimachus, Madam, 
and the Souldiers. 


Find the proud ftrumpet, Humber’s Concubine, 
That J} may change thofe her fo pleafing looks, 
| To pale and ignominious afpect. 

Find me the iffue of their curfed Love, 
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| Mournfully weeping for their lucklefs Death.° ' 


J Come mourn with me, for beauteous &strild’s Death. ' 


(Let her offer to kill her [elf 


Gyen. Search Souldiers,Search, find Locrive and hisLeve, 


Find me young Sabren, Locrine’s only joy, 
That I may glut my mind with lukewarm Blood 
Swiftly diftilling fromthe Baftards brett, 4 

My Fathers ghoit ftill haunts me for Revenge 
Crying, Revenge my over-haftened Death, 3 
My Brother’s exile, and'mine own divorce, 

Banifh remorfe clean from my brazen Heart, 

All Mercy from mine adamantive breatts. 

' Thra, Nor doth thy Husband, lovely Guendeline 
That wonted was to guide our ftarlefs fteps, ; 
Enjoy this Light ; fee where he murdred lies: 

By lucklefs Jot and froward: frowning fate 
And by him lies his lovely paramour ‘ 

Fair Effrild goared with a difmal Sword, 
And as it feems, both murdred by themfelyes 
Clafpingeach other in theit feebled arms, .” 
VVith loving zeal, as if for Company 
| Their uncontented Corps were yet content! 

To pafS foul Styx in Charon’s ferty-boat. 

Guen, And hath proud Effrid then prevented me, -. 
Hath the efcaped Gwendelina’s wrath, iad Shem 
Violently by cutting off her life ? i 
VVould God fhe had the monftrous | Hydra’s lives, 
‘That every hour fhe might have died a Death 
VVorfe than the fwing of old Zxton’s wheel, 

And every hour revive to die again, 

As Titius bound to houflefs Cancafor, 

Doth feed the fubftance of his own mifhap, 
And everyday for want of Food doth die,* ' 
And every night doth live again to die. 

But ftay, methinks, I hear fome fainting Voice, 


j 


Sa, You mountainNymphs which inthefe defarts reign,| 
Ceafe off your hafty chafe of Savage Beafts,. 2”! zs 
Prepare to fee a heart oppreft withcare, > "2° 8 if 
\Addrefs your Ears to hear a mournful ftile, 
‘No humane ftrength, no work can work my weal, 
Care in my heart fo Tyrant like doth deal. 
You Dryades and lightfoot Satyri, at ois 
You gracious Fairies which at Even tide,’ 

Your Clofets leave with Heavenly-Beauty ftor’d, 

‘| And on your fhoulders fpread your golden Locks, 
You favage Bears in Caves and darkned Dens, 
Come wail with me the martial Locrine’s Death ' 


Ah loving Parents little do you know, 

VVhat forrow Sabre fuffers for your thrall.» 
Guen, But may this be, and is it poflible, 

‘Lives Sabren yet to expiate my wrath? 

Fortune I thank thee for this courtefie, 

And let me never fee one profperous hour, 

lf Sabren die notareproachfuldeath. °° 
Sa, Hard-hearted death, that when the wretched call, 

Art fartheft off, andfeldom hear’ft atall, 

But in the mid’ft of Fortunes good fuccefs, 

Uncalled comes, and fheérs our life in twain : 

VVhen will that hour, that bleffed hour draw nigh, 

VVhen poor diftrefled Sabren may be gone. 

Sweet Atropos cut off my fatal thread. 

VVhat art thou Death, thall not poor Sabren die? 

[Guendeline raking her by the Chin, fhall fay thus: 

Guen. Yes Damfel, yes, Sabren thall farely die, 

Though all the VVorld fhould feek to fave her Life, 

And not a common Death fhall Sabren dic, 

But after flrange and grievous punifhments, 

Shortly inflicted upon thy Baftards Head, 

Thou fhalt be caft into the curfed'ftreams, 

And feed the Fifhes with thy tender flefh. 3 
Sab, And think’ft thou then, thou cruel Homicide, 

That thefe thy deeds fhall be unpunifhed ? 

No Traytor, no, the gods will venge thefe wrongs, 

The Fiends of Hell will mark thefe injuries. 

Never fhall thefe bloud-fucking mafty Curs 

Bring wretched Sabren to her lateft home. 
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For | my felf in fpite of thee and thine, 


VVithout the honour due unto the dead, 
; Mean to abridge my former deftinies, Becaufe the was the Author of this VVar, 

And that whicit Locrine’s Sword could not perform, Retire brave followers unto Troynovant, 

This prefent ftream fhall prefent bring to pafs, VVhere we will celebrate thefe Exequies, 

[She drowneth her’ felf.) And Place young Locrine in his Father’s Tomb, 
& Guen. One mifchief follows anothers neck, CExeunt omnes. 
, VVho would have thought fo younga Maid as fhe, 
|VVieh fuch a Courage would have fought her Death, 


Ate. Lo here the end of lawlefs Treachery, H 
; And for becaufe this River was the place 


Of Ufnrpation and ambitious Pride, 
VVhere little Sabren refolutely died, And they that for their private amours dare 
Sabren for ever fhall this fame be call’d, Turmoil ourLand, and fer their broils abroach, 
And as for Locrine our deceafed Spoufe, Let them be warned by thefe premiffes, 
Becapfe he was the Son of mighty Brute, And asa VVoman was the only caufe 
Tc whom we owe our Country, lives and goods, That civil difcord was then ftirred up, 
He hall be buried ina {tately Tomb, So let us pray for that renowned Maid, 
Clofe by his aged Father Brutus Bones, That eight and thirty years the Scepter fway'd 
VVith fuch great Pomp and great Solemnity, In quiet Peace and {weet felicity, 
As well befeems fo brave a Prince as he. And every wight that feeks her graces {mart, 
Let Effrild be without the fhallow Vaults, 


VVould that this Sword were pierced in his heart. [ Exit. 
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